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H ISTORY IN  THE MAKING  

Dear Reader, 

 It has been a unique privilege to organize the 2009-2010 Ryerson Liter-
ary Magazine. It is extra special because this year we say bon voyage to the dedi-
cated teacher who founded this publication in 1973  under the name Little Lines 
from Little People. Gary Struble has enriched the lives of children for the past 37 
years in Ringwood. Since its beginnings, the literary magazine has passed through 
the hands of many faculty members, students, and administratorsñall of whom 
have taken a role in ensuring its continued success.   

 Throughout the years since this publicationõs first edition, technology 
has changed the way this magazine has been compiled and produced. I laughed 
aloud when I saw the manila folders that held the contents of Mr. Strubleõs first 
editionña treasure he has proudly held onto for all these years (yes, great teach-
ers are also great packrats). You will find one of these treasures on the cover of 
this yearõs editionña scanned copy of the original 1973 front to back illustration.  

 Ryersonõs newly added teachers have inherited a strong foundation of 
skill and knowledge from the numerous volunteer hours of many dedicated teach-
ers, and we now have the opportunity to place a few bricks of our own upon that 
foundation. With that I can proudly say that this edition is the first to be pub-
lished online through the schoolõs website. It is my hope that the work of our 
students will be able to be enjoyed electronically for years to come.   

 This magazine celebrates the writings that students in Ryerson have 
created during the past year. As a reader, you will find that many essays included 
within the pages of this booklet, or e-booklet, are excerpts from the original body 
of the studentõs work. This format has made it possible to publish more essay 
samples than were published in past years. We applaud all our students, pub-
lished and unpublished, for their dedication and effort during these òin-betweenó 
years we call Middle School.  

 

Sincerely, 

Philip M. Seyfried 

7th Grade Language Arts/Literature   
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SHORT  STORY  

(CONTINUED ) 

thing special must be happening because normally my class 

would be overly hyper for lunch next period. Mr. Thompson 

cleared his throat and seemed to call the whole class to atten-

tion, me included.  

 òGood morning class. I know there have been many 

rumors floating around school about a new student.ó He 

looked straight at pigtail girl with annoyance and making her 

blush a lot. òI have to tell you that these are all true and he will 

be joining us today.ó Mr. Thompson glimpsed over to the 

door. All of us craned our necks over the people seated in 

front of us so we could get a good look at the talk of the 

school.  
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SHORT  STORY  

(CONTINUED ) 

It seemed I had gotten a few minutes early to class. I 

opened my sketchbook and worked on one of a tree and lake I 

had been drawing for a week. I was so far into my own little 

world of eraser crumbs and graphite that my bubbly classmate 

had to poke my nose to get my attention.  

òHey! What was that for?ó I asked as I glanced at the 

clock and saw that class had about a minute till it began. I 

looked at her peeved because I didnõt like to be disturbed 

when sketching.  

òOk, ok to make a long story short, there is going to 

be a new student here! A transfer student and he just arrived. I 

donõt know where but people said it was a really far away for-

eign country, like Norway or somethingé? Oh I donõt know 

but OMG.ó She had to take a breath, òIõm hyper today. Too 

much coffee.ó Her pigtails bounced up and sown as she swung 

side to side with excitement.  

òVery.ó I replied. I counted her story as only gossip 

until the teacher arrived and the room got really silent. Some-

This publication of Mind and Spirit is dedicated to all the wonderful staff 
retiring from the Ringwood Public school district. Your wisdom, guidance, 

and caring spirit will certainly be missed.  
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Old teachers never die; they just grade away. 

  ññ Unknown 



Frail, purple orchid  

Whispers to its pale petals  

To close and to sleep  

 

    Christieana Farrell  

 

Cherry trees swaying  

Pink petals floating downward  

Landing in koi ponds 

 

    Claire Bedard   

 

Cool, soft, soothing winds  

In big, open grassy field  

Made a kite fly high  

 

    Nicole Jaskot  
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SHORT  STORY  

(CONTINUED ) 

morning breakfast as well. Without them cooking of course. 

They waited to be served like they were at a restaurant. What 

am I, a waitress? After they stuffed their faces, my mom 

thanked me. 

òOh honey, how wonderful of you! Your eggs and ba-

con were delicious. You know, you should really consider be-

ing a cook.ó Ah yes, another one of her chatter box episodes. 

It seemed she has been having a lot more of those ever since 

she married Walter, my tight-lipped, suit wearing, monkey-of

-a-stepfather. Yuck. He snorted at my motherõs remarks.  

òYeah anything but a sketch artist.ó I kept my mouth 

shut, but glared at him until I thought lasers were going to 

shoot out of my eyeballs. He has never liked or acknowledged 

my talent at drawing or my dream to be a famous artist. The 

jerk. And after that he kissed my mom a good day and went to 

his high paying job. I sometimes think my mom married him 

just for the cash. Because of my waitress service, I didnõt even 

get to have a Poptart.  
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SHORT  STORY  

BY ELIZABETH H EINTZ  

The afternoon bell sent dozens of hungry students fly-

ing out the classroomõs door and down the halls faster than I 

could even pick up my books. Well, this is what I shouldõve 

expected when the last ten minutes of the morning class was 

filled with eager students fidgeting in their desks, and tummies 

rumbling. I sighed and walked slowly out the threshold of the 

classroom. In the halls I heard people buzzing with energy and 

conversation, like, òOMG, and then I was like,ó and, òAwh 

man! Iõm starved. I donõt think Iõll survive another period 

without food.ó 

I finally go through the throng and into my next period 

class. Then I heard my stomach betray me in a growl. òAh, 

shut up,ó I huffed. I wasnõt normally this hungry this early but 

today was different. This morning I actually got up on time, 

(amazingly) and decided to cook breakfast for myself instead of 

cramming an on-the-run Poptart in my mouth. 

Big mistake 

My stepfather and mother seemed to want a sit down 

Twilight peeks over  

A shining ocean of blue  

Heavy, blue waves crash  

 

     Sarina Mollenkott   

 

Ice cold water flows  

Freezing into icicles  

Then melt to water  

 

    Billy Coiley  

 

Sun blazing brightly  

Sea gull flies in big blue world  

Crashing waves hold life  

 

       Patrick Fontoura  
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Calm water flowing  

Sunlight on elegant stream  

Secret waterfall  

                               

     Anais Tavolara   

 

Pretty butterflies  

Big fluffy clouds floating by  

Wind beneath its wings  

 

      Belle Corter   

 

 

Daffodils are out  

Warm sun glistens softly down  

Clear marble rain drops  

                       

                              Raquel Mcpherson  
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MY RUINED  REPORT 

(CONTINUED ) 

òThatõs not good.ó 

òI know.ó I sighed. 

My morning classes went by quickly but then it was time for So-
cial Studies and I would have to turn in my report.                            

It was fine, until the storm came. When I got to class the teacher 
told us to hand in our reports. I decided to explain to her what happened. 

òUh,ó I began, nervous to see her reaction. òThis morning on the 
way to school, my report got wet from the rain. You canõt even read it 
now.ó I was hopeful that she would be forgiving. 

òWell I am going to ask you to redo it. You will get 5 points taken 
off for a late grade.ó She said after a moment to think. 

òOkay.ó I said. 

At home that night I sat at the computer silently. At least I had 
saved the report on my computer. I printed it out and put it into my back-
pack right away. My only worry left was what would my grade be now? 
The question hung in my head until the next day. 

òOkay, Addison, do you have your report today?ó 

òYes,ó I handed her my paper. 

òThis would have been an A project,ó she said after reading it. 
òBut, with the late grade it is an A-. Not bad!ó 

òOh thank you!ó I was beaming with joy. My day was better after 
that. An A- is still a good grade. I was worried over nothing. I learned my 
lesson. Never leave your backpack at school. Thatõs when I remembered I 
had a homework coupon that I could have used.  
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MY RUINED  REPORT 

BY ADDISON  PERRY 

A large drop of water hits the paper and streaks the ink. Thunder 
clapped above my head. Lightning runs across the sky. I hear the pitter pat-
ter of rain in nearby puddles. Now my report on the Dust Bowl is com-
pletely ruined. I left my backpack at school yesterday because my only 
homework was to print out my report. Why did it have to rain this morn-
ing? I continued walking to school, shielding the paper as best as I could 
from the pouring rain. 

òThere better be May flowers from this shower.ó I mumbled to 
myself. It also didnõt help that I have a slight fear of storms. Maybe my day 
will get better though. When I get to school I will see my friends and go to 
my favorite classes, Art and Language Arts. I really dreaded Social Studies 
though. I would have to turn in my paper on the Dust Bowl that had nearly 
drowned in rain this morning. 

I looked down at the paper. I couldnõt even read it! I glanced up at 
the school. I just wanted to get this day over with. I opened the door and 
walked in, the second I put my first step in the building, the bell rang. Kids 
scattered the halls to get to their lockers. They had been waiting in the 
cafeteria, (because of the rain), or on the bus. I searched for my friend, 
Gretchen, but I couldnõt find her. When I got to my locker, it didnõt open 
on my first try. I gave it another twist. 

ò34-2-46ó I said quietly. I heard the click. Then when I opened the 
door wide an eighth grader came by and slammed it shut. It was not com-
mon for me to be bullied, but then again, this was not the best day so far. 

On my third attempt to open my locker everything was fine. I 
took out my things for my first class and raced down the hall before the 
second bell rang. When I got to my class my friends came rushing up to 
me. 

òWe thought you were absent. Glad youõre here.ó Gretchen said. 

òNo Iõm here. Just late, my report was soaked in the storm this 
morning.ó I said. 

Sun beating harshly  

Red hot sand feeling like fire  

Huge, blue waves crash down 

 

                                Sean Komjian   

 

Threatening winter time  

Icicles hanging from trees  

No more leaves at all  

 

    Justin Yi   

 

Lava smoothly flows  

Burns everything in its way  

Smoke fills thick air  

 

                                  Griffin Solis  
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Icicles on barn  

Soon one falls into new snow  

Sharp, shattered pieces  

 

                                         Henry Lockwood   

 

Wings carried by breeze  

Wind whispers through many pines  

Butterflies travel  

 

                                          Fiona Larkin   

 

Blue jay flies near by  

Squawking through warm, sunny skies  

Searching for birdhouse  

 

                                          Julia Giarratano  
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FROM LIFE LESSONS 

BY SARA BRIGHT  

Words alone mean nothing ð òTogether they stand, divided they 

fall.ó Even when they are strung together they donõt always mean much. 

They have to be joined with thought and care. On the occasions they are 

caressed with thought they might touch peopleõs hearts and souls. They 

might show someone the meaning of their life, or what they were meant to 

do on this earth. The phrase doesnõt have to be long; it just has to mean 

something to someone. When these words do touch something deep inside 

a person, they are called life lessons. 

 One life lesson that really touched me was òsometimes all a person 

needs is a hand to hold and a heart to understand.ó Time and time again, 

there are people who are nasty to others and put them down to bring them-

selves higher in the hierarchy of popularity. Then there are the people who 

are the ones being slandered and made fun of. These people can stay strong 

and ignore the nasty remarks for only so long before they start to believe 

them. Sometime or another, they need a shoulder to lean on and a òheart to 

understand.ó If that person has someone there telling him or her not to 

believe those other hateful people and that he or she is a good person, eve-

rything wonõt seem as bad. 

  I know this for a fact because I have been talked about because of 

an embarrassing situation. I was so upset when I heard them talking that I 

started crying when I got home from school. My mom listened and soothed 

me when I told her what had happened. She reminded me that the person 

was just trying to make herself feel better by talking about me. I felt so 

much better after I told my mom, and felt like I could face the world again. 

If everyone had someone to talk to and òa hand to holdó when they were 

upset or humiliated, the world would be so much happier.  
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U SING THE LETTERS OF YOUR  N AME T O  W RITE AN  ESSAY 

BY KYLE VONENDE  

KYLE JEFFREY VONENDE 

 Kicking off my shoes as I walked through the door, I was 
ready for the excitement of summer to begin. Yesterday was the 
last day of school, but today was the first full day of my summer 
vacation. Last night I was out with all of my friends, and I didnõt get 
much sleep. Everything was off to a great start. 

 Just as I got comfortable, the phone rang. Everything 
seemed to stop when I answered the phone. For some peculiar rea-
son my grandmother was calling. Fear was hidden in her voice, but 
I was able to find it, and it worried me. Racing through my mind 
were different thoughts about what could be wrong. Everything 
went downhill from that moment forward. 

 Yesterday, apparently my grandfather fell ill and had to be 
taken to the hospital for some testing. Victor, the doctor, told my 
grandparents that unfortunately the results showed that my grandfa-
ther had cancer. Once they found out, they called my house to 
share the heart breaking news. Now that I knew why she was calling 
I felt like my heart sank into my stomach in under a second. Endless 
thoughts continued to cloud my mind so that I couldnõt think 
straight. Nothing could be said over the phone because we were so 
upset. Devastation was the only word that could explain how I felt, 
and it was an awful feeling. Everything, including my summer was 
going to be different now. I was going to make this a summer that 
my grandparents and I would never forget, while we still had the 
time.  

Ice crystals melting  

Pink buds forming on oak trees  

Finally spring time  

 

                                            Zach Querrazzi   

 

Bullfrogs in water  

Speckled, green, and so slimy  

Croaking under stars  

 

           Christine Fili   

 

Wet, dewy, lush grass  

Softly tickling babyõs feet 

On cool, summer night.  

     Ashley Amador  
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Dandelion seeds 

Blown into fresh summer air  

Where will they end up?  

                                  

                                            Max Straubinger   

 

Sleeping in tall grass  

Wild, spotted, golden cheetahs  

Resting from danger  

        Mackenzie Pierce   

 

 

Waves skipping in seas 

Sunlight setting on all shores  

Dolphins leaping through  

                                           Tyler Eufer    
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  Grover looked around the table at his family and seemed to make 
a determined effort to change his demeanor. He knew the time was ap-
proaching. You see, Grover is a secret spy agent that is going on a super 
secret mission. Any minute now, a smoke grenade will blind the family 
and Grover will make a run for it. Then it happened. Smoke filled the 
dining room and the family began to panic. Screams echoed as Grover 
busted for the front door. Grover forced his way out of the house, and a 
helicopter was overhead with a ladder hanging down. Grover, with a run-
ning start, jumped and grabbed the ladder, and with that he was on his 
way. 

 When Grover reached the helicopter his sergeant gave him a 
hand. òGood evening Agent G,ó said Sergeant Peterson, òare you ready to 
hear your assignment?ó 

 òSergeant, I was born ready,ó said Agent G. 

 òWell then,ó Sergeant Peterson began, òas you may know, a man 
named Jacob Samuels has been giving our U.S. Military some issues. We 
are bringing you into Kazakhstan to give our military some aid. We need 
you to work with Private Mitchell. You are going to need to find a way to 
get into Samuelsõ house and take care of himéfor good.ó 

 òI think that can be achieved,ó replied Agent G. 

 òWell the good news for you is that according to scouts, he is 
hosting a party two days from today.ó Sergeant Peterson explained. òThe 
bad news is that there will be many innocent civilians at the party. We 
mapped out the area and you can cut through the woods behind his house. 
We will have two-way contact throughout the mission. Private Mitchell 
will be waiting for you inside the tavern where you will be landing. Good 
luck Agent G.ó And with that, Agent G was dropped from the helicopter. 
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FROM AGENT GõS SECRET M ISSION 

BY KYLE VONENDE 



T O  V IEW O NLINE : HTTP ://

WWW .RINGWOODSCHOOLS .ORG /MJRLITMAG.PDF PAGE 40  

FROM LIFE LESSONS 

BY MOLLY BYRNE 

 There are things you do that you regret, there are things you say 
you wish you could forget. But there are those few times when you are 
proud of what you accomplished, what you learned, what you made hap-
pen. It is those times I live for. Sometimes you feel that what you did was 
wrong, but what you took away from it is the purest type of truth there 
is. Some things have two sides. Itõs hard to cover all the opinions one feels 
when talking about, or even thinking about their life. Sometimes only 
anger shows a topic. Sometimes there is only joy to the subject. But 
mostly there are many feelings and because we are human beings and 
overwhelmed, we pick the strongest and label it as ours, our only. How-
ever to truly get someoneõs thoughts on a topic you would have to deal 
with a mish-mosh of different angles, trying to find out which one they 
mean. Truth of the matter is, they mean them all, so here are my real 
thoughts on these sticky situations. 

 Along the way Iõve learned that òSometimes all a person needs is 
a hand to hold and a heart to understand.ó We live in the modern world, 
and it is full of science, reason, and logic. I go through a lot each day; eve-
ryone in the whole world does, mentally and physically. Sometimes you 
need to talk it out. Harboring everything inside of you is not good for the 
soul. But in our world when you try to vent, a lot of times people contra-
dict you, tell you that your feelings are wrong, say that your opinion is 
incorrect. That scares me. 

People donõt seem to talk it out, trying to empathize with the one who is 
hurt inside. Even if you do not see it the same way, the least you could do 
is try to understand, sympathize with someone who is obviously dis-
traught. But at the same time, in my mind I realize that people do extend 
a helping hand to those in need. Sometimes it is hard for them and in your 
panic you do not realize that they are uncomfortable trying to feel some-
thing they cannot, like your pain. They try to understand, they really do, 
but the social or physical or even mental limitations they encounter, re-
quire empathy from you as well. It is a mutual thing, caring. 

Spooky moon and clouds  

Are very mysterious  

On a cold, clear night  

 

                             Ard Wilkinson  

 

Huge, white polar bears  

Proud of their territory  

Conquer the Arctic  

 

                           Raymond Tan 

 

Two lilies still stand  

On a cool, early fallõs day 

Strong wind knocks one down  

 

                         Lauren Hallenbeck  
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Goodbye Summer, Hello Fall. 

 Goodbye Grillinõ, Hello Chillinõ. 

 

So much for taking out the boat; 

now it is time to go out and vote. 

 

Goodbye to swimming in the lake; 

 now it is time to stay inside and bake. 

 

No more spending time with your buddies, 

 Because now it is time to work on your studies. 

 

You wonõt be asking your parents, òCan I have some ice cream, 
please?ó 

 Theyõll be asking you to go outside and rake the leaves. 

 

Get off the trampoline; 

 now itõs time for Halloween. 

 

There is nothing like crabbing in the bay, 

 but now it is time to celebrate Thanksgiving Day. 

 

So, Goodbye to Summer and Hello to Fall; 

 before you know it, weõll be throwing snowballs. 
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GOODBYE SUMMER, HELLO FALL 

BY EMMA  SPERO 
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FROM ACHIEVING  A G OAL  

(CONTINUED ) 

For some reason, the first ride up the ski lift is always the longest 

and the coldest. I looked over my left shoulder to find a magnificent ter-

rain park! Boxed rails, beamed rails, double rails, huge jumps all right 

there in front of me. I got off the lift, let out a sigh, and took all this in.  

 Each time Iõm about to do something crazy or something that 

takes a lot of nerve, I do the same exact thing. Breathe through my nose 

and exhale through my mouth, turn up my ipod so if youõre within my 

perimeter you could hear what Iõm listening to. Then I recite the same 

words over and over again, until theyõre imprinted in my mind. òWhatõs 

the worse thing that could happen?ó Before I knew it, I was carving to-

wards the rail, then all of a sudden, I slid up the rail and landed it without 

a second guess. It was a rough landing though, considering all the ice. I 

stopped and looked behind me to see what I just had completed, and 

when I looked up I found that all eyes were on me. That feeling was great, 

that feeling that I earned respect and impressed people who have been 

snowboarding for ten years. Within seconds my friends all flew down the 

hill to congratulate me on the win. 



Oh, that alarm clock was awfully annoying, especially at 7:00 

a.m. I woke up that morning feeling exhausted and normal. Same thing 

everyday, repetitive and bland, but somewhere in my head I felt like I was 

going to do something amazing that day. I looked down at my cellular 

phone to find five new text messages, all from my best friend Steven.  

òWHEN ARE WE GOING TODAY!?ó When Stevey says that 

heõs referring to snowboarding, my life. Steve and I were planning to 

leave at 8:30 sharp, but of course I had to pick up my friends Ray, Dylan, 

and Mike. I got my essentials together, ipod, ear buds, gloves, and hand 

warmers; it was surprisingly freezing out that day, I specifically remember 

that. Then we were off, one by one we picked everyone up. Before we 

knew it we were heading towards Tuxedo Ridge.  

It may sound especially peculiar, but I have to do the same rou-

tine each and every time I go snowboarding. Blast music and picture my-

self succeeding on the hill. My fatherõs car slowly emerged from the bot-

tom of the hill. I knew from the blinding sun in my eyes and the beautiful 

scenery that it was going to be a good day. We halted at the top of the 

hill, the car unlocked and the five of us stepped out. All of us inhaled a 

relieving and reassuring breath, Dylan then turned to me and said, 

òYouõre gonna do fabulous, today is your day. I can feel it in my bones 

dude. DONõT DISAPPOINT ME, MAN!ó Honestly, that actually made 

me feel seemingly confident. We walked up the large hill and entered the 

warming hut. I got ready by turning on my favorite, humorous song, 

òWithout Meó by Eminem. I placed my gloves on and binded into my 

board, we were ready.       
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FROM ACHIEVING  A G OAL  

BY KYLIE KLEMPNER 

 

 

Love is a mystery 

An unusual feeling to have 

So many types of love 

Is it a species of its own? 

 

Love is like the flu 

Infecting your body 

Feeling woozy and weak 

The feelings never leave 

 

Love is a flower 

It takes time for it to grow 

It blooms and the feelings fill the air 

Its fragrance and happiness fill the world 

 

Love is a fur ball to cuddle 

Like a fuzzy, poofy puppy 

The little animals so cute and cuddly 

The warm, fuzzy love 
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MEANINGS OF LOVE 

BY CLAIRE BEDARD 



 

Anger is like poison 

It slowly grows and grows 

Then it suddenly overcomes you 

Sometimes it turns to danger 

And leads to violence 

 

Anger can destroy 

A personõs life 

For those who are careless 

 

Anger starts out small 

It can grow in you 

Or it can be eliminated 

By you 

 

Anger can break you 

Down slowly 

Even if you 

Are the strongest person 

 

Anger is the symbol of danger 

In a personõs life 
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ANGER 

BY RAYMOND  JAN  

 Life lessons are very important. They are simply sayings that can 
mean so much. They are words of wisdom that can change the way you look 
at things. In almost every situation you are in, a life lesson can be derived 
from it. Even if you have a bad experience, you can learn a lesson from it 
and you will learn that next time you are in a similar situation, you should 
react differently to it. Life lessons can help us become better people. Life 
lessons are just like rules that everyone should live by. The three life lessons 
that I feel are most important are, òjust one person saying ôYouõve made my 
dayõ makes my day,ó òwe should hope for the best, but prepare for the 
worst,ó and òeveryone wants to live on the top of the mountain, but all the 
happiness and growth occurs while you are climbing it.ó 

The first life lesson I chose was, òjust one person saying ôYouõve 
made my dayõ makes my day.ó I can relate to this because whenever I make 
someone smile, it makes me really happy to know that I helped them in 
some way. There have been times when I have had a friend who was in a bad 
mood. I gave them good advice and that make them feel better. There was 
one time when my friend was in a bad mood because of something that hap-
pened, and I have her some advice. The next thing said was, òThat was the 
best advice someone could have ever given me.ó When she said that, it 
made me feel really appreciated and glad that I was able to help. I think it is 
very important to help people feel better when theyõre in a bad mood, and 
when you do, it makes you feel better too. 

The second life lesson I chose was, òWe should hope for the best 
but prepare for the worst.ó I canõt really relate to this because I am the op-
posite of it. I always hope and prepare for the best, and never think of the 
things that can go wrong. I donõt think this is good because then when 
something doesnõt turn out the way I plan, Iõm not expecting it, so I get 
upset that things didnõt turn out the way I wanted them to. I think I need to 
work on that, so I donõt get my hopes up when something doesnõt turn out 
the way I want it to. The reason why I think this is important is because if 
people just always prepare for the best, or for what they want to happen, 
they will be disappointed a lot when things donõt happen the way that they 
expected them to.  

M IND  AND  SPIRIT PAGE 37 

FROM LIFE LESSONS 

BY LINDSAY GARRISON 



What is a life lesson? I never understood what a life lesson was, 
until I dug deeper. Then I realized that each life lesson has a bigger mean-
ing than what is seen. For instance, òWhen life gives you lemons make 
lemonade.ó This phrase doesnõt just mean to make lemonade. I think it 
means that you should be happy with what you have. I also think it means 
that when you have a sour situation that you should turn it into something 
sweet. Once you learn a life lesson, it is carried with you throughout life. 
When you dig deeper into life, you will understand the meaning of what a 
life lesson truly is. A life lesson should help you through a situation, if you 
understand the true meaning. If you stay on top of the iceberg because 
you are too scared to dig; you might sink. You will never understand the 
meaning of life if you stay on that iceberg. Look twice at the things that 
may seem simple and find the deeper meaning. Donõt be afraid to find 
what youõre looking for in life. 

The life lesson I think I have learned the most from is, òThat one 
should keep his words both soft and tender, because tomorrow, he may 
have to eat them.ó I personally believe that the saying means that if you do 
something wrong or mean it will come back to slap you across the face. I 
used to be friends with people who make fun of other kids. I never 
stopped what I knew was wrong. I stood there, right next to them, while 
they made fun of another child. I knew that it would be the right thing to 
do if I said to stop, but I didnõt. I am happier this way even though the 
same girls I used to be friends with make fun of me today. Now I have 
learned what the kids felt like when I stood there, silent, next to the girls 
who made fun of them. Now I know never to talk behind someoneõs back 
again or make fun of someone because it will come back to you. Just like 
it came back to me, it slapped me hard across the face; and believe me, it 
hurt. Just remember that you canõt take back your actions and you might 
regret what you did in the future. I know I did. 
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FROM LIFE LESSONS 

BY MEGAN H ARDING  

 

Guilt is a nuisance 

Never leaving until itõs taken care of 

And when it is gone 

It always comes back to haunt you 

 

Guilt is nails on a blackboard 

An uncomfortable, irritating 

Feeling 

 

Guilt for the person feeling it 

Is an annoying pest 

That causes heartache 

 

Guilt is even worse than 

Sadness 

Itõs a horrible feeling 

 

Guilt twists and ties your 

Stomach in knots 

It wonõt leave your conscience 

Until you deal with it 

M IND  AND  SPIRIT PAGE 17 

GUILT   

BY BETHANY  D IAZ  



T O  V IEW O NLINE : HTTP ://

WWW .RINGWOODSCHOOLS .ORG /MJRLITMAG.PDF PAGE 18 

MEMORIAL D AY  

BY ERIN  BIEGER 

 

 

Everyday you look out your window 

Watching the birds fly and chirp, 

But the soldierséall they have is dust 

With wind. 

 

And they give their lives 

Fighting for our country. 

Be thankful for your freedom. 

Appreciate the heroes 

 

That made it all possible 

On Memorial Day.  
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FROM BEING A T EACHER 

(CONTINUED ) 

The next time we met for Veronicaõs class, I told her my plan 

about the bow. At first, Veronica wasnõt sure about the idea. Even though 

she wasnõt sure she was ready to learn it, I told her I would teach it to her 

anyway. I convinced her that once she started to learn how to use it, she 

would become more confident about the idea. When she started, she 

dropped the bow, hit herself, and even fell a couple of times! She was just 

about ready to quit when I decided to take another approach of teaching 

her how to handle the bowé 

 The day of the belt test had come. Everyone was there, 

sitting in the audience. All the other students had already performed their 

katas. Veronica was the last to present her demonstration. I knew she was 

nervous. I was too, but I also knew she would be terrific! Veronica started 

the kata. Her moves were crisp and powerful! She looked great and very 

confident. After she finished, the audience stood up and applauded her. I 

was proud to be able to say that I was her instructor and I knew she was 

proud of herself for performing the kata flawlessly. 



This was it! Everyone was there, waiting for her. My knees were 

knocking. My nerves were going crazy. My heart was racing while my 

stomach was turning and swirling uncontrollably! It was only a few more 

seconds, but those seconds were filled with the most agony and suspense. 

The room went silent and she began her kata. Every twirl and strike she 

made reminded me of the long days of practice she put in to make this 

performance perfect. 

I had been doing karate all my life. As soon as I earned my black 

belt, I knew I wanted to help others accomplish what I had. This one little 

girl, named Veronica, reminded me of myself when I first started karate. 

After meeting Veronica at her first class, I knew she was the one who I 

wanted to help. I wanted to see her become as confident as possible. I 

wanted to see Veronica go as far as she possibly could go. I wanted to see 

her earn her black belt! 

At Veronicaõs first class, she was quiet, sweet, and shy. She also 

seemed motivated to learn. She caught on rather quickly to what she was 

being taught, and how our dojo worked. From that class on, I attended 

each one of her classes so I could see how she was doing and help her im-

prove. After about a year of helping her, training with her, and getting to 

know her, I knew Veronica was ready. I knew she was ready for some-

thing more advanced; something that she would have to work harder to 

achieve! It would amaze her peers when she started it, and would leave 

them speechless when she was done! I was going to teach her how to use a 

bow! Once she was able to use the bow, I would then teach her a kata 

with it. 
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FROM BEING A T EACHER 

BY N INA  FOLEY 
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T HE C IVIL W AR 

BY T REVOR FREDERICK  

 

The sound of a rifle Shot, 

The Smell of powder and mud, 

The commanding order of General Scott, 

A whistling shellõs explosive thud 

 

The clash of steel and blades, 

Fire and smoke burn the land, 

The charge of a horse brigade 

Confusion of the generalõs command 

 

The steady pace of a Union charge, 

An explosive shellõs loud impact, 

The Union line begins to enlarge, 

Southern troops prepare for the attack 

 

A nation destroyed by war, 

An enormous loss of life, 

The fighting continues no more, 

The end of a great strife 
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IFñINSPIRED BY RUDYARD  K IPLING  

BY N ATALIE REGESTER 

If you can keep your sanity 

When others are blaming you 

If you can trust your instincts 

When everyone doubts them 

If you can be patient 

When lies are all you hear 

If you can be hated and not return the hate 

And your modesty is still there 

 

If you can dream 

Without forgetting reality 

If you can think 

While remembering the truth 

If you can see good and bad, 

And treat them both regally 

 

If you can understand the truth 

If you cannot be tempted by evil 

If you can give your life to someone broken 

And you can build them up 

Being a new member of Police Post 902 has been one of the most 

challenging experiences in my life. I learned a long time ago that I was 

totally wrong. One Tuesday night our assignment was to òclear a stair-

well.ó Nervously, we knew we had to put the skills that we just learned 

into place. 

We were walking up the stairwell slowly and carefully not to 

make a mistake, attempting to reach the landing, which was the most dan-

gerous part of the operation. The landing was clear; I was thinking if 

thereõs anyone hiding, he must be at the top. Walking up farther and far-

ther I saw a door open. I told my partner, òdoor open left.ó Swiftly open-

ing the door the rest of the way, we saw a guy there. We reacted quickly, 

and that was the end of him.  

Now we also have to get back down to the end of the stairway 

and put our skills back to use. This is where my mistake lies. Leaning my 

head over the railing accidentally, a light bulb went off and I immediately 

shifted to the left. Suddenly, I understood that could be a deadly situation. 

I quickly recovered and went back into action. Going farther and farther 

down the stairwell, I had a feeling a òplantó was at the end of the landing 

in a hiding spot. Finally, getting to the landing, it was my partnerõs job to 

clear it and my job to cover our backs. The guy was at the landing just as I 

thought, and that was the end of him as well. Going down the rest of the 

way everything went pretty smoothly. If we keep practicing we wonõt 

make the same mistakes. The thing is to let it go, and move on.  
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FROM LIFE LESSONS 

BY ALEXANDER T REDY 



What is a life lesson? A typical answer might be, òOh yeah, itõs 
something you apply to your life!ó I wouldnõt say that. Yeah, sure, it may 
seem that way, but it depends how you use them. To one person, it may 
be valuable life long advice that will affect him/her forever.  To another, 
it may be useless printed words they come across once in awhile, only to 
be ignored without a second thought. Either way, it matters how you per-
sonally take it in. Everything in life isnõt made for everyone. Just because 
itõs there, it doesnõt mean itõs meant for the whole world, or for one spe-
cific person. Thatõs why there are so many life lessons; they help you with 
thousands of varied situations, persons, and lives you may encounter and/
or come across. Within the whirlpool of life lessons, there will be at least 
one life lesson that will reach out to you. 

One of the lessons that reached out to me was òWe should hope 
for the best, but prepare for the worst.ó To me, itõs talking about the fu-
ture and how itõs absolutely unpredictable. Sure, if your friend gives you a 
hint or two about whatõs going to happen in science class, you get an idea 
of whatõs going to occur, but you donõtõ know the whole thing. You canõt 
recite every single word your teacherõs going to say, or copy every move-
ment heõll make. 

Truthfully, you will never know whatõs going to happen. For 
example, around last week I had a math test. I triple checked everything, 
and had no second thoughts that I was going to get, at the least, an 80. Let 
me tell you now that I was way off. When I saw my grade, my heart plum-
meted 9 floors all the way down to the basement. I received a 49. I was 
caught completely off guard; it was devastating. Thatõs what this life les-
son is trying to relay. Hoping for the best is great, but preparing for the 
worst is a smart idea, especially if you have a habit of overestimating your-
self like I do. 
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FROM LIFE LESSONS 

BY AMARA T HOMAS 
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IFñINSPIRED BY RUDYARD  K IPLING 

(CONTINUED ) 

If you can take some of your earnings, 

And risk it on something worthwhile, 

And lose, but donõt give up 

If you can put every bone in your body, 

Into a lost cause 

 

If you can keep your goodness 

When talking to others 

If you can live in a castle 

And not become a princess 

If enemies and friends canõt hurt you 

If you can take a minute 

And make it mean something 

 

If your world is turning into a better place 

Because of you 

Then you have become 

What we all have been striving for. 
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IFñINSPIRED BY RUDYARD  K IPLING  

BY SAMANTHA  ZERRENNER 

If you can stay peaceful 

When everyone else turns on you, 

If you can believe in yourself 

When no one else does, 

But you can forgive and forget. 

If you have patience 

And you wonõt lie when you can. 

And you wonõt hate when itõs simple to, 

And while doing so you donõt get conceited. 

 

If you wonõt live your dreams as real life, 

Or follow your thoughts exactly as they were thought. 

If you can deal with good and bad, 

And feel the same about both. 

If you can deal with your words 

Being twisted around by others, 

And, see your goals crushed, 

But pick them up and fix them. 

 

If you can win so much, 
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FIVE SENSES  

BY T AYLOR ALWAY  


