
   

 

Hannah Lauster 

����������	��
����������



2  

 

���	
��
	�
���
������
������������������������������������������������������� ������

�

���������������������	����	�����	����������	������� ������
 ���!��
	�����
����
����
��"�	���#��

���
�����"	�� ��$���
"	�!��%	��"����
����������������&�������
��#������' ���
�	���	��������(�)���	������*�����������
��
���$���� �	
�
�
����+�������*��$	����
����
	�#��*����
���,������� ����
���-
��	����"�����"�
�	�
��
���
�����.�/��
����	��( �
���
���������"	����-
���*��#�����	���#���"�
�	�
��
���� 
��
�������
	������
����
	�����
���
����

� �
0��	��
�������
�	��	$� ����������	 .�

�

����������	 �
��

'������1������2��		�-����
�3�'�
������1��������
4	�������5�������

��������������������������������������������������� ��������������������������������������������������� ������

 ���0��
	���
�

6�����7	"���
2�#�����8	"����

0����8�!��
1�����1�����

0����#�
��1������
'�������9�
�������
:�������2�����

:�
�����������
�
�

/����
����*��	���
�

7����
����2
���!�
:����/	���

�
�

1��������

T
araneh T

abib-A
zar 



 3 

 
 �#���	$�7	�
��
��

�

/�	�
�7	*���5����
��
�	��#��;������'���
���
<��!��7	*���5����
��
�	��#��5��#���/��������
)<������+�#��/��
��2������==================�===�>�
)&	"+�#��1�����;��������====================�?�
) �	������<����.+�#���#������
����=================�@ �
A�
�
������	
	�������#��0����8�!�=================B �
)8	��������
����+�#���##��1��!�==================B�
)2!��
�����+�#��2	�����7	�����==================���C�
)
���#	"+�#��2�	����;������������������D����========��� �

����*���	�����6���!�8��
����#��;������&�
�������===== ===����
)&	����	�E��'	���	$�
���2��+�#��:������F	���===��==== ====����
)2�������������
��+�#��2�#�����8	"���=��============� ��
A�
�
����#��'���:��
�========================��G�
)2�����+�#��6�����1�����=====================���>�
)1	�������	��	+�#��'�������:�	
��=================� ?�
A�
�
����#��0�����8�����=======================�@�
A�
�
������	
	������#��0����8�!�=================�� B�
A�
�
����#����	���	��=======================��C�
)2"��
�8�����+�#��<�������1�7���===============�����
A�
�
����#��1���� �	���	�====================���
)7����
���+�#��2����;���������##��1��!�============����
)�	�
�+�#��'�������9�
������====================����
A�
�
����#��1�����;��������==================�����
A�
�
����#��5�����7	��=======================����G�
) ���2���	��6����+�#����	���	��=================��>�
A�
�
����#��2	�����
�

��#���===================��@ �
)5�0H������6��
����+�#��2�	����;��������===========�B�
)���+�#��8�����;	$$���=====================���C�
)2�������������
��+�#��<�������1�7���=============���
)<�##�-��2
	��+�#��2���'����<������===============��G� �

�������A��$	��7	*���7	�
��
E��;������&���
	�(��
� 1�����;��������(�6�����
�������(�;��������!�$����(��
� F�����������I�7	��	���(�9��*���2��	============�G���
�



4  

 
A Note to the Reader:  This  poem is a fictional  

piece from the point of view of an orphan. 
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By Maris Hammerman 
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Tropical Beach! 
 

I read my book under the shade 
I think wow I have it made 
Just feel the warm breeze 

As it blows through the palm trees 
My toes touch the cool sand  
On a warm tropical island 

I can relax… 
Making a sand castle 

With no hassle 
I take an afternoon snooze  

And forget about the winter blues 
As the day comes to an end I watch the sunset 
I think of all the wonderful people I have met!  

By Abigail Reese 
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 Dolphin Article 
 

While I was swimming, I stumbled upon a feral dolphin. I shrieked very 
loudly, and my face creased.  It started to swim away. I was very curious 
about the dolphin, so I grasped on to its fluke.  It carried me away.  

As the dolphin went under the water, I heard a sound like the sea was 
humming. I thought it sounded so beautiful. Then I looked up, and I saw a 
man inflating a balloon for a little girl. Then I looked down, and I saw a book.  
So I let go of the dolphin, and I read the margin of the book. It said “Dolphins 
by Staff Members of Sea World.”  

Then I realized I was at Sea World. I wanted to find out why this dolphin 
was here; then I remembered that once my curiosity almost got my leg 
amputated when I went into a bear cave. I was about to leave, but then I 
heard a voice saying, “Elmo, show your pattern of doing a good job— jump 
and grab the treat.”  

As the voice echoed in my ears, the dolphin jumped out of the water 
and grabbed the treat with its mouth and went back to the water. Then I 
realized that this dolphin wasn’t feral. It was a dolphin at Sea World, and its 
name was Elmo.  

I remembered that dolphins in captivity don’t last as long as dolphins not 
in captivity. So I swam, and I unlocked the gate of his cage. He swam to the 
unlocked gate and went out—but it nudged me first. I thought it would lick me 
for a “thank you,” but I still enjoyed it. The next day at school I told this story in 
my favorite subject. 

By Abby Marks

By Erin Dyke 
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Ski Racing 

 

Racing down the slope 

The cold wind blows my face 

Skis carve around gates 

 

Snow flakes on my nose 

The only thing you see is white 

Skiing down I go 

 

By Sophie Cochran 



 9 

 

By Sloane Hammerman and Anna Zipp 
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By Hannah Patacca 
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By Kelsey Jones 
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By Liz Kuntz 
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By Grace Murray 
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Modern 

By Lillian Knothe 
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By Ellie Durdle 
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By Erin Dyke 
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Anonymous 
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By Brennan McCray 
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By Mimi Thompson 
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North 
A fresh layer of snow 

Glistens, 

Sparkles on empty trees, 

A blanket 

Covering the fields. 

A sense of cold 

Is coming 

North. 

The smallest flurries 

Will dominate, 

Knocking away 

Anything 

In it’s wide path. 

The cold 

Has reached 

The north. 

 

Lillian Ostrander 
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By Maris Hammerman 
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By India Cora 
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Who can see the season girls 
As our globe they spin and twirl? 
I can see the season girls 
As their gossamer gowns they twirl. 
And for those of you who know not how, 
I shall describe them for you now. 
 
Those who cannot see these girls 
Cower and shiver when Winter stirs 
And rears her icy head up high 
To coat the world in snow and ice. 
But I know 
That this is not so. 
Winter comes in leaps and bounds, 
Scattering snow upon the ground.  
Her icy breath forms winter frost. 
Her sugar-white hair glitters when tossed— 
And where it trails, icicles are made.  
And in her embrace, our world remains. 
Her touch makes the ground harder than rock, 
And to sink your teeth in snow is such a shock! 
While Winter may walk and while she may dance, 
Sleigh bells ring and reindeer prance. 
 
The Birth of New Life, Lady Spring! 
High she flies on shining wings, 
In her gown of pale, soft green, 
Artfully arranged by her bluebird team. 
Down she lets her golden hair fall, 
(Rapunzel’s in comparison is small) 
The color of gold, as soft as feather. 
And slowly, but surely, she brightens the weather. 
As her golden locks tangle round Winter’s fingers, 
The icicles drip; cold wind dies away; the snow does not linger. 
Winter melts away. 
And now green grass transforms the world— 
Calves and colts are babied by little girls; 
Flowers glow like bright pastel paints; 
Robins and starlings find themselves mates, 
As through the azure-blue sky bright butterflies twirl. 
Spring reawakens the sleeping world. 

The Season Girls 
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The longer Spring stays, the faster is Summer made!  
The happiest of all these girls, 
Across the sky she leaps and twirls. 
Her ruby-red hair tangles with flowers, 
Turning roses to cornflowers, petunias to poppies. 
She is far more fair than Aphrodite, 
With nut-brown skin and Spring’s blue sky colored eyes. 
When she smiles, angels sing— and the hearts of mountains turn to mush. 
And her touch makes the sun burn bright and hot in a blush. 
Under her care and under her smiles, 
We swim and play.  Away the hours while. 
Happy days fly away  
As Summer enjoys her annual stay. 
 
Summer loves to prolong her days, 
But Autumn’s time has come around. 
Her soft brown hair trails over the treetops, 
Turning the leaves red and orange and gold. 
The hot sun cools under her quiet gaze— 
And during her rule, bonfires are laid, 
Jack-o-lanterns carved, ghost-in-the-graveyard is played. 
Bears curl up for a long winter’s nap, squirrels gather nuts,  
Chipmunks and rabbits make little dens and huts. 
Autumn pleases us and shortens the days, 
Before the snow comes and we race outside to play. 
 
Who can see the season girls 
As our globe they spin and twirl? 
I can see the season girls 
As their gossamer gowns they twirl. 
And for those of you who know not how, 
I shall describe them for you now. 
 

-Anonymous 
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By Sophie Ruttenberg 
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I Exclude Gertrude 
  

 Hi, my name is Olga, and here are some things you should know about me. I 

live with my parents and my sister. I love chocolate, reading and running. I hate 

shopping, lemonade, and my sister, Gertrude. Gertrude can be so annoying. She 

slams doors and punches and screams. She’s only one year younger than me, so she 

can’t be the cute little sister in books. She steals stuffed animals from my collec-

tion, she is a couch potato who hogs the computer and watches stupid cartoons, and 

she takes up the only good spot on the couch. 

 I’m kind of jealous of her, because she has one best friend— something I’ve 

been trying to do for years. Her best friend, Ursula, comes to our house so often 

that my mom bought a blow-up mattress and wrote “Ursula” on it. Not only does 

Gertrude have one best friend, but she doesn’t have any enemies. At school she ei-

ther plays with everyone or goes down her list of people that want to play with her. 

 There are a few good things about Gertrude— She’s always there to watch 

T.V. with.  We play a lot of board games together, too. Gertrude and I are always 

making up fun games, like “evil scientist.” I guess having her around isn’t so bad. 

 Our mom says that when we are older, all we may have is each other. Mom 

also says we should at least try to be nice to each other. We usually ignore her. I 

think I can live without Gertrude— but she is my sister, and she’s not going any-

where. I will always think of Gertrude as my best friend.  
 

P.S. Gertrude, if you read this, I’m very sorry you read it; and I want my stuffed 

penguin back. 

By Sloane Hammerman 
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By Brennan McCray 
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 A Note to the Reader:  I was inspired to write this fictional piece after reading 
“The Wolf-Child,” a short story written and illustrated by Dennis Nolan. 

 
Bubba’s Story 

 
A long time ago, about fifty-six years ago, there was a young and noble 

boy named Bubba.  Bubba was fearless— he was like Hercules but better.  His 
father was the meanest man in town, and no one talked to him.  But Bubba’s 
mom was the one everyone looked up to; she was smart and beautiful.  But she 
was also scared and worried.  She was worried about Bubba fighting all the peo-
ple that trespassed, but she was more scared about Bubba trespassing on our 
friend’s land just to steal food. 

“Mom, they chose me to steal food.  I have no choice.  I must,” Bubba 
said. 

“They have the strongest fighters.  You will never make it.” 
“I’ll bring Dad.  We’ll be back,” Bubba said. 
Bubba’s mom ran to her room and prayed and prayed that he would be 

okay.  She went into Bubba’s room later, and she did not see Bubba—only a 
note.  She picked it up, read it, and it said: 
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Bubba’s mom cried and cried for two days, and they weren’t back at all.  Three 
more days went by, and they were not back.  She cried more.  It had been a week 
and she couldn’t stand it.  She had to know if they’re alive.  She assumed that 
they’re dead, so she walked to the kitchen, grabbed a knife, and—right when she 
picked it up, Bubba came in with a sack of food but with no dad.   

Bubba said, “On the way, Dad couldn’t take it.  He was so hungry he 
starved.”   

Bubba’s mom didn’t talk to Bubba for days.  Bubba didn’t know what to 
do.  What he thought of was to say he was sorry.  So Bubba went to his mom’s 
room, and he saw his mom, dead, on the floor with a knife in her hand.  Bubba 
never said a thing to anyone, and he lived his life quite proud that he saved the 
town. 

 
By ShelLynn Beasley 
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Clockwise from top left:  Hannah 
Preston, Maris Hammerman, Grace 
Rundelli, Hannah Wakefield, Julia 
Warner-Corcoran, and (center) 
Olivia Shao 
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