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Dear Readers, 
 Welcome to the first issue of YOUR Magazine! When I first started thinking about pu�ng this 

together, I knew we had a lot of students here in the middle school talented at any number of 

different art forms. Even so, I was not  prepared for the level of work that was submi&ed.  Every (me I 

look at the submissions file I am astonished by the brilliant artwork, sophis(cated poetry, and 

though)ul fic(on you have produced. I only wish we had enough space to include everything you sent 

in! 

 In this issue, Mr. Werber and I discovered how true it is that good things come in pairs. We’ve 

got a wonderful set of wildlife drawings by Eliel Sosis and Hadas Huppert and  a pair of nature 

photographs by Yehuda Buff and Matanel Paz. Ilya Nemirovsky, Sarah Ofman, and Yaakov Burger (a 

triple, that (me!) all contributed landscape photographs and came up with some very different ways 

to look at water. In the fic(on category, we have a pair of (me-travel stories by  Josh Schoenberg and 

an anonymous author that show the power and diversity of this narra(ve device. In Devorah 

Wertheimer’s “Principals and Principles,” students stand up for a beloved principal and change their 

society; in Elior Danan’s “A Soccer Champ” a young man stands up for a friend and changes himself. 

Batya Rose and Naomi Epshteyn explore their iden((es through poetry, and Sam Herzlinger and Noa 

Bar-Or each take a look at facing fear and adversity in microfic(on. Jacob Unger experimented with 

filters to create a pair of contras(ng photographs of the same object, and Naomi Epshteyn contribut-

ed two fantasy characters to grace our pages. Emily Goldberg and Noa Bar-Or proved themselves to 

be a great comedic duo with their crea(ve take on Shmuel I. We’ve even got two crossword puzzles, 

by  Orli Abrams and Gavriel Warren, to sharpen your mind! 

 Also included in this issue are Aviva Savitz’s emo(onal drawing in honor of Yom HaZikaron,  

Noa Epstein’s  whimsical drawing-of-a-pain(ng, an anonymous sonnet on friendship,  Eden Kohane 

and Rachel Missaghi’s wis)ul poetry, Shimon Thumim’s original fable, and Ben Wald’s analysis of the 

Boston Cel(cs’ 2015 season. 

Happy reading! 

Sharona Vedol 
Editor-in-Chief 
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 NEWS FLASH: Our humble and generous 
King Shaul is gone; he had a remarkable history. 

Over the course of his reign, there were the signs 
Hashem gave the whole nation that he was chosen, 
there were his three annointings, and  then that fateful 
day when he went to war and failed Hashem for the 
first time. But was it the last time? Below is a reprint 
of our interview with Shmuel, a premier prophet and 
the mentor of King Shaul, done at the time of Shaul’s 
first big mistake. 
 

Navi News: We know God told Shaul to kill 
all the Amaleikim, but what happened when he 
returned?  
Shmuel: That irresponsible boy felt pity for 
the king, the cruelest Amaleiki of all. He didn’t 
kill him, and went against the word of 
Hashem. He also didn’t want to waste good 
food, so he didn’t slaughter the animals.  
Navi News: Will there be a consequence for 
his inaction? 
Shmuel: Of course! He is removed from the 
throne. Also, I will not be coming back with 
him. The people need to learn from this: 
always listen to Hashem! 
Navi News: What were the exact words you 
said to him when he returned?  
Shmuel: I told him, “Halo im katon atah 
b’einecha rosh shivtei Yisrael atah?”In other 
words, “Even if you are so lowly in your own 
eyes, aren’t you the king of Israel?”  
Navi News: Wow, it is amazing how 
disappointed you are in him.  
Shmuel- Well, he did fail God twice. 
 
Whoa, this story is getting more dramatic by 
the second. In other news, while one of our 
reporters was doing an article about a kitten in 
a burning bush nearby, he saw a robe being 
torn. His exact words were: “Va-yachazek 
b’knaf me’ilo vayikra.” Unfortunately, he died 
in the fire, so it’s hard to interpret what he may 
have meant. We have three ideas of what 
might have happened.  

1. Shaul tore Shmuel's robe because 
Shmuel didn't want to come back with 
him, and turned away to leave. Shaul 
grabbed him and accidentally tore 

Shmuel’s robe.  
2. Shmuel tore Shaul’s robe as a sign. The 

sign would be that the next person to 
tear Shaul’s robe would become king.  

3. Shmuel tore his own robe because he 
raised Shaul, and was sad that he was 
removed from the throne. He was 
mourning.  

The second possibility is filled with hope. Our 
people are really craving a new leader.  

 
We have just landed an amazing coup! Navi News has 
been granted an interview with Saul’s therapist Bob, 
who can tell us who our next king will be.  
 

Navi News: Why did Shaul start coming to 
you? 
Bob: He was very anxious after he failed God 
the first time. That was when he decided to see 
a therapist.  
Navi News: We hear that you know who the 
next king will be. How do you know that? 
Bob: One day, King Shaul came to me 
screaming. He said he was being replaced by 
his best friend. He told me that long ago 
Shmuel had told him: “Kara HaShem et 
mamlachut Yisrael Me’alecha hayom , u-nitna 
le-rei’echa ha-tov mi-mecha”—“God is taking 
the rule of Israel from you today and giving it 
to your friend, who is better than you.” 
Navi News: Ouch, that’s pretty bad! So … 
who is Shaul’s best friend?  
Bob: His name is David—he’s actually a 
pretty nice fella.  
Navi News: Interesting.... Well, thank you for 
talking with us.  
 

Now we know that a nice fella named David will be 
our next king. We also know that Shmuel dishonored 
Shaul faster than you say, “Navi News!”  
 
Make sure to buy the commemorative issue coming 
out next week, all about our departed king! Included 
will be all-new pictures of Shmuel anointing King 
Shaul the first time, not knowing he’ll regret it. 
 

Navi News 
Noa Bar-or and Emily Goldberg 
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Monday, 4:15 p.m.  

Year: Unknown 

Dear Diary, 

The man sitting right in front of me doesn’t acknowledge 
that I’m even here. It’s been this way for some time now. I want to 
know where I am, but there’s no way to figure it out—no way at 
all. The people I see may be here physically, but their minds are 
somewhere else entirely. They’re engrossed in their phones. 
Engrossed in their laptops. Engrossed in something that looks like 
an advanced version of Google Glass. Engrossed in other gadgets 
that I’ve never even imagined before. I only know the time from 
looking over someone’s shoulder at his screen. 

 

Wednesday, 11:33 a.m. 

Year: Unknown 

Dear Diary, 

I have walked to what appear to be bus stops. I have 
walked to supermarkets. I have walked to parks. I have walked to 
schools, churches, gyms, and factories. I have even walked inside 
someone’s home. But this whole world doesn’t feel real. It feels 
ghostly. No one notices me. No one reacts to my presence. No one 
even talks to anyone else. They’re all looking into their electronics. 
They are all reading the internet. If you ask me, they all belong to 
the internet.     

I am in the future. I came here on purpose, but wish I 
hadn’t. I tried to come just five years into the future, but it appears 
as though it’s been longer. It could be 20 years, or it could be 50. I 
don’t know. But one thing I do know: it can’t possibly be five. So 
my time machine failed. But this is nothing like how I imagined the 
future would be. I didn’t imagine everyone would be like robots. I 
didn’t imagine they’d belong to their phones.  

 

Friday, 7:16 p.m. 

Year: Unknown  

Dear Diary, 

I still don’t exist, as far as the people around me are 
concerned. The more I see, the more I’m convinced they’re robots, 
though as far as I can tell they believe they’re humans. They seem 
to think texting people and taking pictures of themselves is the 
same as talking face-to-face. But they’re wrong, so wrong. Their 
lives are meaningless. They don’t understand the concept of 
talking, or meeting, or hanging out. They only understand how to 
“socialize” on social media and the internet. They may say they’re 
humans, but they aren’t. Really, they barely exist.  

 

Saturday, 1:33 p.m. 

Year: Finally known! 

Dear Diary, 

I have figured it out! The year is known! This morning, I 
couldn’t stand it anymore: I had to find out what far-distant future 
I’d arrived in. I even had an idea of what to do: go to a nursing 
home. I got past the front desk easily—the young woman sitting 
there didn’t even look up from her phone. I walked into the first 
room I saw. In it was an old woman, around 95. To my relief, she 
wasn’t on her phone. She was sitting on a rocking chair, like a 
normal old lady in my time, reading a book. A book! She must 
have been too old for the technology everyone else was using—she 
must remember what it was like before. She was the first person 
there who ever looked at me. I asked her what year it was, and she 
told me. So I am sending this diary back through time and space. 
Josh, I want you to understand that this should not be the way the 
world is. Don’t be so engrossed in your phone! Look up and see the 
world. Because in truth, this technology-filled “future” was not 
very far in the future after all. It really was 2019. 

Memo from My (Future?) Self 
Josh Schoenberg 

Girl Pain	ng Scenery 
Noa Epstein, colored pencil and crayon 
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BEEP! BEEP! BEEP!  
The alarm clock woke Damian on a warm August 

morning. Sun was flooding the room. Today was the day, the 
day he would start practicing for the big soccer game in Sep-
tember. 

“Damian!” called his mother from downstairs. “It’s 
time for breakfast!” He ran downstairs into the kitchen and sat 
down to eat. 

As he ate, he told his parents and sister Lily about the 
soccer game, and how he planned to begin practicing that day.  

“How about we go practice your skills at the park?” 
said his dad.  

“Sure!” said Damian. 
Damian and his dad practiced all day for many weeks, 

and finally Damian felt ready for the game. 
 
 
It was the day of the big game, the day Damian would 

win for his team, the Crickets. While his father drove him to the 
field, he kept thinking, “What if I mess up?” He thought of all 
of those people watching him. “What if I hit the ball the 
wrong way, or trip?” He put all his worries behind him 
and told himself not to think about them. 

When he arrived at the soccer field, he felt 
nervous anyhow. Still, as he walked onto the field he 
began to feel excited for the game. As soon as the whis-
tle blew, the game began! All the players ran toward the ball 
trying to get it.  

 
 
The score was 6 to 6, and the game was almost over. 

Damian had the ball, and this shot was the one that really 
counted. It was up to him.  He concentrated hard on the goal … 
aimed ... and kicked the ball with all his strength. It slapped into 
the net with a whoosh. Damian had won the game! 

Everybody cheered for the Crickets, and Damian’s 
parents and Lily came over to congratulate him. He was very 
proud. Soon he would be in sixth grade, and in October there 
would be another soccer tournament. He knew he would win it. 

 
 
The first day of school arrived. Damian was now in 

middle school, and still proud of himself for winning the game 
for the team. Now he was ready to win again in October’s tour-
nament. He couldn't wait. 

He was walking in the hallway carrying his books to 
his backpack when suddenly Connor, his best friend and team-
mate, bumped into him. All his books fell on the floor.  

“Oh! I’m so sorry, Damian—I didn’t mean to….”  
“It’s ok,” Damian said with a smile. Connor was ath-

letic, but he was always crashing into things. He and Damian 
had been best friends since kindergarten. They were always 
there for each other.   

“Are you coming to soccer practice after school?,” 
Connor asked while he helped Damian pick up his books.  

“Wouldn’t miss it!” said Damian.  
“Ok, see you there, then,” said Connor, and hurried 

away again. 
 

RIIING!  
School was over, and it was time for the first game of 

the soccer tournament. Damian only had an hour to get ready. 
He had the same feeling he’d gotten at that last game in the 
summer. He thought, “I'll just do what I did last time, and I'll 
probably win the game.” 

When Damian heard the whistle, he immediately ran 
for the ball. Lily was up in the bleachers, cheering him on, and 
the other Crickets were where they belonged: Connor on de-

fense, Timmy as goalie, Jay on offense, the others at their 
best positions. Damian had infield.  

It was a close game, but finally with only a minute left, 
Damian knew they had their big chance to win. Timmy 
had the ball. He passed it to Connor. Connor ran with it, 
and Damian got ready for the pass. Suddenly, Connor 

tripped. His ankle twisted and he fell, the ball rolling away. 
Damian ran for the ball, but it was too late—Zack, one of the 
opposing players, beat him to it. The Dragons had the ball. 
They were running fast, knowing that this was their chance 
now. Damian couldn’t catch up. Zack kicked the ball and 
scored!  

The final whistle blew. The Dragons had won the 
game. 

Damian was quiet. He couldn’t believe they’d lost. 
Then he suddenly remembered something: Connor was still on 
the ground! He quickly rushed over to see what had happened. 
Connor was disappointed and upset, but he was all right. Dami-
an smiled for him and told him it wasn’t his fault. “Besides,” he 
said, “We’ll have another chance to win at the soccer champi-
onship in May. If we win that one, we’ll win the trophy. That 
will definitely cheer you up!” 

In November, Damian had his first practice since 
they’d lost the game. Damian, Connor, Timmy, Jay, and the 
rest of the Crickets were determined to win, and they worked 
hard all winter. 

 

  A SOCCER CHAMP 

Elior Danan 



7 

The day before May’s tournament, all of the Crickets 
were ready to win. Connor didn’t look as excited as the others.  

“Are you ready?” Damian asked him. 
“I’ll try not to mess up this time,” Connor replied, 

looking glum.  
“You’re a great soccer player!,” Damian said, trying to 

reassure Connor that they would win.  
“Ok, I’ll do my best.” 
 
The day of the soccer championship arrived. The 

Crickets were ready. As Damian walked onto the field, he smelled 
the fresh grass. He took a deep breath. “We can win this,” he 
repeated to himself as he walked over to the middle of the field. 
The whistle blew and the game started. Damian got the ball and 
passed it to Jay. “Shoot!,” shouted Connor. Jay kicked the ball but 
missed. Damian quickly reacted. He ran toward the ball and 
kicked it too. He scored.  

 

The game was almost over and the score was 12 to 11. 
The Crickets were winning. Connor had the ball again, just like in 
October.  

“Pass the ball!,” Damian shouted. Connor kicked the ball 
across the field to him. This was it, the final shot of the game. 
Damian thought back to September, when all of his friends had 
cheered when he won the game. Damian concentrated hard on the 
net. He took his aim and kicked as hard as he could. Whoosh! The 
ball slapped against the net.  

“We won!” shouted Damian.  
His whole team cheered in victory. “We won the 

trophy!,” shouted Connor. 
Timmy was jumping for joy, shouting, “We won!,” and 

Jay was waving at his parents up in the bleachers. 
The Crickets held up the trophy, and Damian felt proud. 

Today, for the first time, he was a real soccer champ. 
                 

I Am Who I Am 

Naomi Epshteyn 

 

I do not judge it by the (tle, 

I do not judge it by the name. 

Why give up who you are 

To be a clone, to be the same? 

 

You say I don’t know how you feel; 

You say that I have to get real. 

You think no one will like me for being a nerd— 

I say that I just want to be heard. 

 

I am who I am, I can’t change for you. 

Any change is because that’s what I choose. 

I don’t want to be trapped in the sameness cage— 

If you start playing that game then you lose. 
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“Where am I?” asked John, looking around himself in 
shock. He was lying down with his arms flat on the ground next 
to him, and saw nothing but emptiness. The question was a reflex; 

he wasn’t expecting an answer.  
“I have no idea,” said a familiar voice. John couldn’t 

help but be relieved. At least he wasn’t alone here! “Definitely 
not where we were five minutes ago.”  

“Tim!,” John said. “How did this happen?”  
“Our time portal didn’t work as planned. It started to 

suck things in, and we got sucked in too.”  
“So what’s going on now?” asked John.  
“Depends what you mean by ‘now.’ Technically, what 

just happened to us could have happened years ago, or won’t 
happen for a long time, depending on whether we’re in the past or 
the future. Oh, and back home the time portal is probably going to 
suck things in until it’s sucked in the entire universe,” said Tim. 

“”How long will that take?” said John, picturing the 
disaster. It always amazed him that Tim could figure out all of 
this stuff. Of course, it also always amazed Tim that John came 
up with ideas for using what he figured out. 

“About a week, there,” Tim responded glumly. “And 
we’re the only people who can stop it. We have to go back and 
keep ourselves from building it. We’ll have to be pretty careful to 
get back to exactly the right time—if we travel back to a week 
after we left, there won’t be anything left to return to!” 

“But we’re only kids!,” exclaimed John. “Why can’t 
someone else do it? They’re also in danger of getting sucked into 
the portal, and they’re already there and have their own time 

machines!” 
“It doesn’t work that way,” responded Tim. “When it 

comes to time travel, the only people who can stop themselves 
from doing something are themselves.” When he saw John’s 
confused look, he explained further. “In other words, we are the 
only people who can stop ourselves in the past—or the future, 
whichever it is. Also, if the other people are being sucked in, 
they’ll wind up in a random time just like us.” 

“Well, when are we? Shouldn’t we know? It was our 
time portal!” John asked. This was a disaster! How could they 
possibly be lost in time? It was like the stories people told to scare 
each other! Tim knew his science: he’d have to know a better 
answer. 

“No,” said Tim, sadly. “Remember, we can only control 
when we go if we enter the time portal by will.” 

“This is all my fault,” said John with a frown. “If I 
hadn’t convinced you to sign up with me for the time portal 
contest, we wouldn’t be here.” 

“It’s not your fault that the time portal went wrong,” said 
Tim. 

Well, that was true. After all, Tim had been in charge of 
the actual building of the portal. They could share the blame for 
the mistake. “Okay,” said John, taking a deep breath. The disaster 
had happened, and now it was up to them to fix it. “How are we 
going to escape and get back to the present?” Suddenly, he hit 
himself on the head. 

“Why did you do that?” asked Tim, with a puzzled 
expression on his face. 

Lake Massapoag 
Sharon, MA 

Yaakov Burger 

Lake Massapoag is the main reason that Sharon was a summer vaca�on des�na�on.  Formed by a natural 

underground spring,  it was a sacred place for the Algonquin tribe. Later on it was a mine, and sha!s are s�ll visible 

in the lake.  The ice farm that came a!er the mine eventually burned down, and now Lake Massapoag is the place 

to go on a hot summer day. 

The Time Portal 
Anonymous 
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“I have a rule. If you need a plan, hit yourself on the 
head for ideas,” replied John casually. Then he grinned and hit 
Tim on the head.  

“Hey! What was that for?” Tim said, rubbing the spot 
John had hit.  

John laughed. “The last part of that rule is that you 
should also hit the people near you so they can give you ideas!” 

“Should have told me that before you started thinking,” 
grumbled Tim.  

John looked around himself. The sky was strangely dark, 
though it was definitely not night yet, and when he looked down 
he saw a wet-looking brown substance with green sprouts sticking 
out of it. He reached down to feel it and recoiled the moment his 
hand touched it. 

“Eww!” he said, shaking the unpleasant stuff off his 
fingers. “I think the green things are grass, but what’s the brown 
stuff?! And why is it out in the open, where no one can enjoy it?!” 
And what was grass doing just sitting around outside like this? 
Grass belonged indoors, neatly tended, where people could enjoy 
it properly. 

“I don’t know,” said Tim, looking just as confused as 
John was confused. “How can people live with this stuff all 
around them….” He stopped himself with a gasp. “Maybe this is a 
mixture of water and soil?!” 

“But why is it wet? Do people here like this, this 
mixture? Did they throw water into their dirt?” Tim’s sudden idea 
had left John just as confused as before. 

“I don’t know,” said Tim. “Let’s walk a little bit, and see 
if we can find anything else.”  

They walked for a while until they spotted a city in the 
distance, comforted by the sight of buildings and houses. When 

they finally got to it, they were also relieved to find themselves 
walking on solid ground instead of that soil-and-water mixture. 
There were other people here, walking around and talking to each 
other just like people back home—though they didn’t exactly look 
like the people back home. Their clothes were very strange. 

“Maybe we could ask someone what year it is,” said 
Tim, hopefully. 

“Maybe,” said John. “But what are we going to do then?” 
“We could build another time portal,” said Tim. 
“It took us a month to build the last one,” John said 

doubtfully.  
“That’s ok,” Tim said, and John had a feeling he was 

laughing at him. “Remember, we’re time travelers! It doesn’t 
matter how long it takes to build; it just matters what time we go 

back to afterward!” 
John shook his head. “That’s not what I meant. What are 

we going to eat for a month? How will we sleep? What if 
someone thinks it’s weird that two kids are all alone?” 

“Oh.” Tim was quiet for a moment, thinking about that, 
and then nodded to himself. “Well, it won’t take a month this 
time—that one was with all of the finishing touches. Besides, we 
know how it’s done now. All we need is something to take us 
back home, and then blow up. We can build an easy self-
destructing time portal. No problem.” 

“Yeah, but we need a power source,” said John, again 
looking doubtfully. From what he saw, this time didn’t seem to 
have what they needed.  

“I can handle that,” replied Tim with a grin, as he patted 
his left zipper pocket. “I always carry a few around just in case of 
emergencies. I would consider this an emergency.” 

“Yes!” said John, and he high-fived Tim. “We could 

Water Lily 

Yehuda Buff 

This is an image of a water lily in Japan in 2013. The flower and the picture 

itself speak to me of the calmness and beauty of Japan. In order to take the 

picture, I had to adjust the focus, shu%er speed, and aperture of the camera. 
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actually do this!” 
Tim was practically bouncing with excitement. “Let’s 

find out what year it is, and get some materials—we’re gonna 
have a time portal!,” he yelled. John winced. The people hurrying 
around them had slowed down, and some of them were giving 
them very strange looks.  

There were a lot of stores around them, and they chose a 
random one that said “Staples” on the front and rushed in. John 
was about to ask someone what the year was, but Tim pulled him 
back as his mouth opened. 

“Why can’t I ask him what year it is?” John asked, 
surprised.  

“I have a better idea,” Tim said, and grinned. “Follow 
me.” Tim raced off through the store, ducking through all the 
people. John could barely keep up, but finally Tim slowed down 
and stopped. 

“Look at the sign,” said Tim, pointing up. John looked 
and grinned. It read, “CALENDARS/NOTEPADS/
NOTEBOOKS/LINED PAPER”  

“I see calendars,” John said, impressed. “But what are the 
other things?” 

“I don’t know,” said Tim. “But if there are calendars, 
then that’s what we need.” 

“Why wouldn’t you let me ask him?” asked John. 
“Don’t you think it would be weird if someone asked you 

what year it is?” replied Tim. “Most people our age are smart 
enough to know that on their own.” 

“Right,” said John. There was a lot to learn about time-
travelling. They walked along the aisle and picked up the first 
calendar they saw. It was labeled 2015.  

“2015?” replied a shocked John. “But we live in year 

8627! We are, like—” 
“Thousands of years ago,” said Tim, finishing John’s 

sentence. “We’re in the past. Way in the past.” 
“They must be so outdated!” exclaimed John. “They 

probably don’t have undetectable invisible portals, time portals, or 
anything!” 

“Or weather control!” Tim added excitedly. “That’s why 
the ground was that water-soil mixture! They can’t control when it 
rains, or how much, so the soil couldn’t soak it up and got wet. 
They also can’t control if the clouds go in front of the sun, and 
that’s why it’s so dark out in the middle of the day!” 

“Okay,” said John, absorbing all of this and calming 
down. “We’ll figure this out. How about those building 
materials?” 

“That we can ask somebody,” Tim decided. They walked 
up to a man who was holding a rectangular package of white stuff 
with blue lines. “Lined Paper,” it said on the front. The man was 
walking around and didn’t seem busy.  

“Excuse me,” John to the man. “Do you know where we 
could find some free stuff to build with?” 

“I guess so,” said the man, after a moment’s thought. 
“There’s a junkyard near here, if that’s what you’re looking for.” 

“Perfect! Where is it?” John asked politely. 
“It’s a right at the corner, then go straight and take the 

first left. You’ll see it right ahead of you. What are you building, 
anyway?” 

“We have a project we need to do,” said John. “Thanks!” 
“No problem,” said the man, and went back to his “Lined 

Paper.”  
As the boys were walking out, John asked Tim, “What’s 

a junkyard?” 
“I don’t know, but if it’s got what we need, it’s where 

we’re going.” They followed the man’s directions and found a 
huge place surrounded by fences and gates. One of the gates was 
open.  

“This is just piles of garbage!” said John, disappointed, 
once they were inside. 

“Yeah, but there’s some things to build with, so let’s start 
building!” said Tim, and he started looking around for things that 
could be useful. John frowned for another moment, and then gave 
up and joined him. 
 

Over the next day and a half, the boys found used pieces 
that they were told by other scavengers were “old car parts,” tools, 
and everything else Tim said that they needed to build the time 
portal. The same other scavengers had led them to food in soft 
transparent covers in some of the piles, which was surprisingly 
fresh. They found big rectangular, thick, soft things to sleep on, 
which were surprisingly comfortable. Thick fabric pieces placed 
on top kept them warm.  

Finally it was done. It didn’t look as fancy as the last one 
had, but there was no doubt it was a time portal.  

“We actually did it!” John said, smiling. “We’re actually 
going to save the universe! Cool!” 

“All right! And you made sure it would self-destruct?” 
asked Tim. That part was important; they didn’t want any of these 

olden-days people wandering through and landing who-knows-
where. 

“Yep,” said John. “It should blow up in...,” he checked 
the portal’s fuse. “Five minutes.” 

“Then let’s go,” said Tim. “Ready! Three, t—” But as he 
began, a gust of wind swept John off his feet, and part of his leg 

Phoenix 

Naomi Epshteyn 
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entered the time portal.  
“Get me out!” he cried. Tim rushed over and tried to pull 

him out, but his foot was stuck in the portal.  
“Never mind, just come with me—we’ll go now!,” said 

John. 
“It won’t work!” said Tim. “You’re going in by force, 

since you’re stuck—we won’t get to choose when we go to!” 
“Then let go,” said John. “You have to save the 

universe.” 
“I can’t do that!” exclaimed Tim. “You’re my best 

friend—who knows when you’re going?!” 
“If you save me, you’re risking the universe!” cried John. 

“You have to let me go!” 
“Pull me in!,” said Tim. “So I go by force too, and we 

stay together!” John hesitated: he knew Tim was only trying to 
save him, but wasn’t he making a big mistake? Suddenly, there 
was a beeping sound.  

“Fifteen seconds left!” cried John, and tried to pull his 
arm away from his friend. If they were here when the portal 
exploded, that would be the end of them. 

Tim held on tight, and lay down right next to the portal. 
“Pull me in, or we both die. Choose.” Then John, with only 
seconds to spare, pulled Tim into the portal with him.  

 
“That was not smart of you, Tim,” John said, looking 

around at their new surroundings. It was also dark, and the ground 
was a smooth, hard, black layer. “Now we might not be able to 
save the universe.” 

“I couldn’t abandon you,” said Tim. He was lying about 
fifteen feet away. “At least if we’re together, we can try to build a 
new machine.”  

“Well, we’re here now,” said John with a sigh. “Only 
where is here and when is now?” 

“I don’t know, and I don’t know,” replied Tim. “Let’s 
look around.” After walking around for a few hours, they agreed 
that this place seemed abandoned. Then they heard marching, and 
saw some people walking right toward them. When they came 
closer, the boys realized that the approaching figures were not 
people: they were human-shaped robots!  

One robot said, “Surrender or we shoot!” The boys put 
their hands up. The robots surrounded them.  

“Where are all of the humans?” said John. 
One robot answered, “Humans...? Oh, them! There was 

some portal that sucked in the humans’ whole universe. We’re in 
another dimension, so it didn’t suck us up. I think the only way 
your time portal got you here is because your dimension doesn’t 
exist anymore.” 

“They’re lying,” Tim whispered to John.  
“Hopefully,” John said dubiously.  
Tim turned to the robots. “How do you know about the 

time portal?” 
“We have listening devices planted everywhere. And by 

the way, we are not lying,” another robot said. “What should we 
do with the humans?,” it asked the others. 

“Study them,” one of them answered. 
“That doesn’t sound good,” said John. 
“Nope,” said Tim. “I’ll distract them, you run.” 
“Wait, what?” said John, puzzled. But before he knew it, 

Tim was running around and shouting, completely out of control, 
and the robots were was surrounding him, staring. This gave John 
a chance to escape!. 

“Here, John!” Tim yelled, and turning to look at him 

John saw one of Tim’s power sources fly in the air. He reached 
out a hand and caught it. “Save the universe!,” was the last thing 
John heard Tim say before the robots overpowered him. Some 
robots turned around and started shooting at John. The first few 
bullets missed, but he knew he had to go. 

But as soon as he ran away, he came back, knowing he 
had to save Tim, because Tim had saved him. Silently he watched 
as the robots discussed what to do, their heads together, and then 
brought Tim to a huge building. John kept watching from a hiding 
place, and eventually a huge group of robots came back out 
again—without Tim. They left a robot to guard the door, and went 
off to do other things.  

John snuck behind the guard and quickly took his gun. 
He shot the guard in the head, which was surprisingly effective—
the guard collapsed, and then fell apart into a tangle of metal 
pieces. “Weird,” John thought.  

After that it was pretty easy. The building’s first hallway 
had two doors leading off of it, and John tried the one on the left. 
There was no Tim in there, but there was something shocking: a 
time portal! Now he hesitated. He wanted to go back and save 
Tim, but this could be the last chance for them to save the 
universe. He heard footsteps to the right of him, so he was 
guessing someone was in the other room. Who knew when they’d 
come into this one!  

Tim had chosen to come here with him rather than save 
the universe. But that was the wrong choice, John reminded 
himself He should have saved the universe, not me. Now it was 
John’s turn to make a decision. He knew that if Tim were here, 
he’d tell him to save the universe. But John had said the same 
thing! Still, this really could be the universe’s last chance. And 
with that, he walked into the portal, thinking, In my room, the day 
I signed up for the contest. 
 

When he got out of the portal, he was sitting on his bed, 
his eyes closed. He was still upset about Tim, but he knew that he 
had to save the universe. He had to tell his past self not to build 
the portal. He opened his eyes, and there was Tim sitting right 
next to him. John rubbed his eyes, and looked again. Tim was still 
there.  

“Hi, John,” said Tim with a grin.  
“You’re alive!,” John yelled in joy. “But how?” 
Tim explained. It seemed that the robots had tied him on 

a platform, but hadn’t realized how flexible humans are: the ropes 
had been loose. When almost all of the robots had gone out 
hunting for John, he’d known that was his chance. “So I listened 
to your rule.” 

“Really?” John asked with a laugh. “What did you do?” 
“It was quite simple,” said Tim, returning the laugh. “I 

couldn’t hit myself on the head, so I banged my head against the 
platform. The robots didn’t really notice it, and it didn’t help. 
Then I remembered the next part of your rule: hit the people near 
you on the head. Since the guards didn’t gag me and I could talk, I 
said, ‘Do you guys want to help me escape?’ Obviously, they said 
no, because they wanted to study me. So I squeezed out of the 
ropes, kicked the two guards carrying the platform in the head, 
and jumped off the platform. Those robots must be built pretty 
badly, because the heads flew off, and the robots collapsed and 
fell apart.” 

“The same thing happened when I shot the guard in the 
head!” exclaimed John.  

“Cool,” said Tim. “Anyway, the robots aren’t very smart, 
because then I said, ‘Look, it’s an army of humans,’ and pointed 
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away from me, they all looked the way I pointed. So I took one of 
the guns of a robot that was looking away, and I shot them all in 
the head. Then they all collapsed and fell apart. Then I put all of 
the broken robots, the platform, and the ropes all in some kind of 
closet, so other robots would find it suspicious to see a bunch of 
robot parts. I was in a hallway, and at the end of the hallway there 
were two doors. I went in the one on the right.” 

“I went in the one on the left!” yelled John. 
“Cool!” exclaimed Tim. “And then inside—” 
“There was a time portal!” said Tim and John said at the 

same time. 
“Yeah, and I was conflicted about whether I should go in 

or not, but I knew you would want me to save the universe, so I 
did,” Tim ended. 

“That’s exactly what I thought!” said John. He was so 
excited and relieved he felt like he was going to explode. “Wait, 
how long were you waiting before I got here?” 

“I don’t know, maybe thirty seconds,” said Tim 
thoughtfully.  

“So the footsteps I heard must have been yours!” 
exclaimed John. 

“Cool!” yelled Tim. “I also heard footsteps—they must 
have been yours!” 

“It’s like we did the exact same thing!” said John, 
bouncing up and down on his bed.  

“Oh, and look what I grabbed before one of the robots 
vanished,” said Tim excitedly, showing John a little device. “It’s a 
robot memory chip. I think it’ll be useful to the scientists here.” 

“That is so cool!” yelled John as he fist-bumped Tim. 
“Oh, and here’s your power source back, Tim.” 

“Thanks,” said Tim, pocketing it.  
“So now we tell our past selves not to build the time 

portal, right?” asked John. 
“I don’t think we have to worry about that,” said Tim 

with a smile. 
“Why not?” asked John, confused. 
“Because the instant we came here, our two selves 

merged: there can’t be two of the same person at the same time.” 
“So we’ve already saved the universe by not building the 

machine?” asked John. 
“Yep!”  
“I just have one question,” said John. “So the robot was 

lying about the universe being sucked in by the portal?” 
“I think maybe he wasn’t,” explained Tim. “He might 

have traveled into our universe and seen the portal sucking 
everything up. Then he escaped back to his dimension and 
assumed that the portal sucked everything up, and our universe 
was just nothingness. But it doesn’t matter now!” 

“Let’s tell the person in charge of the contest that we’re 
dropping out,” said John. 

“Okay,” said Tim.  
 

After they told the woman in charge of the contest that 
they were dropping out, they gave the scientists the memory chip 
and told them how they got it. The scientists thanked them and 
said that it would be very useful in future study. Finally, they went 
to the governor and told him their whole story, and about what it 
was like in the past. The governor was so proud of them that he 
appointed them as vice governors (even though they suspected 
he’d probably just made that position up.)  

Tim said to John, “It’s good to be back here.” 
John laughed and said, “And it’s especially good to be 

back now!”     

I Once 

Eden Kohane 
 

 

I once saw the sun 

Long ago 

 

I was young 

 

 

I once breathed fresh air 

It was clean 

 

now so rare 

 

 

I once had a pet 

she was so5 

 

now she’s dead 

 

 

I once had much food 

fields were full 

 

now they’re nude 

 

 

I once felt so safe 

had no fear 

 

now I’m changed 

 

I long for the (mes 

when I once saw the sun 

when I once breathed fresh air 

when I once had a pet 

when I once had much food 

when I once felt so safe 

 

 

What has happened to that place? 
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Across 

6 What looks like half of an apple? 

7 What o5en falls but never gets hurt? 

8 Why does a bike rest on its leg? 

9 What three le&ers change girl into woman? 

10 What is it that no man ever saw which never 

was but always will be? 

11 What is a weapon of math destruc(on? 

12 If you had three apples and four oranges in 

one hand, and four apples and three oranges 

in the other hand, what would you have? 

13 Where do cows go when they’re bored? 

Down 

1 What can you never eat for breakfast? 

2 What gets wet with drying? 

3 If you throw a red stone into the blue sea, 

what will it become? 

4 Why should you always go into the corner 

when you’re in a cold room? 

5 What do you call a sheep with no legs? 
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Friendship: A Sonnet 

Anonymous 

 

Friendship is a hug I didn’t have to ask for. 

It’s a hard day, and then you walk in. 

Something that from each other we have earned. 

A voice I can hear through any din. 

 

Running down a corridor with you, 

Faces shining, chests heaving, hair flying. 

Eyes crinkled, we grab arms and can’t be unglued— 

Just happy together, without trying. 

 

Dark days are brightened when you are here, 

We accept each other—secrets are not secrets. 

Friendship is something that won’t disappear— 

The jokes we have together are genius. 

 

No ma�er what, when, where, or even how, 

In me you have a friend: that is my vow. 
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BOOM! 

The plane lurched. A flight a�endant screamed. The 

captain’s calm voice came over the intercom: “Ladies and 

gentlemen, there is no need for alarm as we fly through this 

turbulence. Please stay calm, and we’ll return to clear air 

shortly.” A er a few minutes, the plane was back in clear air, and 

our flying was smoother.  

I started to relax, but as we disembarked in New York 

three hours later, I heard the copilot talking to the pilot when he 

thought no one was listening. “…Barely made it!,” he was saying. 

“All systems failed?! I’ve never seen that before!...” From that 

moment on, I was mortally afraid of flying. 

 

This may sound crazy, but before I heard that, I thought 

flying was the greatest thing in the world! Every �me I went on 

an airplane, I felt a rush of exhilara�on for the coming flight. But 

a er that one terrifying moment, I had a fear of flying.  

Four months later, when I came down for breakfast at 

10:30 in the morning (it was December 31, about halfway 

through winter break), I knew something was up. For one thing, 

my dad was in an unusually good mood—in fact, everyone was. 

For another thing, no one was talking to each other at all, just 

smiling with excitement. My parents turned toward me with 

their smiles. By this point, I was star�ng to wonder what was 

going on. Then they 

told me the news: 

“We’re going skiing in 

Deer Valley, Utah!,” 

my mom said.  

Utah? That 

was halfway across 

the country—and that 

meant flying. I felt a 

rush of fear. I had to 

get back on a plane 

again. Every �me I 

thought about it I felt 

sick. At one point I 

actually started 

shaking! That night, I 

couldn’t sleep at all. 

 

Two days 

later, I s�ll hadn’t 

calmed down. I knew 

we were leaving the 

next day, and my 

family seemed really 

excited about the trip, 

but not me. My dad 

tried to cheer me up, 

saying, “There’s so 

much snow there! And it’s all powder, a totally different type of 

skiing!” All night, I went over everything that could go wrong on 

the coming flight. We might run into turbulence, or we might 

have systems fail again, and this �me not be so lucky. We might 

be vic�ms of a terrorist a�ack. The engines might catch fire! The 

fuel might explode! We might get hit by another plane! My mind 

kept whirling, and I barely slept at all. I dreamed that thirty 

minutes into the flight, the passenger cabin suffered explosive 

decompression, and we all suffocated to death. 

 

The next morning, I didn’t really have an appe�te, even 

though my dad had made me a plate of bagels and fried eggs—

the same meal I always loved ea�ng before a flight.  

“What’s wrong?,” my father asked. 

“Nothing!,” I answered, and managed to choke down a 

few bites. 

Then I grabbed my suitcase and we le  for the airport. 

I hoped we’d miss the flight, but there was almost no 

traffic. I spent the whole �me thinking about my dream, and 

worrying about whether it would come true. 

When we boarded the plane, I realized that my parents 

had go�en me the same seat they had the last �me I flew: 5b, 

right in front of the engines. It had always been my favorite spot. 

The captain announced, “Good morning, ladies and 

gentlemen. Welcome aboard 

flight number 1908 to Salt 

Lake City. Please fasten your 

seat belts and prepare for 

takeoff.” There was no 

turning back now. As we 

taxied to the runway, I 

nervously glanced at my life 

jacket under my seat, and 

folded and unfolded the 

safety card. The pilot 

advanced the thro�les. The 

engines whined in protest. I 

held my breath. 

We thundered down the 

runway and li ed into the 

air. I suddenly felt a rush of 

exhilara�on for the coming 

flight—a feeling I thought I 

would never have again.  I 

suddenly knew that nothing 

would go wrong: my love of 

flying had returned! I looked 

out the window smiling as 

we rose through the cirrus 

clouds, 35,000 feet up, into a 

beau�ful sunrise. 

 

Lion 

Hadas Huppert 
People say, “A picture is worth a thousand words,” but I think that one you draw 

yourself is worth even more. When you draw something yourself, you have a special 

connec�on to it. That’s how I feel about this drawing. When I look at this lion, I 

think about what he’s thinking. I can see a li�le bit of worry mixed with hope in his 

eyes. It seems like he’s been through a lot and knows that the world is not an easy 

place. The lion looks very though!ul and wise, and looks like he worries a lot about 

others. I wish I could hear what he  would say. 

Airplane! 

Sam Herzlinger 



16 

The Disaster 
Noa Bar-Or 

 
Bzzz… Bzzz.  
The alarm clock’s buzz was deafening. The day was 

a typical day—just another Monday, or so I thought. My eyes 
blinked a few times before opening completely, and when 
they did, the scorching, glaring sun shone into them. A crisp, 
cool breeze flew in and pushed my hair out of my face. As I 
jumped out of bed, my feet brushed  the silk blanket and 
brought warmth into my chilly body. My room looked 
desperate, somber, upset, though I couldn’t describe any 
actual difference from how it usually looked. It was just a 
feeling I got from seeing it.  
 

My mouth shook as I deliberately ate my oatmeal 
spoon by spoon. I was getting more and more upset, but it 
made no sense: nothing had happened. There was no 
reason to think today would be different from any other day. 
And yet I had a headache that was growing stronger and 
stronger, and I knew I was losing control. My body was 
shaking uncontrollably, and I knew something was wrong.  

You see, ever since I was a child, I’ve had these 
vicious headaches. My body would rattle ferociously, and 
that’s when I knew something dreadful would happen. When 
I was 7, my grandfather died. At age 11, I moved to 
Nebraska (which was also dreadful. Trust me). When I feel 
this way, what’s coming is never good. Feeling it now, I 
abruptly changed moods and became anxious. I cautiously 
walked to school on the narrow sidewalk, frightened of 
whatever the headache was signaling.  
 

“Okay class, today we will be learning about 
tornadoes. Who can describe tornadoes?” 

A crowd of hands shot into the air. Usually, mine 
would be among them—I would love to be called on—but 
today the question only made me feel worse. My hand flew 
up, the flawless, manicured nails in sharp contrast to the 
others’, but it wasn’t to answer the teacher’s question, but to 
ask my own.  

“Why are we learning about tornadoes?” I asked the 
teacher, my body quivering a little as I waited for the answer.  

“That’s right, you’re new to Nebraska,” she replied 
with a smile. “Here, tornadoes are a fact of life. You need to 
be prepared for them, for when they come. We have tornado 
warnings a few times a year here, and we might even get 
one today,” she replied. Her voice was a soft purr, and her 
eyes were open wide, like she was telling a scary story. It 
sure was a scary story to me. Goosebumps crawled up my 
body like a spider was walking up my spine. I shook the 
chills off, trying hard to forget the idea. But … a tornado? 
Today?! It was only maybe, I reminded myself. You’ll be fine. 
The feeling of dread didn’t leave me. 
 

The day finished off pretty typically. The only thing 
was, I felt as though the adults surrounding me knew 
something I didn't, and I was sure it wasn't something good. 
The gears in my mind were turning, and I knew my brain 
was trying to talk to me. What’s happening? Something bad 
will happen, but what…? Will I survive this day? Abhorrent 
thoughts filled every corner of my head, and then I was hit 

Filtered Light 

Photograph Series 
Jacob Unger 



17 

with a brick—or at least that’s what it felt like. A swift, 
agonizing feeling, a tornado inside me, told me that 
whatever I feared, it was worse than anything I’d faced 
before. 
 

I hurried home, tears sliding down my cheeks one 
after the other. Each one felt like a gash. They slid down my 
shirt together, as a family, chilling me though my heart was 
racing. I dared to look up, but what I saw made my head fall 
back down for my own protection. The sky was dark, 
shadowy, and cold, and brought nothing but emptiness into 
my heart.  

At last I was there. My house looked alone in the 
darkness, but it felt good to be home. I slowly opened the 
door, hearing a crack along with a hoarse voice screaming 
my name. “Maddie! Maddie!” After a moment of panice, I 
recognized the voice as my mother’s. But what was she 
doing?! Her long, slim fingers wrapped around my wrist, 
pulling me toward her. She dragged me to the basement 
and the mysterious room down there I’d always wondered 
about.  

“Mother, what are you doing? You scared me!” I 
stretched my mouth wide, trying to smile, but I couldn’t quite 
make the expression real  

“Didn’t you hear the news?,” she said quietly.  
“No! What news?!”  
“The ….” Then I heard a THUMP. My heartbeat 

quickened.  
The wind swirled above, so strong that it was hard 

to believe I was inside. My hands were clenched in front of 
me as I hid under a heavy desk we’d stored there. They 
were so tight that my knuckles cracked when above our 
head, the house I loved and cherished split into two. The 
ceiling above us flew off, and the wind shrieked around us.  

And then it happened: one instant my mother was 
there; the next she’d been blown away by the strong wind. 
Somehow the storm didn’t take me, and I stayed there, 
crying, until the wind died down. As it quieted, I could  hear 
my own sobs, could hear myself wailing, “Mother ... No!”  

Finally I understood the feelings I’d had all day, the 
teacher’s choice of lesson—I got it all. The disaster had 
come. My life as I knew it was over. For the first time in my 
life, I had to ask myself if I’d survive. 

The only person who cared about me was lost. At 
the very thought, I retreated under the desk that had 
sheltered me, closing my eyes to mourn. And then, my heart 
broken, I fell asleep.  
 

I woke up to a breeze. The world was a blur, and so 
was I. I looked around me, unfamiliar with my surroundings 
though I’d been living here for months. Before me were a 
burnt-apricot-colored sky, trees with no leaves—this was a 
lonely place. Turning around, I saw the hole that was once 
known as my house. Digging my nails into the dirt, I tried to 
find anything left over from the tornado. A cracked picture of 
my mom and me was all that was left. I found myself missing 
things I never thought I would miss. Like my bed, and the 
pillow my mother had given me that said “World’s best 
daughter.” But here I was, and I had to accept reality. Lying 
down on the dirt, I closed my eyes, wondering where my life 
would take me.  
 

Dreams 
Rachel Missaghi 

 
There's a happy place out there where time does not 

exist.  
A beautiful, magical place that no one can resist.  

 
It’s not on earth, and not on the moon— 

it’s really more like an old-fashioned cartoon.  
 

This place cannot be seen or heard or felt,  
but it’s so wondrous it can make you melt.  

 
Of course it’s hard to imagine how it could be real,  

but nonetheless trust me—it’s truly ideal.  
 

In this place, there is no violence— 
all there is is peaceful silence.  

  
This place goes on forever and ever;  

if you think it will stop, you’re wrong, it will never.  
 

All right, I’m sorry, I cannot tell a lie,  
the place I’m speaking of is my dreams come alive.  

 
But wait, in reality dreams are timeless, you see.  
So maybe, just maybe, the dreams set you free.  

 
But, you may ask, are dreams really a place?  

You’ll just have to answer that at your own pace. 
 

Just know something before I must leave:  
dreams are the way to relax, not to grieve.   

 
Thank you for listening to my long, long tale— 

now I must go, and let my dreams prevail.   



18 

My Jewish Days  
Batya Rose 

 

Every day I’m told 

I must be modest  

And with that comes  

I must be honest  

I have to be covered with my clothes 

and modest with the way I pose 

I must be true to myself  

and do it in good health 

 

Every day I’m told 

I must watch what I eat 

because I can’t mix milk and meat 

Some(mes  

we have to pray before we seat 

and pray a5er we eat 

 

Every day I’m told  

I must go pray and hold  

a book to the creator  

of the moon and the sun  

the almighty, 

the only one  

  

Every day I ask 

Does it seem fake  

or does it seem real  

like a tooth under your pillow  

That a tooth fairy will steal   

 

Every day I ask  

Should I stay or should I go  

To leave and go to the past  

Or stay as a Jew--I don't know  

 

Now every day I'm asked  

Will I leave or will I grow  

I tell them back 

that Hashem's path  

 Is where I'll go 

 

  

PRINCIPALS AND PRINCIPLES 

Devorah Wertheimer 

 

“Expelled!” my friends and I gasped in unison. 

“Girls! I’ve made my decision and it’s final. Now go to lunch,” 

said Principal Pierce in his unusually low, booming voice. The three of 

us dri ed down the hall, s�ll shocked. 

“This is so unfair!” exclaimed Bella, finally breaking the 

silence. 

“I agree. What Sam did was wrong, but she doesn’t deserve 

to be expelled. She just pulled a li�le prank,” I said.  

“He could have just had Sam wash the shirt, or pay for the 

dry cleaning. Pudding does come off, you know,” agreed Emily. 

We sat down at our usual lunch table. 

“What are we going to do about it?” I asked, with a mouth 

full of egg salad sandwich. 

“I don’t know, but let's talk about it at my house a er 

school,” offered Bella. 

“Okay,” we replied. 

As the day con�nued I got more and more annoyed. 

“Maddie! Chill,” soothed Bella, shortly a er I had just absentmindedly 

broken my pencil.  

By the end of the day, I had finally calmed down, but I was 

s�ll pre�y upset. As we walked over to Bella’s house, we started 

working on the mystery of Sam’s punishment.  

“Did you guys no�ce that Principal Pierce seemed a li�le 

more stressed than he usually is?,” pondered Emily 

“Yeah, that was a li�le weird. He’s usually very calm,” I 

added. 

“Well, I think I know why," said Bella suddenly. 

“What happened? Tell us!” we urged. 

“Well, last night, before Principal Pierce called to tell Sam 

that she was expelled, Sam called me. She told me that she had snuck 

into Principal Pierce’s office—when it was locked!” 

What! I thought. “Why didn’t Sam tell me or Emily about 

this? I calmed down, though. Of us all, Bella was the closest to Sam—

she was even the one who’d first suggested we befriend her. 

“What did she do that for?” Emily asked, interrup�ng my 

train of thought. 

“She said there’s a locked drawer in his desk—and of course, 

she picked the lock.” 

“And?” I inquired anxiously. 

“In the drawer there was a pile of papers. Sam skimmed over 

the papers looking for something interes�ng, and that’s exactly what 

she found,” Bella ended drama�cally. 

“What? What?!,” Emily and I shouted. 

“She found a file labeled ‘school board,’ and in the file she 
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found a document that 

states that the school 

board wants to fire 

Principal Pierce.” 

“What!” I 

exclaimed, wide-eyed. 

“Fire Principal Pierce? 

Why?” 

“Well, 

apparently he was 

spending too much 

money on field trips and 

not enough on 

classroom educa�on,” 

Bella said. 

“But the field 

trips are fun and 

educa�onal,” Emily 

protested. 

“I just wish we 

could tell that to the school board,” groaned Bella as she unlocked 

the door to her house. 

“Maybe we can,” I realized. A mischievous grin spread 

over my face. 

“What do you mean?” asked Emily. 

“What I mean is, we should go to the mee�ng and tell 

the board,” I said in a ma�er-of-factly way. “Did the file say when 

the next mee�ng will be?” I asked Bella. 

“I think Sam said Tuesday,” replied Bella. 

“Wait, why would Sam have any interest in the school 

board mee�ng?,” said Emily. 

“Who knows? It’s Sam we’re talking about,” I reminded 

her. 

“Okay," said Emily with a hint of uncertainty in her voice. 

“So, the mee�ng is tomorrow?” 

“Yup—3:00 on Tuesday the twel h of February,” 

confirmed Bella. 

We all checked our calendars and found out we could go. 

“I’m not sure this will work,” worried Emily as she 

plopped down on Bella’s bed. “Plus, why should we help Principal 

Pierce? He did expel Sam for pu:ng a bucket of pudding on top 

of his door.” 

“Actually,” began Bella, “He expelled her because he 

caught her sneaking around in his office.” 

“That makes so much more sense!” I exclaimed. 

“So Principal Pierce wasn’t being unreasonable,” said 

Emily. 

“Yeah, and we should also help him because we like the 

field trips. If Principal Pierce is fired, we’ll have a lot fewer of 

those,” I added.. 

And so it was se�led: a er 

school the next day, we’d 

take the bus to town hall and 

convince the school board 

not to fire Principal Pierce. 

Our main argument? Telling 

them that field trips are very 

educa�onal. 

 

The next morning I was very 

ji�ery and excited for the 

board mee�ng. 

“What’s wrong with her?” I 

overheard Savannah, the 

queen bee of my school, say 

to her sidekick Madison. 

Ironic how we have the same 

name, but I would never go 

by Madison. It’s much too 

snobby for me. 

I was too excited to be bothered, so I just con�nued 

skipping to my classes. The day seemed to last forever, and when 

the teacher called on me during math class, I screamed, “Is it 

over?!” A few of my classmates laughed, but luckily it really was 

over and the bell rang before my teacher could comment. 

A er my last class—history—ended, I rushed to get my 

things from my locker. I met up with Bella and Emily outside 

under the big oak tree we’d agreed on, and we made it to the bus 

sta�on with two minutes to spare. 

We were only three stops from Town Hall, so we got off 

at 2:57. We walked up the marble stairs and were met with lots of 

stares. I assume most people were wondering what in the world 

three middle-school girls were doing at a school board mee�ng. 

“Guys, look!,” said Emily, stopping short. 

“What are we looking at?,” Bella asked. 

I looked in the direc�on that Emily was poin�ng. Oh. My. 

Gosh. What in the world is Sam doing here? 

“What is Sam doing here?,” Bella asked aloud. “I knew 

she must have some reason to care about the board mee�ng! 

What if she wants to make sure Principal Pierce is fired, as 

revenge for expelling her!” 

“Could be,” I worried. “Sam is the sort of person who 

would do that.” 

“What’s she going to think of us opposing her?,” 

wondered Bella. 

“I don’t know! Maybe we shouldn’t go to the board 

mee�ng a er all,” suggested Emily. 

I couldn’t bear to just turn around and go home now! 

“No! We have to help Principal Pierce. He’s been so nice to us and 

to Sam. He gave her lots of chances to improve—she just chose 

Red Kite 
Eliel Sosis, shading pencils 
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not to. It’s not his fault.” 

“I agree. We have to do this for Principal Pierce,” Bella 

said, and that se�led it for her. “Are you coming, Emily?” 

Emily barely hesitated. “Yeah, you guys are right. We 

have to do this for Principal Pierce.” With that, we walked 

confidently into the mee�ng room. We sat down at the large table 

we found there and a man in a suit, probably the chairman stood 

up and started the mee�ng. 

“Good a ernoon to all of you. Today we have gathered 

to discuss the topic of Principal Richard Pierce of the Goodman 

School. It has been brought to our a�en�on that he is spending 

too much of his budget on field trips and not enough on 

classroom educa�on. If anyone has anything to say suppor�ng 

that statement, please speak up now.” 

“I’m sure we can all agree that the children have lots of 

good experiences on the field trips,” countered a man in a 

checkered suit. 

“Hold on, Jerry,” the chairman said, holding up a hand. 

“Does anyone else have something to say against Principal 

Richard Pierce?” He looked around the room, wai�ng for another 

member of the board to speak. 

“I do,” came a small voice from the other side of the 

room. I knew that voice—it was Sam’s. “I am Samantha Collins. I 

am a student at the Goodman school—or at least I used to be. 

You see, two nights ago Principal Pierce called me and told me 

that he had to expel me. He said it was because he caught me in 

his office a er school hours. I was only there because he had 

confiscated my cellphone, and I have no other way to contact my 

mother, and I tried to tell him that, but he wouldn’t listen! He’s 

was�ng money on the trips, but he also behaves poorly to his 

students.” 

“Well, it is certainly interes�ng to hear a student’s point 

of view. We will be sure to keep that in mind. Nobody else?,” he 

asked when no one else spoke up, and went on with the 

discussion. 

“All right, now if anyone has anything to say in favor of 

Principal Pierce, speak up now.”  

“Here’s our chance!” I whispered to my friends, and then 

I stood up.  

“Good a ernoon,” I said, loud and clear. “We too are 

students at the Goodman school. We want to elaborate on what 

Jerry said earlier. We have firsthand experience of the field trips 

on which you think Principal Pierce is spending too much. We’re 

here to tell you that they’ve given us more than just good 

experiences—they’re also very educa�onal. Last month, we went 

to Plymouth, Massachuse�s. We had a great �me, but we also 

learned a lot.” 

Emily, standing beside me, proved my point. “We learned 

all about the pilgrims and about how life was on the Mayflower. 

We learned that living on it was awful. During the first half of the 

voyage, lots of the passengers caught a sea-borne illness, and 

during the second half they encountered Atlan�c storms and very 

rough seas, and were nearly shipwrecked!” 

Bella was standing too. “We also learned a very valuable 

life lesson on that trip: we learned that some�mes, if you really 

want something, you have to work hard and make some sacrifices 

in order to get it,” she said with a strong voice. 

But I couldn’t just stop there, not a er what Sam had 

said! “By the way, our friend Sam hasn’t been telling the whole 

truth. While it may be true that she went into Principal Pierce’s 

office—which was locked!—to get her cellphone, she did more 

than that when she got inside.” Sam was glaring at me, and I 

almost stopped speaking. But no, I decided, I couldn’t. Principal 

Pierce needed my help, and I’d just have to deal with Sam’s fury 

later. I took a deep breath. “She broke into his locked desk and 

looked through his personal files, and that was how she found out 

about this mee�ng.” A few of the board members gasped and 

looked at Sam, shocked. “Luckily, she also told Bella here about it. 

We felt that we had to help our dear principal, since he is quite 

nice to us, unlike what Sam said. Our school would be less without 

him, and there is no man who could truly replace him in our 

hearts,” I ended, with confidence and poise. 

I was shocked to see that all of the board members got 

up onto their feet and started clapping for us. A er a few 

moments, the chairman quieted everyone down. 

“If nobody else has anything to say, let’s begin the vote.” 

Everybody sat down. “All in favor of firing Principal 

Richard Pierce of the Goodman School, please raise your hand.” I 

looked at every board member, and was ecsta�c to see that not a 

single one of them raised a hand.  

Even though that told everyone what the result would 

Aurora, Witch of the Stars 
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 be, the chairman had to con�nue. “All in favor of permi:ng 

Principal Richard Pierce to con�nue working at the Goodman 

School, please raise your hand.” I held my breath, even though I 

knew what was coming. Every single person in the room raised a 

hand. Then, even the people who weren’t on the board raised 

their hands! The chairman smiled and joined in, and then Bella, 

Emily, and I couldn’t help it. Most importantly, at least to me, Sam 

raised her hand as well. I can’t even express how happy I was. Not 

only had we saved Principal Pierce, we had done it without 

upse:ng anyone. 

 

The next day at school, a few of my classmates came up 

to me and congratulated me. I was a bit confused at first, but then 

Emily and Bella showed me something that cleared my head: we 

had made it into the newspaper! The headline read, “Three 

School Girls Stand Up For Beloved Principal.” I was overjoyed to 

see that the story made it into the paper, but a li�le worried that 

Principal Pierce might be mad or embarrassed.  

“Maddie Brenner, I’ve been looking all over for you.” 

I gulped. Here came Principle Pierce. Oh, I hoped he 

wasn’t mad. We’d get in so much trouble if he was. He must be 

furious! 

“I just wanted to thank you.” 

Or not! 

“I want you to know that I really appreciate how you 

stood up for me. You made my day. I was hoping that maybe 

there’s a way I can repay you.” Emily and Bella walked up and 

stood next to me. 

“I think there might be,” I said, and grinned at my 

friends. They knew exactly what I was talking about—it was one 

of the reasons, we’d decided, that we’d felt so comfortable 

standing up for Principal Pierce back there. We figured we might 

be able to convince Principal Pierce to let Sam come back. “I know 

it might be a li�le bit of a strange thing to ask, but I would really 

appreciate it if you let Sam have another chance.” I held my 

breath, awai�ng a stern “No.” 

“Your friends called me last night and told me that you 

might ask for that, so I took it under considera�on,” replied 

Principal Pierce, much to my surprise. Now Emily and Bella were 

grinning at me! 

Suddenly, Sam walked up from behind Principal Pierce. 

“You guys were right to speak up. It wasn’t right for me to sneak 

into Principal Pierce’s office. I hope you guys can forgive me for 

being so unreasonable," she said. I’m glad she forgave us, and we 

definitely forgive her. 

“Of course we can forgive you! You’re our friend!,” I 

reassured her. 

“I am going to let Sam come back” said Principal Pierce, 

breaking up our li�le apology party. I could tell that Sam was 

feeling a bit guilty, but she s�ll had a mischievous twinkle in her 

eyes. Sam is always like that. I felt like a huge weight had been 

li ed off of my shoulders. I had done what I wanted to do, and 

everyone else was happy too. “But on one condi�on,” Principal 

Pierce said, turning towards Sam with a strict expression. “You 

have to promise me that there will be no more of this pranking 

nonsense.” 

“Okay—I promise that I’m done with pranks!,” 

responded Sam. She had a bright smile on her face … and her 

fingers crossed behind her back. 

Venice 

Ilya Nemirovsky 

This photograph shows one of the canals in Venice, 

Italy and the reflec�ons of the buildings on the canal. 

The picture looks very relaxed with its faded colors and 

s�ll reflec�on, but I actually took it during Carnaval, 

which is one of the busiest �mes for Venice, with thou-

sands of tourists from all over Italy and worldwide. 

This canal really seemed like an isolated window of 

serenity among all the noise, and celebra�on, along  

the Grand Canal.  
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Un�tled 
Matanel Paz 

Zachor 
Aviva Savitz 

In honor of Yom HaZikaron 

Mrs. Vedol’s Hot Cocoa Mix Recipe 

It’s summer �me, and while adults might think it’s too hot for hot 

cocoa, but I s�ll see you guys coming in to  take some cocoa 

powder from the jar I keep out for you! 

In case you get nostalgic for school over the summer, and need 

the warm memories of cocoa in my office over the summer, 

here’s how to make a batch of it for yourself: 

HOT COCOA MIX 

2 1/2  cups milk powder 

2 cups powdered sugar (regular is fine too) 

1 cup cocoa powder 

2 teaspoons cornstarch 

1 teaspoon salt 

 

Combine all ingredients in a medium-sized milchig mixing bowl. 

Mix well. Store in an air�ght container (I use empty rice 

containers, well washed and VERY well dried). 

To make a cup of cocoa, put two heaping spoonfuls of mix in a 

cup. Pour hot water or milk in, and s�r well. Enjoy! 

 

ADDITIONS: Try adding chocolate chips, marshmallows, a �ny 

drop of mint extract, or a drop of vanilla! 

 

The Owl, the Fox, and the Skunk 
Shimon Thumim 

 
Once upon a time there was a fox. Next to the fox’s den was 

a mile-long river without a bridge. The fox always longed to 
cross the river and explore the other side, and so did his friend 
the skunk.  

One day, the fox saw an owl fly over and land on the tree 
next to him.  

“What do you want?,” the fox asked with a firm voice.  
“I’m helping people with their wishes,” said the owl.  
The fox told him his wish, and the owl said, “Try try try,” 

and flew away without another word.  
The fox ignored what the owl had said. Try? I would drown. 

Ha!, he thought as he went to tell the skunk the story. Skunk 
listened carefully and replied, “I will try as hard as I can.” The 
skunk went to the river and jumped in. He swam with 
unbelievable strength and eventually made it to the other side. 

The fox was absolutely shocked. How could the skunk 
possibly cross a mile-wide river by himself?  

When the skunk came back with some berries he’d found on 
the other side, all the fox could say was, “How…?”  

“Try, try, try,” said the skunk, and he jumped into his 
burrow to eat his berries. 

 
Moral: Be confident enough to try 
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Across 

2 He got hanged with 10 of his sons on a gallows  

6 Built the first Beit HaMikdash 

9 The first Jew 

13 Yaakov Avinu’s other name 

15 A book used for Tefilah 

16 He said, “Whoever is for Hashem, come to me!” 

19 Destroyed the first Beit HaMikdash 

21 She died at 100 and 20 and 7 years old 

22 Lit every day in the Mishkan and Beit HaMikdash 

24 We read from it every Shabbat 

26 We are not allowed to eat bread on ___ 

28 Annointed Saul and David 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Down 

1 First king from Judah 

3 Moshe’s father 

4 Poor man’s bread 

5 Another name for Hadassah 

7 We spin it on Chanukah 

8 Dress up on __ 

10 Tabernacle 

11 We stay up all night learning Torah on __ 

12 We follow along in the Parasha with a __ 

14 A triangular food eaten on Purim 

15 We wave the Arba Minim. 

17 The school we go to 

18 Called, “Ish Yemini” 

20 An elephant fell on him a5er he killed it 

22 A good person, rhymes with “bench” 

23 Destroyed the second Beit HaMikdash 

25 We give offerings on the ___ 

27 Chocolate that we eat on Chanukah 

Jewish Studies 

Gavriel Warren 
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The Celtics 2015 season started just how everyone 
expected: they were terrible! Celtics nation was rooting for the 
team to lose so they could get a high draft pick for next year. 
However, early in the season we saw that the Celtics weren't good 
enough to make the playoffs, but also weren't bad enough for a 
high draft pick. In an attempt to get a better draft, the Celtics 
traded away their captain and best player, Rajon Rondo, for Jae 
Crowder, an energy guy off the bench. A month later the Celtics 
were still not bad enough for a high draft pick, so they decided to 
trade their next best player, Jeff Green. Going into the all-star 
break they were 20-31. They were tenth in the eastern conference 
and twentieth in the league. They were in a better situation now, 
but going into the trade deadline the Celtics had a tough decision 
to make: should they trade away more assets, or try to gain talent 
and make the playoffs?   

On Thursday February 19th, the NBA tradeline, the 
Celtics made a trade for Isaiah Thomas, a guard for the Phoenix 
Suns. The Celtics also got Jonas Jerebko, a solid bench player, and 
Luigi (Gigi) Datome, a pure shooter from Italy.  

After the all-star break, the brand new Celtics went 18-

11 with a new energy, hustle, and drive to win. They ended 

the season in the 7th seed and went on to face arguably the 

best player in the world, Lebron James with the Cleveland 

Cavaliers. The Cleveland team was heavily favored, with its 

three all-stars, Lebron James, Kyrie Irving, and Kevin Love. 

The Celtics, unlike most good teams, did not include any all-

stars. Uniquely, the coaches gave a lot of minutes of play to 

ten of their twelve players: Isaiah Thomas (PG), Marcus 

Smart (PG), Avery Bradley (SG), Evan Turner (SG), Jae 

Crowder (SF), Jonas Jerebko (SF), Brandon Bass (PF), Jared 

Sullinger (PF), Tyler Zeller (C) and Kelly Olynyk. 

In game one the Celtics showed that they can produce 

enough effort to win, but couldn't control Kyrie Irving, who 

scores thirty. The Cavs’ big three combined for sixty-nine, 

and the Cavs won 113-100. In game two, the Celtics and the 

Cavaliers were very close for the majority of the game until 

the fourth quarter, when Lebron and Kyrie combined for 

twenty-four points. They scored all of the Cavs’ fourth-

quarter points, giving the Cavs a 99-91 win. In game three, the 

Cavs took an early lead, but the Celtics came back in the 

second quarter and took a small lead. The Cavs got the lead 

back, and in the fourth the Celtics came as close as two points 

before Lebron and the Cavaliers pulled ahead again for a 103-

2015: The Cel�cs’ Year in Review 

Ben Wald 
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95 win. 

In game four, the Cavs opened up to an early lead, and 

in the first quarter Kelly Olynyk got tangled up with Kevin 

Love and ripped the ball away. Love quickly ran down the 

tunnel, holding his arm, and it’s later learned that he 

dislocated his shoulder and needed surgery. He was to miss 

four to six months and the entire NBA playoffs. In 

compensation, Kelly Olynyk has been suspended for the first 

game of next season. In the second quarter, Jae Crowder and 

Kendrick Perkins (backup center for the Cavaliers) got 

matching technical fouls after fighting over the ball. Later J.R. 

Smith (SF for the Cavs) hit Jae Crowder in the face, and 

Crowder’s knee bent the wrong way. He was helped into the 

locker room and later an MRI revealed that he’d sprained his 

left ACL but would not need surgery. He was the one of the 

best Celtic players in the series, and was their biggest energy 

player. Going into halftime the Celtics were down 57-36. 

They came back and made it a six-point game late in the 

fourth quarter, but Gigi Datome missed a three-pointer and 

the Celtics ended up losing 101-93. 

Going into next seasons, the Celtics have a lot of draft picks and 
are very close to making a title run. All they need is a big man and 
a good scorer. They are in a very good position for the coming 
years.   

Reservoir Park, Brookline 

Sarah Ofman 


