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Dress Boutique
Washington’s Premier After 5 Boutique

 customers come 100’s of miles toWhy
SERVICE - SELECTION - SERVICE

Over 1000 Formal Gowns & Evening Separates
The styling can range in size from 4 to 24 - Missy • PLUS • Petite

No one is too difficult to fit – Three outstanding seamstresses

Winter Sale

70% off
50off$

Coupon Expires January 28, 2012 CONN 12/28/11

Any purchase
of $100.00 or

more of non sale
merchandise

Not Valid with any other
offer. One coupon per household

Hours: Mon.-Sat. 10am to 5:30pm
703-356-6333

6707 Old Dominion Dr.
McLean, VA 22101

Daytime - Evening
Missy & PLUS Sizes

MISOOK KNIT SEPARATES
20% OFF

Separates/Blouses

Directions: NORTH on the Beltway take Exit 46B onto Rt. 123N.-McLean. Go 3 miles & turn right onto
Old Dominion Dr. (Rt. 309). Go 1/2 mile thru 2 traffic lights. We are on the right next to Shell Gas.

SOUTH from Md.- Cross the amer. Legion Br.-Take the VERY first Exit on the LEFT - Exit 45B Go 1/2 mile -
Take Exit 19B (NOT Exit 19A) onto Rt. 123N for 1.4 miles - Right on Rt. 309. Go 1/2 mile to 6707.

Be the Hit of the Party!
You will always make a dramatic entrance with a

stunning Gown from our fabulous selection of formals.
Over 1,000 looks to choose from: Long & Short Gowns

and Evening separates. Petite-Missy-Plus sizes.

Mother of the Bride/Groom • Brides Again
Bar/Bat Mitzvahs • Entertainers • Grandmothers

Customer Appreciation

Drawing the first Tuesday of the each month at 11:00 AM
No Purchase necessary-Not necessary to be present to win.

First Drawing - February 7, 2012 at 11:00 AM

$200.00 Gift Certificate
Plus Five Second Place prizes

Visit WWW.MAESDRESS.COM to sample over 100 Gowns

LET’S TALK
Real Estate

For professional advice on all
aspects of buying and selling
real estate, call:

MICHAEL MATESE
Long & Foster Realtors

301-806-6829
Mike@michaelmatese.com.

by
Michael Matese

Techno Luxury
Today’s home buyer is keeping
up, not with the neighbors, but
with technology.  Once, a fully
appointed den or a media room
was the most important thing
for a buyer, but no longer.
Today, with more and more
people working from home, the
most important feature has
become the home office.

Where before it was  a rarity,
that one room has evolved into
the hub, the center of activity
for a house, controlling every-
thing from that favorite room.
Home automation systems link
lighting, heating and air condi-
tioning systems as well as
audio-visual equipment and
security systems, and can
schedule music, tv or lighting.
No longer just for computer
people, today’s technology is a
high end home amenity that
can make your home stand out
from the neighbors.

Once upon a time, the den was
the center of the universe in a
home.  Now, with all the
advances in technology, the den
is still important, but the home
office will rule the roost.  Is
your home techno-ready?

Children’s Almanac 2011

Sam Gramlich, 1st grade, Green
Acres School: Three dimensional
collage using the campus butterfly
garden as inspiration

Welcome
Dear Readers:

This week, the Potomac Almanac turns
over its pages to the youth and students.

We asked principals and teachers from
area schools to encourage students to con-
tribute their words, pictures and photos for
our annual Children’s Issue.

The response as always was enormous.
While we were unable to publish every piece
we received, we did our best to put together
a paper with a fair sampling of the submit-
ted stories, poems, drawings, paintings,

photographs and other works of art.
We appreciate the extra effort made by

school staff to gather the materials during
their busy time leading up to the holidays.
We’d also like to encourage both schools and
parents to mark their 2012 calendars for
early December, the deadline for submissions
for next year’s Children’s Almanac. Please
keep us in mind as your children continue
to create spectacular works of art and inspir-
ing pieces of writing in the coming year.

The children’s issue is only a part of our
year-round commitment to cover education
and our local schools. As always, the Alma-

nac welcomes letters to the editor, story
ideas, calendar listings and notices of local
events from our readers. Photos and other
submissions about special events at schools
are especially welcome for our weekly
schools pages.

Our preferred method for material is e-
mail, which should be sent to
almanac@connectionnewspapers.com, but
you can reach us by mail at 1606 King
Street, Alexandria, VA 22314 or call 703-
778-9415 with any questions.

— Editor Steven Mauren
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A sculpture by Thalia Eyles and Isabella Rehman,
Potomac Elementary School.

A sculpture by Ben Ballman and Adem Junaideen,
Potomac Elementary School.

A sculpture by Landon
Jones and Anish
Chikkaswamy, Potomac
Elementary School.

See Writings,  Page 12

Happy Rain
By Egypt Mclean
Hoover MS

Rain pouring down like tears of joy.
Not for sadness, but happiness.
Making a puddle like playing in a pool.
Tears of happiness.
Tears of gracefulness.
Tears of joy.
Will be Missed ...

In a Small But
Cozy Room

By Vasili Frantzis
Hoover MS

In a small but cozy room
voices laughing, talking, whining too.
An aroma of bacon and milk
escapes.
A family is eating
and I, one of them,
enjoying each other’s company
until it starts:

“What’s the capital of Poland?”
“Uhhh” we all moan
not again.
“Warsaw” The oldest says.
“Correct, now how about a math problem....”
then the laughing starts,
first a chuckle,
then a whole family big hearty laugh.

The conversation wanders,
from geography,math and science,
(complete with some sketches on a napkin)
to politics, Newsweek,
and finally the ongoing debate,
whether Justin Bieber is a boy or a girl,
Most of it’s dorky’
but I know it won’t last,
and when it ceases to exist,
it will be missed.

Thanksgiving Haiku
By Ashley Zonghetti
Hoover MS

Family eating
Turkey, Stuffing, Pumpkin pie
Thankful for a lot

Mojave Desert
By Guy Kibler
 Hoover MS

Lazy
Cacti seemingly
Standing yet slowly
Moving through the gleaming
Sand of the Mojave Desert

Towering
Hills and

Mountains seemingly never
Ending in the shining
Sand of the Mojave Desert

Basking
Lizards staying
In the sunlight
Until the sizzling sun

Set in the far horizon
In the lovely, glimmering Mojave Desert

Moving
Bushes, the
Wind pushing and
Shoving their brownish gray
Stalks, their brown and green
Leaves falling and staying on the
Waving bush, in the Amazing Mojave Desert

Gushing
Water making
Lovely music with
Its tiny clear droplets
Pitter Patter Pitter Patter Sploosh!
In the lovely cleat Mojave Desert

Towering
Saguaro like
A skyscraper in
The dull gray cities
Of the Huge Mexican City
All in the beautiful Mojave Desert.

Personal Narrative
By Gabriella Baker
Hoover MS

It was a cloudy Sunday afternoon at the softball
fields where I was about to play. This would be my
first softball game ever and I was very eager to start
playing. My team jogged out to the fields where we
would start. After we got the three we needed to
end their half of the inning, it was my team’s turn
to bat.

My teammate Mary trotted down to first base
after being walked by the opposing pitcher. One of
my other teammates, Ally, rocketed a single up the
middle which advanced Mary to second as Ally
dashed down the line to touch first base. Now it
was my turn to take a crack at it. I walked out from
behind the fence and strolled to the plate. I got in
my batting stance and took a couple practice
swings. After I got set up, the pitcher delivered the
first pitch. “Ball!”, shouted the umpire. I got pre-
pared for my second shot at trying to hit the ball.
Suddenly, the ball was spinning towards the cen-
ter of the plate and I swung.

The ball made contact with the dead center of
the barrel of the bat. As a result of that, I smacked
a towering base hit into right field. As soon as I saw
the ball go into the air, I sprinted as fast as I could
to first base. My coach told me to keep on running
and I was not planning on stopping. I sped past
second and didn’t look back. I continued to third
base but then my other coach signaled me to stop
since the other team’s right fielder had hurled the
ball into the infield. I had just bombed a triple and
allowed two runners to score for my team!

My entire team was jumping up and down and
cheering my name. The smile on my face made
everyone know that I was ecstatic. It was the best

Words & Pictures
Potomac Almanac Editor Steven Mauren

703-778-9415 or almanac@connectionnewspapers.com

See www.potomacalmanac.com

“An Orange Scarlet Fall Tree in Spotlight and an Exquisite Sunrise” by
Karis Lee, 5th grade, Fourth Presbyterian School.
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Catering to Potomac for 22 years
Super Premium Ice Cream

 35 Flavors
• Custard
• Fat Free Frozen Yogurt
• Sugar-Free CarboRite®

• Low-Carb Wow Cow®

• Latte, Espresso, Cappuccino
• Rich & mellow brewed coffee
• Donuts, Bagels and Cupcakes
• Party Catering

Sprinkles
FREE

Kiddie Size or
Homemade

Cupcake
Potomac Place Shopping Center

10148 River Road
Potomac Village, Md. 20854

301-299-8415
Limit one coupon per customer

Exp. 1/31/12

Brittini Martin, Bells
Mill ES, Grade 4

Destiny Funderburk, Bells Mill ES, Grade 4

Gabe Moore, Bells Mill ES, Grade 4

Naveen Upender, Bells Mill
ES, Grade 4

Luis Elvira-Sastre, Bells Mill
ES, Grade 4

Words & Pictures

Poetry

Christmas
By Margaret Tilmes
Bells Mill Elementary School, Grade 4

It is Christmas Eve!
Outside it is a white wonderland,
Inside it is warm and toasty.
We are near the fire, drinking hot cocoa with marshmal-

lows.
We left cookies for Santa and carrots for his reindeer!
Then, we ran to our beds, pulling the covers over our

heads.
In the morning, our stockings are stuffed and
The presents reach all the way up to the Christmas tree!
We run outside to see
A bright blue sky above, snowflakes still gently falling
As we enter our winter wonderland.
Cousins, friends, aunts, uncles join us.
It’s time for ice skating, snow angels, and snowball fights!
Suddenly, outdoors fall dark and silent.
Inside, we share presents by the fire’s orange light,
Excited we are together.
Our tree shimmers red, blue, green, and yellow. . . like a

fairy tale.
It seems to be saying Merry Christmas and Happy New

Year!

Snow
By Emily Shimabukuro
Bells Mill Elementary School, Grade 4

Like a white carpet
Over the small rolling hills
A nice, fine dusting
Winter
All the cold weather
Inside drinking hot cocoa
Watching the snow
Frost
It’s nature’s crystals
Shining brightly on the grass

A frozen wonder
Frozen Lake
It once was water
Where many children once played
Now it is all ice

Poem of Christmas
By Ethan Van Amburg
Bells Mill Elementary School

Put up a tree, a fir tree
And add bright lights
Put up a tree, a Christmas tree
And add bulbs bold and bright
Put up a tree, an evergreen tree
And add presents down below
Put up a tree, a Christmas tree
And wait for it to snow
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•Beautiful efficient Heat

10%*

No Power? No Problem. Gas Logs on Sale for Immediate Installation

1/7/12 PA

Call for Free In-Home Professional Estimate!

  On his 3rd tour in Iraq in 2008, Spc. Josh Schictl was
driving a Humvee which was hit by two IED’s. He suffered
life-threatening injuries to his face and head.  Despite the
quick work of medics, Spc. Schictl lost his right  eye and
nine teeth. Nearly all of the bones in his face were broken
but were stabilized before transport to Walter Reed Medical
Center. He also suffered a TBI.

  Wounded warriors and their families struggle for years
to recover physically, emotionally and financially from
the sacrifices they make in wartime. Operation Homefront
seeks to walk with them on their journey and ease the
hardships they face. The DC Metro Chapter assisted
Josh and Emily with transitional housing, household
furnishings, holiday gifts and grocery gift cards during
these difficult times.

  There are many ways you can work with the DC Metro
Chapter to assist local military families like Josh and Emily.

  People  ask us everyday how they can show their apprecia-
tion and gratitude for the sacrifices made by military families.
One way you can do this is to let the DC Metro Chapter fill the
gap for military families as they adjust to the ‘new normal’
after being deployed or wounded in combat. Send your tax
deductible donation before Dec. 31st to help us meet next
year’s needs.

Send your donations to:
Operation Homefront DC Metro

PO Box 650220
Sterling, VA 20165
703-421-9033
301-722-2440

or visit us online to donate at
www.operationhomefront.net/dcmetro

or tag your donations with
the catchphrase “support our troops”

• Full & Half Day

•Enrichment Programs

• Lunch Bunch

• Summer Camp

• Before & After Care Programs

• Programs for 2-Kindergarten

Call for an individual tour!

Lauren Rah, Bells Mill ES, Grade 4

Words & Pictures

The Day I Became Invisible
By Emily Shimabukuro
Bells Mill Elementary School, Grade 4

The day I became invisible my teacher marked me absent. . .
 “Lori?” My teacher asked. “Lori? Are you here? “I’m here,” I

answered. “Lori?” “Yes!” “has anyone seen her?” “I’M HERE!!” I
shouted.

“Lori’s absent,” my teacher sadly said. She’s always sad if
someone’s absent.

I wondered if Ms. Latory — our teacher — was becoming deaf.
 “Ms. Latory, I’m here!” That’s when I realized, no one could

hear me or see me. I looked at my hands. I couldn’t see myself
either! I screamed. Neither could I hear myself. . .

I was petrified! You know I was 8 and this was pretty scary. . .
I tried picking up my pencil; I could still pick up my pencil.

“Ahh!
A ghost is picking up Lori’s pencil!” Sarah shrieked, ”Look!” I

forgot, no one could see me. Pretty soon everyone was freaking
out. I put my pencil down right when the principal came in. “What
is all the fuss?” Ms. Taratia, our principal, screamed. “I’m walking
to the teachers’ lounge and I hear screaming all the way down the
hallway!” She was red with anger. “Ms. Latory, is this how you run
your class? I sure hope not.” “Ms. Taratia, it was just that some-
one, or something, moved Lori’s pencil.” I picked up my pencil.
“Holy guacamole, you’re right! Call the police!” Now Ms. Taratia
was panicking. “Helllllp!”. . .

Well, the police came and I didn’t pick up my pencil so Ms.
Taratia got arrested. I feel very bad about that now . . .

 “I didn’t do anything! I swear, that pencil was moving!” Ms.
Taratia yelled as she was taken away. “Well,” Ms. Latory sighed.
“Let’s do some multiplication.” Everyone but me did multiplica-
tion. Riiiiinnng! It’s recess time. After everyone went to recess, Ms.
Latory called my mom. “Mrs. Tranisa, where is Lori?” she asked.
“Oh. . .mm-hmm . . .yep . . .ok . . .thanks. Bye.” Mrs. Latory looked
scared. The class came flooding in later. When it was time to go, I
went home. While I was walking home I felt a tingling sensation
all over my body. I looked at my hands and they were back! The
next day everything was back to normal.

Everything is now the same.
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YOGA CLASSES IN POTOMAC

Kula Yoga Hamsa Yoga

St. James Episcopal

Church

11815 Seven Locks Road

Monday - Friday

9:30am

St. Andrews

Episcopal School

8804 Postoak Road

Mon & Wed 6:30 & 8:00pm

Thurs 6:30pm

Sat 9:00am

For more information please contact:

Nancy Steinberg

240-994-5092

nancy@kulayogaclass.com

www.Kulayogaclass.com

Shanthi  Subramanian
301-320-9334
shanthi@hamsa-yoga.com

www.hamsa-yoga.com

For Weekend &
Evening Classes

For Daytime

Classes

Visit us Online
www.theprimarydayschool.org

Words & Pictures

Poetry

Atlantic Ocean
By Kyra Andreadis
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Sunrise over the horizon
      sparkly ocean
birds flying over
      dolphins singing
waking up all the other animals
      crabs and fish that hide
under shells and rocks.  Laying
      on the warm sand
being warmed by the sun

Voice of the Ocean
By Matthew DeLeonibus
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

I am an ocean.
My water is home to many fish.
My waves sway across me.
I let people swim on me.

The Amazing Day
By Ben Hollars
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Our eyes are for looking at the Liberty
Bell

But they are also for smiling when we
are happy.

Our ears are for listening to the drums
But also for hearing the silent mes-

sage of awakening.
Our noses are for sniffing the ocean.
Our hands are for touching my fluffy

dog.
Our mouths and tongues are for tasting
My Mom’s pumpkin cake
But also for saying words like
“Hope you feel better.”

Atlantic Ocean
By Aamilah Khanu
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Sunrise over the horizon
      water drifting all over
as big gray dolphins jump

      small white birds fly
a mermaid with red hair
      picks up colored shells
kids make sand castles while
      the water is coming up to it
reaching it

Atlantic Ocean
By Nathaniel Lombardo
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Sunrise over the horizon
a giant whale tail
pops out
squirting water
everywhere
as if it is a cup
e-x-p-l-o-d-i-n-g

Nature’s Dance
By Gabriel Nwosu
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

flying, flapping wings
      sparkly light bright antennae
back and forth migrating
      always looking for home
sucking the nectar with its proboscis
      looking at people
with its small delightful eyes
      wings like a raindrop.

Our Lives
By Kayla Proctor
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Our eyes are for looking at spider
plants

But they are also for watching birds
When we are very cheerful.
Our ears are for listening to concerts
But also for hearing the silent mes-

sage
Of the snakes.
Our noses are for sniffing sunflowers.
Our hands are for touching animals.
Our mouths are for tasting my Dad’s

chili
But also for saying words like “terrific

job!”

Water Color Tree Painting by Elizabeth Holiday Age 10, Grade 5, Bullis School

Grant Woods Sponge Bob
Parody by Cree Long, Age
11, Grade 6, Bullis School

Continued, Page 11

Aboriginal Bark Painting
(turtle) by Sloan Melnick,
Age 11, Grade 6, Bullis
School
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See Places,  Page 15

My Trip to
Strathmore
Music Center

By Stefanie Wang
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

Did you know that I went to
Strathmore Music Center? It was amaz-
ing! We got to listen to a lot of different
instruments. We sat in the orchestra
section on the floor. When we first sat
in our seats, the musicians were practic-
ing on the stage. When the orchestra
was ready, the lights were turned off,
except for the lights on the stage. The
first song I heard was the Overture to
Candide. It is a song that starts a con-
cert. Then we saw Giselle play the
violin. She was a soloist. Giselle has
played the violin since she was 5 and
now she is 15 and goes to school at
Churchill High School. The orchestra
also played “Happy Birthday to You”
because it was Strathmore’s 7th birth-
day, just like we are 7 years old. My
favorite part was when we sang the
Berry Picking song. Everyone stood up
and sang! It was wonderful. Finally,
when we left we said good-bye to the
Geico Gecko. It’s been great being able
to share my trip to Strathmore with you!

The Pottery Place
By Steven Wang
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade
I am going to tell you about the Pot-

tery Place. Most of the time, I got to
paint a Navy jet and it looks so cool! My

Navy jet has red and white stripes on its
wings and it looks like the American flag
flying through the air. When I was fin-
ished I put on a blue circle with some
stars. Now you know all about my time
at The Pottery Place.

My Trip to
Virginia Beach

By Setareh Mahjoob
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

Did you know that I went to Virginia
Beach this summer? There was an in-
door pool and a hot tub, but no lifeguard
was on duty. So that meant I could go
in the hot tub whenever I wanted. I
could see the beach whenever I wanted
because I had a balcony. I loved going
to the beach and boogie boarding in the
ocean. It was so much fun. I also loved
making sand castles. I made a sand
castle with my dad and brother. It
looked like a big kingdom. My dad took
me fishing in the bay. I thought we were
going fishing in the ocean, so I was
scared until we started fishing. We
caught 25 fish. I had a lot of fun in Vir-
ginia Beach and I can’t wait until I can
go back there.

Kids Klub
By Andy Guo
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

Have you ever been to Kids Klub? I go
almost every day after school. They give
you snacks, like cookies or crackers and

Places I Have Been
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Mom
By Melissa Armstrong
Grade 6, Hoover MS

You are my sunshine on a cold day.
I love your perfume in the morning
and when you take forever to get
changed and dressed. Also when
you make me lunch when I am
a bedhead.
If you went away
my life wouldn’t be a whole
you make a lot of green for the family

so does Dad.
Mom you are the bloom to my rose
the sun to my shine
you only get mad
when I step out of line
but then I call dad
then we don’t get so mad.
Mom I love you!
If you went away
there would be no peace or hot in the

summer
or cold in the winter.
Mom! I love you and I hope you’re

here to stay!

We’re All Here
By Malcolm McGhee
Grade 6, Hoover MS

We’re all here,
In West Virginia,
Sitting at the table,
Saying grace.
It’s Christmas time,
And we are all joyful,
Even though Ravenswood
Is a poor town,
It has the best community
Ever!

Every year, my dad starts
Us off with the same story:
“I remember when I was a boy,
chopping wood on that stump
out there, my hands slipped on
the axe, and down came the swinging
axe, it rammed into my shin,
and split it open, the pain
unbearable!...”

We start to fall asleep,
Because we hear it
Every year.
But if we didn’t,
It would be terribly missed
In our hearts.

At the Dinner Table
By Jonathan Cheng
Grade 6, Hoover MS

At the dinner table,
four of us sit together,
Mom , Dad, my sister, and me.
Awkward silence,
travels through the air.

My sister,
screams,
at my mother.

I stare,
as hard as it is to concentrate,
I feel like smacking her.

But,
one day,
when she’s gone….
I would,
want to hear those screams again.

Time
By Britney Ogbemudia
Grade 6, Hoover MS

Time time watch it go
As it sprunges a flow
Time time you tick and tock rapidly
As I know you help people tell time
But we as the people do not give

thanks
To who is you who is wise

Words & Pictures

Luke 2:8 by Tyler Myers, 7th grade,
Fourth Presbyterian School

Luke 2:16 by Jack Lundin, 7th grade,
Fourth Presbyterian School

Self Portrait by Kyle Benton,
7th grade, Fourth Presbyte-
rian School

Self Portrait by Priscilla
Anderson, 7th grade, Fourth
Presbyterian School

Self Portrait by Sadie Ward,
7th grade, Fourth Presbyte-
rian School

Dylan Mitchell, Grade 8,
Washington Episcopal
School

Sareen Balian, Grade 5,
Washington Episcopal School

Miles Alexander, Nursery, Washington Episcopal School

My Favorite Food
By Nick Essepian
Third Grade, The Fourth Presbyterian

School
My mom makes pizza sometimes

and she also buys it from Potomac
Pizza. I like Potomac Pizza better. It
tastes soft and oily and smells good. I
eat it at home or at parties. I usually
eat it at restaurants. I eat pizza all year
round and I usually enjoy it at lunch or
dinner. My family and friends eat it
with me. The color of it is red and tan-
nish. The cheese makes it taste
amazing. Pizza is always eaten with
your hands. When I eat pizza I feel like
a million bucks because it is so filling.
You should try it.

By Esther Kim
Third Grade, The Fourth Presbyterian

School
Whenever I eat warm steak, the

tastiness makes me feel joyful. As I’m
eating the tender steak, it tastes juicy
and the juice sloshes in my mouth with
some bitterness. When my steak is pre-
pared, I love it done medium well.
While I’m eating it, I see color as pink
as a flamingo, and as dark as ma-
hogany. Steak, for me, is delicious with
the appetizers Morton’s Restaurant
brings. Potatoes, salads and seafood
are my favorite foods to eat with steak.
I go to Morton’s Restaurant on special
holidays. I enjoy eating it with the Min
family. New York steak is the juiciest

dinner ever.

By Jacob Looney
Third Grade, The Fourth Presbyterian

School
I often go to Sprinkles in Potomac

Village. I usually go with my family or
the Gilbert family. Cookie dough ice
cream is delicious. It has chunks of
cookie dough with chocolate chips and
M&Ms. It tastes sweet and is very
creamy. I eat it in a cup with a spoon
and I usually get three scoops of ice
cream. It tastes best with big chunks of
cookie dough.

Next time you go to Potomac Vil-
lage, you should go to Sprinkles. You
could try cookie dough ice cream.

By David Sadek
Third Grade, The Fourth Presbyterian

School
My sister Katherine makes double

chocolate chip brownies that taste
chocolaty and smooth. When they
come out of the oven and I look at
them, all I can see is tasty brown
chocolate chips melting on the warm
pieces of brownies. When I touch a
brownie, it feels squishy and warm. As
I munch it up in my mouth I also like
to eat it with ice cream. I usually de-
vour them at night after dinner. Every
time Katherine makes them at home,
my family sits at the table and stuffs
them in to our mouths. Double choco-

late chip brownies are the best and you
should try them.

By Josiah Palma
Third Grade, The Fourth Presbyterian

School
When I eat pizza, I feel that it tastes

the best of any dinner. It’s flavorful with
a light brown crust. It has just the right
crunch on the crust. When my mom
makes pizza, it gives off a
mouthwatering scent. My mom makes
it with olives and sometimes with pep-
peroni.

I normally eat it at dinner, but I some-
times eat it at lunch. We eat it at my
house, with my mom, dad and brother.
I like pizza because it tastes just right to
me.

By Nathan Slay
Third Grade, The Fourth Presbyterian

School
I like to bite into a brown and pink

steak. The steak I get is cooked me-
dium well. My dad makes it or I get it
from Longhorn Restaurant or Bugaboo
Creek Restaurant. I eat it with my fam-
ily. The taste of it is yummy, juicy and
salty. I enjoy eating it with A1 Steak
Sauce and broccoli. My family loves to
eat steak during special times, like my
birthday. Or sometimes we just go for
fun outings. The smell of the steak
makes me thrilled. I hope you will try
some delicious steak soon.

“Reflection” by CK Cheong, 12th
Grade, St. Andrew’s Episcopal
School

Ela Rockafellow, 6th Grade, St. Andrew’s Episco-
pal School

Kaitlin Smith, 11th Grade, St. Andrew’s Episcopal
School

Ceramic: Ujana
Zajmi, Green
Acres School, 6th
grade

Box Sculpture — “An En-
chanted Garden,” inspired
by a field trip to the Ameri-
can Visionary Arts museum
in Baltimore, by Sarah Lev,
Green Acres School, 7th
grade

Islamic Art Inspired Tile:
Elias Finkelstein, Green
Acres School, 4th Grade

If French Impressionist artist
Claude Monet had painted an
ice cream sundae, what might
it have looked like? This is by
Tabitha Carter, Green Acres
School, 3rd grade

Morgan
Mayer,
Green
Acres

School,
8th grade

Emily
Newcombe,
Green Acres
School, 8th
grade

Watercolor Painting:
Maddie Powers, Grade 2,
The Woods Academy

Watercolor Painting: Roman
Funkhouser, Grade 2, The
Woods Academy

Acrylic Painting of Birch
Trees: Ines Andres, Grade 5,
The Woods Academy

Markers:
James
Harrington,
Grade 4, The
Woods Acad-
emy

Acrylic Paint-
ing: Madison
Sotos, Grade

7, The Woods
Academy
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Camp
      Olympia

June 18 – August 24
(2-week minimum)

301-926-9281
5511 Muncaster Mill Road

Rockville, MD 20855
www.camp-olympia.com

CO-ED AGES 31⁄2–15  •  INSTRUCTIONAL SPORTS PROGRAM
Horseback Riding • Swimming • Gymnastics

Tennis • Soccer • Basketball • Mountain Biking and more
EXTENDED DAY • DOOR-TO-DOOR TRANSPORTATION

YEAR-ROUND HORSEBACK RIDING

Open Houses
Saturdays: January 14, February 4 & February 25

Spring Break Camp: April 2–6 & April 9–13

SUMMER DAY CAMP

Gallery

Alexia Lalos, Grade 5, McLean School of
Maryland

Becca Gittleson, Grade 12, McLean School
of Maryland

Alba Sanchez, Grade 12,
McLean School of Maryland

Alyssa Hafken, Kindergar-
ten, McLean School of Md.

Artur Biyul, Grade 12,
McLean School of Maryland

Cathy Onsi, Grade 6, McLean School of Md. Chance Hostetler, Kindergarten, McLean
School of Maryland

David Johnson, Kindergarten, McLean
School of Maryland

Davis Jones, Grade 7, McLean School of Md.

Elena Grant, Grade 3, McLean School of Md. Annabella Zoslow, Grade 1, McLean
School of Maryland
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Infant—Pre-kindergarten
Child Care Available

NAEYC and MSDE Accredited
Campus of a Top Ranked MCPS School

9201 Falls Chapel Way, Potomac

Looking
for the
Secret?

301-424-4318
academychild.com

Est. 1981

Words & Pictures

From Page 6

Atlantic Ocean
By Max Samuels
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Dusk over the horizon
      beaming sunset, everybody is
leaving the beach
      all the sandcastles are
getting knocked down
      all the seashells are cracked
down by the ocean
      the sand is wet
dolphins leap up and down
      sand crabs play in the sand

Voice of a Bird
By Jacob Sanders
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

I am a red-winged blackbird,
My wings are sharp as knives,
My beak is very black,
I fly as fast as lightning,
I carry a message to be free.

Atlantic Ocean
By Joseph Shiller
Bullis School, 3rd Grade

Sun above the horizon
      seagulls squawking
      people talking
seagulls swooping
to catch sardines
      people fishing
      on their boats
playing in the ocean
boogie boarding
      building
      sand castles

Collage, Abstract Art by Rachel Sita, Age 9, Grade 4, Bullis
School

Expressive Self Portrait by
Fiona Caulfield, Age 10,
Grade 4, Bullis School

Bug Study by Max
Ferguson, Age 8, Grade 3,
Bullis School
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Programs for kids 4 months to 12 years old.
Parent/Child * Gymnastics * Dance * Sports Skills

Parties * Camps * Karate
Schedule An Introductory Class!

Potomac Woods Plaza
1071 Seven Locks Rd.

301-294-4840

Now Enrolling
Call or register online to hold your spot

www.thelittlegym.com/potomacmd

Tra
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Words & Pictures

From Page 3

See Writings,  Page 13

Alex Matheus, Cold Spring Elementary School, 4th Grade
These clay fetishes demonstrate that small can be special. In social studies, stu-

dents learned about how animal fetishes are created in some Native American
tribes, particularly the Zuni tribe, and the magical or supernatural powers they are
believed to have. The different animals are believed to have different attributes.
In art class students created their fetish in clay and glazed it with one glaze com-
bination, simulating the Native American stone carved fetishes. The wrapped
“medicine” are also believed to carry special healing powers. Cold Spring artists
used glass beads, sea glass, feathers, birch bark, shells, raffia, and fibers to create
their own “medicine.”

Alex Matheus,
Cold Spring Elementary
School, 4th Grade

Cold Spring fourth-grade artists cre-
ated a symmetrical imaginary name
alien. After writing their name in cursive
on the center line in chalk they folded
and rubbed the paper to create a mirror
image of the name. Using markers and
color sticks they added details and a
space setting. The focus of the lesson
was on the use of lines and creating the
feeling of depth using size perspective,
overlapping, and shading and blending
of colors. The name is often quite hid-
den within all the creative and
interesting details.

feeling to know that I helped my team
succeed.

Where Does
Poetry Hide

By Ryan Leonard
Hoover MS

Poetry hides anywhere in the universe
it hides in the craters of the moon, or

the heat of the sun
even in the small size of mars, or the

large size of jupiter
or the baby blue color of Uranus, or

even the sea green of neptune
it could also be in the diffrent

habbitats on the earth
or in the ring of saturn, or in the grey-

ish brown of mercury
or in the very cold weather of pluto.
also in the firey red of venus
and lastly on a spaceships last day in

space heading towards home
where in the planet is poetry on

In Texas
By Mark Platt
Hoover MS

I am in Texas. There is a huge dust
storm coming in. All I am going to do is
save the babies. I need some sort of
transportation. The storm is coming in
fast. I should reach for shelter. I see the
Dallas Cowboy Stadium, and I think
that’s a good place for shelter. Now the
dust storm is over us. I feel safe. Oh no!
The whole stadium just fell apart. I do
not think I will make it, but luckily, the
dust storm ended. I see that my house
is destroyed, but at least no one is hurt
or killed.

What Is Happening?
By Riley Albert
Hoover MS

What is happening to me? I am now
a mouse. I smell the best smells and of
course. The best smell was cheese
yummy delicious cheese! The worst
smell is cat. Why is this happening to
me? It is not fair I never wanted to get
chased by a cat! Is this really what mice
have to go through? Why do they have
to go through this? How come mice can-
not chase the cats? Should I go get the
delicious cheese? Will the cat catch me?
Should I be quiet? Will the cat wake up
while I am in the kitchen? I decided to
stay in my hole! What is going to hap-
pen next? Will the cat find me? I guess
I will just have to wait and see.

Wind Blowing All
Around Me

By Mallory Rosenfeld
Hoover MS

Wind blowing all around me,
I can’t feel a thing.
The snow is cold.
My body is numb.
Goosebumps invade my arms.
The hills now seem like giant, slip-

pery, dangerous mountains.
I am cautious.
I need to get to the top of the moun-

tains to rescue the solitaire child.
He is too young to go through the

challenges that await me.
I see something ahead.
Is it an animal?
Is it a tree?
I don’t know.
I can’t think about it now.
All that is important is that I get to the

top of that mountain.

I Am So Thankful
By Rebecca Jackson
Hoover MS

I am so thankful for all that I have
My mom my dad
My grandma my grandpa
My loving family
And friends

Its thanksgiving everyone
So let’s be thankful
And spread the love

Humphrey
By Alfie Moore
Hoover MS
The first thing I saw was the giant’s

hand as it came creeping towards me
out-stretched, a huge shadow. I
crouched as tiny as I could but of course,
I knew the giant would get me. I let out
a huge roar (which also annoyed me
because I knew the roar was heard to
the giant as a squeak!) However I roared
as loudly as I could and sunk my jaws
deep into his flesh, not that it seemed to
do any good as the giant giggled,
stroked my head and asked me why I
was nibbling him? He put me into a ball
for me to roll around him, actually it
was really fun. I found some new things
I hadn’t seen before. One of the things
that I didn’t like was the big black dog
drooling and growling. Some parts to
this house were a little bit desolate for
a small hamster like me!

That nasty dog had picked up my
smell and chased me all round the house
until I hid somewhere that he couldn’t
fit his ugly face in. He gave up and
dawdled off in dismay. I rolled out a tiny
bit, to see if the coast was clear. It was!
I rolled out and shot in the air like a
rocket going to space. Weird voices were
coming from all directions, and I was
placed in my cage. I loved my new own-
ers, but the only thing I didn’t like about
them is the fact that they bought the dog
with stinky breath, and slobbery mouth.
Thinking about stinky breath I breathed
on my paw to see if my breath was good.
Good as ever! I was extremely tired af-
ter my exercise so I went into my ‘cloud’
that my amazing owners called it. I
snuggled up and went to sleep until the
next day.

As I settled down, I thought what a
blast today was for me, and I had
dreams about my owners which were
happy but then a nightmare about that
dog. But all’s well that ends well, which
today best fits that saying. And I learnt
that giants are friendly, well some of
them are. But my owners are!

If you enjoyed this story about
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Potomac Village Deli Catering

Breakfast • Lunch • Dinner Catering

301•299•5770
www.potomacvillagedeli.com

      Home of Your
Corporate & Residential
Catering Headquarters

Serving the
Community

for over
35 Years

Writings

From Page 12

Humphrey and his owners, then come to me for
more!

Music
By Gracie Charles
Hoover MS

Have you ever heard a note ... pulled it apart
piece by piece?

Have you ever listened so closely
You can hear thousands of notes within just one?
Listen to a simple bow of a violin note.
Explore deep into the music.
There is more to be discovered.

I Was a Mouse
By Precious Melchizedek
Hoover MS

I was a mouse when I woke up on Monday morn-
ing. My ordinary size bed for a human now looks
like the Sahara Desert, only green. It felt like for-
ever to get out of bed. What I want to know is: How
did this happen? No time to worry about that — I
will deal with that later. But for now I have to go
try to take a bath. I may be mouse on the outside
but I’m human on the inside.

Well the effects of being a mouse are terrible. It
took some great thinking and work in the tub. Then
I asked myself Where is Albert Einstein when you
need him? When I got into the tub I remembered I
forgot to put on the water while I was up there and

I was dead tired. Now I understood why rats and
mice stink. When I was done with the bathroom
mayhem I was starved. I got to the kitchen. I should
say if you become a mouse it is a whole lot of
trouble to come down the stairs. I got to the end
of the stairs and remembered my mother hates rats
and mice. I do, too — but look what I am! So get-
ting food from the fridge was out of the question.

I saw something in the distance it made me the
happiest mouse/girl in the world! CHEESE! I mean
come-on! I am a mouse, and that’s what mice eat,
so I had to accept the offer but in the distance I saw
another mouse.

Of course he or she did not know that this was
my house so I had to run like the wind. To get my
food I got there first, but then I realized being a
mouse is tough even if you are in a house. You have
to fight for food and so forth but then in the middle

of my thought I heard someone familiar and tried
to recall the booming voice saying “Rosette! It’s
time to get up for school.” Then I knew — Phew!
It was my mom!

I hadn’t even thought about it so I was just stuck
on this one. I forgot all about my Mom’s wake-up
call. She’s going to freak when she doesn’t see me
in bed. Then I wondered: Can I still speak English?
Because usually in movies when you turn into an
animal you can only make the sound that the ani-
mal makes. I wanted to turn back so badly and just
be back in bed. Then all of a sudden I was swirl-
ing around in a circle and everything went dark.
When I woke up I was in bed soft asleep. Then my
mom came in and said, “Wake up sleepyhead! You
have a lot to do today!”

I just smiled and said, “You have no idea.” She
looked confused. I said, “It’s a long story.”
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Rubber Shape Creations (Flower):
Annie Linkie, 3 years old, Open
Classroom, Mr. Bullis, Geneva Day
School

Self-portrait: Andrew Drake, 2
years old, Ms. Lizama’s class,
Geneva Day School

Winter landscape: Jack Mundy, 4
years old, Pre-K class, Mrs.
O’Donnell & Mrs. Cali, Geneva Day
School

Volcano Art: Annabel Hilzenrath, 5
years old, Kindergarten, Mrs.
Hepburn & Ms. Lieberman, Geneva
Day School

Essay

Gallery

Autumn
By Charlotte Paige Cooper
Wayside Elementary School, 3rd Grade

I love autumn! Autumn is very interesting! The
steam coming off pumpkin pie smells so good!
There is so much steam, it warms me.  Leaves
crinkle as I step on them. The crinkles make me
shiver. Wind blows my hair back and feels good on
my scalp. The coldness in the air relaxes me. The
sweet aroma of apple pie is love going through my
nose. It feels nice after a long day. After the apple
pie is done cooking it’s time to dig in! When I get
home from trick-or-treating I eat the candy. Au-
tumn is my favorite season! The different colored
leaves are so beautiful!

GGAARRDDEENNEERR
Energetic gardener, 

Speaks French & English.
Fall Cleanup, weeding, planting, edging, 

mulching, maintenance. 
Excellent Potomac references.

301-980-8258

LANDSCAPING LANDSCAPING

FIREWOOD

FIREWOOD
Mixed Seasoned Hardwood

$130    half cord
$220    full cord

Call Joe at
301-856-4436

301-602-9528 Cell

GUTTER

ClassifiedClassified
Zone 5: Potomac

Ad Deadline: Monday Noon • 301-983-1900

NOTICE
Edward E. Gahres, MD is closing his 
medical practice at 5021 Seminary 
Rd, Ste 109, Alexandria, VA, on De-
cember 31, 2011. Patients interested 
in requesting copies of their medical 
records should call (703) 931-7515 

between 10 am and 4 pm, 
Mon., Tues. and Thurs.

21 Announcements 21 Announcements

21 Announcements 21 Announcements

21 Announcements 21 Announcements

21 Announcements 21 Announcements

26 Antiques

We pay top $ for antique 
furniture and mid-century 

Danish/modern
teak furniture, STERLING, 
MEN'S WATCHES, jewelry 

and costume jewelry,
paintings/art glass/clocks. 

Schefer Antiques @
703-241-0790.

Email:theschefers@cox.net

Newspapers & Online

HOW TO SUBMIT ADS TO

CLASSIFIED • CHOOSE 1 TO 6 ZONES
E-mail classified@connectionnewspapers.com

or call Andrea @ 703-778-9411

EMPLOYMENT • CHOOSE 1 TO 6 ZONES
E-mail classified@connectionnewspapers.com

      or call Barbara @ 703-778-9413

Home & GardenHome & Garden
CONTRACTORS.compotomacalmanac.com

Zone 5: Potomac

Ad Deadline: Monday Noon • 301-983-1900

EmploymentEmployment
Zone 5: Potomac

Ad Deadline: Tuesday 11 a.m. • 301-983-1900

DENTAL ASSISTANT TRAINEES
NEEDED NOW!

Dental Offices now hiring.  No experience?
Job Training & Placement Assistance Avail.

1-800-381-1734
CTO SCHEV

MMEEDD  BBIILLLL  &&  CCOODDIINNGG
Trainees NEEDED NOW

Medical Offices now hiring.  No experience?
Job Training & Placement Assistance Avail.

1-800-385-2615
CTO SCHEV

Pharmacy Technician Trainees 
Needed Now!

Pharmacies now hiring.  No experience?
Job Training & Placement Assistance Avail. 

1-877-240-4524      
CTO SCHEV

EDUCATION TRAINING

Educational
Internships

Unusual opportunity to
learn many aspects of the
newspaper business.
Internships available in
reporting, photography,
research, graphics.
Opportunities for students,
and for adults considering
change of career. Unpaid.
E-mail internship@connec
tionnewspapers.com

As much as I delude myself – and others –
into thinking that Kenny’s-life-living-with-can-
cer is just another bump in the road, I suppose
it’s only fair, after two and one half years of
weekly writing about it, to admit the truth: I
wish it were a bump in the road, but it’s more
like a sinkhole. Emotionally, physically and
every which way including loose.

Most days I manage all that I’m expected to,
reasonably well. There are other days however,
not so much. Sometimes those days relate to
something cancer-related: medication, scan,
appointment, chemotherapy – or cancellation
or change of any of the preceding; or it can be
unrelated, specifically, but related generally, as
everything becomes when you’re categorized as
“terminal.”

Having employed various mechanisms – and
rationalizations since my initial symptoms
appeared in late December, 2009 – which ulti-
mately led to my subsequent stage IV lung can-
cer diagnosis two and one half months later,
compartmentalizing has been my greatest ally.
A real-life version of “the vault” from a Seinfeld
episode, a place where information is stashed
for safekeeping and secrecy. However, “the
vault” is all mental. It’s not protected by doors
and locks. Fort Knox it’s not. In fact, gaining
entrance is fairly easy. And once inside, it’s akin
to opening a Pandora’s Box of your greatest
fears; ruling your roost; beyond your control.

And on those days when control is lost and
emotions/energy run down – and negative, and
depression sets in: wallowing is easy and giving
in to it provides a peculiar sort of calm/a why-
fight-it sort of attitude. After experiencing this
sort of mental meandering multiple times, I can
actually tell/feel when it’s happening; not
before, definitely during and almost always
after. It’s never easy. However, it is unfortu-
nately a condition with which I am all too
familiar.

Assessing its particular cause, other than the
obvious cancer connection, is also part of the
problem. Knowing and understanding its origin
provides me with another peculiar sort of calm.
What I have determined is that, as an adjunct
to the compartmentalization I regularly employ,
my subconscious is weakening under the con-
tinual stress of the diagnosis/prognosis. It works
so hard to maintain my calm exterior that occa-
sionally it loses its ability to do so, sort of like a
rubber band that eventually loses its elasticity.
The pulling and tugging and stretching on me
emotionally has the identical physical effect that
a rubber band would experience under similar
demands. And so I snap, sort of (although I
don’t shoot across the room): I get sullen and
lethargic.

Sometimes, I feel like the character Odo
(Rene Auberjonois), the Changeling/shapeshifter
from Star Trek, Deep Space Nine. In order for
Odo to maintain his “humanoid form” 16 hours
a day, rather than exist in his normal, restful,
“gelatinous state,” it required constant vigilance
on Odo’s part (emotionally, physically; who
knows really, it was Science Fiction). As such,
there were moments (episodes) when he just
couldn’t function normally in his humanoid
form; the stress internally to maintain his shape
was simply too great. It was only when he
returned to his quarters and his bucket that he
could relax and regain his composure.

Unlike Odo, I don’t have a normal state to
return to: I only have my “new normal” (Kenny-
with-cancer at age 57). And some days I won-
der if pretending I don’t have cancer might be
causing me more problems than admitting to it
would. As Dr. Sidney Freedman from the classic
television show M*A*S*H said in his farewell
episode, “Ladies and gentlemen, take my
advice, pull down your pants and slide on the
ice.” Or not.

Kenny Lourie is an Advertising Representative for
The Potomac Almanac & The Connection Newspapers.

By KENNETH B. LOURIE

State
of Flux

The biggest
things are
always the

easiest to do
because there is
no competition.

-William Van Horne



Potomac Almanac  ❖  Children’s Almanac  ❖  2011 - 2012  ❖  15www.ConnectionNewspapers.com

From Page 7

Error
By Madeleine Sparrow
Stone Ridge School of the Sacred Heart,

Grade 7
Microsoft is constantly correcting me,
Telling me I can’t spell,
And that my writing makes no sense.
Does it know nothing about poetry?
This is my writing, not the

dictionary’s.
Don’t tell me to rephrase my sentence

for your sake of clarity,
Or to follow the many rules of spell-

ing and grammar.
All across the page, red, green, and

blue lines,
Conquering my paper,
threatening me to change my ways.
As profound as the teacher’s red,

blotchy ink,
announcing a tremendous failure.
You only point out the wrongdoings

of my work.
Not just words,
but even my own name.
My name is a spelling error.
It makes me feel rejected, like I am a

mistake.

Lost
By Claire Thomas
Stone Ridge School of the Sacred Heart,

Grade 9
The sky pelts the earth with torrents

of rain,
The sharp rocks have worn down the

soles of my shoes and I experience pain,
My soaked clothing is given fingers

that cling to my freezing skin,
I am suffocated by a terrible cold

within.
I trudge alone down a gravel road,
I glance behind me at the endless

mud soaked path that led me so far
away from my abode,

My footprints follow me in a trail as
the only reminder of my presence,

The world around me is engulfed in
darkness with the moon as the only lu-
minance.

The air is still and silent with the ex-
ception of the crack of a branch,

My muscles are tensed with fear be-
cause this foreboding stillness is not
unlike the calm before an avalanche,

I imagine the sly movements of crea-
tures concealed by the wood,

And I flinch as a breeze like a whis-
per grazes the back of my neck that lacks
the protection of a hood.

I dig my fingernails into my palm,
I look down at hands so pale and thin,

now smeared with blood and this sight
does not help me keep calm,

Places
then you can go outside to play. You

can go outside even if it’s raining. Once
we went outside in the rain and fog.
When I go outside I like to play football.
Sometimes I bring books and share the
books with my friends. Anyway, let me
tell you about our football teams. Our
team’s worst day was November 14,
2011. We lost 23 – 0! We had a meet-
ing after the loss. I told the team that we
would win the next game. I also told
them some tricks to help us win and
guess what? My dream came true! We
crushed the other team 135-49! Now,
I’m just going to give you good advice …
if you want to be good at football, just
make a wish and it will come true!

Crate and Barrel
By Skylar Yentis
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

I am going to tell you about Crate and
Barrel. At Crate and Barrel, you can buy
cooking stuff. Also there are utensils and
furniture. Most of the time, I play with
the cooking stuff or look at the plates
and cups. Lastly, I take a look at the
fancy napkins.

If you see me at Crate and Barrel, tell
me if you like it or not. I can’t wait to go
to Crate and Barrel again.

The Music Center
at Strathmore

By Arushi Pant
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

I am going to tell you about
Strathmore. My favorite thing was when
we sang the Berry Picking song. I heard
lots of kinds of songs. I saw Giselle move
her fingers very fast when she was play-
ing her violin solo. Also I saw Mr. Jukes
fall because the percussion instruments
were so loud. I can’t wait to go again to
Strathmore.

Going to Subway
By Elijah Savett
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

I am going to tell you about Subway.
When I first go in, I say “Hello!” to the
person who’s working there. Then I say,
“I want a 6 inch tuna sandwich on
honey-grain bread with pickles, chips
and a cookie on the side. I eat and talk
to the person who takes me. After about
30 minutes, I’m done eating. I say “Bye,”
to the person then I go back to my old
life.

Adventure Theatre
By Natanel Ha
Beverly Farms Elementary School, 2nd

Grade

I am going to tell you about Adven-
ture Theatre. In first grade, I had a field
trip to Adventure Theatre to see If you
Give a Cat a Cupcake. When I got there
I went inside and I waited for someone
to take us to our seats. I got a really
good spot. Suddenly the lights dimmed.
The show was great. It was just like the
book. My favorite part was the ending.
It was amusing when the girl and the cat
finally ate the cupcakes and that’s when
mom came home and they got in
trouble. I was so sad when we had to go.
It’s been great to share my field trip with
you.

Words & Pictures

“Magic Bubble:” Bridgid Carey, grade 11, Stone Ridge
School of the Sacred Heart

“Parrot:” Eliana Fassihi,
grade 11, Stone Ridge
School of the Sacred Heart

Imani Benberry, Grade 7,
Stone Ridge School of the
Sacred Heart

Holly Keegan, Grade 2,
Stone Ridge School of the
Sacred Heart

“Self-Portrait:” Elizabeth
Burdett, grade 12, Stone
Ridge School of the Sacred
Heart

“Things go Better with Coke:” Meghan Pfeiffer, grade 12,
Stone Ridge School of the Sacred Heart

“Turtle:” Natalie Gosnell, grade 10, Stone
Ridge School of the Sacred Heart

To prevent my mouth from omitting
a useless cry that would reach no one’s
ears,

I listen to the stuttering of my feeble
heart and my chapped lips are burnt
with the salt from my tears.

A dead tree to my right has bare limbs
that are mangled like the web of a spi-
der,

In this terrible world I used to think
of myself as an outsider,

But as I catch a glimpse of my reflec-
tion in a puddle I see my sallow face,
empty eyes, and ratty hair and feel a
rush of horror as I realize that I might
be at home,

I tear my gaze from the sight of my
emaciated figure and finding a shred of
hope somewhere deep within, I con-
tinue to roam.

Poem in a Poem
By Katie Baith
Stone Ridge School of the Sacred Heart,

Grade 8
The squiggles form words I can un-

derstand,
Each penned by my very own hand.
A pen and paper is all I require,
For my words to take shape as death

— defiers.
A poem can be about a Horton or a

Who,

It can be an acrostic, or a haiku.
Poems might express feelings, or they

might be a funny rhyme.
They can be about any place, thing, or

time.
Some poems are a bore,
But I try to leave my readers wanting

more.
I could write a riddle in rhyme too,
I might give it as a present to you.
There are so many topics, new and

old,
I could write poetry until the sun

turns cold.
But it doesn’t matter what topic, or

kind of poetry,
As long as I’m expressing the one and

only me.
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