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Attention! Attention! 
By Mekulash B-G 
 A Young Woman Forced to Live with a Thief and Her Ruthless 
Murderer! Band together to Remove this Horrible Man from the 
Eyes of Public Life! Make the Country Safe Again! High Reward for 
Anyone Who Captures Him! 
 Young Nancy was found dead this morning, when her partner, Bill 
Sikes fled the area. He took his dog and fled on foot after he beat her, 
killed her, and left her to rot in his home. That bloody piece-of-rubbish 
murderer must be apprehended. No one is safe. Guard yourselves, your 
children, and your wives. No one knows when he will strike again. He 
lacks feelings, respect for himself, and mercy. Look out for his dog. His 
once-friends have told us that his dog follows him everywhere. If you 
see it, prepare to fight or to die. Sikes has no place to go. His friends fear 
him, the English people hate 
him, so we must stop him to 

make our country safe again. He will rob your house, disrupt the 
peace, and kill another victim if he is not caught. The finest bobbies 
and detectives have been put on the case. Help them find Bill Sikes!  
 When a poor, young girl was forced to get into a 
relationship with a dirty, ill-minded thief, she had no choice. She 
had no money, no friends, and no choice. It is what any poor girl in 
England faces: they must become prostitutes to make money. A 
woman’s lack of representation in households, parliament, and 
society leads to her being forced to do what she must to survive. 
Those with a say, the wealthy aristocracy, must stand up against the 
misogyny and the patriarchy and give young girls a future! We must 
kill Bill Sikes!  

Measures to Eliminate International Terrorism 
By Elizabeth H. and Ammar A.  
 The legal committee at the U.N is focusing on eliminating international terrorism, one of the most 
ubiquitous conflicts in the media today. The delegates in this committee have many different views on how to 

!1

MEADOWLARK
The Many Voices of Meadow Montessori School

Pencils, Pencils 
Everywhere 

By Carolyn L. 

Pencils, pencils everywhere. 

Pencils, pencils in my hair. 

Pencils here and pencils there. 

Pencils, pencils everywhere.

Not Making A Poem 
By Lucy M. 

A term, a slang, a phrase. 

They stick just like a craze.  

That type of speech simply stays, 

Nowadays.  

They ain’t no good for speeches. 

They ain’t very quaint.  

And it ain’t no good.  

It’s kind of fun  

To speak with the word ain’t. 
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combat terrorism, and have come up with several different 
resolutions. Most countries, though, want o protect their 
borders and keep their own people safe. 
  First, delegates from different countries gave speeches 
about their views, and there were very different ideas on how to 
eliminate terrorism. The delegates of Sierra Leone said that 
they would support resolutions that condemn terrorism and 
severely punish people that support terrorists. The delegation of 
Singapore wanted to try to negotiate with the terrorists and to 
create a police force. Russia’s idea was to take a military 
standpoint, and work with U.S president Donald J. Trump and 
NATO to destroy ISIS, and France’s delegates wanted to set up 
a conference to talk about terrorism.  
Then, delegates started forming groups to create resolutions. 
The United Kingdom wants their resolution to be issued around 
education, they believe that terrorists are recruited because of 
their illiteracy. They also want to strengthen their borders. They 
have partnered with the United States of America, France and 

they are trying to incorporate Russia. a delegate of the UK says that “We want to strengthen awareness”. 
 Morocco is trying to make a resolution with more of the bigger groups of countries. They wanted a 

way for countries to be able to communicate with each other in case of terrorist attacks. The delegates of this 
country decided on an app in which countries could communicate only under emergencies. Morocco said they 
support this resolution “Because it will help warn people”. 

The delegates of Oman created a very popular resolution. There were 26 countries that agreed to join, 
including the UK, Russia, France, India, and several Middle Eastern countries. “We want to educate about gun 
control, educate about terrorism”, Said a delegate from Oman. Turkey, which was also part of the resolution, 
wanted police training and education in all schools, and 
said “The terrorists are using social media, and we can 
turn it against them”. 

 Most countries agreed to work together, but 
protecting their own borders might still have been 
considered more important. Education was a major factor 
that delegates thought over when coming up when 
resolutions. All countries are final in their resolutions. 

The Lorelei 
By Kiera M.  
 The Lorelei has a legend that long ago she was to 
be married, however she had found her lover had cheated 
on her and pushed him to his death along the Rhine 
River. She was then punished to a nunnery. While 
walking there with three knights she had asked to see the 
river one last time. No one knows if she jumped or was 
pushed or merely fell to her death. Since then, the legend 
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Tree 
By Sadie C. 

Oh you beautiful little tree,  

How your leaves sway in the 
wind 

On top of that hill over yonder.  

Oh how your limbs are full of 
fruit 

Oh you beautiful little tree. 

You whistle in the wind.  

Oh you beautiful little tree, 

How I love you so. 

Drawing by Matthew T.
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goes that Lorelei had become a siren who lured men to their 
death while they sailed the river. The Rhine River, however, is 
known for its murmuring rocks and dangerous areas which is 
what actually causes the boats to capsize and sailors to die.  
 The Lorelei is actually a steep slated rock 132 meters high 
(433 feet) on the right bank of the River Rhine in the Rhine 
Gorge at Sankt Goarshausen in Germany. The translation of the 
name means “murmur rock” and for good reason. The heavy 
currents and small waterfall create a murmuring sound and this 
combined with the special echo the rock produces acts as sort of 
an amplifier, then gave name to the rock itself. The murmuring 
today is hard to hear given all of the noise of today’s day and 
age.  
 Given all the right conditions, sailors would believe the siren 

would call to them. They would sail that way, however the conditions of the water and the murmuring rock 
would cause their ship to wreck.  
 In conclusion, it was not the Lorelei but the poor conditions of the Rhine river and the murmuring of 
the rocks that sailors believed to be her.  

Pokemon Mythic Master 
By John T.  
 One day I woke to my mother “Tiler, breakfast!” she yelled repeatedly. I was tired, but then I 
remember I get my first Pokemon. So I jumped out of bed and ate breakfast so fast that I took only 340 seconds 
to eat and I was out the door. I live in Johto City so my mom says “look both ways before crossing the street.” I 
know I shouldn’t but I do anyway.  
 I arrived at the Professor’s lab where I get to choose my Pokemon. “Hi Tiler” the professor said kindly. 
“His Professor” I answered. “Ready for your own Pokemon?” “Yes” I said. “Here are true choices” the 
professor said. “Wow!” I exclaimed, “A fire type Vulpix… hmm, I could really burn the competitions with 
her… but last time my father got a fire type he got burnt… No!” I said. “Wow, a water type Mudkip… hmm. I 
wouldn’t have to wash my dishes anymore but… he’s easy. no, I am sorry” I said to Mudkip. Last, a grass type 
Treeco. “Yes, he’s cool, fast, and has two cool evolutions. Treeco it is.”  
 “Here are five Pokeballs for your team and a Pokedex” said the Professor. “Thanks,” I replied, “Let’s 
go, Treeco.” I called him. We went home. “Hi Mom, I am home” I called “Good, go pack.” she said. “Ok 
mom” So I went up and packed food, clothes, a tent, and a flashlight. “Treeco” he said, “what is it? Ow, good 
idea! Matches.”  
 So we were about 3-4 miles away from home so we stopped and took a break to train. I looked at my 
Pokedex and saw what moves he could do: leaf blade, quickattack, swipe, solar beam and dig. “Okay,” I said, 
“use leaf blade.” I heard a Heracross boom and he hit my Treeco. “What is that!” I said. I lifted up my 
Pokedex. Heracross the battle Pokemon. My Pokedex said it is known to be a bug type but is uses metal and 
normal type moves. “Ok” I said “Let’s go, Treeco, let’s battle. Use leaf blade and then swipe.” He did he hit 
Heracross right in the wings. 
  “Heracross will be okay” Nurse Joy said. “Thanks,I think I went hard on Heracross. Treeco,” 
he said, “let’s have one more battle.” I said. “Heracross come out!” I said. When it came out, “Okay ready,” I 
said, “Okay use steel wing and Treeco use leaf blade.” So they did over and over and over again but then 
Treeco evolved into Grovyle. 

!3

Hands 
By Whitaker H. 

Do you know what out hands can 
do? 

They can write a letter 

Or can paint pictures.  

Some can play a violin, so 
beautiful to hear.  

I love what my hands can do.
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  “Grovyle!” he said when he knocked out Heracross. “Take a rest” I said. I lifted my Pokedex. 
Grovyle the giant grass Pokemon. He is two times faster and has unlocked a move called leafstorm. But then I 
got a call from my brother. “Hey, you got your second Pokemon, didn’t you? You should go to the forgotten 
mountains. There are good ground types. Let’s make it go to 2 to 3-4, okay? See ya!”  
 So I arrived at the forgotten mountains. “Wow!” I said in amazement. “Come out Heracross, you too 
Treeco!” I said. “Heracross, Treeco!” they said. “What?” I asked. They pointed to a moving rock. When I got 
closer, it was a steelix. “Steelix!” it said angrily. I lifted my pokedex. Stealer, the rock Pokemon. It is know that 
its former stage onix is in case of anger. “Heracross, use sing!” It put Steelex to sleep. “Go Pokemon ball!” I 
said. 
 I went to a Pokemon and called my brother. “I got my third Pokemon!” “Steelix, nice!” Jay said. “Now 
go out and get a grass stone for Grovyle.” “Okay,” I said, “where do I go, hmm….” Jay, my brother, said, “I 
know. You’ll need a dragon type. Go to dragon nomands cavern. There are over 13 different Pokemon there, 
okay?” I was off.  
 So I arrived. It was really cool there. There were sparks in the air and a lot of sharp tipped mountains. 
“Here is where I will get a dragon type Pokemon! Steelix, Grovyle, come on out!” Out of nowhere there was a 
dragon sphere, we jump. “Ow! What was that?” I said. I lifted my pokedex. Gabite, the stark dragon Pokemon. 
It is known to breathe underwater and can dig with its sharp steel fins. “Gabite, get him!” I said. Steelix use 
steel head, and Grovyle use solarbeam. Grovyle evolved in reptile so much for a grass stone. “Septile use leaf 
storm and then use synthesis to wake up Steelix.” I said. Septile blew a 30 miles per hour wind to stop the 
meteors from Gabite. Then Steel woke up. “Steelix use dig and Sceptile use heavy tail.” Steelix used dig and 
came up to hit Gabite and it worked right in the air and then 
Septile hit him to the ground with heavy tail to knock him down 
and next they hoped out of the way so he got hit with his own 
meteors and then I caught him. 
 He went to the Gym. On his way, he found a box. He 
opened it. It was a leafstone. I can Megaevolve Septile. 
“Septile” he said, “Megaevolve!” He did. Mega Septile return. 
Next we found our trailer at the Troto Gumy getting ready to 
fight the Electric type Gym Titan. “Let us duel” Only the 
challenger can substitute Pokemon. Let this be friendly.  
 “Zapdos, I choose you!” he said. “Go Steelix, I choose 
you!” I shouted. “Use heavy head” Steelix did. “Zapdos use 
Electro fall”. “Dig”, I said to Steelix. Steelix is unable to battle 
Zapdos. “Good job Steelix, you take a rest.” “Gabeite, I choose 
you! Use meteor shower.” I said. He did. Zapdos is unable to 
battle, Gabeite wins! Go use hyperbeam. Gabeite use dragon 
pulse. Boom! Boom! Both Pokemon are unable to battle, next 
battle. Mega Manetrix, I choose you Mantric. Go Go Mega 
Septile, I choose you! 
 What do you think, will he be a legend, will he be the 
Mythic Master? You’ll have to wait for Mythic Master Part 2. 
Regegaugus and Mega Lucario. To be continued. 
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Hands 
By Meghana S.  

Our hands are a wonderful thing. 

There are many things that they can 
do! 

They can take  broom 

To sweep a room.  

They can play a violin 

Which is very nice to hear. 

Oh, our hands can do many things! 

They can swing 

And they can swim. 

Oh, can you count the things 

Our hands can do? 

Fly a kite 

If they might. 
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National Poetry Month 
By All Meadow Students 

All of the students were given copies of ‘I Hear America Singing’ by Walt Whitman. After reading, they were 
encouraged to make their own renditions about the sounds they hear at home, at school, and in nature. 

I hear gurgling of water as it pours
Down the drain. 
I hear clicking whooshing spinning 
Of the washer cleaning clothes.
I hear loud barking as I walk
In the door. 

~Torran S. 

I hear my house talking.
My parents with the contractor.
My dad exploding people with his game.
My mother making dinner sizzle.
My brother’s silly Instagram.
This is my house talking to me. 

~Dante H.
I hear unpleasant screaming as
My sister plays.
I hear water spraying as my mom
Starts the shower.
I hear the crying of my tired little Brother.

~Natalie B.  
I hear my family singing.
When I see a spider I start screaming.
I hear the T.V. playing Chopped.
I go outside to find more spiders.
I run inside and hide in my room.
I look out the window and see a 
Scary dude. I hear spiders, I’m traumatized.
There’s a spider on my eye. Those are
The sounds in my house.

~Carson Z. 
I hear my family singing, I hear my puppy
Barking, squeaking, and eating. I hear the water.
I hear the dishwasher running. I hear the
Dishes, and I hear the computer talking 
 ~Corinne B.  

I hear a basketball bouncing 
Incessantly.
The sound of joggers
Moving through the neighborhood
The sound of the TV talking,
Voices that are unknown to me
The sound of my cat on the hardwood floor

~Sam D. 
I hear my family singing
I hear the dishes washed. I hear
My fish eating; nibbling their food.
I hear the water running. I hear
The T.V. getting turned up.

~Arjun S. 
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Cold Day

I hear America singing, the varied carols I hear,  
Those of mechanics, each one singing his as it should be blithe  
 and strong,  
The carpenter singing his as he measures his plank or beam,  
The mason singing his as he makes ready for work, or leaves                 
 off work,  
The boatman singing what belongs to him in his boat, the  
     deckhand singing on the steamboat deck,  
The shoemaker singing as he sits on his bench, the hatter 
 singing as he stands,  
The wood-cutter’s song, the ploughboy’s on his way in the
 morning, or at noon intermission or at sundown,  
The delicious singing of the mother, or of the young wife at  
 work, or of the girl sewing or washing,  
Each singing what belongs to him or her and to none else,  
The day what belongs to the day—at night the party of young  
 fellows, robust, friendly,  
Singing with open mouths their strong melodious songs. 
   ~Walt Whitman
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I hear the sounds of a filter
A waterfall and a vacuum.
It cleans the water. 

~Nick M. 
I hear the melody as it plays
Through the house.
I hear popping of pancakes as breakfast
Gets made.
I hear mice chattering as they eat
Their crumbs. 

~Grace S. 
I hear ringing of phones, people
Calling to say hello.
I hear the barking of my dog.
I hear rattling of my rabbit’s cage
As he hops along.

~Nick H. 
I hear my family singing
I hear the yellow hammer
Singing I hear the baby
Crying I hear the yellow 
Hammer giving the baby 
A nice welcome

~Lauren G. 
I hear my family's songs,
My Brother, loud & annoying,
My Mother, cooking with love, 
My Father, coming upstairs,
My Nana, listening to music,
And a beautiful silence. 

~Ella H.

I hear the sound of the
Dishwasher humming. 
The ear piercing sound of my dogs
Barking extremely at squirrels.
I hear the vexing noise of the news
On the TV, loudly.
The loud noises of a train
Going down the tracks.
These are the sounds of life.
These are the sounds I hear in my house. 

~Nicholas C. 
I hear the echo of my dog barking. 
I hear my sister crying. 
I hear legos clicking. 
I hear Lincoln Logs collapsing. 
I hear my dad and sister snoring. 
I hear popcorn popping. 

~Saavan D. 
I hear my family singing, 
I hear popcorn popping. 
The dishwasher running, 
Lincoln Logs clanking, 
crunching of pretzels, 
and light switches flicking. 

~Andrew T.
I hear my family singing. 
I hear the waves crashing as the sun falls into night. 

~Grant G. 
I hear the TV making awkward sounds, 
the dogs barking uncontrollably, 
the hamsters are chewing on the bars of the cage. 
The sounds around me. 

~Cat M. 
I hear my family singing. 
I hear my dog crying. 
I hear my mom cooking. 
I hear my sister screaming. 
I hear my family singing. 

~Jonas B.
I hear my family singing, 
I hear my mom stretching,
I hear my sister crying, 
I hear my family laughing,
I hear my dad exercising.

~Easton K.
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A

A drawing by Matthew T.
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I hear my family singing…
I hear my cat meowing.
I hear the dishes being washed.
I hear them being dried.
I hear my sister yelling, almost
All the time

~Carolyn L.
I hear silences in the upstairs, 
Silence in the downstairs, 
The middle room has life 
I hear the microwave humming, 
The Steph Curry interview on the T. V.
And chickens scratches against my paper. 

~Ammar A.
I hear my family singing, 
I hear my mom stretching,
I hear my sister crying, 
I hear my family laughing,
I hear my dad exercising.

~Easton K. 
I hear chicken clucking as 
they y look for food.
I hear loud words as my
Sister reads her books.
I hear screaming as Evan 
Yells for my mom.

~Claire M.
I hear mom talking on the phone, 
I hear the honking of cars flying down the track, 
I hear the talking is people on tv. 

~Kyle M.

I hear my family singing, 
I hear my brother watching tv, 
I hear my dad making food, 
I hear my dogs barking, 
I hear my mom typing, 
I hear myself talking to myself. 

~Holden K.
I hear my mom cleaning, 
I hear my brother playing on his phone, 
I hear my dog barking, 
I hear my dad watching sports and yelling at the tv, 
I hear my little baby sister screaming because my 
other sister is antagonizing her, 
I hear my little sister wailing that she wants to play, 
I hear my step-mom yelling at my sisters to stop 
fighting. 

~Ava J.
I hear my family singing,
I hear my mom's shoes clamping on the floor, 
I hear my mother's crock-pot dinging, 
And my cat with his food begging for more. 
I hear my mother's cell phone ringing, 
It's my uncle, I’m sure, 
I hear my family singing, 
And singing is my family chore. 

~Lucy M.
I hear my family stomping up and down the stairs, 
I hear Peyton laughing as my dog plays, 
I hear snoring shake the upstairs as my dad tries to 
sleep. 

~Parker R.
I hear my family singing about the flowers of spring, 
Oh, how my mother loves gardening, 
My dog Buddy barking, 
At my sisters who I hear singing as she is mowing, 
I hear the flower buds blooming as they sing the 
songs of spring, 
I hear all these things as part of the song of my 
family. 

~Mackenzie G.
I hear pots and pans clashing as smells fill the house, 
I hear the whistling of the train when it goes by my 
house, 
I hear barking of dogs as they say hello. 

~Grace S.
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Art by 
Iris M.
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From my room I hear my house singing, 
I hear my father singing as he sings, 
My baby sister splashing in the tub, 
My sister sitting in her room lets out a tickling 
laugh. 
My pet rats climbing the side of their cage, 
Cars driving past the house, 
The sounds I hear are the the sounds that my house 
holds. 

~Kaline H.
I hear Dante smacking on the banana,
I hear my dad screeching,
I hear my mom heating beans,
The rain seeping through the roof.

~Mateo H.
I hear, 
I things fear,
Serial killers and ghosts,
When when I look,
It was just a cook,
Named Holden and a
Midnight snack.

~Griffin K.
I hear the cracking of the floor
Under my feet 
The wind whistling through the
Fireplace
The clock slowly ticking 
Second away.

~Grace B.

I can hear my family singing.
I can hear people getting ready,
I can hear water boiling,
I can hear my mom clearing,
I can hear the water running,
I can hear people writing,

~Iris M.
In the Silence of The night….
In the silence of the night, 
I hear the low monotonous hum of the fish tank 
motor, 
And the water trickling, 
I hear a basketball announcer blabbing on into the 
night, 
As my father pointlessly watches the game, 
I hear the pitter-patter of the Gidget's lil’ feet on 
hardwood, 
As she follows me to get a scrumptious midnight 
snack, 
The click of the opening pantry door, 
With the creaking of the pantry floor, 
Wakes my guinea pig from a dead sleep, 
She screams as if feigning the agony of starvation, 
All in vain attempt to get some extra food, 
As we sneak back to my room with my snack, 
The door shuts behind us, 
Gidget and I munch and crunch, 
The cracking sounds of uncooked ramen noodles 
fills the night, 
We finish and throw away our trash, 
Back to bed we go, 
To repeat the same vicious cycle of life. 

~Zachary S.
I hear birds chirping outside my room. 
I hear the trickling of my computer’s water cooler,
I hear the clicking of my keyboard.

~Matthew K. 
I hear my family singing, I hear a 
dog barking. I hear a chicken, 
Clucking, I hear the birds chirping, 
I hear the mower mowing and
The sound of laughter. 

~Claire H-Z
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A drawing by Mateo H.
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I hear my family singing, my dad going to work in 
the 
silent night, my mom baking delicious goods, my 
brother playing 
video games happily, my sister, happily clanking, or 
toys while
laughing, and my dog barking at the birds outside. I 
hear my 
family singing joyfully. 

~Peyton R.
I hear Angel screaming laughing playing. 
I hear doors squeaking as it slowly opens. 
I hear dripping water hit the sink. 

~Leslie T-R
I hear my family singing, 
I hear my mom baking.
I hear my dad building
I hear my dog barking
I hear my chicks chirping
I hear my snake hissing
I hear my big brother play music
and it’s really annoying.

~Tatum W.
I hear my family singing, 
I hear my sister playing, 
I hear my mom cleaning, 
I hear my music when I am drawing, 
I hear Alicia coming home.

~Regan W.
I hear my family singing
I hear my brother slipping and sliding down the 
stairs
I hear my mother using the blender 
so loud you can’t hear a thing
Just as my dad’s phone goes ding, ding, ding
Oh no! 
It is time to go!
Slipping and sliding out the door
I still hear my family singing 

~Meghana S.
I hear crashing as my guitar hits the floor.
I hear yipping and yipping of coyotes 
As they hunt for food.
I hear the pawing of my happy cat.

~Nikolas S. 

I hear my family singing
I hear different sounds all around,
Leon the chameleon hisses
when you are mean, 
my dad Jeep makes 
a loud noise when he
starts it up, 
Mom says “brush your teeth,”
in the morning, 
Maxx screams, at video games
when he is terrified of slender man,
I hear the swoosh when I’m 
shooting a basketball.

~Chaz H.
I hear the vrooming of the vacuum as
Mom cleans the house. 
I hear muttering as Dad talks on the phone.
I hear humming as the dishwasher makes the dishes
clean.

~Sophia M. 
I hear the shrill shrieks
Of growing children
The whisper of thickening grass
Rustling in the wind.

~Anonymous 
I hear my sister screaming
I hear the water running I hear the door
Banging.
I hear the footsteps on the stairs.

~Max H. 
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A drawing by Niko S.
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I hear my family singing, 
My mom in the kitchen,
My dad on the phone,
My brother watching Power Rangers,
And my dog bouncing off the walls.
I hear my family singing, and it’s all I like to listen 
to.

~Sadie C.
I hear my family singing
I hear my brother’s cars,
I hear my mommy cooking,
I hear my daddy in 
The chicken coop, I hear my sister play.

~Leah M. 
I hear family singing.
I hear explosions.
I hear the dogs barking.
I hear the dishes clanking.
I hear the T.V. talk.
I hear the sink washing.
I hear the shower going.
I hear the clinking of the computer.

~Keelyn B. 
I hear a kitten trill.
A dog barking noisily.
A cavie squeaking. 
A father shouting while stepping 
On a baby toy. 
A toddler screaming. 
Engines starting.
Cars accelerating.
Kitchen clanking.
Ambient silence.
All noises of the home.

~Anika S.
I hear my family singing.
I walk by my brothers room.
I can suddenly hear loom.
He edited song Audacity id know  it.
I turn to my room.
I post a edited online.
People say it’s “lit”.
We play our song at  the same time;in our own 
rooms.
My mom’s sewing machine makes it louder.

~Nolan L.

I hear shaking of trees as the wind
Whips by.
I hear barking of dogs as i ride
My bike.
I hear quacking of ducks in
The creek. 

~Grace S.
I hear bees buzzing.
I hear people jumping into a pool.
I hear an elephant trumpeting
I hear mad wildcats scratching.
I hear the crashing of the waves.
I hear bears growling.

~Saavan D. 
I hear the hissing of snakes
Slithering through grass and I hear croaking
Frogs talking to each other. I hear the 
Pitter patter of rain hitting the roof.

~Leslie T-M
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Drawing by Anna K.
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All Oaks Have Earthen Roots
These tempests shout at me. My mind is 
bended from resisting; 
Like sitting weight at a twiggish Board’s 
centre, vocables bare at my aching fibers.
Creaking, a sturdy oak’s pulse through home’s 

orifices, caulked thresholds 
subject to tempests’ shouts blasts through these 

structures. 
Cracking, the neck of this bottle splits as fibrous 

corks pulled ache like over-extended 
tendons.

Shooting along vascular fibers, cracks of lightning 
fire hot and loud. 

Yet, these herbaceous roots, 
wet in Mother’s pools, are not 
shaken by tempests’ blight.
Soft feet caress into Spring earth. 
Below shouts of surface blasts, 
audible are wordless breaths and
felt are soft are earthen roots, 
entangled by deeper layers of soil. 

~Daydeon B-G
I hear squealing of kids playing
Football.
I hear roaming of cars passing by.
I hear yelling of my friends. 

~Nick H. 

I hear the singing of nature.
I hear birds, who sing melodiously.
Children competing in
Dodgeball.
The ambient drip-drop of water.
The wind, breathing life into 
The surrounding landscape.
Moth wings beting silently.
The buzz of fly wings. 
The song of spring. 

~Anika S.
I feel the wind blowing
On me. I see trees
Waving in the wind. I see 
The waves moving in the puddle.
I see and hear birds
Chirping and flying, and the 
Sun is what makes it brighter
Outside so I can see 
What I’m writing. 

~Max H.
I hear splashing as cousins
Jump into the river.
I hear boom of trees as they hit 
The ground. I hear the roaring
Of a tornado passing by.

~Niko S.
I hear chattering of kids playing outside.
I hear buzzing of bees outside.
I hear croaking of bugs
I hear talking of chickens when I come to
School. 

~Parker R.  
I hear nature singing, robins
Fly through the sky. Turtles swim in
The river, take a glimpse. Rain 
Falling, woodchucks gnawing on wood.
I hear grass swaying, children playing. 
I hear nature singing.
Sun glowing, river flowing.

~Jack D. 
I hear the howling of the wind.
I hear the crumpling of leaves.
I hear the crackling of lightning.

~Natalie B.
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I hear nature singing
I hear my dad watering the
Garden. I hear waves crashing.
I hear the playset wobbling. I
Hear dogs barking. I hear bees
Buzzing. I hear papers blowing
Away. I hear kids playing with a 
Soccer ball.

~Lauren G.
I hear howling of wind as it blows
Through the trees.
I hear chirping of crickets. 
I hear stomping of children’s
Feet running around. 
 ~Claire M.
I hear the birds chirping.
I hear the chickens
Clucking. I hear the cats
Meowing. I hear people saying
Yay! I hear bees buzzing
I hear My Mom working in
The Garden. 

~Keelyn B.
I hear nature singing, I hear bees
Stinging. I hear birds chirping. I hear 
Mud squishing. I hear planes soaring.

~Carson Z. 

I hear nature singing,
I hear the waves waving.
I hear the leaves blowing,
And I hear the sun shining
Upon us. 

~Claire H-Z
I hear nature singing.
I hear birds singing.
I hear plants swinging and swaying.
I hear the wind hitting the building.
I hear pine cones falling from the tree.
I hear the puddle going whoosh.

~Ava J.
I hear nature singing,
I hear the wind flowing through the trees
I hear birds chirping
I hear grass swaying in the breeze. 

~Whitaker H.
I hear tweeting of birds in trees.
I hear quacking ducks in a pond.
I hear children playing outside.

~Sophia M. 
I hear nature singing
I hear birds chirping
I hear grass swaying
I hear bees flying.
I hear planes flying. 

~Chaz H.
I hear excited, happy voices.
The faint sound of stirring leaves.
Cars roar past, and birds sing softly.
A dog barks in the distance, and
The wooden swing next to me
Squeaks as the breeze pushes it
Back and forth.

~Ava R.
I hear Nature singing.
I hear birds chirping outside window.
I hear my neighbor’s dog barking
While I am playing outside.
I hear cars driving by me.

~Aurora R.
I hear Birds singing
I hear wind
I hear people talking
I hear cars driving
I hear friends laughing
I hear teachers teaching

~Tatum W.  

!12

Drawing by Carolyn L.



MAY 25TH, 2017 EDITOR-IN-CHIEF - EMILY J. MEADOW MONTESSORI

I hear nature singing,
I hear birds chirping,
I hear my dogs barking,
I hear rain drops dropping,
I hear the trees moving,
I hear people walking,
I hear twigs snapping,
I hear myself running

~Holden K. 
  

I hear nature singing, horses stomping,
Sneezing, eating, and drinking. 
I hear horses jumping, stomping, and neighing. 

~Corrine B.
I hear nature singing
I hear the wind blowing
I hear puddles jiggling
I hear trees falling
I hear leaves getting crushed

~Eli M. 
The birds are harmonizing shrilly,
Elegantly, and gaily. The robin 
Is hopping elegantly, finding worms for 
Herself and her young. What is 
That sound? The miracle of nature!

~Chloe K. 

I hear birds chirping,
I hear trees creaking in the wind,
I hear frogs croaking,
I hear fish swimming,
I hear owls hooting,
I hear mice running,
I hear birds chirping.

~Nicholas M.
I hear nature singing, birds chirping, wind whistling.
I hear rivers flowing, my hair in the wind.
I hear butterflies flutter their wings.
I hear nature singing, outside, in the forest, their 
home

~Sadie C.
I hear nature singing,
The sound of wind whipping the trees,
The flag of America flapping,
And old friend beating the ground,
Continuously overpowers nature’s graceful silence. 
As cars rumble and bumble past,
I lose my sense of purpose,
While I stare blankly into the grass,
Forgetting why I am there. 
While I seat beneath the pines,
The sounds of nature and society surround me,
As I ponder society and its troubles. 
While I try to remember why I’m there, 
I hear the teacher calling me back,
And I suddenly
Remember my
Purpose. 

~Zachary S.
I hear nature singing.
I hear the cardinal singing.
I hear the woodpecker pecking.
I hear the raindrops falling.

~Carolyn L. 
I hear nature singing.
I hear birds chirping.
I hear wind blowing.
I hear snow falling.
I hear rain hitting my window.

~Iris M.
I hear nature singing.
I hear the birds singing.
I hear my dad growing plants.
I hear the rain falling.

~Leah M.
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I hear nature singing.
I hear the lions roaring.
I hear the tiger growling.
I hear the cow moo.

~Arjun S.
I hear the birds chirping.
I hear the elephant stomping.
I hear the bats flying.
I hear the frogs croaking.

~Max H. 

I hear the croaking of frogs. 
I hear cracking of ice as I skate, 
I hear splashing as I swim in the pool. 
 ~Grace S. 
I hear the yelling of friends as
They play outside.
I hear my dog breathing on the 
Ground. I hear the Eagle screeching. 
 ~Gavin R.  
Today is a great day. 
The happy birds sing 
Their happy, beautiful, calming
Song and while the sun
Shines down its bright, warming
Beams of light today is
A beautiful, great, bright, and 
Warm day I hope this 
Happy palace of great 
Happiness will never 
Perish from me.

~Matthew T.

I hear nature singing…
Birds singing. The creek flowing. The wind 
Whistling. Leaves hitting the ground
Softly. Rain falling from the roof top.
And grass swaying. 
 ~Peyton R.
I hear nature singing about the bees and leaves all
The wonderful things of spring.
Like the rain dripping off the roof after a 
Long storm
The flowers opening up 
And the butterflies leaping from flower 
To flower
Colored so bright.
That’s how I hear nature singing her song. 
 ~Kenzie G. 
I hear the wind speaking. 
the silence of the cows, 
Groaning and dying 
Silence. 
For only moments. 
The Flag is dancing. 
The children with their 
dubious howling. 
Nature’s controversial issues. 
Never ending. 
 ~Ammar A-K.  
Roses are red 
Violets are blue 
God made the Earth, 
What a view. 
The birds’ songs and 
calls music to my ears. 
God made the Earth. 
What did you do? 
 ~Jacob D. 
I hear the ground squishing under my feet, 
I hear the birds chirping, 
I hear the wind blowing, 
I hear trees rustling, 
I hear the creek gurgling, 
I hear nature singing. 
 ~Jonas B.  
I hear nature singing at my house, 
Birds swinging through the wind, 
Trees rustling in the air 
bees humming melodically 
while the children play outside. 
 ~Sam D.  
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The cool air refilling 
My haggard lungs 
Whispering in my ears “you are welcome.” 
The rebirth of spirit from  
The beauty of the quiet lake 
Lapping at the beat of my heart. 
I sit quietly, 
My legs recovering from fatigue. 
The squish of mud beneath my feet 
On the bank. 
Blood flowing, my legs recover. 
The Earth warmly hugs my feet, 
Absorbs my pulse. 
The beat returns to me 
In the sound of the bird’s chirp. 
Throbbing head  
Calm at last, 
I sit and rest awhile. 
I hear nature singing… 
I hear flies buzzing, 
branches swinging, 
bark snapping, 
kids playing, birds chattering, 
and grass waving in the wind. 
 ~Grace B. 
I hear my school singing 
I hear pencils scratching, 
I hear erasers squeaking, 
I hear kids tapping. 
 ~Nicholas M.  

In nature I hear 
cars shifting gears, 
children letting out cheers, 
the breeze through trees, 
puts my mind at ease; 
I saw a cloud, 
and I was wowed, 
it looked like a duck  — 
wow, what luck. 
 ~Griffin K. 
I hear nature singing, 
I hear birds chirping, 
I hear trees moving, 
Talking in their own way. 
I hear my footsteps on hay and on the wood, 
For that is nature’s sound. 
 ~Meghana S. 
All the grass 
blooms under my feet, 
The worms come up 
with the flowers. 
It is very peaceful. 
There is a sound of wind 
rustling in the trees. 
It is Spring. 
 ~Joss H. 
Birds’ songs in the air, 
Robins, trilling gently, 
Jays, cawing loudly, 
Cardinals, chirping joyously, 
Starlings, lingering sweetly. 
All the songs everywhere. 
 ~Ella H. 
I Hear Meadow Montessori Singing 
I hear kids talking, 
I hear teachers teaching,  
I hear loud footsteps, 
I hear my friends talking to me. 
 ~Anonymous  
I hear nature singing, 
the birds, the wind, the trees. 
I hear the wind-chime ringing 
as it sways in the breeze. 
I hear the insects buzzing, 
and my tread on the ground, 
for nature’s beautiful singing 
is what makes that lovely sound. 
 ~Lucy M. 
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I hear nature singing. 
I hear my dog barking at stray cats and squirrels. 
I hear someone complaining about her feet being 
wet. 
I hear people playing useless sports. 
I can feel global warming. 
 ~Nolan L. 
I can see the green glowing grass, 
the bright blue, radiant sky. 
I can feel on my toes,  
the brown mucky mud, 
I can hear the buttercups 
sing and bloom, 
and all around me, I 
can hear nature  
singing me to sleep. 
This is nature’s lullaby. 
 ~Kiera M. 
Spring has sprung, the birds have sung, 
and they will sing again tomorrow. 
I see no sorrow 
in the plant life around me, 
there seems to be no strife here. 
Everyone seems to get along just fine. 
Yet I know life isn’t in a happy 
perfect straight line. 
I hope with each sprung spring 
comes a happy new start, 
where all friends 
play their part. 
 ~Emma L. 

I hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
I hear the class talking loudly. 
 ~Max H.  
I hear pencils writing. 
I hear voices being sung. 
I hear footsteps. 
I hear music being played. 
I hear books being read. 
 ~Keelyn B. 
I hear Meadow singing…. 
footsteps across the floor, 
the opening of a door, 
key clicking away, 
children at play, 
the clock ticks and tocks, 
the teacher dealing with back-talk, 
all is normal, 
class is informal, 
I’m having fun, 
but mostly when school is done. 
 ~Griffin K. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing. 
I hear Ms. T. NOT writing a joke on the board. 
I hear myself singing amazing musid. 
People are telling me to stop. 
Why should I stop?  It’s amazing music. 
I don’t stop. 
Eventually the song finishes and I tell Ms. T.  to 
listen t it. 
She forgets. 
By now it’s the next day. 
Ms. T. still doesn’t write a joke. 
The cycle continues. 
 ~Nolan L. 
I Hear Meadow Montessori singing. 
I hear teachers teaching 
I hear students learning 
I hear instruments playing 
a song that is new to most ears. 
I hear laughter and playing. 
That is my school 
for Meadow Montessori is always singing. 
 ~Meghana S. 
I Hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
I hear people writing, 
I hear pages flipping, 
and I hear people chewing. 
 ~Corinne B.  
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I hear a math class in progress, 
The scratch of a pencil against paper, 
Students’ hushed whispering, 
I hear a chair being pulled 
making a awful scraping sound, 
it’s dragged across the floor; 
someone drops books noisily, 
another student hums quietly. 
 ~Ava R.  
I hear the sliding of chairs. 
I hear the talking of children. 
I hear the chinchilla talking. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
I hear people singing. 
I hear people eating lunch. 
I hear people playing 
and a wonderful sound of peace. 
 ~Claire H-Z 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing. 
I hear pencils writing. 
I hear pages flapping. 
I hear talking. 
I hear violins. 
I hear footsteps. 
I hear doors shutting. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing. 
 ~Jonas B. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
I hear the sound of people writing 
I hear them washing dishes. 
 ~Carolyn L. 
I hear the piano playing. 
I hear people talking. 
I hear footsteps. 
I hear doors shutting. 
I hear people singing. 
I hear people writing. 
 ~Easton K. 
Children screaming on the playground 
Pencils etching in notebooks 
Children chatting at tables 
Teachers typing lessons 
Plates clanking at lunch 
People closing their books after a long day. 
 ~Anika S.  
I hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
Children get taught and raise their thoughts 
Teachers teach and think of the beach 
Kids write in the light and still stay bright. 
 ~Jack D.  

I hear the shrill shrieks of growing children 
The whisper of thickening grass 
 rustling in the wind 
The chirping of birds in the treetops 
The creak of trees calling my name.  
  ~Alexis Z. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
I hear Miss T. teaching, 
She has things that she is keeping. 
I hear children at lunch 
As they munch and crunch. 
I hear kids playing outside, 
The teachers hope that they won’t lie. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
everyday, everywhere, school.   
 ~Sadie C. 
I hear musical chirps from colorful birds, 
and engine roars from cars that soar. 
I hear swings creaking as kids are happily singing. 
I see trees sway with the wind as puddles form 
from the hot wind that never goes away 
but stays for days. 
I hear Nature’s beautiful son 
and see it flowing through the blue sky. 
 ~Mack L.  
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As I walk 
Into school, 
Voices crash all around me, 
A solid wall of noise. 
The sound of three pianos 
Playing all at once 
Makes work impossible. 
A phone rings 
and rings 
and rings. 
And all I want to hear 
Is silence. 
As I walk out the door 
I stop, to listen. 
Silence fills the air, 
But all I want to hear 
is laughter in the halls, 
And even a piano 
Or two. 
 ~Elizabeth H. 

I hear Meadow Montessori singing. 
Our school is singing like a school of fish is 
swimming. 
Our school is singing like a bell is softly ringing. 
We hear our (not so soft) alarm’s sound. 
As we run outside we hear and feel the bugs 
crawling in our hair. 
A tick, where? 
In N’s hair! 
 ~Lucy M. 
I hear books slapping 
Someone drumming 
Keys clicking on the computer 
Marbles dropping in a jar 
A teacher told a classmate to stop 
Everyone tapping their pencils on the table 
A friend asking if we play Crossy road. 
 ~Cat M.  
I see the unintelligent bird walking through the 
green growing grass.   
I see the dead tree that has the bird in it.   
I heard classical music.   
The smell of the air is like the smell of the rich and 
flowing green grass.   
The minute spider slowly climbs the tree that once 
supported the long life of the unintelligent bird.   
I see a fluffy white cloud in the shape of a submarine 
sandwich.   
The sun shines its bright light on an eagle that 
symbolizes freedom and rights for America. 
 ~Andrew P. 
I hear Ms. W. teaching math. 
Students chattering in the background. 
The sounds of loud squeaking shoes 
as kids rush to lunch. 
These are the sounds I hear, 
the sounds of my school. 
 ~Kaline H. 
No trace of birds chirping 
Not even a bubbling brook 
No bees buzzing on a warm afternoon, 
Or cicadas serenading the summer night. 
Only the sound of the harsh wind stirring leaves 
Old trees murmuring as they perish 
Rain pouring and crashing on the gravestones 
Thunder roaring and lightning flashing 
As the storm worsens, 
Here in this dark world. 
 ~Jordan K.  
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Today 
Was an awful day 
So I come 
And sat by the creek. 
Water crashes angrily over rocks 
Wind roars through rattling branches 
Even the squirrels stop their chattering and listen. 
Today 
was better 
So I come 
And sit by the creek. 
Water laughs and rocks listen 
Breezes sing through swaying trees. 
Grass whispers, cicadas hum. 
The whole world comes alive 
If you listen. 
 ~Elizabeth H. 
I hear violins playing 
I ear children outside playing 
I hear children talking. 
 ~Sophia M.  
I feel the wind 
I feel the wind again 
I feel the wind again 
I feel the wind again, 
Now it stopped, 
Now it’s windy again, 
Now it stopped again, 
Now it’s windy again. 
 ~Jack D. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
about the books they are reading and I hear  
the crunch of their lunch, 
I hear kids learning of their favorite little birds 
and they learn about the war and all that 
disgusting blood and gore everywhere 
I hear my friends sing 
the song of Meadow Montessori. 
 ~Mackenzie G. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
I hear kids talking. 
I hear a person clapping. 
I hear kids writing. 
I hear the door shut. 
I hear a kid walking down the hall. 
 ~Arjun S. 
I hear singing when I sing. 
I hear singing. 
I hear yelling when they are mad. 
 ~Gavin R.  

I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
I hear the clock ticking. 
I hear someone running. 
I hear someone talking. 
 ~Amelia H. 
I hear people’s feet shuffle. 
I hear the Mets playing. 
I hear people writing as they work. 
 ~Niko S. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
I hear children learning. 
I hear children walking to class. 
I hear laughter in the hall. 
I hear children doing their jobs. 
I hear the teachers telling kids to keep walking. 
 ~Ava J. 
I hear birds in the sky 
crickets chirping in the bushes. 
When I look up at the sky 
I see clouds floating by. 
I see and hear people walking by. 
There are trees without leaves 
and wind going through them 
There is green grass 
and lots of mud to play in 
when they are in Nature 
for fun. 
 ~Annabelle W. 
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I see the tree blowing in the wind. 
I see a flock of birds over the school. 
I see many large clouds 
that are moving very softly 
in the nice cool breeze. 
I see a bird caring 
for his young. 
I see the bright sun shining 
on the growing green grass. 
 ~Cole J. 
I hear birds singing 
kids screaming 
wind blowing trees, 
the scraping of a pencil writing 
beautiful words on paper, 
the rustling of leaves 
on the ground. 
I see and hear 
the American flag 
waving in the air. 
 ~Nicholas C. 

I hear teachers teaching with passion 
Students walking quietly 
The sounds of feet walking 
Friends laughing joyously 
The songs of birds through an open window 
a printer running 
— The songs of school. 
 ~Ella H.  
I hear nature 
I hear birds chirp as they migrate 
to the North. 
I hear children laughing and screaming. 
I hear trees swaying in the wind. 
 ~Matthew K. 
I hear happy children yelling and playing, 
I hear many different kinds of birds singing, 
I hear Ms. M.’ windchimes ringing and dinging. 
I see new sprouting bushes, 
I see a cloudless sky, 
I see a little brown bird fly. 
I hear nature singing. 
 ~Kate S. 
I hear the wind whistling, 
Perished leaves rustling, 
The knocking of trees’ barren branches, 
The lily flowers a-nodding, 
Bird singing, 
The flag clip clinking o the pole. 
These are the sounds of Nature 
in this world, 
 ~Timothy L. 
A tree screams with children’s voices. 
Birds fill the air with songs. 
Bugs hum agains the grass, 
and children laugh 
with the melodious song. 
 ~Cat M.  
I hear the children playing outside 
As the wind blows lightly 
and the leaves rustle 
while the birds sing joyfully 
in the distance near two squirrels. 
But next to me, 
my dog barks excitedly 
As the grass blows gently 
in the wind. 
 ~Kaline H. 
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I can hear the birds singing through the air.   
I hear the trees waving their leaves.   
I feel the wind breeze through my hair.  
I see the water’s reflection. 
I hear the airplane fly  
through the air.  I see the trees 
without leaves.  I see the sun 
clear through the clouds. 
I see the birds building 
their nests.  I see the yellow 
flowers glooming. 
 ~Teegan S. 
The grass in the shining  
sun is moving in a 
delicate way with the 
wind. 
If you observe with 
your heart and mind 
you’ll truly see what 
nature is all about. 
Come observe 
nature with 
me. 
 ~Carrie N. 
I hear music playing 
I hear people sing. 
I hear feet walking. 
 ~Grace S. 

I hear birds chirping away: robins, bluebirds, 
waxwings; 
they’re all a sight to see.  I hear frogs croak! croak! 
hop! hop!  leap! and leap!  and in their very own 
creek, 
creek, creek; in their very own creek, creek, creek.  
Oh I 
hear the buffalo roam, roam, roam down 
stream.  I hear them traveling up hill.  Up the 
hills, up the hills.  Oh, up the hills.  I hear my 
horse, bucking, bucking, well I hear my  
horse bucking, bucking, bucking all the way back 
home, home, home.  He came all the way back 
home. 
 ~Anonymous 
I hear pencils against paper 
like chicken scratches. 
The ball bounces up and down 
on a steady beat, 
like footsteps down the hall, 
screams from the outside world, groaning. 
 ~Ammar A-K. 
I hear the classroom buzzing 
Noise from working 
Minds thinking 
boredom growing. 
 ~Mateo H. 
I hear someone singing 
the humming 
the chattering 
cracking of being tipped 
the constant flipping of pages 
these are the varied sounds heard 
in the Middle School. 
 ~Timothy L. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing… 
Kids learning, teachers teaching, 
pencils scratching against paper, 
and kids running outside. 
 ~Peyton R.  
I hear the bird sing through 
the air come one come all to 
the wonderful nature.  I see it all 
and feel it’s awesome. 
It smells like dew today. 
 ~Junie A. 
I hear wind sing in the music room, 
I hear ms. R. give directions. 
I hear clouds laughing. 
 ~Leslie T-R. 
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I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
I hear kids working hard. 
 ~Hudson M. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing in the Music 
Room. 
I hear footsteps from the Meadow Montessori kids. 
I hear the kids laughing. 
 ~Parker R. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing, 
I hear children learning, 
I hear people laughing in the hallway, 
I hear teachers teaching, 
I hear everybody singing. 
 ~Whitaker H. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
I hear children writing, 
I hear pencils drawing, 
I hear people walking,  
I hear students reading, 
I hear teacher typing. 
 ~Tatum W. 
I hear piano playing 
kids stamping down the hall, 
The roaring sound of children lunching; 
they must be hungry. 
I hear my class arguing, 
who knows why. 
The sound of lead writing papers filing, 
the teacher dismissing us from class. 
 ~Sam D. 
I hear school 
I hear children growing 
I hear kids crying 
I hear people joking 
and I hear the lights making ambient sounds, 
I hear people tapping, rustling pencils. 
 ~Matthew K. 
I hear Meadow Montessori Sing. 
I hear a cello sing. 
 ~Grant G. 
I hear Meadow Montessori singing 
I hear the faucet running 
cellos playing 
and the wonderful peace 
in the classroom. 
 ~Andrew T. 

I hear teachers teaching, 
children learning, 
the small voices in the greenhouse, 
I see a teacher writing equations 
on the chalkboard, 
children writing poetry, 
I hear a kid talking loudly. 
 ~Nick C. 
I hear Jordan hiccuping and writhing in pain.  
I hear Zane abusing Mr. P in math class 
I hear Cat laughing in the middle of Language Arts  
I hear Ms. C hollering at Cat for disrupting.  
I hear the sink spraying after someone used the 
restroom.  
I hear students playing instruments in the music 
room. 
 ~Gabe N.  
Soft melodies of the music class practicing 
Children conversing during their free time 
I hear the sounds of children laughing as they play 
outside.  
Birds chirping out of happiness 
Footsteps of students excitedly walking through the 
hall 
Chalk rubbing on the chalkboard 
I hear the sounds of engines from parents seizing 
their children. 
 ~Jordan K.  
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The Hotel 
By Holden K. 
 Once upon a time, there was this hotel. 
Everyone thought it was haunted. That’s why no one 
ever went to it. Everyone thinks it’s haunted because 
one time there was this guy named Gerud that went 
to the hotel. Gerud was very strange in the first 
place. He also owned McDonalds but no one knew 
that. He was visiting San Francisco, California. 
That’s why he stayed in the Hotel. The reason it was 
haunted was one day Gerud was walking out of the 
Hotel. If you were there though you would say that a 
chair flew and flipped into the wall. Also the next 
day a bookshelf lifted up with no one touching it, 
and it fell on Gerud. Gerud was in a coma, and from 
then on the Hotel was known as haunted. I only 
know this because I own this haunted Hotel. A 
surprise was that someone came to stay at the hotel 
today. 
 His name is Michael. Michael got a room on 
the top floor, also known as the penthouse. I don’t 
think he knew the rumor because he actually came 
here. I sent my coworker Eli to go carry his bags up 
to his room. After that Michael went to the pool. He 
looked like he was a good swimmer. When he 
started swimming again he fell down and drowned 
in the deep water. I only know this because I looked 
at the security cameras after. Also after that my hotel 
got shut down. Thanks for listening.  

Wood Runner 
By Chaz H. 
 The wood runner is a figure about 8’ tall 
person or thing that you see in the woods. he comes 
to your door and tries to kick it down. If it doesn’t, it 
will run into the woods. He took people from a 
McDonalds. So I was at my home and I saw a thing 
that was huge. It walked up to my door and tried to 
kick it doesn't but he couldn’t because my parents 
were home. So he ran int my woods. I was scared 
straight. Then he came to my friends house. Her 
name is Regan, she was at her house and it came and 

broke her door down. It took her and I never saw her 
again.  
 In the woods I found her. I saw it was 
guarding her. I distracted him then I ran but he’s a 
lot faster. We were far. We went to a house that was 
bulletproof. He was there and tried to get in but 
couldn’t thanks to the bullet proof house. Now I am 
safe but he ran down the road. He tried to get into 
Bobo’s house that was bullet proof so he couldn’t 
get in. I live in Eli’s house same as Jack. We live in a 
mile long house. But Bobo left her door open so she 
got taken and never found after.  
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Cold Day 
By Griffin K. 

On a cold winter day, where there is no sun 

There is plenty to do, with outside fun 

With your hats, gloves, skates too 

Some sticks, a puck, and some friends will 
do 

It’s Pond Hockey!



MAY 25TH, 2017 EDITOR-IN-CHIEF - EMILY J. MEADOW MONTESSORI

A Note From the Editor-
in-Chief 
 This is the third time that I have officially 
served as the editor-in-chief of the Meadowlark. 
This started as a creation of another high school 
student who has since moved on to college, and I 
have taken over until my graduation in 2018. 
Reading these stories and seeing this work again and 
again exposes me to the creativity of the students at 
Meadow Montessori School. Whether it be a paper 
for Model United Nations, a piece of artwork from 
art class, or a poem from National Poetry Month, the 
talents of our students always shines through.  
 Please continue to write over the summer, as 
another edition will be released in the fall of 2017. I 
would especially like to thank Meg F. and Cathé C.  
for allowing me to take on this role, as well as 
Sharon K. for her continued assistance with this 
publication. Thank you to all of the high school 
students who helped to type up the stories from 
National Poetry Month, and, of course, all of the 
teachers for bringing the work of their incredibly 
bright students to me.  
 Sincerely,  
  Emily J.  
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