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Morley Muse Magazine Forward 
By Ruth (5) and Orian (5)Assistant Directors 

and Sarah (4) Junior Assistant Director 
 

The Morley Muse literary magazine is a school-wide magazine that 
was founded by Mrs. Antoinetti and Mrs. Brouse in 2015. The staff is made 
up of students from grades 2-5, but students in any grade are encouraged 
to submit their pieces for publication in the Muse.  

The publication process consists of the following: First, a submitted 
piece goes to a revisor, who will recommend changes in word choice, 
detail,  and sentence placements are made. Then, the piece is sent to an 
editor, who checks for spelling, punctuation, and grammar mistakes. After 
all those changes are made, the piece is sent to a typist who types the 
piece on a Chromebook into a finished product. Finally, the photographers 
add pictures, and the layout designers put all the pieces into the magazine.  

Be sure to check out the Writing Around Morley pictures.  
We really enjoy the experience of being a part of the Muse staff, and 

we hope that you enjoy the magazine! 
Morley Muse can also be read online by going to the Morley 

homepage and clicking on “Morley Muse” in the menu on the left! 
Happy reading and remember, keep writing, Morley!  

 
 
 

   

4 



Morley Muse 2016-17 Staff List 
 

Directors 
Debbie Antoinetti 
Jenny Dorl 
Jennifer Slifer 
 
Assistant Directors 
Orian G. 
Ruth H. 
Sarah G. ( Jr. Assistant Director) 
 
Editors Photographers 
4th grade chairperson: Sophie C. 5th grade chairperson: Mark K. 
Ellie June (3) Katie H. (3) 
Sophie C. (4) Sarah G. (4)* 
Hadley E. (3) Drew M. (2) 
Aislinn Z. (2)  Sophie M. (4) (Jr. Chairperson) 
Daniela S.(2)  
Stella L. (2) 
Carrie N. (2)*  

 
Typists Layout Design 
5th grade chairperson:Orian G.* Co-Chairpersons: Ilana K. and Nick C. 
Kate D-W (3) Nick C. (3)  
Amelia S. (3) Orian G. (5) ** 
Madelyn F. (3) Ilana K. (3) 
Ariel G.(3)` Hunter D. (3) 
Parami S. (3)  
Carys M. (3) 
Ruth H.(5)* 
 
Revisors 
Co-Chairpersons: Parami S. and Ellie June 
Parami S. (3)* 
Ellie June (3)* 
Isabelle M. (2) 
Sarah G. (4)** 
Maddie F. (3) * (* indicates more than one job on staff) 
Amelia S (3) * (Numbers in parenthesis indicate grade level) 

5 



Kindergarten 

 
Mrs. Monroe’s Class 

 
Soccer 

By Marco     
 

I am playing soccer with my brother and my 
brother’s soccer ball. Our mom and dad are 
playing, too. My brother’s soccer ball has stripes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

MY CLASSROOM! 
By Sloane  

 
I love my classroom because I get  to do 

centers and because I get to go outside. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Daniel’s House 
By Nico  

 
I‘m at Daniel’s house. I am playing with 

Daniel. We are playing outside. 
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Kindergarten, continued 
 

Mrs. Monroe’s Class 
 

I Am at the Beach 
By Victoria  

 
I am at the beach and I like it there. I am 

cleaning some shells on the sand and the sun is 
shining. I am wearing sandals and there is a 
starfish. The water is blue. I eat crackers. I have 
purple sandals.  

 
 

 
Mrs. Abraham’s Class 

 
 

I love My House  
By Carter  

 
I love my house. My house is special because 

I love my house. I love my sister because she is the 
best. I love her because it’s her birthday. I love Mrs. 
Abraham. I like what she does. She is the best. 
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Kindergarten, continued 
 
 
 

A Rainbow 
By Sophie  

 
I am walking. I saw a rainbow. It was fun! I 

was walking with my daddy. We were holding ice 
creams and it was yummy! 

 
 
 
 

 
Mrs. Flores’ Class 

 
 

I am Working with my Mom and Dad 
By Harper  

 
I am working with my mom and my dad. We saw two 
trees that were beautiful. They were so pretty. My 
mom cried. I helped her stop. I love my mom! 
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Kindergarten, continued 
 

Groundhog 
By Jack  

 
     The groundhog is out of his hole. He saw 
his shadow. He is running back into the hole. 
So there is 6 more days of winter.  

 
 

I Like Ice Cream 
By Jonah  

 
I am eating ice cream. I like Ben and 

Jerry’s ice cream. 

 
Writing Around Morley 

 
 
Kindergarteners made gingerbread houses and 
gingerbread people. They showed sequences about how 
the gingerbread people were being eaten. 

 
 

 
 

Kindergarteners wrote true stories about things that they did in 
their lives. One wrote about their Thursday afternoon at MEDC. 
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First Grade 
Mrs. LaForte’s Class 

 
We Were Driving 

By Bianca 
 
     We were driving to my new school.  I feel 
happy and nervous at the same time.  I told my 
mom I trembled a little bit. I also felt a drop in 
my bucket.  
    Bump! The car pulled up. My mom and I 
walked up the steps. Soon we reached my classroom! My teacher’s name 
is Mrs. Monroe. I asked if I could play. Mom said yes.  
     I met this really nice girl named Annie. I said, “ Hello.” Annie said, “Hi!” 
We started to play. At the end I felt ready for my new school. 
 

 
Mrs. Ashworth’s Class 

 
Ants  

By Colby  
 

Eggs are yellowish white with stripes. An 
egg is 10 inches, or 20 centimeters. An egg is 
as big as the nail on your pinky. The black part 
of the picture is where the egg hatches. 

 
Funny question: Did you know that baby 

ants can live to be three years old? If you were 
to be bitten by a baby ant, it would feel like a soft pinch. All the eggs are 
laid by the queen. The queen is the biggest ant in the world!!! 
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First Grade, continued  
 

Becca’s Room 
By Abby  

 
Chapter 1 - Becca’s Room 

When we are in Becca’s room, we can not close the door because 
there is no doorknob. Once Jake closed the door but we are not supposed 
to close the door because there is no doorknob on it. Becca has lots of 
drawers and stuff so her bed is in the middle of it.  
 
Chapter 2 - When Becca Was Born 

Becca was born on October 4th. Becca is 12. On her birthday when 
Becca was turning 12 she got a ukulele. Her ukulele is very pretty. It has a 
lot of pretty colors. I think it is very pretty. When Becca was turning 12, I 
was on the table when she was opening her presents.  
 

Chapter 3 - What Becca Looks Like 
Becca has reddish brownish hair. She like to 
wear shirts and leggings. She also wears 
headbands a lot. She also wears hairclips 
sometimes. She likes to wear shoes that look like 
slippers. Only sometimes she wears dresses and 
leggings.  

 
Chapter 4 - What Becca Likes to Do 
Becca likes to do a lot of stuff. She likes to play basketball with me and she 
likes to play me and Jake songs. And Jake sings songs that are gross. She 
likes to play on her phone. She likes to go to the center with her friends. 
Becca also likes to play Wii.  
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Writing Around Morley 
 

 
First graders made a family tree and drew pictures of each person in their 
family. Some wrote captions to tell people who they were drawing. 

 
 

 
Second Grade 

 
Mrs. O’Connor’s Class 

 

The Chipmunks and the Stairs 
by Aislinn  

One day a chipmunk moved in under our shed. We saw a hole that 
he had dug in the garden. Then about a month later he moved in under the 
stone stairs in front of my house. We were very scared that they were going 
to collapse. The stairs are still like that! 

The mischievous chipmunk made the hole under the stairs bigger and 
bigger until it ended up looking like a rockslide and I couldn’t see Chippy’s 
hole anymore!  

WAIT! Let’s pause the story for a minute. Did I forget to tell you that 
we named the chipmunk Chippy? Yes? Ok, well, now I did. 

We actually began to think there was another chipmunk because one 
day I thought I saw two chipmunks! Then two weeks later, I saw a group of 
squirrels and one of them was digging out MORE of the hole. It was like 
they were looking for treasure or something. Maybe they were making a 
squirrel paradise!  
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Second Grade, continued  
 

The Chipmunks and the Stairs, cont.  

What did those rascals do now?  To tell you the truth, I don’t know if 
they are going to let the stairs collapse. If you want to read the next story 
about the chipmunks, ask me if I started it when you see me playing at my 
house.  I’ll give you a hint… the chipmunks moved into the basement.  

 
New York 
By Drew  

¨Brrrring!” went my alarm clock. I woke up so 
fast I fell out of my bed. I ran into my parents’ room 
and asked,  “When are we going, when are we 
goin?!”  

My mom and dad said, “We’re not going yet. 
We’re going at 7:30.” I was mad at that decision, 
but my mom and dad are the boss. 

 I was really excited about going to Coney 
Island with my mom, dad, Aunt Hally and Paul. 
Taking the subway was really fun but it took a long 
time. That’s why my dad, Paul, and I played “The Minute Game.” We 
guessed how many minutes it would take to get to Coney Island. My dad 
guessed 35 minutes.  

Paul guessed 44 minutes and I guessed 39. The actual time was 40 
minutes. My dad said, “The two losers have to buy drinks and food.” 
Fortunately, I was the winner! I jumped up and down on the train. 

The first ride we rode was a rollercoaster. I was scared because the 
ride went up and down and it was really fast. I sat in the back with my dad. I 
can’t believe that Paul was taking a video of us while we were going  
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Second Grade, continued  
 

New York, cont.  

downhill. I thought he was going to drop his phone because he was holding 
it with one hand. When I saw the video later it looked like we were jumping 
up and down because Paul’s hand was moving a lot. 

 Another ride we took was called Lake Falls. It is a waterslide. It has 
two hills. One of the hills is lower than the other. We had to sit in a log boat 
and every time we rolled up the hill it sounded like CLICK, CLICK, CLICK 
until we got to the top. The second time we got on top of the big hill, the 
operator said, “Man with the blue shirt (that was my dad) move to the front!” 
This was because the ride went down really fast. We all got really wet on 
this ride. My dad was the wettest because he was in the front. 

 The next morning, my mom and Aunt Hally were going to yoga, but 
my dad, Paul and I were going on a speedboat called, “The Beast.” We 
rode around New York Harbor. An assistant on the boat, named Big Diesel, 
had a huge water gun. He squirted the whole thing on my dad and me and 
that was the funniest part of the ride. 

After all the fun, we rode to the Statue of Liberty in the boat. The 
guide on the boat blabbed about the Statue of Liberty. Then finally we got 
to take pictures. After that we rode back to shore. We waited for a taxi and 
rode back to our hotel. 

 My mom got back from yoga and we packed up and got ready to go 
home. I said, “Bye, Aunt Hally, bye, Paul.” 

 I was sad that we had to leave but I knew that I was going to see my 
aunt again soon. The Speedboat ride and Big Diesel and his squirt gun will 
always be a great memory.  
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Second Grade, continued 

 

Isabelle’s Summer Vacation  
By Isabelle  

 
Once in the summer on Saturday, my mom, my sister and I went to 

Pleasant View Inn in Rhode Island. My dad wasn’t there because he was in 
Ireland playing golf with my grandpa. After we parked, we had to wait a 
long time. We signed in and went to our room.  

We were on the first floor. I think our room was number 103. My mom 
wanted to have her bed next to our balcony. My sister slept next to me.  

We brought toys. My toy was a bear. She was Mama Bear. My 
sister’s toy was a monkey. Her name was Petals. We slept with them. 

The next day, we ate goldfish and apples for breakfast. Then we went 
to ride on the carousel. Next, we went to the beach and looked for sea 
glass, sea pottery and heart rocks. But we only found heart rocks.  

After, we went to the beach. We ate lunch at our hotel. After that, we 
all ate ice cream. My mom doesn’t like ice cream.  

Then, we went back to our hotel and put on our bathing suits and 
went to the pool. My mom watched my sister and me swim in the water.  

When I got back to the hotel I saw my grandma, aunt and uncle. They 
came from California. We went to the beach with them. I fell under the 
water because my uncle was holding the handle on my boogie board and 
accidently let go of the handle. I wasn’t holding my breath, so salty sea 
water came in my mouth. I was coughing.  

After that adventure, my sister, my grandma and I went to the pool. 
We had a lot of fun there. That was the day we all left to go home.  

The next day my dad came back from Ireland and we got presents.  
I had a great time in Rhode Island! 
 
  

15 



Second Grade, continued 
 

The Dream 
By Daniela  

 
It was like a magical dream last summer. It was so, so, so beautiful. 

Everywhere I looked there were gemmed flowers. The grass so totally 
green and fairies were skittering around. 

Up the path was a castle. The servants were so nice to me. One 
servant said, “We want you as our queen. The other queen is so terribly 
mean. Please?” 

“Yes, yes, yes,” I said and we lived happily ever after, but we only 
lived happily ever after until… 

Suddenly, a vibration in the wall said, “Put down the drawbridge.” 
And so the servants did. A prince disguised as a monster barged into 

the castle and said, “You, Queen, come here, my darling.” 
So I, for some reason, went to him. All of a sudden, the monster 

threw flowers. When the flowers touched you, you automatically loved the 
person that threw the flowers.  

One of the servants said, “Is the queen in a trance?” 
“I think so,” said another servant. 
“Oh,” said the servant, “I had no idea!” 
“We are engaged!” yelled the queen. 
“Wait, what?” said the servants. 
Then the monster took off his costume and yelled,  
“Surprise!” 
There was a loud GASP in the room.  
“A prince,” the queen said. 
Just then another vibration in the wall said, “Put down the 

drawbridge.” 
The queen said, “Not again!” 
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Second Grade, continued 
 
The Dream, continued 

But the servants did and the monster walked in and said, “Daniela, 
time to get up or you’ll be late for camp.” 

I guess it was all a dream and I’m not a queen after all. 
 

 
Summer Vacation, Tree Frog and Me 

By Stella  
 

On our summer vacation, we went to Cape Cod. My cousins went to 
Hawaii. I was so mad at my mom and dad because I never went to Hawaii. 
We’ve been to Cape Cod SEVEN times!! I REALLY wanted to see the 
turtles in the clear water but my mom said we couldn’t go because we had 
my baby sister, Evie. My mom also said that it was a long plane ride to 
Hawaii, and it’s a short ride to Cape Cod, and if we went to Hawaii on the 
plane, my baby sister would cry and cry until she would be out of breath! 

The next day, we got in the car to go to Cape Cod. When I shut the 
door to the car, I looked outside, and I saw a little brown and green thing. I 
wondered what it was. I kept looking at it and it jumped. So when the car 
started moving I thought, “It’s a frog!” My dad was almost going to run over 
it. 

I yelled, “STOP! DON’T RUN OVER THE FROG!”  
My dad said,“Oh, no!” and stopped. The car made a really bad 

CREAK! I thought it was the frog. But it wasn’t.  
So I got out of the car and went in the house to get some gloves (it 

could be a poisonous frog). I rushed to put the frog on the plants and said, 
“Goodbye, I hope you have a great vacation because I am going to have a 
great one, too!” 
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Second Grade, continued 
 

Mrs. Staffaroni’s Class  

Do you want to Learn to Tie your Shoes? 
By Liam 

    Do you want to learn how to tie your shoes? If you do, then keep 
reading, because I’m going to teach you! You need nothing but one of your 
shoes!  

The first step is very simple, you cross the laces. That creates a hole 
in the bottom. Then put the left lace through the 
hole and pull really tight. This step is very tricky, you 
have to use the left and right laces to make “ bunny 
ears.” You have to hold the bottoms really tight.  It 
will look something like this.  

The last step to tying your shoes is also very, 
very tricky. You have to (still holding the loops) 
cross the two loops together and pull really tight. 
There is still a hole and the two short laces sticking 
out of where the loops are. If you want to tie a 
double knot, cross the two loops together again, 
and that’s how to tie your shoes!  
 

 
Underwater World 

By Carrie 
 

SPLASH!! I jumped in the water with my scuba suit on. I was at 
Rhode Island beach.  

When I was down at the bottom of the ocean, I opened my eyes and 
saw an astonishing sight. There were a bunch of fish! 
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Second Grade, continued  
 

Underwater World, cont.  

After that, I swam a little way. Suddenly I bumped into a clown fish! 
The clown fish looked like a regular clown but it had fins! I was really 
scared! The clown fish was really creepy and it looked like a zombie with 
big eyes! It had a red wig on. And it had funky clothes! His fins were bright 
red. After I swam to the south. 

Then, I bumped into a fish bus. Suddenly, I heard a voice, “ Do you 
want a ride?” it said. 

“Who said that?” I asked.  
The voice said, “The fish bus in front of you.”  
“Can I have a ride?” I asked.  
“Sure!” the voice said. All of a sudden, two doors flew open and I 

climbed inside!  
After a little while, I got off and said, “Thank you for taking me on a 

ride!”  
“You’re welcome!”  
Then I swam a little while until I bumped into a beta fish!  
“Wow!” I said surprised. I was surprised because the beta fish was as 

big as me! Usually, beta fish are really small!  
Suddenly, I bumped into a star fish! It wasn’t like any star fish though! 

It was Patrick from Spongebob! He was jumbo like the beta fish. He didn’t 
seem to see me though, because, he was yelling, “Spongebob! 
Spongebob!” I heard Patrick yelling like 40 feet away. Finally, I couldn’t 
hear him.  

After that, I took some breathing exercises to calm myself down.  
After I calmed myself down, I swam up to the surface of the water 

and I thought over what just happened. I thought about the clown fish, the 
fish bus and the huge beta fish. And Patrick from Spongebob. After I went 
back up to my blanket, I fell asleep.  
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Second Grade, continued  
 

Mrs. Vannie’s Class  
 

How to Have a Healthy Breakfast  
By Alice  

 
If you want to have a perfect, healthy 

breakfast, please read this book.  
When you wake up, don’t you want to start 

the day off with a healthy meal? Don’t you want to 
be a healthy person? I think that breakfast is an  
important meal for you. I am going to tell you about 
some healthy breakfast options.  

If you have a smoothie machine and some frozen fruit, I suggest you 
make a smoothie. My mom always said that they are 
very healthy for you. They are also really good!!! Oh! 
You also need milk or yogurt. When you finish, you 
can add a little fruit to your glass.  

You can also have cereal. If you usually have 
the cereal with lots of sugar in it, like Fruit Loops and 
brands like that, and I were you, I would try a cereal 
that does not have sugar in it. Some options for 
brands are Cheerios, Barbara’s and Cascadian Farms. 

Eggs are also a great breakfast option. If you have one, you should 
have a parent help you, as it could be dangerous because you’ll be using a 
stove. Eggs are quick and easy to make, not to mention that they are 
delicious!!!  

So there you have it. Some healthy options for breakfast!!! I hope you 
liked my book about having a healthy breakfast!!!! 
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Writing Around Morley 
 
 
 
Second graders wrote stories about fun moments in their life. 
One second grader wrote about a time he was on a roller 
coaster called the Polar Express. 

 
 
Third Grade 

 
Mrs. Antoinetti’s Class 

 
Dear Diary  
By Carys 

Dear Diary,  
     Today a dragon came to our house! Mom totally freaked out! Cece, my 
little sister, and I made friends with her. By the way, her name is Lizzy. She 
is only 1 year old in dragon years but she said that she is having babies 
TOMORROW! Lucky!  
 

December 2nd, 2004  
Dear Diary, 
      It snowed today! Lizzy had her babies, too! They’re... puppies? Lizzy 
said that she was a puppy when she was born and it’s her birthday 
tomorrow and I understood her!  
 

December 3rd, 2004 
Dear Diary,  

     It’s still snowing. When I woke up, Mom and Cece put on a surprise 
party for me and Lizzy! By the way, my mom isn’t afraid of Lizzy anymore! 
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Third Grade, continued  
 

Dear Diary, cont.  

Lizzy and I now have a whole house to ourselves! Now that I’m 17, I own 
the house! Now that a day has passed, Lizzy’s  baby puppies are looking 
more like a dragon like Lizzy! 
 

December 4th, 2004 
Dear Diary,  
     Today was boring because there was a blizzard. Lizzy had to come 
inside all day. It seemed like the blizzard lasted 10 million trillion years!! So, 
I went to bed while Lizzy emptied out the fridge.  

 
 

Mr. Mustard 
By Ellie June  

 
Hello, my name is French Fries. This is my first day of kindergarten, 

and we are at the library. 
 “Excuse me,” I said, raising my hand. 
 “Put your hand down, or I’ll chop it off,” commanded Mr. Mustard, our 

librarian. I started to cry ‘cause I did not want my hand chopped off. Then, 
while I was crying, I saw it- my very own computer to work on! I quickly 
opened it, and there was a big sign that said I AM THE MEANEST 
TEACHER IN THE WORLD and then it said DUN DUN DUN.  

  
One Hour Later 

“Really?” asked Principal Hot Dog. 
 “Yes,” I replied. We were talking about  Mr. Mustard being really 

mean. 
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Third Grade, continued  
 

Mr. Mustard, cont.  

“Then we must fire him,” declared  Principal Hot Dog. So we went 
down to the library and spied on Mr. Mustard. Then, Principal Hot Dog 
jumped out, 

 “Arrr!!” said Principal Hot Dog. “We got you now!” 
“ What was that for?” I asked. 
“ Oh, that was my go-to line, even though I don't know what ‘go-to’ 

means,” replied the principal. 
 “Oh, hi,” said Mr. Mustard, just noticing us. “What are you doing 

here? I was just teaching the kids how to, um, use the computers!” 
“Were you now?” inquired  Principal Hot Dog. 
“Yes, I was!” protested Mr. Mustard. “I was teaching them,” he whined 

in a quieter voice.  
“No, he wasn't, he’s lying, he wasn’t! Fire him!” chorused the 

students. 
“Ok, then,” said Principal Hot Dog. “You're fired!” he commanded.  
“No!!” howled Mr. Mustard. 
 
From the files of Principal Hotdog: 

 
To: Principal Hotdog 
 
If you ask me, Principal Hotdog, I think I should have never been fired.Yes, 
I guess I was a little strict but I still think you should have given me another 
chance. I just wanted everybody to see that teachers could be strict but 
they could still teach. In fact,I think that I was even teaching the teachers, 
so just give me my job back, please. 
 
If you agree with me, please send back. 
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Third Grade, continued  
 

Mr. Mustard, cont.  

From: Mr. Mustard 
 
P.S.I really hope you give me my job back.Thank you for reading this note. 

 
And that is the story of how Mr. Mustard got fired! 

 
 

Where the Dead Things Are 
By Henry  

 
The night Jack wore his fox suit and made mischief of one kind and 

another. His mother called him, “Wild Thing!” and Jack said in his fox suit, 
“I’ll Eat You Up!” So he was sent to bed without eating his supper.  

That very night in Jack’s room he snuck outside and grabbed some 
wood from the family lumber shed. He stole a lot of wood. He took multiple  
trips to the lumber shed, and built a...no he didn’t. He jumped out a window!  

Jack started walking around his neighborhood and he saw his friend 
Charlie’s house. He forgot! Charlie had a humongous yacht!  

Unfortunately, Jack was feeling very naughty today and he said in a 
whisper, “How about I go to Asia?” Jack thought a moment and then he 
had the naughtiest idea of his life. He had forgotten that the yacht had a 
key so he looked at the door of the yacht to see if the key was there; it was 
not. 

Jack saw the key at the front of Charlie’s house and he thought, is 
this the key of the house? So he tried it. It worked! Jack tiptoed up the 
stairs and into Charlie’s parents’ bedroom and looked on their bedside 
table. He found the key, so he tiptoed out of Charlie’s parents’ bedroom  
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Third Grade, continued  
 

Where the Dead Things Are, cont.  

back down the stairs and out the door. He ran across their yard and put the 
key in the yacht’s back door, and he got into the cockpit of the yacht.  

He pressed the gas pedal and set course toward China. About 
halfway to China, there was a storm at sea and 
Jack was blown off course. Eventually, he saw an 
island so he sailed toward it. He got off the yacht 
and looked around. This is what he saw: 

He screeched. And he found lots of dead 
ones. He gazed around the rest of the island and 
declared himself king. Then, he felt lonely. He 
wanted to go back home so he did.  

 
 

The Turkey Dash 
By Hunter 

 
It was a great day. It was the turkey dash!  
Something was weird: everybody was wearing the same shirt. I went 

to go get my number for the race. I got my number and a bag from Dick’s 
Sporting Goods. I looked inside. In it was a water bottle and a shirt. So, I 
pinned my number to my shirt and put it on. It was time for the race! 

As we lined up, we learned the rules. At the turkey dash, you run the 
track as many times as you can. Each time you pass the starting point, you 
get a bracelet. The person from each grade who has the most bracelets 
wins.  

And so, the race began. I paced myself and ran and ran and ran 
some more. I thought I was behind everybody, but I was ahead of many by 
one bracelet, but not for long. Someone zoomed in front of me. But that  
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didn’t make me stop. I ran as fast as I could. I was about to quit, until I saw 
the water stand. I drank the yummy water and once again ran as fast as I 
could.  

I had 10 bracelets, when I heard someone announce, “Last lap! Run 
for one more bracelet!”  

After I had dashed as long and as hard as I could, I gave a worker my 
bracelets so they could count them. I had 11 bracelets! I was proud, even 
though I didn’t win for my grade.  

I am glad I took part in the turkey dash. It was a good, fun exercise 
before Thanksgiving Day when I dashed to the table to “gobble’’ up some 
turkey!  

The Ice World 
By Ilana  

It is 50 degrees below zero and snowflakes are pouring on the ice as 
I skate. Just then, when I stopped, a flash of blue, silver, and white light 
blinded me. After a minute or two, I heard a strange but beautiful song. 
When the light stopped, I saw that I was sitting on a reindeer that was white 
with a blue collar but the collar didn’t say the owner’s name. It had my 
name on it and I realized that this was the reindeer I had always wished for! 
The name I had dreamed of naming it was printed on the collar: Blizzard. 

 Just then, I saw that I was riding on a sidewalk made of pure, crystal 
ice. I wanted Blizzard to stop and when I said, “Blizzard! Stop!” she did! I 
patted her and as I did, I saw that there was a little cottage with my name 
on the front and a little stable that had all of Blizzard’s things. I went inside 
my cottage and saw that inside it was like a machine and when I looked 
outside, I saw that it wasn’t my world. It was a snow world!  
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I went upstairs and saw a room as big as the entire floor. It was my 
room! Then, I went to the third floor which was the playroom. Next, on the 
fourth floor, there was the kitchen and dining room. There, I looked out the 
window and saw three cottages in my fenced-in backyard. On the first 
cottage, there was a sign that said, ‘Mommy and Daddy’. The second 
cottage said, ‘Mark’, and the third cottage said,  ‘Simon’. In the middle of 
the yard, there was a garden, pool, and playground, along with a little 
village that had a restaurant, bookstore, library, sweet shop, and a grocery 
store.  

I went all the way down to the first floor which I saw was full of 
presents. Then, I went outside to check on Blizzard. She was eating 
marshmallows and drinking hot chocolate. When Blizzard saw me, she 
jumped up and down and went through a passage to the backyard. There 
we saw my little brother Simon playing with a little red and yellow bunny  
named Forest Fire. After that, my big brother Mark came into the yard with 
a reindeer that was red and named Brick. Soon, my parents came in with a 
dragon that was purple, green, and brown. Its name was Wave and I 
couldn’t play with it because night was falling and I was sleepy.  

I said goodnight to my family and put Blizzard to sleep in her stall. 
Then, I went to my cottage, climbed up the stairs, and fell asleep in my bed 
in my ice world.  

 
The Table 
By Madelyn  

 
A couple years ago before tables were invented a guy named Ted 

had an awesome idea. He decided he would invent tables. So a couple 
years later tables were world known. Especially at Acorn Elementary. 
There  
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was a table named Fred. He was not like other tables because no one put 
a cup of coffee on him or worked on him. He just sat there in the corner. 

One day he decided he would change that. He changed his name to 
Fred the Magnificent. He set off on an adventure that every table would 
remember for centuries especially Fred’s mom, Linda.  

About two hours into the mission he met an alligator. Alligator said 
she would eat Fred so Fred moved on. Soon he came to his first stop, 
Costa Rica. When he got there he saw a hut and smelled food. Fred went 
to his next stop, Japan. In Japan he mistook wasabi for ice cream and ate 
it. His mouth was on fire. He wanted to leave right then. Fred had almost 
lost his wits. 

Next, he went to China where he finally found something-another 
table! Her name was Chen and she spoke English. Fred was amazed.They 
went on adventures together. 

Soon it was finally time to go home. Fred was very sad. He promised 
he would send her lots of of postcards. Fred made his way back on his 
adventure that tables would remember him for. 

 
Clip Clop 

By Nick  

Clop, clip, clop, clip. The teacher’s footsteps echoed down the 
hallway. 

Then suddenly everything was gone!  

Sun beat down on the side of my face. I was lying face down in the 
sand. I looked to the side. There was nothing but sand and more sand for 
miles. 
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Then I saw it. I tried to turn my head towards it. I saw it was a 
sandstorm. The harsh winds were getting closer and closer. 

Then it struck. It seemed like hours stuck in the sandstorm. But I 
knew it was only seconds. Wind and sand hit my face at an amazing 
speed. They stung my face, arms and legs. 

Then suddenly it was gone just as quickly as it had come. 

I started to crawl. I crawled and crawled and crawled. The sand was 
burning. I saw a small pool of water with palm trees around it. I started 
crawling faster to get to it. When I reached it I dipped my head in. But I just 
hit burning sand. Then I realized I was hallucinating. 

After that I saw another dark shape coming toward me. At first I 
thought it was another sandstorm. But then I saw that it had legs and a 
head.  

It was a dragon! I thought it was another hallucination. But it looked 
so realistic that it could not be. It was getting closer and closer and closer. 
The dragon walked up to me. 

“Hello,” he said, “My name is Cerberus.” I did not realize how odd a 
talking dragon was. 

“Hello,” I said back, “My name is Bob Chritton.” 

“What are you doing tied up in the Sahara Desert?” he asked. 

“That’s what I was just wondering,” I said.  

“Oh,” he said, “You are one of those.” 

“What?” I demanded. 
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“Oh, you know. Oh right, you don’t know,” he said. “And it’s better for 
you not to know. Well, hop on.” 

“Wait,” I said, “I am not riding a dragon.” 

“OK, then, I’ll just keep going,” he said. 

“Oh, fine, I’ll do it.” 

You might think riding a dragon is a nice experience, but it is not. 
Riding a dragon is not a heart-warming experience. The least the fins and 
scales can do is cut a hole in your pants. The dragon blew dust up with his 
giant wings. I had to duck to avoid the miniature sandstorms. It felt like 
days riding a dragon like that, but I knew it wasn’t. 

When we finally stopped for the night I was sore and scratched and 
desperately needed new pants.  

“Is there a pants store around here somewhere?” I asked. 

“Uh, what are pants? We dragons never wear human clothes,” said 
Cerberus. 

“Never mind,” I said. 

Later when we were looking up at the stars Cerberus suddenly 
gasped. 

“What?” I asked. 

“Um, nothing,” he replied. 
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And soon after that I was dreaming. I was awakened by someone 
bellowing in my ear.  

“SANDSTORM!!!”  

I awoke with a start. “Cerberus, really what’s all the fuss?” 

“A sandstorm is all the fuss,” he said. 

“What will we do?” I asked. 

“Dig, of course,” he said. 

“Dig where?” I asked. 

“Down. The sandstorm is closing in. Dig!” 

At that he burrowed deep in the ground. If you have ever been 
underground in a sandstorm you’ll know it is not the best time of your life 
unless you had a very bad life. Sand shook all around the dragon. I kept on 
digging. The only hint I ever saw of Cerberus under all that sand was a 
flash of green scales and then he was gone. I dug and dug some more.  

Then a clawed hand grabbed my waist (it pinched a little, but dragons 
can’t help that). I thought it was Cerberus so I let it pull me down. I lost 
sense of direction. Suddenly another clawed hand also grabbed my waist. 
The first clawed hand pulled even harder and the second hand pulled back. 
I was almost being ripped in half. 

Finally one dragon won, and I was pulled deep into the ground (or up 
into the sky—I couldn’t tell). After a while I was pretty sure he was pulling 
me into the ground. Then suddenly the ground started vibrating and started 
pushing against the dragon’s claw. It immediately retreated into the depths 
of the earth. 

 

31 



Third Grade, continued  
Clip Clop, cont.  

When I came back up to the surface I found Cerberus lying on the 
sand not breathing. I ran over to him and checked his pulse. (It took a few 
minutes to find it because I did not know where a dragon’s pulse is.) When 
I eventually found it, it was only beating very faintly. I let him rest there 
because what would you do if you had a dying dragon in the middle of the 
Sahara Desert miles from help? 

Presently I started thinking (it’s quite a good thing to start doing when 
you’re in a situation like mine). 

Now since I am older than I was then I am also a lot smarter and 
what I was thinking about was totally irrelevant like: Is there a Sears in the 
middle of the desert to buy new pants?  

After a while the dragon woke up. I ran over to him. He was coughing 
but he looked OK. I asked him how he was feeling. He simply said, “Tired,” 
and then started snoring. The only describing word I could think of was 
earthquake! The sound was so loud I had to dig down in the sand so I 
wouldn’t go deaf, and I did that. After a while I stopped digging to rest. 

I supposed the other dragon or whatever it was would not attack now 
that he knew I had a dragon on my side. But I was wrong. It attacked while 
I was resting. It grabbed my ankles and pulled hard. 

At that moment I thought that tragedy should start playing to 
announce my death. But also at that moment the snoring stopped. And 
another claw went into the sand and it pulled. 

I don’t think many people get pulled in half by two dragons twice. I 
don’t think it’s common. But I guess this whole “adventure” was not 
common. 
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Presently Cerberus won, sort of. The other dragon was still hanging 
onto my ankle, but I was on top of the sand, not under it. Also, I could see 
what the other claw was attached to. 

 
The Bad Beginning 

By Amelia 
 

Chapter 1 
“When will we get off the ship Mommy?” Pipa asked.  
“As soon as the wind picks up honey,” answered Thea. It had been 

six months since the bunnies had had anything to eat, and the ship wasn’t 
moving fast any more. They had been on the ship already for 15 months 
and they were beginning to worry. What if they never reached land? Thea 
was flooded with worries for Pipa, this was no way to treat a baby bunny! 
Pipa had barely learned how to hop, what with the ship rocking so violently, 
she would slide this way and that way, and most likely get hurt. Suddenly, 
the door to the hold burst open. Thea’s first thought was food for Pipa, but 
that thought was soon gone from her head, as the men grabbed Pipa 
instead! 

But she didn’t have time to worry about Pipa because then a second 
man grabbed her! She could see through the man’s fingers that two more 
men were grabbing Flippy and Floppy! 

Suddenly, bright light flooded the man’s fingers and then he was 
swinging her back and forth back and forth until with one very big swing, he 
let go of her and she went soaring out over the ocean, and then she 
plunged into complete darkness! 

When she surfaced again, she saw Flippy and Floppy swimming 
toward her with Pipa in their mouths and she swam toward them. When 
she reached them, she grabbed Pipa in her mouth and started swimming. 

She didn’t know where. 
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She didn’t know how. 
She didn’t know that Pearlina and Freckles were planning to come 

and save them. I really could go on and on about all the things she didn’t 
know and was soon to find out. 

*** 
They swam and swam and swam! Their muscles ached but they 

swam on and on. Just as night began, it started to pour and pour and pour! 
The waves got bigger and bigger! Then there was a crack of thunder bigger 
than elephants pounding the earth. 

*** 
Meanwhile, back on the ship, Mac, the man who brought the food for 

the bunnies, was feeding the bunnies. All of a sudden, the door to the room 
flew open and in came Katie-Bell, Mac’s daughter. She looked sweaty like 
she’d run the whole way there. “Katie, I told you not to come and see them 
today,” Mac told Katie-Bell. 

Instead of answering, Katie-Bell asked, “Is it true that you threw Pipa 
off the ship?” Katie-Bell was beside herself with anger when Mac nodded. 
She was lost in her fury and knew what she wanted to say but couldn’t. 
When Mac left, Katie-Bell knelt down next to the bunnies, Katie-Bell was 
not an ordinary girl at all! She looked like a normal girl, but she wasn’t; 
Katie-bell could talk to bunnies.  

*** 
“So it’s true,” gasped Katie. Freckles nodded sadly. “I just can’t 

believe that my own dad would throw a baby bunny out into the ocean 
where there might be sharks!” Pearlina jumped in fear. 

 “I’m sorry,” said Katie-Bell “I’m just really mad,” she said clenching 
her fists. 
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“Wait!” Katie shouted. “I have an idea!” and she disappeared up the 
wooden stairs.  Pearlina and Freckles exchanged nervous glances, then 
Katie-Bell came bolting back down the stairs, this time in her swimsuit 
holding her swim cap and goggles.  

*** 
Katie-Bell had long wavy brown hair that fell to her waist with golden 

highlights. That and her sparkly blue eyes is another way that Katie-Bell is 
different. She’s gorgeous, but as I just told you, Katie-Bell’s hair is very long 

so it was very hard to get into a swim cap. She finally gave up and threw 
the cap at the stairs. Then she snapped her goggles onto her head and 
revealed a plastic bag full of little floaty things with holes in the middle.  

“These are called ‘floaties’,” Katie-Bell explained. “If you put them on 
in the water, you’ll float!”  

She started to put the arm floaties on Pearlina the big sister, then on 
Freckles, and finally on the two grandmas, Daisy and Angel.  

“All right,” Katie-bell said, “I guess we have to jump out the window 
now.”  

“Okay” Freckles said. “Maybe we should hold paws,” suggested 
Pearlina. 

 “Good idea,” said Daisy.  
“Shouldn’t we wait till the storm dies down?” asked Angel. 
“No,” Katie-Bell said firmly, “We should go now.” She went over to the 

window, unlocked it, and pushed it open. The strong winds almost blew her 
away, but she caught the windowsill just in time and held on tight. 

 “We’re in this together,” shouted Katie-Bell over the noise, and she 
jumped out the window quickly followed by Pearlina, Freckles, Daisy, and 
Angel.  

*** 
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The freezing water rushed through her hair as she went down, down, 

down. Then up, up, up and she started swimming. She could hear the 
bunnies splashing behind her but she didn’t stop to look back. The waves 
were really strong and blew them off course.  
 

Chapter 2 
Thea struggled because Pipa was kind of heavy. Flippy and Floppy 

kept by her side and promised their frightened mother that if any sharks 
came they would protect her. Thea knew they couldn’t keep that promise, 
but she let them.  

Thea’s fur stuck together in clumps with little icicles hanging off the 
end of the clumps. She was so cold, her teeth were chattering like crazy, 
and she was definitely coming down with something because she was 
sneezing so much.  

“Mom, watch out,” shouted Flippy and Floppy together. Thea looked 
and saw  the biggest wave she had ever seen coming down, then it was on 
them and pushing them. Thea fought. She couldn’t breathe. She felt Pipa 
being torn away from her. She tried to grab her but Pipa slipped from 
Thea’s grip. She could hear Flippy and Floppy screaming near by. Then 
she started to go down. She was flailing her arms and trying to scream but 
she only swallowed more salt water and choked. Then she hit her head on  
something sharp. She could feel the surging pain on the back of her head. 
Then everything went black.  

*** 
Katie-Bell was swimming as fast as she could toward a patch of 

chestnut brown way in front of her but even from a distance she could tell 
that the patch of chestnut brown was Pipa.  The bunnies were following 
with rapid speed even though the arm floaties were deflating, but they too 
saw the patch of chestnut brown in the distance and knew that it was Pipa. 
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 “Watch out!” shouted Katie-Bell just as a giant wave came crashing 

down over their heads.  
Then they were swallowed up by the giant wave.Then after a couple 

minutes Katie-Bell surfaced and figured out if she positioned herself… just  
right…she could ride the waves. It reminded her of a rollercoaster but much 
more frightening. Then she nodded off to sleep. 

 *** 
When the first rays of dawn appeared in the sky, Katie-Bell awoke to 

find herself on an island with the aftermath of the storm around her. Lying 
next to her were the bunnies. They were either sleeping or knocked out, 
she couldn’t tell, but none of them were dead!  

Katie-Bell shook them all awake except, she couldn’t wake Daisy up 
because she was knocked out, so they made a bed out of leaves for her. 
Then they went exploring. Halfway around the island Katie-Bell saw a patch 
of chestnut brown and two white patches with black spots bounding toward 
them. 

“FLIPPY, FLOPPY, PIPA!!” shouted Katie-Bell at the top of her lungs. 
Then she was practically flying across the island. Katie-Bell was so 

incredibly happy to see the bunnies. Then the talking, the hugging, the 
kissing, the tears, the laughing, it all began at once. It was too much for 
Katie-Bell, it made her feel dizzy and confused. 

When they got back to the place where they had left Daisy, Flippy 
and Floppy went off to get their mother who had fainted. Katie-Bell noticed 
someone or something in the shadows of a giant palm tree, but she 
couldn’t tell who it was. Katie-Bell took a step closer and realized with 
horror who it was, she turned to run but just then the person stepped out of 
the shadows and Katie-Bell know that she couldn’t run once she saw them. 

  
DUN DUN DUN… 
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*** 

Chapter 3 
“KATIE-BELL CARLEY FANNING!” shouted a rough voice which 

Katie-Bell recognized as her father’s, “YOU SHOULD BE ASHAMED OF 
YOURSELF RUNNING INTO THE MIDDLE OF A HURRICANE IN THE 
OCEAN! ARE YOU INSANE?”  
      “I didn’t run Dad, I jumped out a window!” Katie-Bell said trying to keep 
her voice from rising with anger.  

“EVEN WORSE YOU LITTLE INSANE BUNNY SPEAKER!” 
Suddenly, Katie-Bell couldn’t control her anger any more. 
“THE ONLY REASON I JUMPED OUT THE WINDOW WAS TO 

SAVE THE BUNNIES YOU TRIED TO KILL BECAUSE YOU ARE A 
TERRIBLE MAN WHO ONLY CARES ABOUT MONEY!” 

“Katie-Bell I am fed up with you and your stupid bunny friends. That 
power is not something to be proud of and you are coming home right 
now!” yelled her father. 

He grabbed Katie-Bell’s arm and started to drag her toward a small 
sail boat tied to the shore of the island. 

Tears were streaming down her face. 
 “Goodbye bunnies we will see each other again, I promise.” 

Katie-Bell said.  
“You most certainly will not!” said her father (who also knew how to 

talk to bunnies). Then Katie-Bell did something that amazed the bunnies; 
she turned and punched her dad as hard as she could in his stomach. 

 
 

keep reading! 
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 I bet you could imagine that the punch of a seven year old wouldn’t 
do much and it certainly DID NOT bother her father who by now had her in 
the boat and was putting a life jacket on her. 

The bunnies stared in astonishment. Just a minute before everything 
had been perfect and everyone had been happy, but now they were  
watching the most important person of their tribe being taken away from 
them. 

Will they survive on their own? What’s going to happen to Katie-Bell?  
Find out all the information in the next bunny book! 
 

Mr. Barrieau’s Class 
 

Elmore Wars 
By David  

     “AAH!” I was screaming in pain! I had never had such a painful 
experience in my life! I was in my neighbor James’  backyard 
with my friend Declan and his parents weren't home. They 
had gone out to dinner and had allowed Declan and I to play 
on their rope swing. 
 Now there were no adults outside and I was seriously 
injured!  

“OOF!” My knee was broken from crashing into a tree as 
I was falling off my neighbor’s rope swing. I was aching and in 
pain; there was blood dripping all over my knee. 

Declan called, “Dude are you alright?” 
 “Yeah I'm alright.” 

“I'm going to go to your house to tell your mom.”  
         “Ok,” I replied. Declan went inside.  
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“Excuse me,”  said Declan. My mom and dad were in the middle of 
having chips and salsa.  
 “What?” asked my mom. 

“David fell off the rope swing!” replied Declan.  
“I’ll go get him a icepack and you can go get David inside the house,¨ 

said my mom.  
“Sure,” replied Declan. Declan came running outside the door and 

slammed it right behind him.  
He called and said, “Your Mom said to come inside.” 
“Ok,”  I replied. Declan helped me up from the ground. I stumbled half 

the way inside. My Mom was waiting inside with a ice pack in her hand. 
“Now, David, go put this on your knee until it feels ok. Then you and 

Declan can play outside, ” said my mom.  
I waited for like five minutes.Then, I went outside to play. We didn’t 

know what we should play then Declan suggested, “Hey, we could 
skateboard.” 

“Sure,” I replied. We skateboarded for a while but it was kind of 
boring so we changed it to riding down the driveway sitting on a penny 
board. We changed it up a little by putting car seats on the skateboard or 
the penny board. One car seat looked like it had a racecar on it. We put the 
carseat on the skateboard or a penny board so it felt like a Maserati. 

Declan and I wanted fighting involved so I took a broomstick and he 
took a golf club! Then I yelled, “Put that thing down, Declan, and go get a 
broomstick instead!” We did a few races till we tied and then we did one 
more race.  

“READY, SET, GO!!” I yelled. Declan and I zoomed down the 
driveway. Declan was in the lead but I put my broomstick in front of him 
and he stopped. He caught up to me but this time I just shoved him off the 
skateboard and WON!!!!!!!!!  
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“When will we be there?” I shouted.  
“In a few minutes!” Mom yelled over the blasting music!  
My friends and I were in the car singing. My friends are Sara, 

Katherine, Julia and Amalia. We just had pulled into the parking lot and the 
song was over. 

“That was lucky,” my Mom laughed. When we walked by the cars, we 
finally got into the mall. 

It was a packed house. As we pushed through the crowd, we ran 
down the hall past 4 booths and 1 car. We pushed through those cold 
metal doors of the Build a Bear Workshop and we instantly started to 
scramble through the bars. 

“Girls, girls, girls! Stop it!”  my mom yelled. “You have to calm down.” 
“But mom I can’t calm down I just can’t!” I said. On that sour note 

Amalia laughed. 
 “I’m soooo excited to get a bear!” Amalia exclaimed.  
 “I want to get a bunny,” I yelled.  
 “Shhhhhhhhhh,” my mom whispered. 
This lady came over and said, “Are you Kate?”  I shuddered.  
“Yes,” I said. 
“Good because I am going to tell you what you can get and can not 

get and help you choose your bears,” she said.  
“Excuse me lady, I want to get a bunny,”  Amalia said. 
“Well ok then. By the way my name is Lea,” she said, “Ok, let’s start. 

First pick out your bear.” 
Once we got all of the stuffed animals we went to the stuffing station. 

I went  first because I am the birthday girl. What I did was I pressed on a 
pedal and pushed on it but all I heard was eeeeeeeeeerrrrrrrrrnnnnnnnnnn. 

41 



Third Grade, continued 
 
My Ninth Birthday Party, cont.  

 
“What happened?” I asked nervously.  
“It’s got a jam,” she said like it happened all the time. “I will go get the 

manager,” she said, “and I will get the custodian.”  
“Wait,” I yelled, “when will you be back?”  
“In a few minutes,” she whispered.  
“Ok,” I said. My mom looked over and saw that my shoulders were 

slumped, my head hanging down, my eyes were watering and I had a stuffy 
nose. 

 
TEN MINUTES LATER   

She came back with two people. The manager kept saying, “Sorry, 
sorry,” while the custodian was fixing it.  

Finally he yelled, “Done!”  
Then we stuffed them and picked out their names and outfits! Mine was a 
cowgirl. Then we got in the car and went home! 

 
 

 The Cookie Adventure 
By Parami 

                                                  <- Cookie! 

 
There’s an unknown planet in space. It smells like cookies and candy. 

For food, every cookie eats sweets. There are no humans on this planet. 
Every person is a cookie! Humans to us are EVIL! My friends and I are  
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cookies as well. I’m the president of Cookie planet. I’m a chocolate cookie, 
my friend Kate is a triple chocolate cookie, Riley is an M&M cookie and 
Amalia is a chocolate chip cookie. 

I live in the main state. It’s called COOKIE LAND!!! Cookie Land has 
the most sweets in all of Cookie planet! All the candy YOU eat on Earth 
comes from cookie land!  

In Cookie Land the grass is mint, the clouds are 
cotton candy, and my mansion is made out of Pez!  

Most cookie’s houses are made out of gingerbread.  
There are millions of cookies in cookie planet.  
I have a really important story to tell you. The legend 

on our planet is that if you eat a vegetable you turn EVIL! 
And that's what happened to my brother, and he just left. 

We still know each other and now he’s my enemy! So this is my story.  
 
*******************************************************************  
 
“AHHHHHHHHHHH!” I yelled. “He’s coming!” Everyone knew what I 

meant. They ran as fast as they could go. 
“Riley, go to the left. Kate, go to the right, and Amalia, go behind me,” 

I commanded. 
We had sweat dripping down our faces. I was angry that he came. I 

heard his giant footsteps coming our way, and there he was. Right in front 
of us. 

I ran inside and called my cookie guards. I asked him politely, “How 
did you get here and why?”  

“I came here so I could take all the candy in my spaceship,” he said in 
his deep hoarse voice. 
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“Well you can’t!” He looked shocked. 
“But why can’t I? I can do whatever I want!” 
“You can’t because all the candy is in the cookie factory far away and 

then it goes in our M&M spaceship and we send it to 
Earth! So now you can’t spoil my plan! HAHA!” I said. 

“Nooooooooooooo!” 
He was so angry and frustrated he just disappeared! 

“HEY, COME BACK!” we yelled.  
“How did he disappear?” asked Kate. M&M Space Ship 
“It’s probably a piece of dark magic,” replied Riley. We all agreed. 
“Good thing the mansion is not destroyed,” said Amalia 
“Yeah that's true,” I sighed. “Guards, go back to your places,” I said. 
“Girls, I think it's time for revenge!”  
The next day we decided that we would go to his evil lair in 2 weeks.  

We packed lots of food and water. 

                                                                           <- July 
Finally 2 weeks came. It was July 26.  
 “Everybody put on your space suits and get into the ship.” I said. So 

everyone did.  
“Prepare for take off!” I yelled. 
We were there in 3 hours. 
“We're finally here!” Kate cried. 

 The obstacles that were blocking the entrance 
were ropes, rock climbing with real rocks and a 
math maze. 
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“This is going to be tough,” said Amalia. 
“It sure will be,” replied Riley. 
“Okay, let's go to the ropes first,” I said firmly. 

There were two platforms connected with a rope. The rope was skinny and 
wet. The room was only lit with five candles. 

“I’ll go first,” I said. But some type of force 
field was pushing me back! It felt like a cold gush 
of wind. I sat there with my teeth chattering. 
There was a hook on the ceiling.  

“Does anyone have a grappling hook?” I 
asked. 

“I think I do,” Kate said. 
I took the grappling hook and hooked it to 

the ceiling. The force field disappeared when we swung the hook and 
attached it! 

“Everybody hold on!” 
Everybody held onto me and we were swinging. But the other 

platform wasn't there! 
“Wait,” said Amalia after a pause. “I think when you go in front of that 

is the only time you can see the other platform!”  
“She’s right!” Kate cried. 
“I’m going to jump,” I said. I jumped and another force field pushed 

me onto the other platform! 
Soon everyone made it and we went to the next challenge…The 

rocks looked slippery and wet. 
“I’m sure one of us is going to fall!” I exclaimed.  

 A while later everyone but me was up. I climbed and climbed and 
climbed.  I was almost at the top but then I slipped! Luckily I was hanging  
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with one hand, wait that's not lucky! I was grabbed by everyone and got 
pulled to the top. 

Suddenly the ground began to shake! 
 “EARTHQUAKE!” Amalia yelled.  

Suddenly a huge, actually massive 
maze appeared in front of us.  
We entered. A screen on the wall asked 
us, “How many jellybeans are in the 
jar?” I was very good at this stuff. I typed 
in 529.  
Ding ding ding went the screen! 

A while later we came across a really hard 
question. It said if you run you walk! Then it showed a 
picture of the bad guy! 

“AHHHHHHHH!” I yelled. The bad guy was in front of us. Amalia and 
I went behind a wall while Kate and Riley were fighting. 

We took a bubble gum machine and spread the gum all 
over the bad guy. He was stuck to the 
wall! We took him back to Cookie 
land, and gave him the good potion.  
  
But all he said was, “Who are you…?”  
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The Wedding 
   By Riley 

 
“RILEY! RILEY!  Wake up quick! Storm and Haylee are here to say hi 

and have breakfast with us. Also, cousin Amelia and her family are here, 
too.” 

“Alright, I’m coming. Hi Storm, Haylee and Amelia, you, to, Emma,” I 
said.  

“Finally you’re here,” said Emma.  
“Yeah!  What’s for breakfast?” I asked.  
“Bagels and strawberries,” Emma answered.  
After breakfast we went to my grandmother’s cottage. Amelia and I 

went to the sand spot and there was a spot of really soft sand. It was right 
before a slope that goes into the woods. I almost fell into the woods but I 
didn’t. It was a close one.  After that, Amelia and I played tag with Emma, 
Storm, and Haylee. Emma was the first one to be it. “Darn it-I’m it!’’ I yelled. 
I ran and ran and finally I caught Storm.  

Then we decided to play bunny and the carrot. Storm was the carrot, 
and Amelia, Haylee and I were the bunnies. The point of the game was to 
catch the carrot and tickle him or her. After that, we had to help set up for 
the wedding. We filled cups up with sand, we put up the tent, and we put up 
the balloons and streamers. After all the work, we had hamburgers and 
hotdogs for dinner.  

After the day, night came. I slept and slept and slept. Three days 
passed, and finally the day of the wedding was here.  

First thing that day, I had waffles and maple syrup for breakfast. After 
that, Emma and I went to the park, which was right around the corner from 
the hotel we were at.  

After the walk, we finally got there. At the park there were swings and 
monkey bars.  My favorite thing was the monkey bars. I did them twenty  
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times. They gave me blisters on my hands. I love doing them. My sister’s 
favorite thing were the swings. My cousins came to the park, too. My 
cousin Storm loved the seesaw the most. My cousin Haylee loved the 
swings, just like Emma.  

We played and played and played until it was time for the wedding. 
We walked to the wedding. First, we sat in chairs outside. Then, Joey and 
Steph came and did the vows, and then we went inside the tent. Steph 
thanked the people who helped set up and plan the wedding.  

Next, I read a story in front of everyone. My dad said I was so brave 
that when we got home, I could get ice cream. After that, we had FOOD! 
I’m a fan of food. I had bread, mac and cheese, and chicken for dinner. For 
dessert I had chocolate pie and chocolate mint candies. At the end of 
dinner, it was dance time!  Amelia and I got on the picnic table and started 
dancing.  

We took off our shoes and threw them on the lawn and ran around 
the place yelling, “Whoa! Yeah!” and laughing out loud with joy.  We did 
that for almost 35 minutes and we partied until 11:00 at night.  It got dark 
outside.  The party went on until 2:00 in the morning, but my dad said it 
was getting too late.  So, we went back to our cottage.  

When we got there, I got out of my red dress, put my pajamas on, 
said goodnight to everyone, and went to read my Dork Diaries book in bed. 

 
 

  
More From Third Grade on the next page! 
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My Book Of Poems 
By Ariel  

 
The grass sways when the wind blows slow and fast like it’s dancing. 
 
The sand in my shoes feel like ants scurrying around. 
 
When I walk the clickety-clack of my shoes on the ground feels like the 
beat of a song. 
 
When I go to the beach the water sparkles like diamonds in the midnight 
sky. 
 

Sledding in December 
By Hadley  

 
Do you like sledding? I like sledding! One snowy Saturday in 

December, I went sledding with my family. It was sunny but cold. I decided 
to dress warm. Here’s what I put on: snow pants, coat, gloves and a hat, 
snow boots and a scarf. 

When I was ready to go, I got my sled and got into the car. We went 
to Bugbee to sled in the morning. When we got to Bugbee I saw some 
friends from Morley. I went to go sledding with them, not my family. We had 
fun. We lined up all of the sleds and raced down the hill. 

After sledding I went to one of their houses with everyone. We 
played, ate lunch, ate snacks and played some more. Then it was time to 
go. What a fun day! I wish I could do it again tomorrow. 
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The Rollercoaster 
By Katie  

 
“Honk! Honk! Honk!” We were in traffic and we had been for a while. 

We were going to my favorite amusement and water park - Lake 
Compounce! I started to doze off to sleep, “Zzzzzzzz.” I was dreaming 
about the magenta and crimson arch and the rainbow lit tunnel and last but 
not……………..  

“WAKE UP!” yelled my annoying blondie sister, Elizabeth. We were at 
the amazing gates leading to the arch. Well, they were 50 away. I went in 
and asked my mother in her bedazzled purple t-shirt if I could go on the 
rollercoaster. My mom responded, “Sure.” 

I immediately got in line. Surprisingly there was no line! My mom and 
I hopped into the black and purple, sparkly car, dotted with orange. I felt 
butterflies in my stomach and their babies were having babies. So it was 
like three times the butterflies.  

“Fwoosh” and we were off in the blink of an eye. It became very dark, 
then I saw a sudden glow. It was a skeleton playing the piano.  It was so 
scary! Then it was light again. I thought that the ride was over until…….It 
sent us down so fast all the  worries of the world stopped and so did the 
world. Then the ride came to an immediate stop. I was so happy when we 
left the park. I was thinking, let's come tomorrow! 
 

Writing Around Morley 
 
 

Third graders made a responsibility tree.  Each of them got a leaf 
on which they wrote things that made them responsible. One 
person wrote, “I get ready for school on my own.” 
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Fourth Grade 

Mrs. Hall’s Class 
 

Clementine and the Magic Paci 
By Sophie M.  

 
Chapter 1: How it began 

On a cloudy fall morning in Chicago, a young three year old girl 
named Clementine Abigail Emmeline Sarah Coptz wanted to go to the 
carnival that she had been to last weekend.  She took her paci from her 
jewelry box and sucked it. Her mom came up the stairs to see if 
Clementine was awake. Her mom said in a gentle voice, “Clementine, 
please give me your paci.”  

“ NOOOOOOOOOO!” yelled Clementine. She closed her eyes tightly 
because she was mad at her mom and tapped her mouth two times. When 
she opened her eyes she was at the Carnival that she had been to last 
weekend! 

Chapter 2: The Carnival 
Clementine got in line for a roller coaster ride. It looked scary but 

somehow she knew it would be fine. She ate cotton candy, went on a few 
more roller coasters, and went to play air hockey at an arcade nearby for a 
few hours. Then she wondered if her parents were looking for her 
frantically, like the time that she and her best friend, Esmeralda, were 
playing in the basement and their parents couldn’t find them. She closed 
her eyes tightly and tapped her mouth twice. When she opened her eyes, 
everything was the same as it was when she left. 

 
Chapter 3: The Jewelry Box 
     Clementine said, “Mommy, you don’t have to take away my paci. I can 
put it away myself. Also, let's make a deal, l will give you my pacifiers one 
at a time.” Paci is my way of saying pacifier. Her mother was stunned.  
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Clementine sounded like a 4th grader when she was only 3 years old! 
When Clementine's mom could finally speak again she said, “All right. Now 
put that paci away!” 

“Ok, Mommy,” said Clementine. Clementine ran up stairs and put her 
paci in the bottom compartment of her jewelry box. Then, the box glowed. 

“Waoooooooooo!” said Clementine.  
“Need help, honey?” asked her mom.  
“Nooooo!” Clementine  shouted. “I promise never to give my paci to 

my parents, so I can still go to cool places,” vowed Clementine in a 
whisper. 

“Lunch time!” her mom shouted.  
“Coming!” Clementine shouted.  

 
   The Week I Broke My Leg 

By Sophie C.  
 

“Ouch!” I cried. I slowly turned my torso around; to my surprise I didn’t 
have a scraped knee. My leg was tangled up in the wires from my back 
bicycle wheel.  

My bike is purple with white decorations and a white seat. (The white 
seat doesn’t burn me when I sit down to ride which is very nice.) I started to 
lean forward to untangle my leg, but a searing pain flew up my leg.  

“Mom, can you help me up please?” I yelled, “I fell off my bike and my 
leg hurts a lot.” Meanwhile I propped myself up on my elbows and thought 
about what injury I might have.  

After the painful visit to the doctor I got home at last. The doctor had 
gingerly felt around my leg but had still caused me agonizing pain. All of a  
sudden I heard music from the Nutcracker. It was my mom’s alarm to help 
her remember to tell me to get ready for ballet.  
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“Betsy, can you turn it off for me please?” my mom yelled from the 
basement “It’s on your bed!” 

Once I had found and turned the alarm off with great difficulty, I 
soaked in the fact that I would be missing all my activities and couldn’t go 
to my friend’s house. 

The next day, my Dad carried me to the car and helped buckle me 
into my pink booster seat. On the long drive to the doctor’s office I learned 
that I would be getting crutches so that I could go to school. At the doctor’s 
office we had to sit in a boring clean waiting room with adult magazines. 
Luckily, my mom had brought my book. 

“Mom, can I have my Keeper of the Lost Cities book please?” I 
asked,  

“Sure, it’s in my purse,” she replied.  
The Keeper of the Lost Cities was this awesome series about a girl 

named Sophie Foster who is an elf (not the Santa Claus type). She is a 
telepath, which means she can get into other people’s minds and hear what 
they think in her mind. Human minds are extremely loud and cause her 
awful headaches. To stop the headaches in class sometimes she listens to 
music. Despite that, she still gets questions right because she has a 
photographic memory. 

“Elizabeth Jones,” my happy bubble for Sophie was broken. 
Oh no, I thought, now the nurses were going to peel off my cast 

slooowly, (FYI, it hurts more!) instead of ripping it off and being done with it. 
I started to nibble my nails nervously. When the nurses had finally finished, 
Dr. Morton put a fresh one on and strapped on the aircast. 

After measuring and a lot of adjusting, my crutches were ready for me 
to use…...only they hurt my arms. 
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Finally, after another long week of school the weekend came! My 
best friend Anna and I had tickets to the trampoline park but the date 
wasn’t scheduled so I didn’t go and neither did my friend; instead I stayed 
at home and lay in bed to rest. 

The next week on Monday, Ms. Sky asked us to write about our 
weekend, however I finished my piece too quickly for her liking. Here is my 
piece: 

This weekend I couldn’t go to the trampoline park with my friend 
because I broke my leg. The doctor told me to lay in bed and rest so I did. 
While I was resting I read five of the Nutmeg books and did the online 
summaries. The rest of the time I was sleeping. I hope you enjoyed reading 
about my weekend.  

Since I had no note it was marked down and the teacher called my 
parents. Of course once she had heard my parents’ explanation, I was 
unmarked and was allowed to read for the rest of writing. The rest of the 
week was normal and uneventful. 

That night was my sleepover with Anna and we got to watch horror 
movies, eat candy, and play games. The next day we went to the movie 
theater to watch The Keeper of the Lost Cities movie that had just come 
out. When the movie was over Anna helped me up. 

“Wasn’t that good?” I asked her as I positioned my crutches.  
“It wasn’t good, it was awesome!” she replied as we walked and 

hobbled out the door. 
The next day at school I had a lot to write in writing and Ms. Sky was 

very pleased with my effort to make my writing as good as I could make it 
which earned me a point. 
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In our class we had a points system where each week every student 

started out with ten points, you could earn and lose points and the three 
people with the most points could pick something from the prize box. 

“Good job, Betsy,” my teacher congratulated me, “I think that you 
deserve a point, on account of you doing such a good job during writing.”  

During the rest of the week I continued to do my best in all of my 
subjects and specials and continued to earn more points. I had gotten so 
good at earning points that week that I managed to earn Anna some points 
by giving her credit for cleaning up because, one she did and, two she  
wasn’t being noticed by the teachers so, she deserved some credit since 
she was being just as well behaved as me.  

At the end of the week my teacher said to the class, “I am proud to 
announce that this week's best behaved students are Betsy, Anna, and 
Mike.” 

My mom was friends with Mike’s mom since they had a lot in 
common and they worked together. As you can probably guess we were 
not best friends and only put up with each other if we had to which was in 
school and at Starbucks with our moms. Being at Starbucks was better 
than being at school because my mom always bought me a chocolate 
muffin and a drink of my choice. At school it was okay because I got to do 
math, music, P.E. etc. which were usually fun. Today my mom was going to 
meet up with Mrs. G. (Mike’s mom) for coffee. On the ride there I did my 
homework and then got out my Mom’s computer to do my online work. 

“Mom,” I asked “What is the password for your computer again?” 
“It’s my birthdate in numbers,”  she replied. 
When we arrived my mom ordered my muffin and my choice of drink: 

a strawberry milkshake with rainbow sprinkles! I drank my shake while 
finishing up my homework. Once I had finished the little bit of homework  
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that I had left I read my Keeper of the Lost Cities book. After my mom and 
Mrs. G. finished talking we went our separate ways. 

That night we had mac and cheese for dinner (my favorite) since my 
dad was on a business trip (he didn’t like it). While my dad was away I had 
gone to the doctor’s office and the doctor had said that my leg had mostly 
healed and that I shouldn’t use it too much.  

On Sunday Anna and I had a playdate and sleepover combined. 
First, we played quietly with the board games that I owned since I couldn’t 
play soccer. Then we had lunch at Sky’s where we both had ham and 
lettuce sandwiches. My mom also bought us chocolate muffins to have 
later as a snack. For the rest of the day we finished homework, read, and 
watched math videos on the computer that we shared. When dinnertime 
came Anna told my mom, “I’m sorry Mrs. Patterson but I can’t have this 
because of my allergy.” 

“Don’t worry I have something else for you,” my mom told Anna. 
“Also, Betsy would you like to have the same thing as Anna?” my mom 
asked me 

“Of course,” I replied, 
“This is my favorite dish!” Anna was going to have mac and cheese 

since she couldn’t eat fish. 
After dinner and we ate the most delicious dessert ever……my 

mom’s famous apple pie! We watched some movies that my mom deemed 
appropriate while having movie popcorn that came in this cool packet that 
opened up into a tub-like paper thing.  

“Bed time,” my mom called. 
“Okay,” we chorused. “We’ll get ready right after we finish studying for 

the test.” 
I studied by using the unit review sheet, while Anna studied using her 

notebook since she didn’t want to be caught off guard in case it had things  
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we had learned before but might have forgotten. The test was going to be 
on Friday but we wanted to be extra prepared and have everything fresh in 
our mind so that we wouldn’t forget the material too easily. After we had 
finished studying (which also included quizzing each other) we got ready 
for bed. When we were ready we got into our bed or sleeping bag (in 
Anna’s case) and read our copies of The Keeper of the Lost Cities books. 

“Lights out!” my mom called jolting me out of my reading trance and 
making me realize how tired I was.  

Since Anna had fallen asleep while reading I put her book next to her 
so she wouldn’t hurt herself in her sleep and turned off the light quietly so 
as not to wake her. Then I half walked, half staggered to bed and fell 
asleep the moment my head hit the pillow (according to my mom). The next 
day I woke up to Anna whisper shouting my name, “Wake up, Betsy, wake 
up so we can play more!”  

I leapt out of bed and hurriedly pulled on my favorite blue green shirt 
and grey leggings. After running a brush through my hair, I quietly ran into 
the kitchen to get our (Anna and I) breakfast ready. Luckily for me Anna 
had dug out the Cheerios and had gotten out two bowls leaving me to get 
the milk and spoons. When we had finished our breakfast, we tiptoed 
sneakily back into my room to play our latest game based on The Keeper 
of the Lost Cities books. 

“Rise and shine!” we heard my mom say. 
Anna and I exchanged looks that said we should go out and make 

her coffee and toast. Which was what we did but, we were still playing just  
it was the game based on Harry Potter where I was Sky and Anna was my 
best friend Raina. We were both in Gryffindor and were currently in Diagon 
Alley getting new robes and school supplies. The next day, we were going 
to get on the Hogwarts Express at platform 9 and ¾. In reality we were just  
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making my mom’s breakfast but we imagined that we were there which 
made it more exciting.  

“Thank you, girls,” my mom said, “It is very kind of you to do that.” 
“You’re welcome,” we said cheerfully and resumed our game in the 

family room with our wands and  books (both from Universal Studios).  
“Ding dong!” rang the doorbell. 
“Oh, no!” Anna and I cried simultaneously. 
We rushed to my bedroom, closed the door, and went into my walk-in 

closet. Once we were in the closet we turned on the closet light and walked 
to the back of the closet where our secret passage brought us directly to 
our secret hideout. In the hideout we had enough food to last around a year 
for two people.  

Once we had both gone in we closed the carefully disguised crawl 
space door and locked it from the inside. Then we opened the super thick 
steel door and crawled through pulling it shut and also locking it, then we 
settled in. Of course we resumed our game and combined Harry Potter and 
The Keeper of the Lost Cities series. Anna and I were twin sisters and were 
the granddaughters of Hermione Granger and Sophie Foster. I liked school 
things and Anna liked sports related things which made us opposites which 
was, quite frankly, fine with us. We also took different classes since I took 
every single class and she took every single sports related class. The only 
thing we had in common was that we enjoyed playing board games 
especially wizard chess while having butterbeer. Being huge Harry Potter  
fans we had the secret butterbeer recipe which we always had the right 
ingredients for. After playing a bit I asked,“Anna would you like to go to the 
secret tree house for some fresh air?” 

“Sure, but we should turn on the sound blockers when we get there 
so that nobody can hear us.” We had gotten all this fancy equipment using 
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our allowances, birthday money, and holiday money, since we usually both 
got a lot of birthday and holiday money. After combining the money we had 
enough to get the equipment to make our hideout. Since we had made the 
adults promise that they wouldn’t check in on us we didn’t have a care in 
the world. The adults knew we were building a hideout but they didn’t know 
where it was which was a good thing because otherwise they would have 
found us by now. The only thing that we hadn’t told them was that we were 
making a tree house and a zip line as well but they were part of the hideout 
so we weren’t really keeping a secret from them.  

There was a tunnel that went underground to the big oak tree that 
was reinforced with steel inside so that the tree wouldn’t fall down. The 
hideout let in oxygen but didn’t let out sound due to the sound blockers we 
had inside. When you reach the tree there are stairs inside the tree that go 
up to the super camouflaged treehouse. Once we had gotten inside the 
treehouse (that actually looked like a house on the inside) we took a deep 
breath of fresh air.  

“Now, I feel so much better!” exclaimed Anna.  
“So do I,” I agreed, “The only problem is that my stomach is empty 

and hollow!” So after we had turned on the sound blockers we made 
peanut butter sandwiches for lunch. Even though the sandwiches were 
plain I practically inhaled them due to my hunger. 

When we had cleaned up our lunch we decided to do an art project 
that we had done in school for fun. The project was drawing a snowman 
using chalk pastel (which smudges unlike oil pastel). First, you draw the 
snow on a dark blue piece of paper. Then you draw the moon so that the 

snowman can have a shadow. Finally, after you finish drawing the 
snowman’s body, you draw the snowman's shadow and add decorations. 
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My snowman had on a pink hat with a pompom, a pair of purple mittens, 
and a book.  

“Hey, Anna what does your snowman have for decorations?” I asked 
curiously. 

“Oh, just my usual purple beanie, teal gloves, and, of course, cold 
chocolate!” she replied happily. Teal was a rare color to find in the pastel 
box so Anna was really lucky to have found it. 

“I think that we should sort the colors into different boxes. Then when 
we’re done we can dress up like British ladies,” I suggested as something 
to do.  

The next day, we decided to go back to our house because it was a 
school day and we needed to get on the bus.  

 
Mrs. Perry’s Class 

 
The Teacher’s Lounge 

By Sarah  
  

Why am I here? I thought. 
Silly question, of course I knew the answer, but I was still trying to 

believe it. 
If you want to know why I was crouched in a dark closet, dressed in a 

black shirt, black pants and a black ski mask. You might as well know the 
whole story. 
************************************************************************************* 

It all started on a snowy day when my friend Nina said, “You know, 
it´s school game night tonight.” 

“Yes,” I replied  
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“Well, that means they are letting people inside the school,” Nina 

announced. 
 I looked at Nina suspiciously and said, “Nina, what are you saying?” 

“Oh, all right,”  Nina confessed, “I want to find out what goes on in the 
teacher's lounge.” 

“So you´re saying you want to sneak into the teacher’s lounge on 
game night,” I said.  

“Well, I guess so,” Nina replied. 
“I´ll go with you,” I told Nina. “If we're going to take such a risk, we're 

going to take it together.”  
And that was that.  Nina and I planned to sneak into the teacher's 

lounge tonight while everyone was in the auditorium for game night.  
After school I told my mom that Nina and I would walk to school for 

game night.  
As planned, Nina and I met on the corner and walked to school. Once 

we were inside the school Nina and I both changed into dark clothes.  
“You ready to do this?” Nina asked. 
“Yes,” I replied.  
Nina and I both set out, but suddenly we heard footsteps behind us. 

Neither one of us stood around to see who it was. We both clambered into  
a dark closet and hid until it was safe to come out.  It was pitch black and I 
could barely see. 

After stumbling around for what seemed like forever, we finally 
arrived at the teacher’s lounge.  I turned the doorknob and eased the door 
open.  But I was disappointed to see only a table with a couple chairs and a 
sink! “Is this it?!” I said. 

“I know!” Nina said. “I was hoping to find a jacuzzi.” 
Disappointed, Nina and I both returned to the auditorium where 

everyone was playing games. 
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The next day on the morning announcements there was the usual 
boring stuff, but at the end the principal added, “I hope you all enjoyed 

game night last night. I certainly enjoyed it myself. But the janitor said he 
saw two people who were definitely kids sneak into the teacher’s lounge.”  

My body froze.  What if Nina and I were caught! Would we be 
expelled? 

Suddenly I knew what I had to do.  I looked at Nina and she looked at 
me.  We both nodded at each other.  Nina and I walked up to the front of 
the room. 

“It was Nina and I who snuck into the teacher's lounge,” I said.  
“We're really sorry,” Nina added. 
“Well, thank you for your honesty,”  my teacher said.  “But there will 

be a consequence.” As I walked back to my desk I felt like a huge weight 
had been lifted from my chest. 

 
Writing Around Morley 

 
 
Fourth graders wrote goals that they want to fulfill in fourth grade. 
One fourth grader wrote, “I want to learn division.” 
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FIFTH Grade 
 

Mrs. Alerte’s Class 
 

The Door 
By Mark 

 
As I walked down Main Street, I noticed a door that I never noticed 

before. I always walk down this street and I still had never seen it before. It 
was a shade of light green and was surrounded by dark red bricks. Around 
the dark red bricks were light brown bricks and on top of the door, there 
was a triangle that was the same shade of light green as the door. It had  
one golden lion and one silver lion. Around the two lions, the triangle had 
golden decorations on it. 

Everybody around me seemed to not notice that it was there, so I 
started to walk away, but the gold seemed to lure me in. 

I was desperate to see what was inside but I saw that there was a 
lock on it. Suddenly, what seemed like an invisible wall materialized out of 
nowhere and started to push me towards the door. I tried to run back but I 
couldn't. It was like running backwards without going anywhere. Other 
people started to laugh at me. When I finally got to the door, I didn't know 
what to do. On a small piece of paper attached to the door, there was 
writing which seemed like it was written in red ink.  

The lock was still there. I touched the door, and my hand started to 
go through. I tried to pull my hand out, but I couldn't. When my leg got 
through, I realized that dark red bricks were the lure, and they all had wired 
devices in them. When my head was going in, it felt like nothing was 
touching me, and that the room was completely empty.  

“Tim, you're late,” said a disembodied voice from inside the house.  
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An Alien Story 
                                                   by Matei 
 

Everyone knows that schools are very animated and sometimes loud 
places. Morley Elementary is one of those busy places where hundreds of 
children go to learn, practice and play and I am proud to be one of them. I 
always wondered what happens at school during the weekend? What 
if some of the pictures on the walls came to life on Friday night after 
dismissal and kept dancing, singing and having fun while I was missing all 
the action? I bet that last weekend, due to that terrible, frightening storm, 
something must have happened at school because first thing on Monday 
morning, nothing felt right! 

The hallways smelled like caramel and vanilla and the lights 
throughout the building were flickering every now and then. All of us 
students were quiet and curious about that pleasant but totally strange 
scent of vanilla and caramel which was getting stronger as we made our 
way to the second floor. Someone pointed to a window where dark clouds 
were warning us about another thunderstorm. The very next second while 
we all were still in the hallway, we saw a bright light and lots of smoke 
when… 

“Ka-boooom!!!” a loud thunder shook the entire building. 
Scared, we all tried to comfort one another. Everyone let out a sigh of 

relief when we heard Mr. Cleary’s voice and the morning announcements. 
Finally, our day was about to get back on track. However, during the 
announcements, Mr. Cleary’s message was breaking up like someone was 
repeatedly playing with the microphone’s switch turning it “on” and “off.” 
Strange! Veeeeery strange! For a second, I thought that maybe today was 
“prank day” at school and I missed the announcement. 

While I was busy thinking of all the strange happenings, my 
classmates noticed 3 human shapes getting closer to us from behind the  

64 



Fifth Grade, continued  
 

An Alien Story, cont.  

smoke curtain. My eyes were growing bigger with curiosity, my ears tried to 
hear and analyze all the noises surrounding me and I remember my 
heart pounding so hard wanting to get out of my chest. Nobody wanted to 
run into the classroom as the 3 people looked strange but so familiar. The 
funny thing is that it seems like they came through the window. Hmmm…I 
wonder who these people are? As the strangers got near our group, my 
classmates went a couple of steps closer to the classroom door but I felt 
like my legs were heavy and not listening to me. The smoke was still 
covering the stranger’s faces until they got 3 steps in front of me. Then… 

“Surprise!” said the lady of the group who was holding a boy and a 
girl’s hands. “It’s me, Banana. Did you kids have a great weekend?” 

I couldn’t believe my eyes! It was my ESOL teacher, Mrs. Dorl! 
“I’m so happy to see you, Mrs. Dorl!” I replied.  

         “I had a good weekend. Why did you say that your name was 
Banana?”  I asked. 

“Did I say that out loud?” Mrs Dorl said giggling.  “I was just kidding! 
With all this amazing scent of vanilla and caramel in the school, all I could 
think of is banana split, my favorite dessert! Hahaha!”  

“Hi, there, I come in peace!” said the unexpectedly serious kid next to 
Mrs. Dorl.  

“What’s your name?” the kid asked me. 
“What’s my name? Lucas, are you kidding me? You don’t remember 

your buddy, Matei? What kind of game are you playing?” I said. 
“Hahaha…I was just testing you!” Lucas said.  
“Hi…I’m Aren! How are you, Matei?”said the girl next to Mrs. Dorl.  
“Oh boy…you people are driving me crazy with these strange names! 

Your name is not Aren!” I said a bit irritated by these strange jokes. 
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“Your name is Anne and you are my classmate! Ugh!… I would like to 
know what happened to you that made you change your name into Aren?” 

“Matei, AREN’T you happy this is just a prank? I knew my name is 
Anne,” the girl said. 

“Phew!… I hope this is the last prank of the day. Let’s go into the 
classroom and start our day!” I said.  

From that point on, my day got back to normal, morning meeting, 
math, literacy, the usual. Except that Mrs. Dorl seemed like she was still 
distracted by the yummy scent coming from the hallway. She looked like 
herself, smiled like herself but acted like she was from another planet, 
completely unfamiliar with what she was supposed to do. 

At noon, before going to lunch, I was asked by Mrs. Perry to stay and 
talk to her for a minute about my homework. At 12:05 I left the classroom 
and headed toward the cafeteria but to my complete surprise, I heard the 
students screaming and running away from the place where I was hoping 
to have a quiet lunch.  

When I entered the cafeteria, Mrs. Dorl, Anne and Lucas were 
playing a UFO game. They were throwing plates of food and competing 
about whose plate was spinning faster. C-R-A-Z-Y! Luckily, I am a Green 
Belt and because I practice karate quite a lot, I was able to dodge or kick 
the plates so I didn't get hit. I have to say that although it was a bit fun, the 
UFO game was very inappropriate for the time and place we were at. I 
asked the trio to stop the game but they wouldn’t listen! What to do, what to 
do??? I couldn’t bear to see all the food go to waste, the mess growing 
bigger and bigger and everyone’s lunch break getting to an end.  

I had to do something about that and I decided to run upstairs to see 
Mr. Cleary and inform him of the situation. As I entered the office, Mr. 
Cleary pulled me aside and said, “Matei, I was informed that downstairs it’s  
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quite a situation but it looks like you were able to communicate well with the 
3 people from the cafeteria. I have an idea! Today, I will let you be in 
charge of the school and be “Principal for a day.” I trust you can solve the 
problem.” 
            “Yes, sir!” I said, while secretly I was thinking…ugh…me and my big 
mouth, this can’t be easy! 

I returned to the cafeteria and gently pulled all the carts with the 
remaining food out in the hallway so the UFO’s wouldn’t get loaded with the 
students’ food. After that, I entered the cafeteria again and announced to 
Mrs. Dorl, Anne and Lucas that I am the “Principal for a day” and have the 
right to lock the cafeteria doors behind me until all the mess is nicely 
cleaned up and the floors are spotless. I think the three UFO players 
weren’t expecting this and I clearly ruined their game. I did exactly what I 
said and asked them to knock on the cafeteria door when they were done 
cleaning up the place so I can come back and let them out. 

Like any principal, I took my job seriously and started to tour the 
school and see what other things I could do to help my people when I 
heard another big “THUMP” and the building shook again. 

Yikes! Now what? What’s next? I thought in a split second. The 
school was filled again with that amazing scent of vanilla and caramel. I ran 
toward the cafeteria because awful loud noises were coming from that 
direction. I opened the door and saw the same smoke surrounding the 
three people. When the smoke vanished, the cafeteria was spotless, no 
sign of mess. IT WORKED! I thought! Right then, Lucas asked me, “Hey 
Matei, when can I come over and play Lego Dimensions with you?”  

“GULP!” I said. 
         “Hey Matei, did you finish that story about aliens?” asked Anne.  
         “GULP!” I said again. 
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“Matei, I would like you to revise a story and add a few more details 
to it, focusing on these few ideas. Do you think you can do it?” asked Mrs. 
Dorl. 

“GULP!” I said for the third time.  
Everything came back to normal. Although I suspect that my teacher 

and two friends were abducted by the aliens and later returned to Earth, I 
didn’t care about the answers to any of the “WHY? WHEN? HOW? 
questions.  

Mrs. Dorl and my friends were their lovely selves again and I was SO 
happy I wanted to hug everyone but that’s not something you do as a 
principal. You have to be mature and act like a true professional!!!! 
 
I’d like to say thanks to Anne for giving me the idea of this story. If I hadn’t heard Anne’s story none of this 
would have happened. Also, I’d like to thank my mom for helping me use less dialogue and add more 
description. THANKS! 
 

 
That Single Tear 

By Ruth 
 

Her face was smooth and white, like finely carved marble. I ran my 
hand down her cheek, her neck, her arm, until I found her cool, milky 
fingers. I held on tight, but not too tight.  

She was propped up in bed. The sun shown through the tall windows, 
filtering through the gauzy lavender curtains that flowed in the mid-spring 
breeze. Her tiny feet were little more than lumps under the soft yellow quilt.  

I looked around her spotless room. Pictures she’d painted using her 
favorite soft pastel colors hung on the white walls. Only a light blue framed 
photo of us together, a silver hairbrush, and a silver hand mirror sat neatly 
on her dresser. On her bedside table lay a tall, glass vase with white roses,  
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a short, white lamp, and the copy of The Secret Garden that I’d been 
reading to her. It was her favorite book.  

The tiniest of rustlings turned my attention back to her. She’d opened 
her eyes. They were a strikingly bright blue, like a robin’s egg. Despite her 
young years, those eyes showed places and wisdom beyond your 
imagination. Tears had been slipping out from underneath her eyelashes 
for hours now, and I’d been collecting them in a small glass vial as they fell, 
for I knew today was the day.  

“Sophie,” she whispered. It was so soft, like the coo of a dove, and 
had I not been paying attention, I would have missed it. Her voice cracked, 
although it was still soft and beautiful. I held the vial up to her cheek. 
“Goodbye,” she whispered.  

One last tear slipped down her face. I caught it in the vial. Then, she 
was gone.  

Only when her eyes had closed forever did I whisper,”Goodbye, 
Lavender. I love you, my sister.”  

I wept.  
 

The House Across the Street  
By Ruth  

 
My name is Nikole Nickerson. I live in a large house in Georgia with 

my mom, dad, and older brother and also my dog, Bone, named after what 
he loves and the comic strip about the funny little guy with the big nose, 
and my iguana, Quincy, named for Jason Fox’s iguana from Foxtrot.  

Obviously, I have a comic book addiction.  
Across the street from our house is another, bigger house. It is white 

with a large, pitch black door. There is a window directly above the door, 
and the rumors say that the owner of the house has cameras in the  
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crevices, and that when they detect something, they shoot red hot lasers at 
the person’s head. Therefore, a popular dare among the teenagers is to run 
up, wave at the cameras, and not get a of couple holes in their heads. The 
other Most Popular Dare is to skateboard down the short little porch rails 
and not get more than two holes in their jeans.  

Well, one day, the door opened. It was a gloomy day, the kind you 
get when God (or Buddha or Allah or whomever you choose to worship) 
gets depressed and just doesn't feel like making it sunny. The kind of day 
when you either feel really blech or have that nagging sensation that 
something awful is going to happen.  

That day was a ‘something awful’ day.  
I was sitting in my window seat in my bedroom, looking out on the 

gloom and doodling some raindrops with faces on my notebook. I was SOO 
bored I could barely think! My eyelids started to droop, and I fell into a 
sound snooze.  

That’s when the knocking started.  
It startled me out of my sleep. It was loud and clear, and it rang 

through the neighborhood despite the dense fog. I peered out of the 
window, trying to make sense of the noise’s source through the thick mist.  

It was the gold knocker on that mysterious door, knocking without 
anyone knocking it. It was knocking by itself! 

I suppose the creepiest part was that the knocking seemed to say my 
name. Nik-ole. Nik-ole.  

And I listened.  
I suppose it was like that windy calling from the attic that you hear on 

really, windy nights in mid-December when there’s no snow on the ground 
and all the trees are bare. Except, it was late October and the middle of the 
day.  
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I walked downstairs in a trance right past Ben, my brother, blasting 
music from his bedroom. Normally, I would poke my head inside and yell, 
“Turn it down, you dolt!” But today, I just walked past. My eyes were 
glassed over. My every step was controlled by some alien being that had 
possessed my body. Not my mind, though, so I was thinking with every 
ounce of brainpower I had, “NIKOLE!! Stop! No, Nikki, don’t go! Stop! Turn 
around and mind your own business! NO!! NIKOLE!” 

I kept walking, despite my brain’s incessant screaming at my legs to 
stop.  I got to the front door, opened it, and walked through, completely 
ignoring my mother’s calling, 

 “Nikole? Nikki, where are you going? Nikki? NIKKI! NIKOLE!” The 
last screams were of fear, not anger, because I never ignored her like this. 
She hurried down after me. I could hear the stairs creaking and cracking, 
shouting their agony and disapproval. I felt like the stairs. I felt like shouting 
my disapproval at my actions and agony over the possession over my 
body. It was indeed agony, but I couldn’t do anything about it.  

I walked out the door and down the front walk. 
Nik-ole. Nik-ole. Nik-ole. 
I walked out into the street, which is a fantastic feat considering we 

live on a decidedly busy street. Every single car was frozen in place, with 
drivers in mid-cell phone conversation, mid-coffee sip, mid-scream as they 
realized what was happening.  

I continued across. I went up the front walk of the House.  
The possession had spread to my brain now.  
I raised my hand mindlessly to the door and caressed it. The wood 

appeared splintery, but it felt as smooth as real, fresh silk. My hand found 
the knocker.  
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My knocking fell into unison with the one that rang out already. As 
soon as it did, the pattern changed. Now, it said, She’s here. She’s here.  

My knocking pattern changed with it. 
All of a sudden, the knocking stopped - my mindless knocking and 

the original, entrancing knocking as well.  
The door creaked open.  
A bony hand reached out and pulled me inside.  
“Hello, Nikole Allesandra Finkle Nickerson.” 
The voice came from the dark corner at the back of the room I was 

standing in.  
“I have been waiting a very long time for this day, and am very, very 

happy that it is here,” the apparently disembodied voice continued.  
I finally got my voice back, my mind back, my body back. 
“And why is that?” I asked.  
“You are the Blood. You are the Powering Source. You are the 

Defense. You are the One. You are the One who will bring peace and 
justice to the Galaxy and possibly even the Universe. Maybe even You. 
Maybe, You will become powerful enough to rule. You, for You are the only 
Thing that can Officially Stop the Count Who Counts.” 

This voice was starting to creep me out. 
“And if I decide to believe you, and this Count Who Counts is really 

truly real, then what’s in it for me?” I asked, curious as to this disembodied 
voice’s claim. But honestly, the Count Who Counts? It sounded like 
something from Sesame Street! And the Blood? The Powering Source?! 
They sounded like something from a dream!  

That’s when the speaker of the voice stepped from the shadows. It 
was a horrifying creature, with eight eyes and countless, writhing heads. Its 
thousands of hands had little snake heads with tongues and fangs on the  
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tips. It slithered out of the shadows on a greenish blue and scaly tail. It 
opened its millions of mouths and said, “Now I have rooted you to your 
place with fear, Nikole Allesandra Finkle Nickerson. Be in awe, and be 
afraid! For I am the One Who Laughs, and a jokester I am not! I laugh at 
your imperfections, your differences from everybody else, the things that  
make you unpopular and teased and bullied and neglected. I am the 
controller of the ones who ridicule you in your life: the popular girls, the 
jocks, your frenemies. I am them, I am all of them put  together. Look upon 
me and cower!”  

“Have you looked in a mirror lately?” I mumbled.  
“What did you say?!” the creature shrieked.  
I said, “Have you looked in a mirror lately? And it’s true! You are 

disgustingly ugly. YOU are the one who is different, YOU are the one who 
deserves to be ridiculed and bullied. YOU deserve a taste of your 
medicine!” I yelled with all my strength. Then, I said shakily, “ You are the 
one who deserves to be laughed at.”  

Then, I pinched myself.  
The wind whistled in my ears. There was a whirlwind of leaves, 

colors, moans, shrieks, howls, and then nothing.  
I opened my eyes. My notebook was lying open on my chest. I 

yawned and stretched. The sky had cleared, and the sun was shining.  
I had fallen asleep. It had all been a dream.  

 

More from fifth Grade on the next page! 
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Mrs. Kluskiewicz’s Class 

Poem 
By Akina  

 
My dog so cuddly, red and full of fright fell in a hole late in the night.  
 
Yet she didn’t scream so I tried to pull her right through but she got stuck 
in between the ice and didn’t go through. 
 
All of a sudden she jumped out herself without any help.  
 
That was a miracle for me because I didn’t want to be soaked myself. 
 
We made it home without getting soaked unlike my dog who was shivering 
and crying for help. 
 
I tried to sit and help her but the only help she wanted was to cuddle and 
not wander. 
 

The Scariest Time Of My Life 
By Naimah  

   
“Are you scared, Naimah?” asked my 12 year old cousin as soon as 

we walked into the haunted mansion.  
“Not at all,” I replied, but that was not the truth. I was scared to death. 

A haunted mansion. Who would want to go to a theme park, go straight to 
the haunted mansion, and be like, Wooooo hooooo? It was outrageous! 
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My cousin and I looked at each other while we walked and walked. 
The suspense was killing me, but at the same time, I was trying not to cry 
like a big baby. We were halfway up the line and I could tell by the way my 
cousin acted and looked that she was absolutely terrified. I asked her again 
and again to see if she was OK, but she did not answer me. 

Finally, we were second in line and now I was downright terrified. My 
knees were shaking, my stomach turning, and I was almost weeping at 
facing my fears. It was our turn. We held hands as we went in the cart for 
the ride. “You ready?” I asked my cousin.  

“Totally,” she replied, but I could tell she was lying because her knees 
were shaking as well.  

As soon as we had a quick laugh, the ride started to move and that's 
where our happiness went down. We were just riding along, a couple of 
screams here and there, but then the whole ride went black! My cousin and 
I couldn’t see anything- just blackness. We tried calling for help but no one 
heard us! We got out of the cart and walked around to see if we could find 
a light switch or something, but we couldn’t - just darkness. We walked for 
at least 30 minutes to see if even like a compass was there but there were 
none. 

“Hey cuz, do you think they did this on purp……..?” I asked. But she 
wasn’t  there! She had to be there because we promised to stay together. 
Did she leave me here by myself in the dark with nothing but sadness? Ten 
minutes passed, and I still couldn’t find her! When I do, I hope she tells the 
truth of why she really left me. I just don't understand it. 

Twenty minutes later and I still can't find anybody or my cousin. I 
don't want to sound like a crybaby, but I was about to cry like a baby.  

“HEY, HEY CUZ,” I kept calling over and over.“CUZ, CAN YOU 
HEAR ME, CUZ?”  
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I ran to the place where I heard the sound. I was OUTSIDE! I was so 
happy. I was happier than a kid realizing that they were going to Florida. 
Finally- air!  

There was a news station and a camera man.  They asked me 
questions and all I said was, “I am just glad that I got out and that I am with 
my best friend. Kids, if you're watching, always remember to bring a 
flashlight and a compass!” I said. 

Everyone laughed when I said that. My cousin ran over to me and 
said, “I am so sorry. I thought you knew. I guess I forgot to tell you where I 
was. Please forgive me.” 

After that we promised never to go in a haunted mansion again any 
time we are in a theme park and to always to be there for each other. Then 
we went home. 

“How was it?” our aunt asked.  
“Horrible!!” we both said.  
We smiled at each other and went to our rooms and slept. After that 

day, we always remember the story.  
 

The Extra Tooth 
By Orian 

 
“Orian,” the receptionist called out. My mom and I left the cozy room 

with its green rug and red walls and walked into the hallway, where a 
woman led us to a room full of white light and a smell of latex gloves. I 
waited in a long blue chair until a man with a small beard appeared and 
started talking about the thing that I was excited and nervous about at the 
same time. 
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Snap! The elastic of a face mask went around my neck. All of a 
sudden all I could smell was vanilla. I was so nervous that I was shaking in 
my shoes, but that was mostly about the fact that I had to get 3 stitches in 
my mouth after they removed the extra tooth. 
 As the dentist started poking through my mouth, I felt the cold, hard 
feel of metal utensils. Whenever the dentists were doing something inside 
my mouth I always closed my eyes for two reasons, one because it blocked 
some of the pain when they were opening my gums and taking out the 
tooth, and two because whenever dentists look inside your mouth, they use 
a bright overhead light to see inside. 

It was then that my gums felt like they were getting their bandage 
ripped off fast. I felt the tweezers they used to pull the tooth out from the 
inside because the extra tooth I had didn’t show from the outside. All of a 
sudden I let out a sigh of relief because the dentist stopped poking in my 
mouth and showed me the tooth that he just spent 15 minutes getting out.  

The tooth was very long because it had the root attached to it and I 
also realized that the tooth was a little bit bloody. They took it away and told 
me that now they were going to stitch the gap where they got the tooth out. 
I felt another puff of vanilla in the air again and I noticed my surroundings 
for the first time.  

There was a computer on a brown desk in the corner of the room and 
the ceiling and the color of the floor was fluorescent white. I also noticed 
that the room was very small compared to most dentist’s offices. I spent the 
next 5 minutes just lying on the long blue chair as the dentist stitched up 
the spot where they took out the tooth.  

Occasionally, I winced in pain as they poked a hole with the needle. A 
few minutes later, they finished and I was elated because now I knew that  
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there was nothing to worry about and it felt like the biggest rock in the world 
was just lifted off my shoulders. 

As the dentist started talking about what I would be able to eat and 
not be able to eat, I couldn’t help but smile because I knew that everything 
was going to be okay. 

 

There’s Absolutely NO Reason We Should Keep the Electoral College 
By: Bentley 

 
Okay, since you probably live in the US, I’ll tell you this.  Your vote 

doesn’t count.  Thanks to the Electoral College, nobody’s vote really 
counts. I think they should count, and I believe that the Electoral College 
should be abolished.  I believe that because the problems the Electoral 
College was created to face aren’t problems anymore. The Electoral 
College allows the election to be decided by a couple of big states, and it 
sometimes ignores who most of the people vote for.  I don’t think it’s fair. 
Do you? 

My first reason that the Electoral College should be abolished is that 
the problems we first faced when we were electing a President aren't 
problems anymore.  People back then didn't know their candidates that 
well; they didn’t know who they were voting for.  But now there's 
technology.  Websites like Facebook and Twitter fill people in.  Websites for 
the candidates really help.  “Modern technology allows voters to get 
necessary information to make informed decisions in a way that could not 
be foreseen by the Founding Fathers,” says ProCon.org.  Also, 
newspapers like The New York Times and the Washington Post tell a lot 
about future presidents.  Do you think, without technology, we would be 
filled in about what candidates are really like?  
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The second reason I think the Electoral College should be abolished 
is that the Electoral College lets the election be decided by a few big states. 
During most elections, the candidates go to states like Pennsylvania, 
California, Texas and New York, the states with the highest electoral votes. 
Due to the population, those states have a ton of electoral votes. 
“California (55), New York (31), Texas (35), and Pennsylvania (21) have 
the most impact on the result of the presidential election,” says World Atlas. 
Do you think that’s fair? 

My third and last reason is that the Electoral College has the ability to 
ignore the majority of the American citizens.  Thanks to the Electoral 
College, protests all around the country have started.  During the latest 
inauguration, “At least 217 people were arrested,” says REUTERS.  This 
election, Donald Trump secured the win for the race to the White House. 
But he lost the popular vote.  He lost it to Hillary Clinton, who had 
65,845,063 popular votes, while Trump had 62,980,160 votes.  The 
Electoral College also did this in 2000, with Al Gore having 50,996,582 
popular votes, but losing to George W. Bush who had 50,456,062 popular 
votes. Also, it happened in 1888, where Benjamin Harrison won against 
Grover Cleveland; in 1876, where Rutherford B. Hayes won against 
Samuel J. Tilden; and in 1824, when Andrew Jackson lost to John Quincy 
Adams.  If you ran for President, would you like to lose the presidency 
when you win the popular vote?  

You can say that the Electoral College lets every state have a voice 
in the election, but they don’t.  As I said earlier, candidates go to the states 
with the highest number of electoral votes to win the presidency.  Some 
states feel like they’re left out, like Maine, which has four electoral votes. 
The problem that the Electoral College was created to address, to allow 
every state to have a significant voice about who becomes president,  
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hasn’t been solved.  Do you think that if we didn’t have the Electoral 
College, the states that feel left out wouldn’t feel left out?  I do. 

So, did I convince you?  I sure hope so.  We talked about how the 
problems way back when aren’t problems anymore, how the election is 
decided by a few big states, and how the Electoral College has the power 
to ignore who most of the American population votes for.  I still think that 
the Electoral College should be abolished.  No more Electoral College!  No 
more Electoral College!  No more Electoral College! Okay, I really need to 
stop talking about politics. 

 
Abolish the Electoral College 

By Orian 
 

Do you think that when you’re going to vote, your vote is taken into 
account for when the actual president is elected? Well, think again, the 
actual people who are voting for the president are 538 people commonly 
know as the Electoral College. One reason why I think the Electoral 
College should be abolished is because of some people in the Electoral 
College, known as faithless electors, are people who say they are going to 
vote for one candidate, but then vote for the opposing candidate. Another 
reason why I think the Electoral College should be abolished is because 
candidates spend 90% of their campaigning time in swing states, states 
that swing back and forth between the Democrats and the Republicans. 
The last reason why I think the Electoral College should be abolished is 
because the system of the Electoral College ignores the opinion of all the 
people in the United States.  

One reason that I think the Electoral College should be abolished is 
because some people in the Electoral College are faithless electors.  
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Theoretically if there are enough faithless electors, it could change the 
outcome of an election. A quote from Vox.com states, “For decades, it’s 
been assumed that the 538 electors will essentially rubber-stamp the 
outcome in their respective states, and they mostly have. But there’s scarily 
little assurance that they’ll actually do so.” Some of the faithless electors 
from the most recent election include, David Bright (Maine), Muhammad 
Abdurrahman (Minnesota), Michael Baca (Colorado), Esther John 
(Washington), Levi Guerra (Washington), Bret Chiafalo (Washington), 
Robert Satiacum (Washington), David Mulinix (Hawaii), Chris Suprun 
(Texas), and Bill Greene (California). Furthermore, 30 states and the 
District of Columbia all have laws for faithless electors, though 21 of those 
states plus the District of Columbia don’t have any penalties for being a 
faithless elector and the vote stays the same. The other 9 states either 
have their vote revoked and have a different elector vote or have to pay a 
fine.  

Another reason why I think that the Electoral College should be 
abolished is because of the fact that campaigners spend most of their 
campaigning time in swing states because most of those states are 
necessary to win the election. According to PBS.org, in 2016, campaigners 
spent 90% of their campaigning time in 11 states. In addition, two thirds of 
the time spent in those eleven were spent in Florida, Pennsylvania, Ohio, 
North Carolina, Virginia, and Michigan. Furthermore, all the different states 
have a different ratio between number of people to the amount of Electoral 
College votes. In an NPR article, a Californian couple decided to move to 
Idaho. One of the reasons for their moving was because their vote was 
worth twice as much in Idaho as it was in California.  

The last reason why I think that the Electoral College should be 
abolished is because it ignores the opinion of the people in the United  
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States. Five times in American History, this happened - one candidate won 
the popular vote but lost the Electoral College vote. This happened in 1824, 
1876, 1888, 2000, and 2016. Most recently it happened when Donald 
Trump and Hillary Clinton were running for president. Hillary Clinton won 
the popular vote, but Donald Trump won the Electoral College. This means 
that the majority of people wanted Hillary Clinton but Donald Trump won. 
That is one way that shows that the opinion of the people doesn’t matter in 
the elections. This also happened with John Quincy Adams and Andrew 
Jackson (1824), Rutherford B. Hayes and Samuel J. Tilden (1876), 
Benjamin Harrison and Grover Cleveland (1888), and George W. Bush and 
Al Gore (2000). In addition, the presidential election is the only election that 
uses the Electoral College and ignores the opinion of the people. All of the 
other elections such as the governor and the mayor all use the popular vote 
and don't ignore the opinion of the people. 

You might say that nobody wants to make the Electoral College 
longer or more expensive because the candidates would have to visit all 50 
states instead of about 20 that they visit and have to pay more money for 
ads in more states. But the weakness in that argument is that according to 
Fairvote.com, some places like Florida, Virginia, and Pennsylvania are 
being donated sums like $175,000,000, $127,000,000, and $31,000,000 
respectively for ads. While some states like Connecticut, Oregon, and 
Mississippi are only being donated sums like $330, $420, and $0 
respectively. This is one way of showing that candidates spend lots of time 
and money in one place, but not a lot at all in other places.  

After reading all of my reasons why I think that the Electoral College 
should be abolished, such as faithless electors theoretically changing the 
outcome of an election, 90% of campaigners’ campaigning time during 
2016 was in only 11 states, and that the Electoral College is only used in  
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presidential elections and not in state or local elections, I hope you will 
decide to be on my side and help abolish the Electoral College!  
 

Writing Around Morley 
 
 
Fifth graders practiced “show not tell” through writing about 
feelings. Readers were supposed to guess what the feeling 
was. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Morley Fifth graders wrote 2017 new year resolutions. One 
Fifth grader wrote “I want to learn how to write better 
summaries.”  
 
 
 

 
 
 
5th graders wrote letters and illustrated what it would be like 
as a colonist in the Roanoke colony at the time when it 
disappeared.  
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