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Jack Faricy, grade 4,
Potomac Elementary School
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Potomac Elementary

Christopher Lindsay, grade 5 — The King’s Mouth
Anjali Kapur, grade 2

Yanet Mekonnen,
kindergarten

Brandon Monroy, grade 1

Morgan Yan, grade 3

Sienna Mezger, grade 5

Bells Mill Elementary

Arianna Sun, grade 3 Ethan Hua, grade 3
Vann Meola-Silvestri,
grade 3

Shawnie Wang, grade 3 Tiffany Hotton, grade 3

Piano Lesson
I was playing the piano and I made a mistake.
So I counted the beat and fixed my wrong notes.
The music I made sounded terrific!
I played the music the way I wanted it to be.
My music was good, so I got a sticker to put on the page.
I played all the music, and I was ready to go.
My piano lesson was fun with all my new songs.
I can’t wait to play my new songs on my piano at home.

—Troy Chou, grade 2

Troy Chou, grade 2
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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. Be-
cause of the response, we will continue to
publish more artwork and writings through-

out January.
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 2017 calendars for
early December, the deadline for submis-
sions for next year’s Children’s Almanac.
Please keep us in mind as your children
continue to create spectacular works of art
and inspiring pieces of writing in the com-
ing 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 St.,
Alexandria, VA 22314 or call 703-778-9415
with any questions.

— Editor Steven Mauren

Welcome

Churchill High School

Grant Dong, grade 12
Ariana Epstein, grade 12

Victor Ren, grade 11

Lana Bedsole, grade 12

Evan Chan, grade 12

Victor Ren, grade 11
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See Hoover Middle,  Page 12

Entering Middle School
The summer before sixth grade, I shivered and

shuddered.
“What’s wrong?” they would say.
“I’m off to sixth grade,” I would mutter.

And then it was the time; the day! The week!
That I would go to classes, seven in a row,
I was so nervous, I could barely squeak!

Soon I found out that it wasn’t too bad,
But….
Going up the stairs was the
toughest workout I ever had!
My binder is a dumbbell, which weighs 100

pounds.
It is purple and square,
Yes, it’s just as heavy as it sounds!

But on with the classes,
Here I am, first period!

My Science teacher has different attention-bring-
ers;

One is a bell (a big loud bell),
One is a whistle, so high-pitched and squeaky,
But these are nothing, compared to his last one,
His — oh my gosh — his air blast horn!
If you are ever to hear it in the room,
Oh boy, it will give you worse than a shock!

My Chinese teacher is really great too,
Her methods of teaching are very fun,
For example, when teaching us “chicken” in

Chinese,
She made a “bawk, bawk” noise!
What’s more, we play fun (and educational)

games in her class,
Like bingo, balloon pop, and hopscotch;
My record is six point five!

Despite how tiring they are,
All my classes are fun.
It’s not how I thought it would be.
Sixth grade is pretty great!
— Caroline Chou, 11, 6th grade

Journey of a Lifetime
Life is not about reaching the destination, for life

is about the events that occur throughout the jour-
ney. The events are what make life so significant
and these events can be both negative and positive
life experiences. When I was a little boy, I was di-
agnosed with a rare disease that made me very sick.
During treatment, I hated my life and I blamed the
whole world for my sickness. But when I recovered
from the disease, I felt like there was nothing that
I couldn’t do.

A year later I started elementary school. It was
a whole new world for me. I enjoyed the fun les-
sons, the bonds that were made with new friends,
and the awesome teachers who have taught me the
wonders of learning. They are what gave me a rea-
son to get up in the morning. As I approached
graduation, I was afraid that my world was com-
ing to an end.

Now my journey has taken me to Hoover Middle
School. I now understand what my grandmother
once told me. She said, “A tree may be big and
grand but it represents everything that it lived
through in its own journey.” I am what I have ex-
perienced in my journey of life. But it’s not over yet.
I will experience many more events, both negative
and positive. I do not know where I will end up at
the end of my journey but I am looking forward to
all the events that life has to offer.

— Konnor Lee, 11

Outdoor Education
The thing I’m looking forward to in the year is

Outdoor Ed. I wonder what we will be doing there
and why it costs over $50.

Everyone older than me says it is great. We get
to stay there for three days and two nights. I always
wanted to stay somewhere overnight with someone
my parents don’t know very well. They would only
let me sleep over with my cousins. Also, we get to
go hiking in the woods which I never got to do. I
am going to Skycroft which people say is the best
say while others say they are the same. I have to
be safe on the trip because there might be animals
like bears. Also, it could be very cold outside and

the whole time I will be cold.
— Bhavesh Thapar

Race, Ethnicity,
Food, and Friends

Almost all of my life I can remem-
ber, I was known as the kid with
weird food to people who weren’t
Asians. I have had friends, through-
out my life who have understood my
lunch. When I was in kindergarten
and first grade, I had a Hispanic
friend who had Native American
roots. Human evolutionarily speak-
ing, she’s Ancient Siberian and
something else. Other than that, all
my friends have more recent Asian
roots. It is good to have friends who
have different backgrounds than you
so you can understand theirs and
they can understand yours.

Currently, I have a Chinese friend
whose grandmother only speaks
Chinese which I have a hard time
understanding. My mom cooks
weird looking soup that tastes good,
and my friend’s grandmother cooks
weird soup that tastes good. My
friend’s grandma also gives my
friend “strange food.” (Soup is not
too strange, right?) I sometimes go
over to her house, and I think the
soup and the bread “buns” (I don’t
know the English name for them)
are tasty. She makes “buns” with
meat, honey, and these vegetables
that are probably green onions. Al-
though, unlike my mom, my friends
grandmother has multiple kinds of
soup. But, that makes my friend’s
understanding better. The only
thing, though, is that she’s a year
younger than me, and she can’t defend my lunch
in the cafeteria.

One thing I have not really found anyone under-
standing is my mom stuffing half the thermos with
salad mix that doesn’t match the pasta or chicken
soup stuff. My Filipino mother would occasionally
make me “bean cake,” which is a squishy cake-like
stuff with red beans in it. People would go
“Ewwwww, what IS that?!?” without even trying
it — though, personally, I think it would taste bet-
ter with chocolate.

Friends are important, especially ones of differ-
ent races/ethnicity. Most of my friends are Asians,
since I’m half Asian, and over half my swim team
is Asian. A lot of my friends are on the swim team.
Also, a lot of people on the swim team are used to
strange foods, since they are almost all Asians.
They are used to me bringing “strange” fruits to
swim meets, l like, persimmons. For the team
breakfasts, there are dumplings once or twice a
month. Almost every time there is fried rice. But,
the one thing (that is part of the main meal), is the
doughnuts and/or bagels. YUM!

All in all, everyone should have diverse friends
that will not only be good friends, but also should
make your food more enjoyable by making it seem
not “weird.” That is why being diverse and not
being afraid of it is good.

— Kelsie Miller, 11

Traffic in Potomac, Md.
Traffic in Potomac, Md., and surrounding towns

is very infuriating. The roads are smothered in
potholes, and, do not even get me started on the
one lane bridge! First of all, people on the one lane
bridge next to Glen Road do not know where they
are or what they are doing. People just blow right
through and do not have right of way, which causes
fights, and jams the four roads surrounding it. The
roads can get backed up incredibly easily, with
jams by the bridge going all the way up the hill. My
Mom lives on Jones Lane, a road that would usu-
ally be fifteen minutes away from my school on
Falls Road, and it takes us thirty-five minutes to get
to school because we have to take side roads
around the one lane bridge.

“We’re practically driving through people’s drive-
ways,” my mom says. The bridge is preserved right
now as a rustic road, but they really should widen
it.

— Chase Pantezzi, 11

Untitled
It was a December morning in Long Island, New

York. I put on my hat, winter jacket, and snow
boots so I could go on a walk. I stepped out, and it
was freezing cold and snowy outside. I could barely
see the sunrise through the vast amount of fog.
Through the mellow, gray scene, I could hear the
songbirds singing their familiar tunes. Humming
along quietly, I watched my breath while my boots
would sink into the chunky snow. Thump. Thump.
Thump. My senses were numbing.

My nose started to turn red upon my freckled
face. To pass the time while walking, I caught
snowflakes on my tongue. The brisk weather con-
sumed my senses.Yet even with this horrible
weather, I felt better. What had troubled me yes-
terday was fading away with every step I took. The
serenity was almost cathartic to me. But later, the
sun will come out. The snow will melt away, and
color will be brought to the streets of New York. I
wanted to remember this beautiful, serene day feel-
ing free.

— Zoya Chowdhury, 12

Untitled
The sun is shining,
The sky is blue.
It’s a beautiful day,
Don’t you think so too?

— Josie Cohen age 11

What makes
a good friend

I have many good friends and what makes them
so special is always making sure I’m happy and
okay. Also, they always make me laugh and I get
to talk through my problems with them. My friends
and I never get in any arguments. That is what I
like about them. We always get along.

— Julia Yue

Untitled
I step outside. My clothes slowly

soak as I put my hands into the
damp wet air. I have to walk. It’s
only three more houses down. It’s
only two more houses down. Only
one. One more. It feels as if this
last house takes hours to get by. I
feel my hair like I had just walked
out of a pool. My backpack is
soaked and thunder rumbles and
lightning strikes. I look up and

see lightning like a bolt of elec-
tricity flying through the air. The
thunder rumbles like a wolf howl-
ing at a full moon.

Drip. Drop. Drip. Drop. Clink.
Clank. Clink. Clank.

I repeatedly hear the raindrops
and water dripping on poles which
make whistling like sounds. The
wind blows on me like a fan on full
power. I feel like my own personal
cloud exploded on my head. I wipe
my face of tears and rain as my
best friend who moved to Califor-
nia wipes her sweat across her
face. The thunder strikes a pole
and there is a huge commotion.

Everyone shrieks. The security
guards sit around and do their jobs
glumly. The thunder strikes loudly
and I feel a quivering chill run
down my body. I made it. I made
it inside.

— Anisha Poojary, 11

Little Rabbit
I have a little rabbit
His coat as soft as snow
I can tell when he is happy
As far as thumping goes
I have a little rabbit

A barcode on his ear
And when we come to pick him up
He always hops with fear
I have a little rabbit
A naughty one you see
But when we come to bring him food
He always hops with glee!

— Joanna Morales, 11

Mysterious Figure
The grass was unkempt and moist. The harsh

wind whipped through Sophie’s curly blond hair as
the breeze took her hood off her head.The

crescent moon gleamed bright through the dark
clouds. Her footsteps made an ominous sound
through the ground as she walked toward her
grandmother’s grave. Sophie placed the rose next
to the marker and sent a silent prayer. As she was
getting up, a slim wisp of fog blew across her face.
Sophie shivered and drew her jacket closer, not
that it would make her any warmer. Abruptly, she
felt like something was watching her. Then she
realized that the fog had drifted behind her and
had grown larger in size. Every second she stood
there the wisp grew bigger and bigger until it did
not resemble a thread of a cloud anymore. Amazed,
she watched its shadow flashed on the ground by
the moonlight as it turned into a figure. Suddenly
she felt a cold breath on top of her head. Slowly,
she turned her head and looked up. Above her
stood a crooked hooded figure smiling smugly
down at her. Everything clicked into place at that
moment. She recognized that figure. Sophie
screamed.

— Sylvia Thomson, 11

The 2016
Election Winner

Some people think the U.S. is done, and some
think it’s only just begun. With a random million-
aire in office in Donald J. Trump who knows what’s
going to happen? He might be the best president
and “MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN” or he could
completely ruin this country and put everyone in

Hoover Middle

Alexander Lindsay, 7th grade — Snowfall of Leaves
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Camp
      Olympia

June 19 – September 1
(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 & More
EXTENDED DAY • DOOR-TO-DOOR TRANSPORTATION

YEAR-ROUND HORSEBACK RIDING

Open Houses • 3:30 P.M.
Saturdays: Jan. 21, 28, Feb. 4 & 25

Spring Break Camp: April 10-14, 17

SUMMER DAY CAMP

Orthodox Christian
Celebration of the Nativity

Come join us as we celebrate the Birth of Christ!

January 6 Royal Hours 9am
Great Compline 7:30pm

January 7 Divine Liturgy 10am

www.holyresurrection.com

Holy Resurrection Orthodox Church
10201 Democracy Blvd, Potomac, MD 301-299-5120
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See Second Chances,  Page 13

Second Chances
I clutched the hand of my mother as we en-

tered the halls of Lakewood Middle School.
Throngs of students passed us, and teachers
holding manila folders scurried everywhere
like frantic mice.

My family had moved from Ohio, and I was
continuing eighth grade in Michigan. I
wouldn’t have cared as much if I’d started on
the first day of school, but I had to start in
January when the social groups had been de-
termined and the teachers knew if a student
was a troublemaker.

The principal didn’t seem to like children.
He handed me my agenda book and started a
conversation with my mother.

Walking through the school was like walk-
ing through a corn maze. Hallways stretched
in all directions, and posters dangled from the
polished white bricks. By the time I found my
locker, the bell clanged, and students cleared
from the hallway to their classrooms like be-
ing sucked away by magnets.

Frenziedly, I stuffed my backpack into my
tomato-red locker and closed it. I was ready
for anything.

Apparently, I wasn’t. When I creaked open
the door of my first period, 24 pairs of eyes
swiveled toward me. Instantly, my face turned
as red as my locker. A man in a Patriots jersey
turned around from a desk, and his whole face
lit up like a desk lamp. “You must be Sarah!”
He said to the class, “Class, this is Sarah. She’s
a new student. Could you tell us about your-
self?” I’m not great at public speaking at the

best of times, but when the piercing stares of
24 students are drilling into me, I break apart.
So, I stood there like a bump on a log while
whispers traveled around the room.

The teacher cut in quickly, “Alright, my name
is Mr. Campbell, and I’m your Period 1 teacher.
I teach English.” Mr. Campbell checked a blue
notebook and pointed to a desk in the corner
of the room, back row, right next to the vent.
Finally, he handed me a stack of thick paper
and nudged me gently toward my seat.

After what felt like an infinity of
Shakespeare, I finally escaped my classroom
into the buzzing halls. Lunch –– my favorite –
– was next. I felt a tap on my shoulder as I was
opening my locker and turned around to see a
girl with gold-copper hair smiling at me.

“Hi! I’m Nicole. I’m in your English class. I’m
sitting at Table 6A if you want to sit with us.
It’s next to the vending machines.” She
flounced away before I could say anything.

I hadn’t walked far until I noticed Nicole and
two other girls snickering near the water foun-
tains. Nicole pointed at me, and the girls
erupted in laughter. My face flared pink, and I
felt like a spotlight was pointed at me. I turned
around and raced away.

I made my way down to the cafeteria, fol-
lowing the crowds. Nicole and her clique were
already there, at Table 6A as she had prom-
ised. From the entrance, they could be spotted
a million miles away. I breathed and walked
slowly toward the table. Nicole, unfortunately,
recognized me immediately and beckoned me
over.

“This is Sarah,” Nicole announced. “She’s

new.” The girls surveyed me closely and my
blushes resumed. I sat down on the edge of a
bench, and I was forgotten while the other girls
gossiped about the eighth grade.

Immediately, the group starting chattering
about a girl named Brittany Hagerson. Nicole’s
clique was not a fan of her and regarded her
with a nasty tone.

I felt a deep pang for whoever Brittany was.
“Who’s Brittany?” I asked. Nicole rolled her
eyes and replied, “Brittany is this girl who no
one likes. We were best friends in third grade,
but when her dad died, Brittany missed the
whole fourth grade. When she returned in fifth
grade, she became all quiet. No one knows
why.”

The next day, I stepped into the school build-
ing, and surprisingly, a group of eighth grad-
ers who I didn’t know smiled at me and ex-
claimed, “Hey Sarah!”

My days were brighter after that. People
thought me as one of them, but I never stopped
wondering about Brittany.

During the week after spring break, I was
talking with Ivy — Nicole’s best friend — at
the lunch table. I saw a girl, deep in a novel,
walk into the lunchroom from the back en-
trance and sit down by herself at the corner
table. Kids tossed food and laughed all around
her, but she was isolated alone in her little land
at the corner lunch table, eating a ham-and-
cheese sandwich. I recognized her as Brittany.

My thoughts kicked in. Should I protect my
reputation and stay at Nicole’s table, or lose
everything and talk to her? Since I thought

Hoover Middle School
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Geneva Day School

Ava Rouhanian, 4, Potomac,
kindergarten, Art History —
Illuminated Letters

Bilal Qadir, 4, Potomac,
kindergarten, Art History —
Medieval Self Portrait Declan Newby, 4, Bethesda — Leaf Prints

Dylan Pachano, 4 —
Apple Tree

Karsyn Taylo, 2, Bethesda — Splatter Painting

Kasra Orandi, 4, Potomac
— Mat Man

Mia Bloom, 4, Potomac —
Coffee Filter Watercolor Butterfly

Owen Kozlosky, 3, Potomac —
Mixed Media Collage in Blue Payton Gwynn, 2, Potomac — Handprint Turkey

Rachel Sivak, 4, Potomac —
Naturescape

Xander
Jamgochian,
2, Bethesda
— Big Green
Monster

Zara Razzak, 4,
N. Bethesda —
Styrofoam
Etched Tree

Julia Wong, 3,
Bethesda —
Apple Tree
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Find us on Facebook
and become a fan!

www.Facebook.com/
connectionnewspapers

www.connectionnewspapers.com

Catering to Potomac for 28 years

Sprinkles
FREE

Kiddie Size
Potomac Place Shopping Center

10148 River Road
Potomac Village, Md. 20854

301-254-7776
Sprinklespotomac.com

• Fronana
• Fat-Free Frozen Yogurt
• Sugar-Free 8-Calorie
   Frozen Yogurt
• Espresso
• Donuts, Bagels & Pastries
• Homemade Fudge
• Catering

Super Premium Ice Cream
 40 Flavors

Not affiliated with or owned
or operated by Sprinkles

Cupcakes, LLC.

Limit one coupon per customer
Exp. 1/31/17

(Children 12 & under only)

See Christ,  Page 15

A Fast Ticking
Clock

So much depends upon
a fast ticking clock
and an annoyed parent
telling me to hurry.

— Rachel Hazelwood, 12,

grade 6, Gaithersburg

Arctic Fox (inspired
by Valerie Worth)

The orange fox, stark still, bristles fur,
from the cold, of snow, bunches hind

legs, then charges with ears pricked,
jumps, flies with body stretched out.
Plummets at an arch, detects something,
under the snow, bushy tail waving like
a flag, timing his landing: then he
lunges, teeth bared, straight into the
snow, and catches a mouse: Who would
believe that this isn’t a miracle?

— Ella Kim, 11, grade 6,

Silver Spring

Maddy and The
Eternal Sleep

I awoke with a start. Opening my eyes
to what seemed like an abyss of dark-
ness, I couldn’t help asking myself the
uncanny question; why am I awake?

As my eyes adjusted to the inky dark-
ness, I could barely make out the
iridescent glare of my digital alarm
clock. It signaled that it was still 3 a.m.
As soon as I sat up and left my toasty
blanket behind, the frigid air seemed to
nip at any exposed skin. So, I dove back
under the inviting warmth of the blan-
ket. I came to the sudden realization
that I needed to tinkle. In fact the urge
was so strong that I practically ran down
the hall to the bathroom.

As I passed the stairwell, I saw my
parents; my father was holding my
mother’s shoulders tightly in a failed
attempt to comfort her while my mother
held her head in her hands. She silently
wept. As I watched this scene, I imme-
diately knew that something was wrong.
My mind raced for possible explana-
tions. Then suddenly the thought came
into my mind. Could it be? As soon as I
asked the question my heart did somer-
saults, “Is Maddy dead?”

Maddy was our dog. We had just got-
ten her a month before from a rescue

dog shelter. Maddy was very cute with
a slightly wild side, probably owing to
the time she’d spent in various kennels
around the country. I looked at my
mother’s tear-soaked face longing to be
mistaken, but all my mother did was
nod her head solemnly. It felt like I had
just been stabbed with a knife. All I
could feel was gut-wrenching sadness.
My breaths became shorter and my
knees began to buckle. Still light-headed
I stumbled down the stairs, bracing
myself for the horrendous sight of my
deceased dog. There she was in her
usual place, a small plastic pen where
she slept. Only this time, she didn’t
move. She had been fine just two days

Christ Episcopal School

Katie Brown, 13, grade 7, Rockville — Multi Media Collage Underwater Landscape

Abel Yohannes, 13, grade 8,
Silver Spring — Mosaic Self
Portrait

Maxwell Gundling, 13,
grade 8, Rockville — Mo-
saic Self Portrait

Hank Reemes, 12, grade 7,
Rockville — Pop Art Self
Portrait Print

Juliette Mamalian, 9, grade
4, Potomac — Seasonal
Landscape Weaving

Caden Campbell, 4th
grade, Blessed Sacrament
School in Chevy Chase
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McLean School — Upper School

Anna Houston, grade 11
Kyle Shapiro, grade 12

Noah Freedman, grade 12 Arielle Ungar, grade 12

Michael Corinaldi, grade 12 Jess Mitchell, grade 12

Brianna Curtis,
grade 12

Isa Louis-Charles,
grade 10

Sam Rappaport,
grade 12

Tess Rauscher,
grade 12

McLean School — Middle School

Alyssa Warring, grade 5 Suzette Kincer, grade 6

Annabelle Koss, grade 7

Langston
Overton,
grade 5

Gianna
Beziat,

grade 5

Ella Smith, grade 6 Katherine Quispe,
grade 5

Maria Ingraham, grade 5 Heather Varblow,
grade 5

McLean School — Lower School

Aidan McNally, grade 4 Eliana Shimshi, grade 3

Bryn Kade, grade 4 William LeBlanc,
grade 4

Alexandra Harrison,
grade 3

Gabriel Adum, grade 4

Gabriela Quispe, grade K Isabell Ramirez Blonska, grade 3

Carter Wernick,
grade 1

Bella Selin-Williams,
grade 2

Taylor Dresner,
grade 2

Alyssa Peterson,
grade K

Caroline
Anthony,
grade 8
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See Norwood,  Page 11

Norwood School

Belle, Norwood School, grade 1

Claudia, Norwood School, grade 1

Bianca, Norwood School, grade 2 Donald Cooney, 8, Potomac, grade 2

Andrew,
Norwood
School, Kin-
dergarten

Alex F.,
Norwood

School, grade 1

Ellery,
Norwood
School, grade 2

Gavin, Norwood
School, grade 2

Jacob,
Norwood
School,
grade 4

Nathan,
Norwood

School,
grade 2

Turtles
SPLASH! A big wave had just washed

over me. I was soaking wet from head
to toe. Water came down my throat and
it was gross and salty, but the beach was
wonderful. My sister started laughing at
me so I flicked some of the water that
was on me to her. She started chasing
me, and when I ran on the sand, it felt
warm and soft like a pair of socks. My
feet were wet, so the sand stuck to my
feet. When my sister and I got tired of
running, we went to the big rocks that
were covered in moss. The moss looked
like a big, green, fuzzy blanket on the
rocks. When my sister and I were on the
rocks I could hear the ocean waves and
see how big the ocean was.

When we started climbing farther up,
we saw a big rock with tiny rocks on top.
The big rocks were slippery, covered in
moss, and sharp. When my sister and I
got up to the top, I could smell the
warm, salty sea air. The big rock had a
lot more tiny rocks than I imagined.
When I tried to pick up one, they were
stuck on the rock! My sister tried, too,
but neither of us could pick up the rocks.
Then I realized the “tiny rocks” were
actually turtles!

I could see that the turtles were actu-
ally moving slowly. The turtles had
amazing patterns, and they really
looked like rocks. The turtles’ shells
were really rough. My sister and I ran
back to tell our parents, and they were
both surprised.

The turtle beach memory will stick to
me just like the turtles sticking to the big
rocks.

— Elizabeth, grade 5

Crabbing in
Delaware

“I got one!” I shouted. My family and
I were crabbing in Delaware, and I had
just gotten a crab on my line. My dad
grabbed a net and slowly walked to me.
When he got to the line he put the net
about an inch over the water. Then I
started slowly reeling in the line. The
crab on the bottom was still chewing the
line, and because I was reeling the line,
the crab was getting lifted up, too.

The crab didn’t realize that it was off
the bottom, but it was already two feet
away from me. When I could see its
eyes, I looked at dad. He held up an
okay sign, because any sound would
alert the crab it was on a line, and then
it would swim away. Then he held up
three fingers, then two, then one. I
yanked up the line while dad lunged
with the net. The net’s rim hit the crab’s
shell, but my dad was quick. He leaped
with the net and got the crab!

We quickly measured it, and it was
over seven inches. We could keep it, but
one crab can’t feed six people. There
was another man out there who looked
like a serious crabber, because he had
net floaters and steel reinforced line. We
gave our crab to him, along with the
other one we caught.

That was the best day of the trip, and
we had a LOT of fun! My family has
gone crabbing in Delaware every sum-
mer for five years, but I will never forget
that moment!

— Adam, grade 5

Self-Conflict
I’ve been torn in a self-conflict before.

It wasn’t amazing, with a hopeful story
that inspires everyone to go out and fly
or something, however it proves I’m a
survivor. I’ve always been the person
that keeps to themselves; I’m terrible in
social situations. Unlike my brother,
however, where it seems like he’s a per-
son magnet. Books were my friends over

the summer. I didn’t have anything else
to do. My best friend Julia had just
moved to Oklahoma and my other best
friend Sophia belongs to a military fam-
ily. One moment they’re here and the
next they’re off to some remote territory
in the middle of Alaska because duty
calls. She’s not left, yet. You may have
noticed I don’t smile a lot. My friends
were the reason I smiled.

It was the middle of the summer
when I realized that I might never see
my friends again. Honestly, it was heart-
breaking. We’d grown on each other,
and clung like vines. We’d come up with
so many jokes between us, that no one
bothered to join our little trio. They’d
just feel left out. So when I realized that
I’d walk through these halls without my
shield, without my friends, it was sad.

For the rest of the summer it felt like
my brain was void of thought, my legs
on autopilot. I only walked paths I’d
walked before, almost in a trance, I tried
to purposely introduce thoughts to my
void mind, I’d thought if I filled my head
with ideas from books that’d make me
think again. I was wrong. It would work
sometimes, I’d be walking and suddenly
I’d remember a scene from one of my
favorite books, and I’d think about that
for a while. But it didn’t always stay. I
usually chose not to tell people this be-
cause I was worried. I was worried that
if I learned to lean on someone again I’d
end in the same pit of emptiness I was
in not long ago. I continuously use a
book as my cover when I’m not told to
do anything. There had been a kind of,
darkness, that surrounded my heart.
Something that held me back.

I’ve always been torn. Torn between
staying to myself or finding someone to
lean on and take that risk that they’d let
me fall. It kept me paranoid. I was
awake until I cried myself to sleep.

Nowadays I walk through the hall-
ways of school with my binder and
tablet in hand, ready to go to the next
class. If I ever feel down, or that dark-
ness returns, I look for my new friends.
It doesn’t completely feel like I’m com-
plete like my old friends. It doesn’t
completely feel like both of us are lean-
ing on one another in perfect harmony
like it did with my other friends, but it’s
close enough. I don’t feel alone any-
more.

— Annie, grade 7

California
I closed my eyes and imagined a soft

bed. Just ten more minutes until we
reach the campsite, I reminded myself.
I repeated the words to myself over and
over again. They sounded so amazing at
the time! I pictured what my campsite
would look like, for I was very anxious
to see it.

“When are we going to get there?” I
asked my Uncle Tony once more.

“I think we’re here!” he told me.
I remember being so excited. The

campsite was far more beautiful than I
had imagined. We took about an hour to
look around and get settled. Uncle Tony
made our food, while Dad took out
warm clothes since it was getting colder
by the second. Finally, dinner was
served. We hungrily bit in. After dinner
Dad cleaned the dirty dishes, while I got
my book out and started reading. Later,
we all went to sleep. Uncle Tony pre-
ferred to sleep outside, while Dad and I
chose the cozy tent.

The next day, I spent my morning try-
ing to catch frogs and tadpoles. I caught
one frog and two tadpoles, but I let them
all go. After about an hour, I got tired
and left the frogs alone to have break-
fast. They happily swam away deep into
the lake. When I came back, Dad was
staring at the bowls, he looked shocked.
“No way! There is chipmunk poop in our
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Norwood School

bowls,” he said. We washed the bowls
with boiling water, which made them
safe to eat from.

After breakfast, we hiked to Chewing
Gum Lake and back. We hiked about 2.8
miles, and I was exhausted when we
came back to our campsite. I sat on a big
rock, as the gentle breeze blew at my
hair. I stared at the lake and thought
about the fun day.

At about 10 p.m. the stars came out.
They were incredible! There were so
many, and all of them were extremely
bright. I saw about five shooting stars in
the night sky before Dad made me go to
bed.

The next day, we started our hike
back. I had a quick flashback of all the
amazing things Dad, Uncle Tony, and I
did. Definitely a memory to treasure.

— Leila, grade 5

First Impression
The city was buzzing with excitement

and allergies were raging. The sun rose
like a fresh egg yolk sliding across a pan.
It was spring time in Washington, D.C.

The long and late night before left its
fair share of lines on Sumner’s and my
faces and we were ready for a new day.
It all started with a typical routine of
going to breakfast. Not so typical was
that I was wearing a bright blue unicorn
onesie and Sumner, a heavily-animated
panda onesie. We rushed to the coffee
shop and strolled around the pristine
streets of Bethesda when Sumner men-
tioned the huge National Science Fair in
the Convention Center in downtown
D.C. Both of us suddenly had a lightbulb
light up in our brain as we glanced over
the skyline toward the Metro Center. As
the sweaty, uncomfortable train seats

stuck to our fuzzy suits, the generic
Metro voice only inclined our excite-
ment to go into the city.

The Convention Center was full of
people smarter than the both of us and
that was the entire fair in a nutshell. Our
stomachs grumbled as we listened to a
college student drone on “DID YOU
KNOW ROOTS HAVE HAIRS?!?!” This
became irritating pretty fast. We soon
left the Convention Center to go to an
even more fascinating place – a restau-
rant! We ordered piles and piles of
traditional Chinese dishes when all of
the sudden, my sister Patsy walked in,
followed by a teacher from my school.
They caught us in the act of gobbling up
thousands of calories at a time. I hadn’t
felt so stupid in my entire life. The awk-
ward eye contact between me and my
future science teacher never seemed to
end. Finally, her eyes trailed from my
eyes to the tail and horn on my pajamas.
After an awkward inspection, I simply
turned back to grab a dumpling and
turned back to the window to give Patsy
a dirty look. I could feel my face, hot
with humiliation. It almost felt like an
invasion of my private life, until I real-
ized I had been trotting around one of
the largest cities in the world in a uni-
corn onesie. What a delightful first
impression.

— Maggie, grade 7

My Dad!
Yes! It’s science class, we get to build

the Great Wall of China with clay! I’m in
a group with my friends. YES-YES-YES!

First we built small mountains and
then we put a l-o-n-g flat piece of clay
on top of the mountains.

But I had something in my mind. I
couldn’t wait until my dad came home.

He had been in Kuwait for five months!
And he was coming home tomorrow. I
was still building when I heard foot-
steps. I saw my mom peek in, and then
there he was. My dad? YES, IT WAS
HIM! My heart was pounding. I ran to
hug him! I couldn’t believe it!

He asked, “How are you?” I was
speechless. My mom and my brother
were watching. The hug felt so good.

The he told me the story how he got
an early flight home. He had to go home
to unpack. I went back to class with a
BIG smile on my face. I went back to
building the Great Wall of China with
clay.

— Lauren, grade 3

Seeing the
Springbuck

One day I went on a safari in South
Africa. It was a hot day. I took a big gulp
of nice cold water. It felt nice. We were
in a car in the middle of a plain then I
looked around and saw nothing, but I
could hear something. It sounded like
munching in the grass. Then, I looked
up and saw a springbuck. It leaped. It
jumped. I could not take my eyes off of
it. It was as graceful as a tree blowing
in the wind. I told my dad. My dad told
my mom. My mom told my sister. Then
it looked at me and then it ran away.

— Cole, grade 3

Talking Elk
It was a frigid morning in

Yellowstone. I was walking to the café
with my mom and my brother. We

Eric, Norwood School,
grade 3

Grace, Norwood School,
grade 8

Douglas, Norwood School,
grade 8

Addison, Norwood School,
KindergartenSee Norwood,  Page 14
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Reflections
Hi, my name is Lauren Ty. I am 11

years old and I go to Hoover Middle
School. I like doing many different
things like sports, art, singing and
dancing. My painting represents me
because as you can see there are four
different colors. In each arrangement
in the painting, I’ve put in the same
colors but their form is different.
Each of those pieces of work repre-
sents my different traits. For
example, I am athletic and adventur-
ous, dog/friend/family lover,
hardworking and intelligent, and the
biggest of all … goofball! All of the
pieces of work put together represent
me and all my different traits. Like
how all the colors come together to
create this work of art, all of my traits
come together to create me. Every
day I show my different traits. Like on
a math test, I am very focused and
hardworking. In gym, I am athletic
and run around a lot. With family and
friends, I am loving and free to be
myself. All day, I am silly whether it
is around friends or teachers,
whether it is at school or at home.
There is never a day where I am not
myself, and I do not show my traits.
I hope you liked my painting and my
story behind it.
— Lauren Ty, 6th grade

poverty. Who knows? He said he didn’t
want to live in the White House so why
in the world did he run? He also said he
wanted to kick out all the illegals and
build a wall on the border between
Mexico and the U.S. Let’s see what he
does.

— Kaiden Youssefieh, 12

Give a Gift
If I could give my immediate family

any gift that didn’t cost money, I would
decide to give them some kind of service
pass. Instead of buying them something
that they may lose interest in quickly,
and they may not really need, I would
let them use me for whatever tasks they
needed for one day, like a miniature
servant. For example, if my father used
his pass the day after Christmas, I would
be his assistant and do whatever work-
related tasks he wanted to complete for
that day. That would be my “priceless”
gift to my close family, that could pos-
sibly make them feel happier and less
stressed.

— Nicholas Porter, 12

Best Gift I Have
Ever Received

The best gift I have ever received was
a box that contained an iPad, an auto
robot that cleaned your room, a profes-
sional basketball, a ton of professional
badminton birdies, a professional bad-
minton racket, about ten nerf guns and
three comic collections and my favorite:
A one thousand inches toy racing track
plus ten toy cars go on it that’s really
cool. I received this gift when I thought
my birthday party was about to end.
Instead, ten kids stayed longer, and two
more kids had a sleep-over in my house.
Well, of course this box was not from
one person. All my uncles and aunts
gave this to me together. This was a re-
ally good gift from everyone, and I really
liked it better than if everyone gave me
a random gift.

— Andy Liang, 11

Swimming
The thing I am most looking forward

to this year is swimming. I really want
to improve my times from last year, and
train harder to become better. This year
I feel like I it is my year, almost like my
breakout year, or the year I go from
good to great. I just think that, if I eat
healthy, train at home, and swim harder
at swim practice, something great will
happen. That is why I think swimming
is the thing I most look forward to.

— William Kertajaya, 11

The Haunted House
It was Halloween night and my

friends and I were heading out to the
house next door. It was surprisingly
dark and cold this night. Of course no
one really noticed because of the candy,
costumes, and scares. We got to the
driveway and I was just the slightest bit
creeped out. The shutters were crooked,
the door was scratched, the roof had a
hole in it, and the whole house was a
complete mess. Worst of all there was a
faint red glow just inside that hole in the
roof. I did not admit it to anyone, but
there was no way I was going in that
haunted house. I entered though, not
wanting to feel like a baby.

This was my worst nightmare. I could
barely see through the billions of cob-
webs. Once I reached the stairs, I
realized that my friends had gone the
other way. The faint red glow was up
the stairs. I climbed the rotted stairs as

they squeaked and groaned under my
pressure. I made to the top, fortunately,
without having my foot falling through
the stairs. As silently as I could I crept
up to the door with the mysterious glow.
When I opened it, it made the weirdest
sound. I peeked around the door and
saw something. Another door. I walked
through what I thought was the worst
room in the house to the second door.
As I was doing this I tripped over some-
thing. A bone. I did not know who’s
bone and I did not want to. I just kept
walking and did not look down when
something snapped under my foot, I was
too grossed out. When I tried to open
the second door though it would not
budge. Then I kicked the door. It fell
right over into the other room. This
room was the most ghostly room in the
house.

I could not take it anymore. Without
even searching for the red glow, I ran
straight out the door way, down the
stairs, and out to the front lawn. That
was when I realized my best friends
were still inside of the house.

— Sydney Willich, 11

Smile
Smile
The sun is bright
Today is a day
With no bad sights
For anyone to see
Smile
The birds are singing
In the trees
Stop clinging
To your doubts so long
Smile
The flowers are here
All to see their beauty
Can’t cry about there
That’s behind you now
Smile
You have no reason to hide
It’s your stage to shine
Now it’s time to glide
On your new wings
To
Blue
Skies

— Melody Qian, 11

Untitled
I am Aldon Tadmor. I was born in Is-

rael. I want to be an actor when I grow
up. I do not want it for the money, I
want it for the fun. I enjoy singing, danc-
ing, and acting. Currently I am in my
third play, but only my second musical.
I did in my history, “The Adventures of
Tom Sawyer,” “Fiddler on the Roof,”
and currently, “Into The Woods.” I en-
joy acting very much and hope to go to
Lee Strasberg Institute of Acting. I then
plan to live a life with a wife and kids. I
want to be mainly in movies but, I won’t
be dissatisfied with plays or small mov-
ies. I love acting!

— Alon Tadmor, 11

Giving my time
If I could give my family any gift that

didn’t cost money it would be my time.
I regret not being able to spend time
with my sister especially when I was
younger and when she was less busy. I
am the youngest in my family and I feel
that when I am older I might not have
them by my side. I know I will regret this
in the future so I would give my time to
them now rather

than regretting it in the future. Giving
them my time will not only make them
feel happy but will make me feel happy
because spending time with family is
always fun. The other day me and my
siblings were talking about how the TV
shows were so good back then.

We laughed, talked, and made jokes

about the shows while eating dinner. I
realized that time is precious so use it
wisely.

— Jenna Jeon, 11

What I Think Good
Parents Are

A good parent always supports you
through your hard times. They will al-
ways pull you when you fall. They will
always teach you what is right and what
is wrong. Your parents will always show
endless love in you!

No matter how powerful your parents
are, they will still try their best to sup-
port you! They will try their best to
make you a good person.

You should be nice to your parents for
what they have done to you!

— Todd Zhou, 11

What I Think
Life Is All About

We are the sum of experiences that
we encounter as we go through life. Day
to day struggles and excitements are
experienced by all of the world’s crea-
tures. As human beings, when we
encounter a challenge, we have to
choose how to react. Every decision that
we make leads us down a different road.
We will never come to exactly the same
crossroads as others. It is our job to
choose the right decision. Every decision
that we make has specialty. The tiniest
choice that we make can change
throughout the entire universe. Every
choice you make can change your life
forever .…

— Todd Zhou, 11

Car Crashes
One day driving,
You were waiting at a red light.
Then, boom someone slams your car!
You skid into the middle of the road.

Someone slams into you again!
What do you do next?
It depends on who you are …

— Todd Zhou, 11

Diversity
Diversity is very important among

communities. We need a diverse com-
munity so we can job specialization and
everyone can be unique the way they
are. If everyone is the same, then no-
body will have the freedom to express
their opinion and be different!

— Todd Zhou, 11

The Best Day Ever
The best day of my life was when I

had friends go to my birthday party, for
the first time. It was August 6, 2016,
when I picked up my friends Hanfei and
Leo, along with my immigrant cousin,
my sister and dad. I knew that this day
was going to be packed with adventure.

We ate lunch at Silver Diner, but
there wasn’t much food that was eaten.
After lunch at Silver Diner, we visited
Glow-Golf with a laser maze, which was
pretty cool. Just before the Escape
Room, we visited Carmen’s Italian Ice,
with a mango and strawberry gelati.

The Escape Room was full of skel-
etons, since I chose the Pirate mission.
We were all scared, and failed the mis-
sion. Leo hit his back on the fireplace, so
that delayed us. We were only one step
away from escaping, but overall had a
good time. After the escape room, we
just relaxed at home until 9:00. I have
to say, that day was awesome!

— Nathaniel Wu, 12

Family
Family is a wonderful thing.
They love you as their child.
You should play with family most.
They love you and you will feel mild.
Play with them, hang out with them.
They will never mind.

Make dinner with them,
and eat with them.
Many reasons you will find.
You celebrate with them,
Have fun with them.
Christmas, Thanksgiving, your birth-

day.
Thank your parents for having you,
Your family will say YAY!
It will make their day.

— Julia Yue, 11

Friends
Friends are friends,
Friendship never ends.
They will always love you,
And you will love them too.
Friends are friends,
Friendship never ends.
They are like family,
You will always see.
They love you, hug you,
Play with you, and more.
They help you, smile at you,
And open the door
For you.

— Julia Yue, 11

Where is my
Puppy Dog?

Where is my puppy dog,
The one that is long gone?
Where is my puppy dog,
Is he in the log?
Where is my puppy dog,
Is he in the fog?
Where is my puppy dog,
The one that loves meat?
Where is my puppy dog,
The one that loves biting feet?
Where is my puppy dog,
Is he in the willow?
Where is my puppy dog?
Oh! I found him under my pillow!

— Julia Yue, 11

See Hoover,  Page 14
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Selling Your
Home in a

Slow Market
In today’s market, Realtors® and sellers
are paying more attention to the impor-
tance of “thinking outside the box”. The
real estate market of the 21st century is
challenging and changing at the pace of
technology—in other words, at warp speed!
Gone are the days of simply popping a “For
Sale” sign in the yard, creating an MLS list-
ing and placing an advertisement in the
Sunday papers. Though that’s tradition—
and those methods of home sale are cer-
tainly still necessary and vital—they’re sim-
ply not enough to make your home distinct
in the real estate market of today. Savvy
Realtors® and sellers know that it takes
more—much more—to successfully close on
a home and maximize on the home’s worth.
Today’s buyer is looking for more than just
a place to hang their hat—they’re looking
for a property that reflects their lives, their
values and their lifestyle. It’s as much
about where your grill will be during the
summer months and what kind of garden
you’ll put in come springtime as it is about
having four walls four walls and a roof.
Home staging is a perfect jumping-off point.
Most buyers can’t imagine themselves in a
space while it’s full of the things that make
your house a home—so step one in selling,
especially in a slow market, is de-cluttering
all the spaces and storing all the home deco-
rations that make it look like “yours”.
Likewise, keeping the counters clear and
the spaces clean and tidy make a world of
difference.  Next, have a Kodak moment
with your house—glossy print magazines,
social media and virtual tours are where
most home buyers start looking. If they fall
in love with a picture of your house, you’ve
got a better chance of them making an offer
once they see it in person. There’s a num-
ber of ways to make the most of a slow mar-
ket and sell your home for its maximum
value—sit down with your Realtor® and
start drawing up your plan for success!

From Page 5

Second Chances
my social status was more important than a
girl who lacked friends, I stayed and, for the
first time, joined in on the taunting of Brittany
Hagerson.

It was 5th period. Ms. Quincy explaining the
quadratic formula was interrupted by the crack-
ling of the loudspeaker and the secretary croak-
ing, “Ms. Quincy, could you have Sarah Quinn
come down to the guidance office right now?”

My Math teacher looked at me and said, “Go
ahead.” My mind swirled with fear during my
journey. Was it about Brittany? The guidance
counselor, Mrs. Darcy, was waiting in her of-
fice when I walked in. “Hi Sarah,” she stated
calmly. Seeing my wide-eyed stare, she con-
tinued, “You’re not in trouble.” Relieved, I
pulled the padded chair from the table and sat.
Mrs. Darcy’s office smelled like lavender per-
fume. Her twins were playing soccer from be-
hind the picture frame on her desk, and a
purple Pilot pen was positioned at exactly 180˚
in front of it.

The guidance counselor stretched her lips up
in what looked almost like a smile. She began,
“Have you heard of Brittany Hagerson?” I nod-
ded. “Well, I’m sure you know what happened
to her. Her leaving her elementary school for a
year was a big shock for the county, and we’ve
been trying to do everything we could to help
Brittany. However, I’m going to have to ask you
a favor.

“Could you sit with Brittany at lunch? Until
she’s ready to socialize again, as she has been
sitting by herself for three years ever since she
entered school again in fifth grade. I’m sure
you understand her pain, seeing what a nice
girl you are. You just need to talk to her a little
bit.” I gulped. I could imagine myself after be-
ing seen sitting with the girl everyone despised.
“Sure,” I wheezed before I could think, my
throat caught.

Mrs. Darcy looked relieved. “Great!” When I
returned to Math class, butterflies were still
flying in a big knot in my stomach. What had I
done?

I sat at Brittany’s table the next day. The lunch
line was a mile long; the tables mostly empty.

My companion for the period shuffled into
the cafeteria right after I had sat down. I was
munching on some chips when Brittany lifted
her head and saw me. She sat down on the
other end of the bench but kept the corner of

her eye on me like an abandoned dog.
Picking up my lunch, I slid down until I was

next to her. “Hey,” I said. “I’m Sarah. You’re
Brittany, right?” She nodded, and I noticed she
had an aroma of chocolate.

I continued, “Do you bake? You smell really
good.” Surprised, Brittany nodded again.
“Yeah, actually,” she squeaked. “I made some
cookies this morning. Do you want one?” She
offered me a cookie from a small bag, and I
accepted, grateful.

By the time the bell rang, we were chatting
like old friends. Brittany had a big Labrador,
lived with her mom, and loved baking.

However, as I was leaving the lunchroom, a
big smile on my face, Nicole caught up to me.
“Why did you sit with that troll today instead
of us?” My heart lurched at the name Nicole
had called Brittany.

I replied, my heart beating like a drum, “Mrs.
Darcy made me. She said that I have to sit with
her until she has friends again.” Before I could
stop myself, I added, “Actually she’s really nice,
once you get to know her.”

Nicole chuckled, “What? You like her? What’s
wrong with you?” I stood there while she left,
contemplating what she’d said.

But my thoughts lingered in one place. Did I
say the right thing to the gossip queen?

Back from the weekend, I was overwhelmed
by the rumors circulating around me at school.
Everyone was talking about the girl who was
forced to sit with the depressed kid “against
her own will.” I was determined to find Nicole
to prevent Brittany’s feelings being hurt. Ev-
eryone within a five-mile radius of Nicole knew
about me — but it wasn’t anything good.

Nicole and Ivy were talking near Nicole’s
locker. When I went up to them, Nicole backed
away, holding her arms out like a shield. “No,
no, Sarah,” she smirked, “Please be at least 2
feet away from us at all times. We don’t let
losers into our group.” They walked away,
laughing cruelly.

Tears sprang up to my eyes. I stood there in
the middle of the hallway, feeling like a loser.
Why had Nicole suddenly called me out? I
hurried into the bathroom and wept until the
bell chimed for 1st period.

I sat quietly in English, doing my work si-
lently. Nicole glared at me throughout the class,
scribbling notes on graph paper to her friends.
Mr. Campbell asked me as I went up to turn in
my essay, “What’s with the troubled face, Sa-
rah? You’re usually so loud. I could barely get

a word out of you today.” I shrugged and went
back to my seat.

The next day, I didn’t get up, and Mom came
into my room. “Sarah!” she called angrily, “I’m
not going to drag you out of bed. Get up. Now.”

I sniffled and said, “I can’t. I’m sick. I think I
need to stay home today.” I would do anything
to escape embarrassment, even if it meant
tricking my mom into thinking I was sick.

She placed her hand on my forehead. “Well,
you do seem a little warm. You’re right, stay
in bed today. I’ll be at work, and call if you
need anything.” Mom quietly left the room and
I heard the door click.

After all that had happened, I knew I couldn’t
return to school.

But I had to return to school. On Thursday,
when I was “cured,” Mom packed my lunch,
shoved me like a sack of potatoes into the car,
and drove me to school. “You need to make
up your Algebra test, okay? Make sure you tell
Ms. Quincy, or she’ll forget.”

While I sat with Brittany at the lunch table,
a girl holding a green lunch tray came to our
table. “Hey, is anyone sitting here?” she asked,
and we shook our heads. “My name is Emily,
and I’m the SGA President. I really admire
what you did for Brittany, Sarah. What made
you take on the challenge?”

I knew I couldn’t say Mrs. Darcy made me.
“Well,” I began, “I wasn’t always this way. I
guess it just took me some time to realize it’s
what’s on the inside of a person that counts.”

Emily nodded, and I could tell she really un-
derstood me. For the rest of the year, nothing
came up between Nicole and me. We simply
gave each other brief stares in the hallway.
Brittany and I became inseparable, but I was
never “popular” again. I didn’t care, but some-
times I thought about what could have hap-
pened if I sided with Nicole. I guess I’ll never
know.

What I learned that year in eighth grade will
stay with me forever. The inside of a person
can hold treasures, and each and every per-
son has a story to tell.

— Jessica Qiu, 7th grade

Artist Statement: 64% of kids bullied do not report
it; only 36% of kids do. I wrote Second Chances because
I wanted to recognize the bullying that happens in
schools everywhere. Brittany got a second chance when
Sarah was forced by the guidance counselor to be friends
with her. Sarah learns that even though Brittany was
“the dumb, quiet girl” on the outside, she had a moti-
vated soul. Brittany had an amazing story to tell, and
with Sarah, she had a chance to communicate it.

Hoover Middle School
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It’s a Crazy Life!
BEEP!
BEEP! BEEP! Went the alarm clock to

my right. I opened my crusty eyes, and
gave the clock a good, hard,

SMACK!
I groaned, and closed my eyes again,

pulling the bedcovers back over my
head.

“Nuh-uh! Oh no you don’t!” Called a
voice from my doorway. “Don’t you
DARE go back to sleep!” They pulled the
sheets right off my mattress, and

shoveled me out of my bed. “Ah!
WOAH!” The mysterious person held me
in their arms, and switched the lights
on. For a second, I went blind, but after
that, my eyesight began to adjust.

“Tony!”
I cried.
“Nessa!”
This time, he gave me a tight squeeze.
My big brother Tony is in his second

year of college, so I almost NEVER get
to see him. This year is my first year in
high school. We’re six and a half years
apart. But, this month, he’s visiting
home!

“I didn’t know that you were coming
home so soon!” I gasped. At this, Tony’s
brow raised. “Really? Mom was sup-
posed ‘ta tell you.”

“Well, she didn’t.”
“Well, she was SUPPOSED to.”
“Who was supposed to do WHAT?”

Called yet another voice from my “won-
drous” doorway. Tony and I turned to
see my OTHER brother:

Rubin. Samuel. Cole. He’s my twin.
“Well, well, well. If it isn’t mywiddle

baby brudder; Sam.” Rubin just rolled
his eyes and crossed his arms. “Dude!
I’m the same age as Vanessa, and you
don’t call her your widdle baby brud-I- I
mean widdle baby shisder?

OW!” I held my pillow back, Sam rub-
bing his arm.

“Heh. Nice Sammy, gettin’ your butt
kicked by a girl! OW!” This time, it was
Tony rubbing his arm. “Geez girl! You
sure hit hard,” he said, looking

at the clock. “Say, what time does
your school start?” Rubin’s eyes went
wide for a second, then looked at the
clock and gave out a sigh of relief.

“In about an hour and a half.”
“Oh! We gotta get ready then! Fresh-

man year’s starting! Plus, moving to a
new house, AND a new school, means:
new friends, teachers, and (ugh) even
new enemies. So… chop-chop!” I said
pushing them out of my room. As I
closed my door, I heard my mom call,
“Rubin! Vanessa! Go and get ready for
school!” Then, her door closed.

“Outfit? Check.
Pencils? Check.
Binder? Check.
Backpack? Check!
I’m all ready for school.” I said, cap-

ping the pen to my mental checklist.
“Yo! Loch-Ness! Breakfast!” called

Tony from downstairs.
“Yes!”
I whispered while pumping my fist.

“COMING!” I pulled everything into my
backpack, slung it over my shoulder,
and dashed downstairs.

As I ran to the table, I saw mom, Jas-
per: my baby brother, and Sam all
eating waffles. “Ah! Come to join us
Nessie?” Mom chimed. “First day of

high school for my two little rascals!”
“We’re not so little anymore mom,”

Sam said, cramming more food into the
seemingly endless abyss, that was his
mouth.

“Ooh, I know, but it seems like only
yesterday I was driving you to your first
day of preschool!” Mom said, clasping
her hands to her cheeks.

“Enough idle chit-chat. Ness. Eat.
Now.” Tony shoved a plate of waffles
and mixed apple slices into my hands,
sat me in my chair, and gently patted

me on the head. I just sighed and
started to eat.

“Bye, Mom!” Sam and I shouted from

From Page 12

Hoover Middle

the end of the driveway. “Good luck!”
Mom called out in reply.

As we reached the end of the road,
Sam broke our silence.

“I wonder what it’ll be like.”
“If I sit alone at lunch, will you come

and sit with me?”
“Of course, Sis.”

— Emily Calderon, 12

The Snowdrop
The meek little
Snowdrop
Standing alone in

The garden,
Trembling in the

Frigid, winter wind,
Shaking its little

Bell shaped head
Of delicate petals
White and dainty

As angels.
A little flower of hope,
That spring would come
Soon.

— Sofia Marin, 11

That One Vampire
It’s a long, dark, and freezing fall

night. I look up at the sky, to see the full
moon bigger than it has ever been be-
fore. As I walk deeper into the woods, I
can only hear the soft crunch of the dry
leaves beneath my shoes, and nothing
else. Unexpectedly, I hear a soft shuf-
fling noise. I feel like something is
behind me and watching me. I knew
somebody was following me.

All I had on my mind is to find my
best friend, Chloe, who went missing
after we found a vampire tooth stabbed
in a book last night. I can smell the
blood getting stronger, and stronger

every second. Suddenly, I feel a lot of
pressure around my neck as something
grabs me. This person is not who I
thought it would be. I turn around to
find my best friend right in front of me.
I could see from the bright moon light
that she had blood all over her face. I
knew that she was not her normal self.
Something terrifying has happened to
her.

As I open my mouth to speak, Chloe
smacks her bloody hand onto my mouth
and says quietly in a creaky voice, “Wel-
come to MY world.” Still muffling, I see
a tall dark shadow coming towards us.
Before I try to break free, the shadow

adds on in a deep and mysterious voice,
“Yes … Welcome. I’m sure you’ll enjoy
it .…”

— Nikki Ranpour, 11

Best Gift
The best gift I have ever received was

a Go-Kart. It is was the best because it
was like a miniature car. Also it was easy
and

pleasant to drive around my drive-
way. I also raced my brother in his
Go-Kart.

— Neel Singh, 11

Alexander
Lindsay,
7th
grade —
Chess
Move

Norwood School
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walked in and ordered food. We were
walking to our table when my dad
walked in. I was confused because I
thought he was trying to get some sleep,
and I was even more confused when he
said, “Come outside!” I thought it was
because of the sunrise, but it wasn’t.
When I walked outside I hear
earpiercing screeching. I looked up and
started wondering, What’s that sound?
My dad said it was the elk talking. I
looked at the elk and practically ex-
ploded! I had never seen elk talk! This
is so cool.

— Reid, grade 3

Trying Wasabi
“Ah, water!” I screamed. I felt my

tongue tingle from the spice of wasabi.
It all started when my dad and I went to
a sushi place. I ordered my food, and on
the plate there was this dome shaped,
lime green, mushy stuff called wasabi.
Since I had never tried it before I
thought it was a little dessert. While my
dad was getting drinks, I secretly stood
up and asked the waiter for a lot more
of the wasabi. When my dad came back
to the table, I picked up the glob and
said, “Look Dad! I’m going to eat all of
this stuff.”

Before my dad could say anything, I
stuffed the glob into my mouth. My
smile quickly turned into a frown.
“Ahhhhh!” I screamed. I rushed to the
bathroom to spit the glob out. When I
came back I was breathing deeply.

“I was literally about to tell you that
the wasabi is really hot,” he said after I
came back. “You should not have tried
that.” After all that commotion, we were
about to go home when the waiter was
nice enough to give me two lollipops! I
said thank you and we left to go home.
And that was the end of my wasabi tast-
ing lesson!

— Audree, grade 5

Ear Piercing
Tragedy

On Wednesday July 18, I got my ears
pierced! First, my mom drove me to the
doctor’s office because they pierce ears
there. I ran nervously to the door, pulled
it open, signed in, sat down, and waited
for my name to be called. About five
minutes later a nurse came out and put
numbing cream on my ears to make the
piercing hurt less. Then she put a Band-
Aid on my ear to keep the cream from
falling on my shoulder.

After ten minutes of waiting, I finally
got called back. I was really nervous
because I didn’t know how bad the
piercing would hurt. We walked back to
the room and I sat down on the exam
table. The doctor told me what was go-
ing to happen. She would hold the
‘earring gun’ to my ear and I would hear
a snap, and it would be done. Then she
would do the other side. She also said
it would feel like a pinch. Now, I was
really nervous.

It was time. She held the ‘earring gun’
to my ear, and I heard a snap. I felt a

sharp pain. It did not feel like a pinch AT
ALL. It didn’t hurt that much, but it was
NOT a pinch. I felt a burning in my ear.
Then she pierced the other side. All
done! Both of my ears were red, hot,
and burning now.

The doctor handed me a mirror. The
earrings were made of 24 karat gold and
had one ball on each one. I loved them!
I was so happy but in pain at the same
time. My mom kept saying, “They look
so pretty!”

The doctor gave me a token for the
bouncy ball machine. We walked back
to the main lobby to sign out and I put
my token in the machine. A pink bouncy
ball came out! About a month or two
later, my ear started hurting and it was
red, we realized the right ear was in-
fected. We went back to the doctor to
get it taken out.

The doctor took the earring out and I
wanted this to never have happened. I
had never experienced so much pain
before. My ear started to bleed so I put
a tissue on it. Then we went back home.

A week later the other ear got in-
fected! It was not as bad so we didn’t go
to the doctor. My mom took it out and
my ear didn’t hurt or bleed this time. So
now both of my ears were infected.

I was really sad because I had gone
through all of this for nothing. Today,
both of my ears are infected and I am
waiting for them to heal so I can get
them re-pierced.

And that was my ear piercing tragedy
...

— Gracie, grade 5

Meeting an MVP
I hear my dad’s voice saying, “It’s time

for the game.” I yank my jersey, strug-
gling to get it on quickly. I grab a ball
and a pen, ram down the stairs and slip
in my dad’s car. He starts the engine,
and we hope for a good game.

At Nationals Park, I speed down to
the dugout and wait excitedly because
I know I am about to meet my favorite
player. Later I see MVP Bryce Harper
training. I was one of the first ones at
the dugout.

Minutes later, Bryce walks towards
me he says, “What’s your name?”

Nervously, I said “Andrew.”
He says, “Give me your ball.” I gave

him my ball, and he autographs it and
hands it back to me.

I look at it, and scream to my dad,
“Dad! Dad! I got it!”

I run back to where my dad is sitting.
We are both extremely excited. Later in
the game Bryce Harper hits a solo
homerun in the bottom of the ninth in-
ning! The fans go wild! I see a flag
saying NATS WIN! I feel so good when
I see Bryce running the bases. But, my
eyes start to feel heavy and I leaned
against my dad.

In the car, on the ride back I kept
having flashbacks of when I got my au-
tograph, but they were good flashbacks.
Halfway through the ride, I collapsed
into sleep.

— Andrew, grade 5

Animal
Adventure
by Anna,
Norwood
School,
grade 1
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ClassifiedClassified
Zone 5: Potomac

Ad Deadline: Monday Noon • 301-778-9411

21 Announcements 21 Announcements

Home & GardenHome & Garden
CONTRACTORS.compotomacalmanac.com

Zone 5: Potomac

Ad Deadline: Monday Noon • 703-778-9411

EmploymentEmployment
Zone 5: Potomac

Ad Deadline: Tuesday 11 a.m. • 301-778-9411

GGAARRDDEENNEERR

Energetic gardener, Speaks 
French & English. Summer 
Cleanup, weeding, planting, 

edging, mulching, maintenance. 
Excellent Potomac references.

301-980-8258

LANDSCAPING LANDSCAPING

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

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

By KENNETH B. LOURIE

Seldom Wrong
But This Time
I’m Write

Because of the change in some of our
publication deadlines for December, I have
had to write multiple columns weeks in
advance, somewhat unusual for me.
Typically, I write my column five days before
publication, so time-wise, I’m fairly current
and emotionally present as well. Writing
ahead, as December dead-lines (it’s nothing
new. I’ve been managing to accommodate
these deadlines for years) is still a bit off-put-
ting. Though I want to think ahead and live
like I have a future; as a cancer patient, it’s
difficult not to live in the present. Thinking,
feeling, projecting ahead, seems presumptu-
ous almost.

This is not to imply that I have to some-
how presume a future and write about can-
cer subjects — or not, which have not yet
happened. Hardly. My columns are rarely
time-sensitive or date-specific. Still, my col-
umns are generally better written when I’m
writing from current feelings, facts, circum-
stances, etc. And though many of the feel-
ings, facts and circumstances relating to my
condition don’t exactly change on a daily,
weekly or even monthly basis (thank God!),
surprisingly, my reaction to them sometimes
does. Moreover, writing multiple columns at
one time also forces me to pile onto myself
emotionally the effects of my disease. Which,
if you must know, I’d rather not do. In fact, if
there’s any way I can not think about my
situation, that’s a ‘way’ I’d like to be.

Not that I moan and groan or woe is me
about my age 54-and-half-terminal-diagno-
sis, as those who know me or have regularly
read my columns likewise know; but some-
times I’d prefer not to have my hand forced.
And even though reading or hearing about
other people who have been diagnosed with
lung cancer, or who have succumbed to its
ravages, doesn’t bother me — too much,
really (I’ve matured); occasionally, I’d rather
be blissfully ignorant.

Although I readily admit that being igno-
rant too long concerning my disease is hardly
penny-wise but it is most definitely pound-
foolish. The trick is, somehow not getting
consumed by one’s circumstances and main-
taining an optimistic point of view. And since
I’m a funny guy (though not really fun), I am
able to humor myself — and others, so these
less-than-ideal circumstances under which I
attempt to thrive are not overwhelming,
except when forced to confront my demons
and focus on myself when newspaper dead-
lines are advanced and jumbled and I’m hav-
ing to write four columns in two weeks
instead of writing one column in one week.

Though it’s not exactly trouble, it is to
quote Jerry Seinfeld from a long-ago Seinfeld
episode, “something.” ‘Something’ I could
likely live without, but ‘something’ unfortu-
nately I must live with, every December. But
I’m a “big boy,” as my father used to tell me,
with “broad shoulders” (figuratively speaking
to my ability to handle the load), so I’ll man-
age. In fact, in another paragraph, I will have
completed the task and the presumptive
weight of it will be off my ‘broad shoulders.’

Now I can relax a little bit, exactly what
one (especially this one with cancer) needs.
Between the holidays and advanced dead-
lines, the column-writing and the ad-selling;
I’m living and learning with my ever-evolving
circumstances (further from the beginning or
closer to the end; I never know).

Nevertheless, I am extremely happy to
have been there and finished doing it yet
again. I hope to see you all back here next
year. Happy Holidays!

Summer Haiku
Sunsets are paintings
White moon taking sun’s place
Stars shining brightly

— Amber

Spring Haiku
Green leaves beautiful
Flowers blooming everyday
Good night winter, peace

— Jared

Buttercups blooming
Petals twirling in my face
Fields are all colors

— Owen

Lavender smells sweet
Pink, yellow, purple, orange
Flowers are rainbows

— Elena

Autumn Haiku
Leaves gliding from trees
Orange, green, yellow, and red
While birds fly away

— Austin

Can you see the leaves?
Beautiful trees and red leaves
Wind swells up and down

— Caleb

Crisp air surrounds me
Golden leaves twirling down
trees
Clouds dance in the sky

— Ellery

Fall takes summer’s place
Leaves shimmer in the red sun
Crisp air joins me here

— Sophia

Leaves float in the air
They start to swirl in cool wind
Crisp air in my face

— Kaitlyn

Colorful leaves crisp
Prancing down down to the
ground
Spiraling leaves flow

— Kiara

Colored leaves raining
Cold air is visiting us
Foxes are howling

— Raudean

Red leaves gliding down
Smooth air bringing leaves to me
Yellow leaves swishing

— Sara

A shining river
There were lots of twirling leaves
Leaves are colorful

— Shlok

Norwood School

Christ Episcopal School
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before. She had received her second vaccina-
tion and had been a little down that morning,
but when we called the veterinarian, he said
that was normal. So why was she lying there
now, lifeless? As soon as I saw her lifeless
body, I looked into her huge frantic eyes and
the fragile face that I had kissed so many times.
Her delicate lips morphed into the fatal breath
that consumed her life. Hardly, believing that
this could be real, I violently shook and sobbed
on my father’s shoulder.

I lifted my blotchy, tear-soaked face and
looked at my father, hoping for reassurance
that this was just a nightmare, but none came.
Even though my father had huge tears pour-
ing down his face, and my mother was still
weeping she managed to utter that my little
brother, amazingly, was not awake yet. All
puffy-eyed we debated whether to wake up my
little brother Sean or just bring Maddy to the
hospital to be cremated. We decided that he
would never believe that Maddy had really
died if we did not show him, so we decided to
wake my peacefully sleeping little brother. Fi-
nally I got up the nerve to wake him.

On weak legs I wobbled up the stairs to tell
my brother. As soon as I told him the dreadful
news his expression changed from sleepy to
horrified. He asked me to pinch him to make
sure that this wasn’t a nightmare. As soon as
he understood that Maddy was dead he burst
into tears. He screamed and cried and woke up
the whole neighborhood. As we all hugged
each other, the pain seemed to consume us.
Life itself seemed to be made of pure sadness.
After a while we made our decision. My father
laid Maddy into a sturdy box along with her
favorite cover and left with her in the car. A
few minutes later my mother sent my brother
and me to sleep.

As soon as she said the word sleep, it feel
like huge elephants were sitting on my eyelids.
With the last of my strength, I made the jour-
ney up the stairs one more time. As soon as my

head hit the pillow I drifted off to sleep. Sud-
denly, I saw her. Maddy was standing in the
garden beckoning me to run and play with her.
We played together and I feel happy again but
I knew it’s just a dream. I hope morning will not
come soon.

— Natascha Levine, 11,

grade 6, Silver Spring

Mean
Mean is a stain in my shirt The thorn in my

shoe The bad apple in the barrel. Mean is the
red hot feeling of revenge The crowbar that
pries out friendships The microwave that melts
kindness The drop of poison that infects the
water. Most of all mean is the fire that con-
sumes happiness.

— Natascha Levine, 11,

grade 6, Silver Spring

The Tabby Tux
That little tabby tux, Rolling in the grass.

That little tabby tux, Smacks your favorite vase,
SMASH!

Looks up at you, With eyes of shame. “I’m
sorry” she whines “I broke your vase.”

Even as she got older, She still had a spark.
None of those dogs Would dare to bark.

In unpleasant times, Like cleaning her litter
That old cat seemed to laugh As her eyes
seemed to shimmer

Sadly you remember,
The day when she chased that clover. To

where ever she is.
She chased it to the hill and then far far over.
Ever since you have wished For her starry

gaze. But no matter how hard you wished Her
gaze, it never came.

— Ezana Liben, 11,

grade 6, Rockville

Haiku Poetry by Norwood School grade 2

Red mountains behind
Blue skies looking down on me
Black rocks surround me

— Gavin

By the stream were frogs
Leap and peep with lots of green
Colors by the stream

— Andrew

Swishing and twirling
Orange, red, and green leaves,
greatness
It is colorful

— William

Winter Haiku
Stars lighting the sky
Shiny snow piles filled with cold
Snow is drifting down

— Fionnuala

Snow is gliding down
So beautiful and bright white
High up in the sky

— Nathan

Flakes are twirling down
Snow is white as a blanket
Ice is visiting

— Sara

Snow is swishing down
Inside drinking hot cocoa
Hanukkah is here!

— Zachary
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