
Introduction

Lincoln Interactive Literature Collections, 5th Grade will introduce your student to a wide sampling 
of different writing genres. It features examples of short fiction, nonfiction essays, poetry, popular 
media, and much more. In addition to helping your student become familiar with many kinds 
of literature, these various works will also grow the vocabulary and build crucial comprehension 
skills that can be applied to any future reading. The book’s contents are grouped in such a way 
that your student can easily compare and contrast similar pieces of writing as well as identify the 
characteristics that distinguish each genre. This literature collection will help your student to engage 
with a broad range of themes and genres while providing an enjoyable foundation for learning.

It is important for your student to do the following with each literature piece.

1. Read the title and examine any pictures in the story before reading.
2. Read the short biography about the author, which can be found at the end of the book.
3. Identify and think about the genre of the piece.
4. Read independently.
5. Read aloud to practice fluency.
6. Look up any unfamiliar words.
7. Write down notes and questions that arise while reading.
8. Summarize and discuss the selection after reading, incorporating any notes and questions.

Here are some suggested ways to enrich the reading experience when using Lincoln Interactive 
Literature Collections, 5th Grade.

1. Identify basic story elements such as plot, setting, and character traits.
2. Identify genre characteristics.
3. Compare and contrast different pieces or genres of literature.
4. Do further research into the topic of a nonfiction piece.
5. Have a discussion related to the topic or theme of a literature piece.
6. Identify synonyms and antonyms for vocabulary words.
7. Draw new illustrations to accompany a literature piece.
8. Act out the story like a play.
9. Write an alternate ending to a story.
10. Rewrite a story from another character’s point of view.
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P O R T  C A RV E R ,  M A S S .  –  A  B e r k s h i r e  
p i g l e t  w e n t  f o r  a n  u n e x p e c t e d  r o m p  
a r o u n d  d o w n t o w n  P o r t  C a r v e r  y e s t e r -
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c h a s e  f o r  t h e  b e t t e r  p a r t  o f  t h e  a f t e r -
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R u p e r t ,  a  t h r e e - m o n t h - o l d  B e r k s h i r e  
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l i t t l e  R u p e r t  a t e  u p  t h e m  s p o i l e d  
a p p l e s  a n d  g o t  h i m s e l f  a  l i t t l e  –  e r r ,  
i n t o x i c a t e d , ”  s a i d  F a r m e r  C o f f e y .  “ I  
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s t e p  b e h i n d  R u p e r t ’ s  a n t i c s .  “ T h a t  
l i t t l e  p i g  i s  a  c r a f t y  o n e , ”  O f f i c e r  
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f i n e s t  g r e e n  o n e ,  a n d  c a n t e r s  o f f  w i t h  
i t  a r o u n d  h i s  n e c k ! ”  s h o p  o w n e r  
C l a u d e  Va l m o n t  t o l d  r e p o r t e r s .  “ B u t  
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t h e  h a n d m a d e  f u r n i t u r e  s h o p  i n  t h e  
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 I t  s e e m e d  R u p e r t  t o o k  a  s h o r t  d i p  
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t h e  p a i n t  r i g h t  o f f  h i s  h o o v e s .  “ T h i s  
i s  a  c l e v e r  l i t t l e  p i g , ”  s t a t e d  O f f i c e r  
B o b o w s k i .  “ H e  k n e w  w e  w e r e  g e t t i n g  
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“ O f f i c e r  B o b o w s k i  w a s  g i v i n g  m e  u p -
d a t e s ,  b u t  i t  j u s t  s e e m e d  l i k e  h e  w a s  
a l w a y s  o n e  s t e p  b e h i n d  t h a t  p i g l e t , ”  
s a i d  t h e  f a r m e r .  “ We  c o u l d n ’ t  a f f o r d  
t o  l o s e  R u p e r t .  H e ’ s  m y  d a u g h t e r s ’  
p r i d e  a n d  j o y ,  t h a t  l i t t l e  r u n t .  We  
k n e w  h e ’ d  n e v e r  g e t  t o o  b i g ,  s o  I  t o l d  
m y  g i r l s  t h e y  c o u l d  k e e p  h i m  a s  a  p e t .  
B o y ,  w e r e  t h e y  s o r e  a t  m e  f o r  l e t t i n g  
h i m  g e t  o u t ! ”
 O f f i c e r  B o b o w s k i  m a i n t a i n e d  t h a t  
t h e y  w e r e  a l w a y s  v e r y  c l o s e  t o  c a p -
t u r i n g  R u p e r t .  “ P o r t  C a r v e r  i s n ’ t  t h a t  
b i g  o f  a  t o w n , ”  h e  t o l d  r e p o r t e r s .  “ We  
k n e w  w e ’ d  c a t c h  u p  t o  h i m  s o o n e r  o r  
l a t e r . ”
 B u t  R u p e r t  w a s  i n s i s t e n t  o n  e n j o y -
i n g  h i s  d a y  i n  t o w n  b e f o r e  l e t t i n g  t h e  
a u t h o r i t i e s  a n y w h e r e  n e a r  h i m .  A f t e r  
h i s  f r o l i c  i n  t h e  f o u n t a i n ,  h e  h e a d e d  
o f f  t o  M i s s  B r a n n i g a n ’ s  F i n e  F o o d s  
s h o p .  “ H e  a t e  e v e r y  l a s t  o n e  o f  m y  
t r u f f l e s , ”  o w n e r  M a r i a  B r a n n i g a n  t o l d  
r e p o r t e r s .  “ I ’ d  h e a r d  a  c l a t t e r i n g  n e a r  
t h e  w i n d o w  o f  m y  s h o p .  T h e n  I  l o o k e d  
u p  t o  s e e  a  p i g l e t  w i t h  c h u b b y  s t u f f e d  
c h e e k s .  I  k n e w  i t  w a s  R u p e r t  r i g h t  
a w a y .  F a r m e r  C o f f e y ’ s  g i r l s  h a v e  
b r o u g h t  h i m  d o w n  h e r e  o n  h i s  l e a s h  a  
f e w  t i m e s  b e f o r e .  I  k n e w  h o w  m u c h  h e  
f a v o r e d  t h o s e  t r u f f l e s . ”
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The Boy Who Cried Wolf
adapted by Jill Fisher

illustrated by Mallory Chick

Long ago there was a young shepherd boy who 
watched the sheep in the pasture. The pasture 

was located at the foot of the mountain near a dark 
forest. The shepherd’s father used to send him to look 
over the sheep from sunup to sundown. Guarding the 
animals was not the worst job in the world. After all, 
the boy enjoyed being in the sunshine and fresh air. But 
it was hard, extremely lonely work. The boy preferred 
running around with his friends from the village, 
playing ball, or just getting into typical boy mischief.

“The sheep don’t need me to look after them,” the 
shepherd boy told his father. “All they do is munch on 
grass. There is nothing for me to do.”

His father replied that watching the sheep was a 
very important job. He explained, “You must keep an 

eye out for the wolf that lives in the dark forest. He is 
big and strong, and he may sneak into the pasture and 
snatch one of the little lambs.” Before he returned to 
work, the man told his son, “Shout loudly if you see 
a wolf. The villagers will come to help you chase the 
predator away and keep the animals safe.”

The boy’s father instructed him to never sleep on 
the job. The young shepherd had to sit and look out 
for the wolf. Time passed slowly and he grew very 
lonesome. He’d try to find ways to amuse himself, 
running up rocks, climbing trees, chasing sheep, but 
nothing kept him entertained for long. He began 
to wish the wolf would show up, if only to give him 
something to do.
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Isolated day after day, the shepherd boy’s mind 
often drifted away from him. On one summer day, 
the lonely lad began to daydream. First, he thought of 
his friends. He imagined them splashing in the creek 
and fishing. Then he started to think about how he 
could make his job more thrilling. All through the hot 
afternoon, he carefully crafted a plan that would create 
a little excitement and gain himself some company.

The shepherd boy sprang up and dashed as fast as 
he could into the village. All the while, he yelled at the 
top of his lungs, “Help! Wolf! The wolf is going after the 
sheep in the pasture!”

The villagers rushed to meet the shepherd boy. To 
the shepherd boy’s surprise, they had brought sticks 
and pitchforks to scare away the wolf and save the 
herd. But when the villagers reached the pasture, all 
was peaceful. The sheep were grazing as usual. Some of 
the villagers decided to stay with the shepherd boy for 
a considerable amount of time to make sure the wolf 
did not return.

After a while, the shepherd boy started laughing 
and the villagers realized they had been tricked. They 
scolded the boy and told him, “Don’t cry ‘wolf ’ when 
there is no wolf!” Angry, they went back to the village.

Time passed and people forgot about the trick. 
But not the shepherd boy. He was so pleased with its 
success that he decided to see if the villagers would 
fall for it again. This time he put on a better act. He 
pretended the wolf had bitten his arm. He ran around 
holding his arm screaming, “Help, the wolf attacked 
me!” Again, the villagers hurried to help him.

When the villagers arrived, out of breath and 
sweating, they found the shepherd boy bent over in 
uncontrollable laughter. They grew very angry with the 
boy. None of them laughed with him. They scolded, 
“Don’t waste our time.”

When the boy got home, his father was furious. He 
was punished that evening. The shepherd boy realized 
he should behave himself and decided he would not 
trick anyone ever again.

A week later, the shepherd boy was watching the 
sheep in the pasture as normal. As always, he was lonely 
and bored. The sun was starting to set behind the trees. 
Then, all of a sudden, the dogs started barking and the 
sheep began to scamper around the pasture in fear. The 
shepherd boy climbed a tree to see what was going on. 
What he saw nearly made him fall to the ground. There 
was a snarling, angry wolf among the sheep!

For a few seconds, the shepherd boy could not 
speak. Then, louder than ever before, he cried out, 
“Wolf! Wolf! Woooooolllllffff!”

The villagers heard the screams and said, “Oh, no, 
not the shepherd boy again.” They had been fooled 
twice before, and they thought this was another trick. 
No one came to help the shepherd boy. The villagers 
continued to do whatever they had been doing. Sadly, 
the wolf scared all of the sheep away.

Later that evening, the villagers wondered why the 
shepherd boy had not returned with the sheep. They 
went looking for him and found him crying.

He said, “The wolf was here and I yelled for help. 
Now the sheep are all missing. Why didn’t anyone 
come to help me?”

A wise man from the village told the shepherd boy, 
“We will help you find the lost sheep in the morning.” 
He continued, “Nobody believes a liar, even when he 
speaks the truth.”
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The Man, the Boy, and the Donkey
adapted by Luke See

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

One day a young boy and his father prepared 
to travel into town to sell some vegetables 

from their farm. They took their donkey and loaded 
a few sacks of carrots and potatoes onto its back. The 
father led the donkey onto the road and started toward 
town with his son by his side. As they went, an old man 
followed behind them, walking with a cane. The two 
hadn’t walked more than a mile when they came upon 
a young stranger. The man looked up at the donkey and 
its owners and laughed out loud at them.

“How silly you both are,” said the stranger. “What 
is the purpose of owning such a donkey if you do not 
even ride him when you travel to town?” The young 
man shook his head and walked past the father, who 
frowned upon hearing this. The father stopped and 
thought hard until he finally made up his mind. He 

lifted his son onto the donkey’s back so that the boy 
could ride upon the animal. The son balanced himself 
between the carrots and potatoes, and they resumed 
their journey.

The donkey trotted along with the father at his side 
holding the reins. As they passed a small farm, they 
ran into a group of men who were sitting in the shade. 
The men were taking a break from their work. As the 
donkey passed in front of them, a few stood and glared 
at the boy on the animal’s back.

“What kind of son are you to make your poor 
father walk on foot while you yourself ride upon the 
back of that donkey?” one man asked. “You ought not 
to be so lazy and let your father ride the beast. He is 
your elder and a hardworking man.”



4

The other men nodded in agreement. The boy 
looked down at his father and the two exchanged 
confused glances. Finally, the father ordered his son 
to get off of the donkey and handed the boy the reins. 
The father mounted the back of the animal and then 
urged it forward with his son walking alongside. The 
men beneath the tree congratulated the father on being 
stern and waved at him as he rode past. The old man 
followed behind slowly, still a few hundred feet to the 
rear of the donkey.

The father and son had not managed to go very far 
when they ran into more strangers on the road. This 
time, two old women passed by carrying baskets of 
fabrics and knitting tools. As the donkey approached, 
the father saw the ladies’ disapproving looks before 
they even spoke a word. The younger of the two 
women stepped in front of the donkey and stared up 
at the father.

“Shame on you, sir! What kind of lazy, good-for-
nothing father lets his poor son drag his feet through the 
dirt when he himself rides upon the back of a donkey? 
Why would you not let him ride upon the donkey as 
well?” The father quickly nodded in agreement with 
the women and reached down to help his son onto the 
donkey. He nestled the boy in between the sacks of 
supplies and looked down for the women’s approval. 

“That’s much better,” one said. “That’s exactly how 
you should have been traveling in the first place!”

The father snapped the reins and the donkey 
continued forward, slower than before. Although their 
pace had slowed, the old man did not pass them but 
instead remained a few dozen steps behind. By the time 
the donkey reached town, it was nearly midday. The 
father and son noticed that many of the townspeople 
were pointing and whispering at them as they road 
through the square. Finally, one burly farmer marched 
out of the crowd and toward the donkey.

“What kind of farmer are you to treat a donkey so 
poorly? You have overloaded this old animal with far 
too much weight by riding upon it with your son. You 

should be embarrassed of yourselves!” With that, the 
man turned and trudged back toward the crowd, where 
others patted him on the back and glared at the father 
and son. The father was stunned and had no idea what 
to do. He got off of the donkey’s back and lifted his son 
down as well. 

He noticed that the old man who had followed 
them was leaning on his cane and studying the donkey. 
Seeing no other option, the father bent over and 
whispered his plan into his son’s ear. He counted out 
loud and on three, the father and son lifted the donkey 
in the air with all of their might. The sacks of vegetables 
hung over their backs as each of them held two of the 
startled donkey’s legs. With the animal upon their 
backs, they trudged through the square in the direction 
of the market on the other side of town.

However, the father and his son grew very weary 
from carrying the donkey. They had barely made it 
through town when they finally had to stop and rest. 
They set the donkey back down on its legs and slumped 
to the ground, each trying to catch his breath. After 
only a few moments, both the father and son fell asleep 
right on top of the vegetables.

The father awoke to find that it was nearly sunset. 
Both he and his son had slept the entire day away. He 
roused his son and the two gathered their things before 
they noticed that the donkey was missing. They looked 
all around the town, but the animal was long gone. 
They sadly returned to their vegetable sacks feeling 
completely defeated. Sitting on a low wall not far from 
them was the old man from the road.

 He studied the father and son as they lifted their 
burden. “That will teach you,” he said as he stood and 
limped past them. “If you try to please all, you will 
please no one.”
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On Chestnut Street
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Kent Kerr

“Did you see my awesome jump shot?” Colin 
asked Darius as they walked home from 

basketball practice.

“Yeah,” replied Darius, “but it wasn’t as good as 
my three-pointer.” He stopped mid-step and shot a 
pretend basket. “And the crowd goes wild!” he yelled 
and threw his arms in the air. Colin rolled his eyes 
and they both snickered. 

As always, though, their mood changed when they 
turned onto Chestnut Street. The boys fell silent and 
walked a little faster past the old Nelson place. Colin 
tried not to look at the dark stone house lurking up on 
the hill; it gave him the creeps.

It was a known fact among the neighborhood kids 
that the old house was haunted. No one had lived there 
for years—at least no living person. But Joey Cole 
swore he had seen a ghost in the attic window. Joey was 
a sixth grader, so he knew what he was talking about. 
Other kids said they heard eerie creaking and clanging 
sounds coming from the basement late at night. No 
kid had ever been brave enough to go near the place. 
Certainly, anyone who dared to enter the rusty gate 
and disappear through the overgrown trees toward the 
house was never coming back.

Colin had never seen any ghosts. But more than 
once, he was sure he had seen movement in the 
shadowy bushes out of the corner of his eye. He was 
relieved when they had left that gloomy house behind 
them. Colin looked at Darius and laughed nervously. 
As they continued down the street, Colin glanced 
over his shoulder toward the house. A cold shiver ran 
down his spine, and he couldn’t shake the feeling of 
being watched.
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A Portrait of Ms. Graham
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Brian Cibelli

All the students had gone home for the day, 
but Ms. Graham still sat working at her 

desk. She was the sixth grade social studies teacher at 
Parks Middle School in downtown Baltimore. She had 
also recently begun a tutoring program at the school. 
Knowing that most students’ families could not afford 
to pay for tutoring, she offered it for free. This meant 
Ms. Graham was not paid for her extra time. She did 
not mind, though, because test scores were already 
improving. Ms. Graham wanted to see her students 
do well. Therefore, she sometimes felt frustrated that 

the school had to operate with such a small amount 
of money each year. In fact, she had talked about her 
classroom’s old social studies textbooks at the last 
school board meeting. “How can my students learn 
about current events from a textbook that is fifteen 
years old?” she had asked. However, her request for 
new textbooks had been denied. The school simply did 
not have enough money to buy new ones. Ms. Graham 
had been disappointed, but she was tireless when it 
came to her students. She would not give up so easily. 
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A Guilty Conscience
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Matthew Casper

“Did you see those adorable sparkly bracelets 
in the window we passed?” asked Amber. 

She and her friend Carissa were sitting in the crowded 
café, eating the last of their burgers and fries.

“We should definitely buy them!” Carissa squealed.

“But they’re twenty dollars each. We won’t have any 
money left after we pay for lunch,” Amber informed 
her friend.

“We will if we don’t pay for lunch,” Carissa said 
with a devilish grin. Amber raised her eyebrows at her 
friend, not understanding. “We’ll just wait until the 
waitress isn’t looking, and then we’ll leave,” Carissa 
explained, as if it were the simplest thing in the world.

“We can’t do that!” gasped Amber. “What if we 
get caught?”

“You want the bracelet, don’t you?” Carissa 
challenged. Amber hesitated and wondered if Carissa 
had done this before. Amber knew Carissa didn’t 
have very good judgment. A tiny voice inside Amber’s 
head told her not to listen to her friend. But then 
she imagined strolling into the cafeteria on Monday 
and waving her sparkling wrist for all of her friends 
to admire. She could almost hear their outbursts of 
excitement and envy.

Amber glanced over at the waitress. Fortunately, 
she was at another table with her back to them, reading 
the lunch specials for a third time. Amber and Carissa 
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scooted out of the booth and walked quickly to the 
door. Once outside, Amber let out the huge breath she 
had been holding. Carissa laughed.

“See, I told you,” Carissa told her friend confidently. 
“Let’s go,” she said, dragging Amber by the hand. Amber 
looked back at the café in disbelief. She was shocked 
that no one came running after them yelling, “Thief!” 
As they walked away, Amber shushed that nagging 
voice inside her head that told her to go back. After all, 
they had gotten away with it, right? As soon as the girls 
spotted that glittering rainbow of colorful bracelets in 
the store window, Amber forgot all about the café. 

***

Amber was still wearing the bracelet when she got 
home later that day. Her mom noticed it immediately 
and frowned.

“I thought I told you not to buy anything since 
your birthday is next week,” she said. “I gave you twenty 
dollars to spend on lunch.”

“I didn’t buy it,” Amber said slowly, searching 
for an explanation. “Carissa gave it to me as an early 
birthday gift.” 

“Oh, that was nice of her,” replied her mom. Amber 
forced a smile and left the kitchen before her mom 
could ask more questions. She had not meant to lie; 
the false words had tumbled out before she could stop 
them. Actually, she was surprised how easy it had been 
to lie, despite that little voice reminding her that lying 
was wrong. Amber shrugged. 

It all worked out, she told herself as she went into 
her bedroom and shut the door. No one got hurt, and I 
have the bracelet I wanted! Feeling satisfied that all was 
well, she put the café out of her mind. Besides, she had 
work to do. Amber opened her closet to decide which 
outfits would go with her new bracelet.

***

At school on Monday, all of Amber’s friends 
admired her fantastic bracelet. It happened just as she 

had imagined—at first. However, each time someone 
gushed over the bracelet, she got an awful pang in her 
stomach. Amber tried to ignore it. But that small voice 
in her head kept reminding her of what she had done 
to get the bracelet. Every time she heard that voice, her 
stomach flip-flopped. By the end of the day, Amber 
could barely even look at the shiny trinket on her wrist.

After the last bell rang, Amber wearily climbed onto 
the bus and slumped down in the seat next to Carissa. 
She, on the other hand, chattered on and on about how 
her blue bracelet sparkled in the sunlight and how it 
brought out the color of her eyes. She didn’t seem to 
feel guilty at all. Amber listened unhappily, wishing she 
could feel as carefree as Carissa did. Amber looked out 
the window at the passing houses and tried to tune out 
her friend.

***

Amber saw her brother’s car in the driveway as she 
got off the bus. Trevor was nineteen and worked at the 
diner across from the community college. He wasn’t 
usually home in the afternoons. When Amber opened 
the front door, she heard Trevor complaining loudly in 
the kitchen. Curious, she stood unseen in the hallway 
to listen.

“Another group of college kids left without paying 
their bill today,” Trevor told his mom. “That’s the third 
time since Saturday!”

“How terrible,” his mom said and shook her head 
slowly. “Don’t those kids know that you have to pay 
their bill if they don’t?”

“They either don’t know or don’t care.” Trevor 
rolled his eyes. “If this keeps up, I won’t be making any 
money at all.”

“There must be something you can do,” his mom 
said.

“Trust me, there isn’t,” he replied dully. “I’m not 
allowed to chase after the kids. And if I refuse to pay 
their bill, I get fired.”
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“It’s just not right,” his mom sympathized. “Maybe 
you should look for another job.”

“It would be the same in any restaurant,” Trevor 
told her. “A server only makes about three dollars an 
hour. Most of the money I earn comes from tips. I can’t 
afford to keep getting stuck with people’s bills when 
they sneak out without paying.”

Amber, listening in the hallway, wrapped her arms 
around her aching stomach. She felt sick. The words 
echoed in her ears. “Don’t those kids know that you have 
to pay their bill if they don’t?” her mother had asked. 
No, Amber hadn’t known that. If she had, she never 
would have let Carissa talk her into leaving the café 
without paying. And if the waitress wouldn’t pay for 
their food, might she have gotten fired? Amber hadn’t 
realized that her actions could affect other people in 
such a way. Trembling at the realization, she turned 
and went quietly to her room.

***

The next morning, Carissa had missed the bus. 
So Amber searched for her frantically in the hallway 
before the morning bell. When she finally spotted her, 
Amber pulled her into the bathroom.

“Did you know the waitress at the café had to pay 
for our food?” Amber demanded.

“So?” asked Carissa casually. She got out her lip 
gloss and turned toward the mirror. Amber stared at 
her friend in disbelief. Did she really not care at all?

“So, that’s not fair!” cried Amber. 

“Jeez, relax,” Carissa whined, rolling her eyes 
impatiently. She turned back toward Amber to show 
she was serious. “It’s over, so just forget about it.”

“I can’t forget about it,” Amber hissed. “I feel so 
guilty.” She paused and looked into Carissa’s eyes. “I 
have to tell my mom.”

“No way, Amber!” Carissa exploded, stamping her 
foot. “My dad said that if I get in trouble again, I’m 

grounded for a whole year. You are not telling anyone. 
If you do, I’ll never speak to you again!” Carissa spun 
around and walked out of the bathroom before Amber 
could respond. Amber folded her arms and leaned 
against the wall, hoping the tears in her eyes wouldn’t 
spill down her cheeks. She truly didn’t want to get 
Carissa in trouble. But she heard that voice in her head 
asking if she really wanted a friend who did things that 
were wrong. The overwhelming weight of Amber’s 
guilt made her sink slowly to the floor. As she hugged 
her knees, she knew what she had to do.

After school, Amber got off the bus and ran all the 
way home. When she flung open the front door, her 
mother looked up from the couch in surprise. Amber 
ran to her mother in tears. Through her sobs, Amber 
confessed everything. Amber’s mother narrowed her 
eyes and frowned.

“That’s very disappointing,” she said seriously. “You 
know better than that.”

“I know,” said Amber between sniffles. “I heard this 
voice in my head telling me it was wrong, but I did it 
anyway.”

“That voice is your conscience,” her mom explained. 
“It will always tell you right from wrong. You have to 
learn to listen to it.” Amber nodded as the knot in her 
stomach faded a bit. 

Though the lecture was over, she still had to face 
the consequences of her actions. Amber’s mother 
drove her to the store to return the pink bracelet. With 
the money, they went to the café and paid the waitress. 
Amber’s mother also called Carissa’s father, who was 
true to his word about grounding Carissa for a year. As 
it turned out, Carissa had done the same thing twice 
before. Amber knew she had been right to confess; 
however, she also knew her friendship with Carissa was 
probably over. Carissa would not forgive her. Carissa 
might even try to turn their friends against Amber. All 
because of one wrong decision, their friendship would 
most likely never be the same.
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The Extra Moment
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II

Ordinary. That is how most people described 
me as a soccer player when I was eleven. 

Others may say I was even less than average. At the 
time, I agreed with them. I was ordinary. On top of 
that, I played defense. Not only do defenders never 
get to score goals, but they are usually blamed when 
the other team does. As for me, I typically kicked the 
ball out of bounds when I had the chance. It was much 
safer than trying to stop someone from taking it away 
from me. I did it because I was ordinary. I spent five 
seasons as an ordinary player—until the playoffs in my 
fifth year.

Back then I played for the Tigers. We spent the 
season scoring goal after goal against team after team. 
One of the best parts about having a good offense is 
that the defense doesn’t have to do a lot of work. As an 

ordinary player, I liked that—too much pressure and I 
could just kick the ball out of bounds.

One particular team in our league, the Indians, 
really knew how to put on the pressure. They were the 
only team we lost to all season. We didn’t score a single 
goal against them. Every time the ball came my way, 
the other team’s player beat me. I couldn’t kick it out if 
I tried—and believe me, I tried. He always managed to 
get in the way before it went out. It was as if the goggles 
he wore over his glasses were magic.

After the regular season was over, the team felt 
accomplished even with the painful loss to the Indians. 
Coach Torisky couldn’t have been prouder of us, but 
that one loss still stung a bit. It was a black smudge 
on our record—the only blemish on an otherwise 
phenomenal season. 
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We made the playoffs that November, but we 
learned that we were to face the Indians in the first 
round. When we got the news, it felt like someone had 
dropped a heavy weight on us. We were all on edge 
over it. The possibility of losing in the first round was 
tearing at my side like a small animal trying to eat its 
way out of my stomach.

I woke up earlier than usual the morning of the 
game. I can’t be sure whether it was because I was 
excited or nervous. One thing was certain: I still felt 
like an ordinary player. I was worried about letting 
the team down, letting the coach down. Everyone had 
worked so hard that season. I didn’t want to be the 
one everyone blamed for losing. My mom came in my 
room that morning with my freshly washed gold jersey. 
She smiled and asked, “Up already?”

“Uh-huh,” I said with a lack of enthusiasm.

“You’re going to be great today,” she encouraged.

“I know,” I lied with a smirk, thinking I would just 
be ordinary.

I took my time getting ready. I needed white 
underwear, black shin guards, black long socks, black 
shorts, a white undershirt, my gold jersey, and last but 
definitely not least, my lucky cleats. I wasn’t allowed to 
wear cleats in the house because Dad said they would 
mess up the floors and drop dirt everywhere. Plus, the 
doctor said I would have knee problems if I wore them 
anywhere except on grass and dirt. I sure didn’t want 
to be hobbling around like an old man before I was 
twenty, so I kept my cleats by the door in order to put 
them on just before leaving.

I sat down on the floor and started to put them on. 
These weren’t just any cleats, they were an expensive 
Italian brand that we got in a clearance sale. My feet 
were bigger than most kids’ feet, so finding the right 
sized cleats was already hard. The sports store happened 
to have one pair that fit. They had rounded studs and 
were lightweight, which made it easier to hold my 
ground when I needed to as well as easier to move 
quickly when necessary. The laces were so long that 

I had to wrap them around twice before tying them. 
With each wrap, I felt assured that they wouldn’t let me 
down. Maybe they weren’t actually lucky, but I thought 
so. I had to wait for my mom to finish getting ready, but 
as soon as she was, we were out the door.

As we approached the field in our blue station 
wagon, it felt like any other Sunday. The grass was 
as green as ever and still had fresh dew on it. The 
parents lined the sidelines with their folding chairs, 
anticipating when they’d need to cheer on their sons 
or berate the referee for calling a penalty against their 
team. The players were carrying duffel bags full of 
drinks and equipment. All was typical except for the 
game itself. The stakes were high today because the 
season was over for the team that lost and there would 
be no trophy for them. My worry returned as I stepped 
out of the car. My heart was thumping already and we 
hadn’t even gotten to warm-ups.

Seeing my first teammates at the field always made 
me feel good. Even though I was an average player, 
no one treated me differently. We were all friends at 
school. Naturally, we had lots of fun together while we 
played. Today’s game, though, was going to be work. 
We all knew just how serious we needed to be to win. 
No one goofed around; everyone was quiet. I even saw 
one of the boys sitting on the ground with his eyes 
closed and his legs crossed. It didn’t seem like we were 
going to have any fun at all by the looks on our faces. 
Then Coach Torisky spoke.

“Gather around and take a knee,” Coach Torisky 
announced. “Today we play the Indians.” The team let 
out a collective groan.

“I won’t have any of that,” he emphasized. He had a 
seriousness in his voice that I didn’t recall ever hearing 
before.

“We’ve all worked too hard this season to go into 
this game with a negative attitude.”

“They beat us real bad, Coach,” stated one of the 
boys. “How are we supposed to be happy?”
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Coach Torisky smiled. “You get to whoop ’em 
today,” he snapped back, raising his eyebrows high. 
“We’re going out there to win today and I won’t hear 
anything else about it. So what are we going to do?” 

“Win!” we cheered as a team.

“Now let’s get out there and make it happen. 
‘Tigers’ on three.” 

We put our hands in a group around the coach and 
cheered, “One…two…three…Tigers!”

Well, it turns out that beating the Indians wasn’t as 
easy as Coach had made it sound. Not only did we have 
trouble keeping the ball long enough to get near the 
goal, but we weren’t exactly being positive either. Our 
forwards, the players in front who score goals, were 
busy yelling at each other for making mistakes. Our 
midfielders were getting too tired to run. Our defense 
was playing too far back and left a whole lot of the 
field wide open. What’s worse is that even our coach 
was yelling. He wasn’t angry that we weren’t scoring 
goals, though; he was angry because we looked as if we 
weren’t even the same team.

I, on the other hand, was playing as I always did. 
When the ball came my way, I tried to kick it out of 
bounds. The problem was that I was playing against 
the same kid with the goggles. I couldn’t get the ball 
past him. He was right there to stop me almost every 
time. Each time he blocked the ball from going out, the 
Indians had a chance to score a goal. They scored twice 
before halftime because I couldn’t kick the ball out of 
bounds without him getting it first. I didn’t even feel 
ordinary anymore. I felt hopeless. I think we all felt that 
way as we came off the field for the break.

At halftime we had a few minutes to rest, eat some 
slices of oranges, and talk to the coach about strategy. 
As I sat and sucked on my couple of slices, Coach 
Torisky did as he always did. He talked to the forwards 
and midfielders. He always focused on passing and 
team talk. It was as if I didn’t even exist. I didn’t want 
to at the time. I just wanted the game to be over with so 
I could go home and forget about it. Just as the referee 

was about to call the players back for the second half, 
though, Coach called over to me.

“And you!” he exclaimed. I was baffled that he was 
talking to me. “When the ball comes to you, take an 
extra moment and think before kicking it out. Watch 
the side their forward goes to and turn the ball away 
from him. Got it?” 

“But what if he—” I started to say.

“Got it?” the coach asked again, more like a 
command this time.

I nodded my head and went to my position on 
the field.

I thought about what he had said as the clock 
ticked in the game. I had time to think because the ball 
hadn’t come my way for a while. Why did he tell me 
to do that and why hadn’t he ever said it before? My 
mind was racing until the ball rolled in my direction. 
Just as I was ready to kick the ball out, I saw the boy 
with goggles coming. I heard Coach’s voice in my head. 
Take an extra moment. I watched the boy start moving 
toward the sideline. He was certain that I would kick 
the ball out of bounds, but this time, it would turn out 
differently.

It felt like time slowed down for a moment. I put 
one lucky cleat on top of the ball and moved it toward 
the middle of the field, away from the sideline. The 
player with goggles went flying by me so fast that he 
slipped on the wet field trying to slow down. The whole 
crowd stood up to see it. Above the noise, I heard my 
coach yell, “Boot it!” Now, in soccer, when you hear 
somebody say that, it means to kick it as hard and as 
far as you can. Since the other player was out of my 
way, I took a good two steps and kicked the ball as 
hard as I could, extending my leg as far as I was able. I 
watched the ball fly as if it had wings, floating through 
the sky, farther and farther. For a moment, it seemed 
like it might not come back down. The next thing I 
knew, our whole team was running up the field toward 
the other goal. I watched from where I had kicked the 
ball as they ran closer. Everyone was cheering from the 
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sideline. One of our forwards kicked the ball hard and 
low, just beyond the goalie’s reach, and it zinged right 
through the net and into the trees behind the field. We 
had finally scored. The whole field became electrified 
with excitement.

Every time the ball came to me for the rest of the 
game, I took that extra moment to watch the other 
team’s player. Sometimes he went left and sometimes 
right, but I always knew I had to do the opposite. He 
didn’t beat me again, not even once, for the rest of the 
game. My team seemed to turn their playing around 
right when I did and we scored even more goals. For 
the rest of my time as a soccer player, I took that extra 
moment. I didn’t feel ordinary anymore. For the first 
time, I felt extraordinary.
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Hansel and Gretel
by Mark Weimer

(adapted from “Hansel and Gretel” by the Brothers Grimm)
illustrated by Matthew Casper

In a time of great famine, a woodcutter lived in 
a large forest with his wife and two children. 

The woodcutter’s wife was his second and she did not 
care for his son, Hansel, or his daughter, Gretel. As the 
famine became more severe, the family became more 
desperate. Soon, the wife decided that it would be best 
to rid themselves of the children, much to the father’s 
dismay. Hansel and Gretel overheard the conversation 
from their bedroom. Gretel was very scared but Hansel 
reassured her that he had an idea.

The next morning, the family began the long 
walk into the woods. As they marched along, Hansel 
repeatedly dropped small white stones that he had 
gathered in the night. After a long while, the parents 
abandoned Hansel and Gretel, leaving them to starve. 
The two children patiently waited until the moon was 
bright and the stones could be seen. They began to 
follow the trail of stones; before morning, they arrived 
home. Despite the delight of the father, the wife was 
furious. She demanded they be taken out again by 
the father, only this time even farther. Just as before, 
Hansel awoke in the night to sneak out and gather 
more pebbles. However, he soon found that his door 
was locked. He couldn’t escape.

The next day, Hansel grabbed a piece of bread and 
hid it in his pocket. As Hansel, Gretel, and their father 
marched, he dropped breadcrumbs for them to follow 
back home. When the moon came out that night, 
Hansel and Gretel could not spot a single breadcrumb. 
They had all been eaten by birds!

After days of wandering and getting hungrier 
and hungrier, Hansel and Gretel stumbled upon a 
cottage in the woods. To their surprise, the cottage was 
made of gingerbread! It had clear sugar windows and 
was covered with cake and icing. The children were 
famished; after reaching the house, they began to eat 

parts of the gingerbread roof. After a few bites, they 
heard the front door open. An old woman peered out 
and saw Hansel and Gretel. Their faces were covered 
in crumbs from her house. She smiled and asked them 
who they were. It was obvious to the children that the 
old lady had terrible vision. It appeared as though she 
could hardly see—if, in fact, she could see them at all. 
Hansel and Gretel told the old lady who they were 
and that they were hungry. The old lady asked them if 
they would like to come inside, where they would be 
given lots of food and a comfortable bed on which to 
sleep. Exhausted and hungry, the children entered the 
gingerbread house.

The old lady, though, was not what she seemed. 
To the children’s surprise, the old lady locked Hansel 
in a metal cage and forced Gretel into servitude. The 
siblings believed that the old lady was a witch of whom 
they had heard. There were stories of a witch who 
captured and ate children. Sure enough, she continued 
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to feed Hansel, fattening him up to cook and eat him. 
Every morning, she would ask Hansel to stick a finger 
through the cage so she could feel it. Keen to the witch’s 
plan of eating him when he became fat, he found an 
old bone in the cage that he would hold out instead 
of his finger. The witch was continuously fooled into 
thinking that Hansel was too thin to be eaten. After 
several weeks, the witch’s patience ran out. She decided 
to eat Hansel even if he was thin.

As the witch prepared the oven, she decided that 
she could eat Gretel as well. After all, Hansel had failed 
to gain any weight in her eyes. So the witch asked 
Gretel to lean into the oven to see if it was hot enough. 
Her cruel plan was to push the girl inside. However, 

Gretel was no fool. She pretended to not understand 
the witch’s request. The witch became impatient—she 
could almost taste the children already. As the witch 
demonstrated how to lean into the oven, Gretel quickly 
shoved her in and slammed the door! After freeing her 
brother from the cage, they found a chest of precious 
stones and treasure. They stuffed their pockets to the 
brims and began home. They couldn’t find their way 
until they came upon a large swan on a lake. The swan 
carried the two across the water, to a place familiar to 
Hansel and Gretel. The children rushed through the 
door and found their father, who began to cry with joy. 
The wife had died while the children were away. With 
the new wealth recovered from the witch’s house, the 
family survived the famine and lived happily ever after.

Hanseled and Greteled
by Mark Weimer

(adapted from “Hansel and Gretel” by the Brothers Grimm)

In a time of great famine, there was an old woman 
who lived deep in the forest. She was quite old 

and could no longer garden, nor could she travel to the 
nearest town regularly enough to purchase adequate 
food. She was, however, a great baker. Using half of her 
cherished heirloom treasure, she made one final trip 
into town and hired a wagon to carry massive amounts 
of flour, sugar, and spices back to her home. She placed 
the rest of her valuables in a small chest on the mantle. 
They were reserved for her grandchildren, who lived 
far away. Each day the old woman would wake and hug 
the small chest of treasure. Tears would run down her 
face. She knew she could not survive long on baked 
goods alone and that giving away her wealth to her kin 
would ensure her own demise. 

To keep her spirits up, the old woman made cookies, 
cakes, and everything that any baker could imagine. 
In only a few days, she had baked so much that there 
wasn’t enough room in her house to store the food. She 
had to leave several batches of cookies outside. When 
she awoke the next morning, the old woman saw that 

birds were all over the cookies. This helped her to hatch 
a plan. Using an old net, she flung it over the cookies 
and trapped several birds. She took the birds inside 
and prepared them for dinner. She hadn’t had such a 
delicious dinner in weeks; she decided that she would 
leave more food outside the house that night.

The next day, there were rabbits eating away at 
the cookies! Realizing that baking might bring her a 
wealth of healthier food, the old woman began to bake 
larger and larger creations. In time, she completely 
transformed her home into a gingerbread house! That 
brought even more animals to her doorstep. There 
were even days when the old woman would catch more 
animals than she could eat. Taking some old gardening 
materials and fencing, she built a cage inside the house 
in which she kept the extra animals until she could 
cook them.

One morning, after she shed tears with her 
remaining treasure, the old woman heard a scratching 
sound coming from outside. When she opened the 
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door to look out, she saw, despite her terrible vision, 
two figures eating away at the roof of her house! They 
were children. She scolded the children, who had 
scared away any animals that may have been caught. 

The old woman’s anger, however, quickly turned to 
sadness. The children were very thin and she realized 
that they needed to eat. She graciously invited them 
inside for a warm meal and gave them her bed to sleep 
on for the night. The boy was named Hansel and his 
younger sister was named Gretel. Tomorrow there 
would surely be enough animals to capture and give 
the children much needed food before helping them 
find their way home.

The next morning, the old woman hobbled to the 
mantle to hug her treasure. To her horror, though, 
the chest was gone! She stormed to the bedroom, 
demanding to know where Hansel and Gretel had put 
her treasure. The children denied stealing anything. In 
a rage, the woman grabbed Hansel and threw him into 
her storage cage. She knew that Gretel would not go 
anywhere without her brother, so she put the girl to 
work cleaning the house. The old woman believed that 
by making Hansel watch his little sister do tiresome 
household chores, it would force him to tell her where 

the treasure was hidden. Despite the hard work of 
Gretel, though, Hansel said nothing.

She continued to feed both children more than 
usual as she had no place to store extra game. To her 
shock, Hansel did not gain weight. She checked his 
weight every day by squeezing his finger and became 
increasingly worried when he showed no evidence of 
being well fed. One evening, after catching a deer, the 
old woman made a fire in the oven and asked Gretel to 
check its temperature. A whole deer needed a hotter 
oven. Gretel appeared too confused to help, so the old 
woman decided to do it herself. After leaning forward 
into the oven, she felt a great push from behind. The 
little girl had pushed her into the oven and slammed 
the door shut! The old lady screamed at the children, 
calling out, “Thieves! Murderers!” Silence soon 
followed and the two children retrieved the treasure, 
which they had indeed taken and stowed. Well fed and 
with pockets stuffed full of treasure, Hansel and Gretel 
made their way home. Their father embraced them 
with open arms. Their stepmother had died. With their 
stolen wealth, the three lived happily ever after.
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Phillip and the Shot
by Luke See

illustrated by Mallory Chick

At six in the morning Phillip’s alarm clock 
went off, and the first thing he thought of 

was his doctor’s appointment after school. As he 
lay in bed, the alarm clock screamed at him, telling 
him to get up and get ready. He finally turned off the 
screeching alarm and got himself ready for the day. 
The appointment was his yearly check-up, but Phillip 
knew what that really meant: his yearly booster shot. 
The doctor would talk about some crazy disease 
Phillip was pretty sure never existed. He would wipe a 
cold little pad on Phillip’s shoulder, and then it would 
come time for the shot: a long, scary needle. Phillip 
shivered just thinking about it.

His mother kissed him goodbye as he stepped 
outside to wait for the bus. She also reminded him 
that she would pick him up around eleven for his 

appointment. When the bus pulled up, its bold color 
reminded Phillip of the big yellow couch in Dr. 
Henderson’s office. His stomach felt like a blender, 
mixing his fears with his breakfast as he boarded. 

During the bumpy ride to school, Phillip tried to 
focus on his math homework; multiplication tables 
deserved more attention than some silly doctor. He 
opened his folder and focused on his homework from 
the night before. He double checked his math. By the 
time the bus pulled up to school, he’d managed to forget 
about the appointment—at least for the time being. 

Mr. Hogan was Phillip’s teacher, and he was as 
big as a house. He wasn’t chunky—that was his mom’s 
word for heavy people. No, Mr. Hogan was super 
muscular. Phillip figured that he must have been 
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an action star before he decided to teach fifth grade. 
Today Mr. Hogan wore a camouflage tie, surely left 
over from some epic on-screen battle. When the bell 
rang, everyone quieted down.

“All right, class,” Mr. Hogan said, “I think you’re 
all ready. Today is the day that we review…division!” 
Mr. Hogan struck a pose, flexing both arms in the air. 
Most of the class giggled at his performance. Phillip 
didn’t remember a lot about division, which he had 
first learned about last year, but he was sure he would 
get the hang of it soon enough. After all, multiplication 
had been a piece of cake. Sure enough, he found his 
memories of division coming back into focus as Mr. 
Hogan explained the basic rules on the board. They 
practiced with some basic numbers first. As they 
worked, Phillip remembered how much he loved math; 
it was so definite. He liked that it had straightforward 
rules that he could memorize and conquer.

“I think we’ve all got a good understanding of the 
basics of division, right?” Mr. Hogan asked. The whole 
class nodded enthusiastically. “All right, let’s go ahead 
and try a word problem then.” Some students groaned 
and Phillip joined in with them. Word problems could 
be a real headache. It was as if word problems did their 
best to trip you up, sneaking around and confusing 
you on purpose. Phillip removed a fresh sheet of blank 
paper and readied himself for battle. 

“Okay class, listen closely,” Mr. Hogan said. “Let’s 
say that you’re a doctor and in ten days, you need to 
fit in twenty different appointments. Use division to 
tell me how many appointments you would need to 
schedule per day.” 

Phillip froze, his whole body as cold as ice. He 
noticed his classmates doing the math, but it was the 
last thing he could think about. He was already in the 
doctor’s office, picturing Dr. Henderson laughing like 
a madman as he readied a giant, terrible shot. Phillip 
pictured himself trapped, locked down to a rusty steel 
chair, with no escape. In fact, he was so distracted by 
the daydream that he didn’t notice Mr. Hogan calling 
his name until the third time he said it.

“Earth to Phillip!” Mr. Hogan called out. “There we 
are! Please, give us the answer that you came up with.” 
Everyone looked at Phillip and he did his best not to 
panic. He looked at the word problem written across 
the board and did the division as fast as he could in 
his head. His brain ran at full speed toward the answer.

Finally he blurted out, “Two appointments per day?”

“Correct! Great job, Phillip. Don’t look so stressed. 
Math should be fun, boys and girls,” Mr. Hogan said. 
He walked over and stuck a “Math Genius” sticker 
on Phillip for getting the right answer. Phillip finally 
breathed, thankful that the problem had been a basic 
one. The rest of the time spent on math was blurred by 
thoughts of the doctor.

After math, his class moved rooms to home 
economics. It was a new class, also taught by Mr. Hogan. 
Mr. Hogan walked into the room after the whole class, 
the only difference now being that he was wearing a 
bright orange utility belt filled with sewing supplies. 

“All right guys, now that we’ve crunched some 
numbers, it’s time to show these patterned stitches that 
we mean business!” Mr. Hogan struck a trademark 
pose; his tiny utility belt a rubber band around his 
massive waist. Mr. Hogan started class off by discussing 
the different kinds of stitches one could use to sew 
together a normal seam. From there he began to review 
the parts of a sewing machine. So far this year, the class 
hadn’t done any actual sewing. They had started off 
working in the kitchen, learning fire safety and cooking 
some basic meals. Sewing was next, so seeing how the 
machine worked was pretty interesting. 

“And that’s why you never try to swallow a spool, 
children,” Mr. Hogan said, finishing up a zany story 
about his first time around a sewing machine. “That’s 
just about all the parts of this here machine, save for 
one bit.”

Mr. Hogan rummaged around his utility belt while 
the class quietly chattered. Phillip looked up at the 
clock and realized that it was already nearly eleven, 
almost time for his mom to pick him up.
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“Here we are!” Mr. Hogan said. Phillip sat in the 
third row so he squinted, trying to make out what it 
was that his teacher was holding. “This is the most 
important part of the machine,” Mr. Hogan noted. “In 
fact, you could sew all day with just this and your own 
two hands…the needle!” Mr. Hogan held it up again 
excitedly and the class nodded, taking quiet notes. 
Once again, though, Phillip could not focus. He knew 
it was silly, a teeny-tiny sewing needle, but he couldn’t 
help but picture it as big as a sword, being waved 
around by Dr. Henderson.

The loudspeaker crackled to life. “Mr. Hogan,” 
the school secretary’s voice said, “Phillip Goodson is 
dismissed. His mother is here to get him.” Some of his 
classmates cheered and gave him slaps on the back as 
he left, happy that one of them should be free from the 
day’s classes. Phillip felt only dread.

***

He waited in the office on the big yellow couch for 
what seemed like an hour. Really, though, it was only 
a few minutes before the nurse called Phillip’s name, 
asking him to come back to see the doctor. He waved 
his mom away when she asked if he wanted her to 
come with him—he didn’t want to seem like a wimp. 

As Phillip walked, he noticed something odd. 
The hallways and even the office were not as he had 
been remembering them. They seemed clean and 
comfortable. Dr. Henderson came into the office with 
a wide smile.

“How’re we doing, Phil? My gosh, you’re huge! 
Look at you sprouting up like a weed. You’re going to 
be taller than me at your next visit,” Dr. Henderson said.

Phillip was caught off guard. “Huh, yeah, I guess I 
might!” he said. “My dad is six-four, so I think I might 
end up just about his size.”

“Well, I’ll be,” the doctor said, busying himself. 
“Guess you’ll have to go out for basketball, am I right?” 
He stood right next to Phillip brushing his arm clean.

“I hadn’t even thought about it, actually,” Phillip 
replied. He pictured his own basketball hoop in the 
driveway at home. He was getting pretty good at 
shooting three-pointers. Phillip felt a light pinch and 
he looked down at where the doctor held his arm. Dr. 
Henderson was placing a bandage across his skin.

“That was just your yearly booster,” the doctor 
said. “Always good to get that out of the way.” Phillip 
just blinked at him. “Now, let’s get to what’s really 
important,” Dr. Henderson said. “This sticker on your 
shirt says you’re a math genius! If that’s the case, we’ve 
got a lot to talk about. After all, I majored in math 
when I went to college.”

Phillip felt so silly as the tension slipped away. Shots 
really were no big deal, but he had sure gotten himself 
worked up. “I think math is my specialty. I pretty much 
mastered division today,” Phillip said with a smile.
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Sam’s Lessons
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by Kent Kerr

“I ’ve been taking piano lessons for six years. 
I want to do something new! Please, Dad. I 

really want to take drum lessons, like Clay.” Samantha 
made her argument carefully, walking around her 
father in circles like some kind of mad crow. Her hair, 
which was almost crow black, was pulled into two long 
braids on either side of her head. She wore black jeans 
and a bright green long-sleeved T-shirt that had tiny 
white flowers on it. While she loved clothes and shoes, 
she was not so much into other girly things that some 
of her friends were starting to like, such as make-up 
and cheerleading. Sam felt a strong pull toward music 
and rhythm, almost like there was a compass inside her 
that was steadily pointing to piano, and now drums. 

Both Sam and her older brother, Clay, who was 
fifteen, had taken piano lessons since the age of five. 

Clay had now been taking drum lessons for four years. 
The “racket” (as their father called it) of his drumming 
in the basement would flow through the house and 
beat notes in Sam’s chest. As she watched Clay’s skills 
advance, she realized it was something she wanted to 
do as well.

“One more person drumming in this house is 
not acceptable to me. I’m sorry, Sam,” her father was 
saying, rotating where he stood to follow her as she 
circled him. “I work all day long at a construction site, 
surrounded by jackhammers and machines. I don’t 
want more noise at home.”

Sam stopped abruptly and peered into her father’s 
stern expression. His dark eyes were shadowy, but they 
seemed to soften a little when she peered up at him. 
“It’s not fair,” she said.
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“Life isn’t fair.”

“But we have drums already. I’ve been saving 
money and could take lessons at the store in town. You 
don’t have to do anything! I’ll practice when you’re not 
here.” Sam had started circling again. Her father turned 
and put his hands on her shoulders.

Sam shrugged him off and moved toward the 
back door. “Mom would let me. She would want me to 
pursue my dreams. You’re mean!”

“Your mother cares more about her newest 
boyfriend than you and Clay. You don’t—”

“At least she loves someone!” Sam shouted without 
thinking, then turned and fled out of the house. She ran 
as fast as she could down the street toward Highland 
Park. It was half a mile, and she ran the entire way until 
she came to the line of oak trees and pines where the 
park began. Her heart was thumping in her chest as if 
someone were chasing her, but she turned around and 
saw that her father, of course, had not followed her.

Taking a deep breath, she began to walk slowly into 
the park. She found a trail near the pool, which was 
closed for the winter, and she followed it deeper into 
the woods. The trees were mostly bare now. Some had a 
few bright yellow leaves still hanging on like misplaced 
mittens. Her heart felt normal again after a while, and 
she trudged up and down the dried-out dirt path, 
occasionally passing other people: families with dogs, 
couples, and solitary runners. Most people smiled; Sam 
smiled back even though she didn’t feel like it.

When she could no longer see the pool, she 
realized she had taken a trail that she’d never been on 
before. At this realization, her heart fluttered a few 
beats. She stopped and looked around. I can always just 
go back the way I came, she thought. Feeling hungry 
and thirsty, she found a large rock a little way off the 
path and sat there eating a granola bar she happened to 
have in her bag. She could hear the stream off to her left 
and thought of taking a drink from it, when a raindrop 
appeared on her hand, and then another and another on 

her jeans. She looked up and wondered how she hadn’t 
noticed that the sky had turned a murky dark grey. 

Maybe it was the rain or not knowing her way, 
but teardrops began falling down Sam’s cheeks. Why 
had she come into the woods, anyway? She couldn’t 
remember clearly now. She just wanted to take drum 
lessons. Her father was unfair and rude. She would 
never talk to him again, she decided, and began walking 
back along the path. 

A low rumble of thunder groaned in the distance 
and the raindrops became fatter and faster. She 
couldn’t see very far ahead, and her own tears fell faster 
now, too. She tried running, but quickly tripped and 
fell, skinning her palms. As she pushed back onto her 
knees, she heard a rustling in the brush ahead, and 
then a large black and brown fur ball bounded out of 
the shrubs and headed toward her. Her mouth dropped 
and she let out a squeal. “George!” Her dog ran to her 
and licked her cheeks happily. She fell back onto the 
ground again, laughing, and saw her brother turn the 
path toward her. “Clay!”

“Hey, we were worried about you!” her brother 
said, running over to her. He grabbed her arms and 
lifted her up. “Didn’t you hear about the storm? We 
need to get back. What happened with Dad?”

Sam told her brother about the fight as they walked 
home in the thunderstorm. George, fortunately, was 
not afraid of thunder—probably because he’d heard 
drums in the house since he was a puppy. He walked 
protectively by Sam’s side the entire way home. She 
petted him every so often and stopped to hug him a 
few times, too. Normally, she would have taken him 
with her to the park, but she had left in such a stew.

“Just don’t bring Mom into it. We all miss her.” Clay 
pushed his chin-length brown hair behind his ear. He 
smiled at her. “I’ll give you secret lessons if you promise 
not to tell.”

“I want real lessons,” she said, rolling her eyes at 
him. He laughed.
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Their father was standing at the door waiting 
for them. He came down the walk and hugged Sam. 
“Please don’t run off like that, Sam. I’m sorry,” he said. 
“You’re really serious about this drum thing?”

“Yeah, pretty serious,” Sam said.

“All right. Let’s go inside and talk,” her father said.

As they walked through the front door, Sam smiled 
to herself, thinking of the first beat she might learn on 
the drums.
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The Tortoise and the Hare
adapted by Summer Swauger

illustrated by David Rushbrook

One pleasant summer afternoon, several of 
the forest animals gathered in the soft grass 

of the meadow to enjoy the sunshine. The spring rains 
were over, and the work of gathering food for winter 
had not yet begun. It was a peaceful time. The forest 
creatures looked forward to passing a restful afternoon 
in quiet, neighborly harmony. They had just settled in 
when Hare happened by the gathering.

Hare could not be peaceful or restful for any amount 
of time. He burst into the meadow so unexpectedly as 
to startle old Owl from his perch upon the fencepost. 
A few animals grumbled at being disturbed from their 
afternoon naps. But Hare did not seem to notice. He 
spotted Tortoise in one group and hopped over to join. 
Bouncing to and fro, Hare loudly began one of his 
favorite topics. 

“Tortoise, good friend, would you care to race 
today?” Hare asked, barely able to contain his laughter. 
He bounded quick circles around Tortoise, who was not 
amused. Hare often teased Tortoise for his slowness. 
Despite his slow movements, though, Tortoise’s mind 
was quick. 

“Stop laughing, Hare, or I shall be forced to race 
you,” Tortoise replied. “And you will not laugh so 
rudely when I win.”

At that, Hare laughed so hard that he fell on his 
back and clutched his stomach. “You? Win?” he asked 
between gasps. “You could not beat me! You are the 
slowest in the forest, and I am the fastest. None has 
ever beaten me!”



24

“Even you cannot win every race,” observed 
Tortoise. Seized by a new fit of laughter, Hare rolled 
and flopped about on the ground like a fish. The other 
animals soon grew tired of Hare’s bragging.

By and by, it was decided that Hare and Tortoise 
should race. Whoever circled the meadow and got 
back to the fencepost first would be the winner. The 
animals chattered in excitement. Although they wanted 
Tortoise to win, they held little hope of him beating 
Hare. Owl was to be the judge of the race. He perched 
regally again on the fencepost and waited as Tortoise 
and Hare took their places on the starting line. 

“Racers to your marks!” Owl called out grandly. 
“Ready…go!” Tortoise plodded slowly over the starting 
line and away from the cheering crowd. After Tortoise 
had inched ahead, Hare scampered after him. 

“Surely you can’t think of winning at that sluggish 
pace,” Hare said as he quickly approached his 
competitor. Tortoise paid no mind to Hare’s jeering; 
with his brow furrowed in concentration, he fixed 
his eyes ahead and plodded one footstep at a time. 
Shrugging, Hare bounded across the meadow and was 
soon out of sight. 

Once Hare rounded the first bend, he decided he 
was in no great rush. It would be some time before the 

laboring Tortoise came this far. He yawned sleepily and 
looked about him. After all, it was a rather warm day. 
Hare spotted an inviting patch of clover a little way off 
the path. He ate his fill, yawned again, and stretched. 
Seeing Tortoise still far behind, Hare thought he 
should like to steal a short nap. Surely he would wake 
up as Tortoise drew near, then Hare could speed past 
him once again. Satisfied, he curled up in a shady patch 
of thick grass and was soon fast asleep. 

Meanwhile, Tortoise came to the first bend in the 
course. There, he spotted the careless Hare slumbering 
soundly in the grass. He crept by so as not to wake 
Hare. Without so much as a glance behind, Tortoise 
went slowly but steadily on his way.

As the orange sun began to disappear behind the 
trees, casting shadows across the meadow, Hare still 
slept undisturbed. Tortoise, on the other hand, was 
nearing the finish line and the waiting crowd. When 
they saw him, his friends gave a ringing cheer that 
echoed across the meadow. Hearing the cheers, Hare 
awoke with a start. He frantically searched the meadow 
for Tortoise and finally saw him near the finish line. 
Hare raced forward as fast as his springing legs could 
carry him, but it was no use. By the time Hare crossed 
the finish line, out of breath, Tortoise had already won. 
Hare hung his head in shame as Tortoise stated, “Slow 
and steady wins the race.”

From the Desk of Hare
by Summer Swauger

I’m sure you’ve heard that fabled story of the 
Tortoise and the Hare. You know the one—the slow 
Tortoise beats the Hare in a race, even though the 
Hare is much faster. In the end, the Hare is shamed 
and the Tortoise comes out looking like the good guy. 
Well, that’s not the whole story. Let me tell you how it 
really happened. 

I remember it was a glorious summer day. I had 
spent the morning in the cabbage patch enjoying a 
fine meal. With a full stomach, I was feeling great. So 
I took myself to the meadow in search of some of my 
neighbors. But when I got there, everyone was lazing 
around. Honestly, they looked bored. It seemed wrong 
to waste such a lovely afternoon in that way. I thought 
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I would join their party and liven things up a bit. I saw 
Tortoise and went over to him.

 “Tortoise, good friend, would you care to race 
today?” I asked him. Now, I admit that Tortoise and 
I never seemed to get along. Sure, sometimes I joked 
about how slow Tortoise was. It was all in good fun, 
though. It isn’t my fault if he couldn’t take a joke. Not 
surprisingly, the old stick-in-the-mud didn’t laugh.

“Stop laughing, Hare, or I shall be forced to 
race you,” Tortoise replied. “And you will not laugh 
so rudely when I win.” When he said that, I burst 
out laughing. Can you blame me? The very idea of 
Tortoise beating me in a race was unbelievable. But 
you probably know what happened next—that crazy 
Tortoise agreed to a race.

Well, this surprising turn of events presented a 
problem. On one hand, I couldn’t actually race Tortoise. 
He would certainly lose, and I didn’t want to humiliate 
him in front of our friends. On the other hand, though, 
I couldn’t not race. It was my idea, after all. So I made 
a decision.

When Owl puffed himself up importantly and 
shouted “Go!” I let Tortoise get a head start. Then I 
bounded past him and across the meadow. However, 
this wasn’t to make him look bad; I wouldn’t do that 
to poor Tortoise. I ran ahead to find a good spot for a 
nap. Let me assure you, this wasn’t the accidental nap 

of which the fable accuses me. I only pretended to nap 
so that I could let Tortoise win. 

I found a splendid patch of clover to have a light 
snack. Then I stretched out in a nice, shady spot to 
wait for Tortoise. Although I did snooze on and off, I 
was quite awake when I heard the slow-poke coming. 
Tortoise had no idea; he thought I had fallen asleep in 
the middle of the race! I would like to point out that he 
didn’t even stop to wake me up. If I had been sleeping, 
Tortoise only would have won because he cheated. 
Now who’s the bad guy?

Anyway, after a few hours of relaxing in my comfy 
spot, I finally heard the crowd cheering at the finish 
line. I sped off, making a big show of running as fast as 
I could to try to catch Tortoise. But I slowed down at 
the end to let Tortoise finish first. Then I dramatically 
dragged myself over the finish line and collapsed, 
gasping for breath. This was all for show, of course; I 
wasn’t even winded.

Truthfully, losing the race did hurt my ego. But I 
suppose seeing the look of victory on Tortoise’s face 
was worth sacrificing a win—because I’m such a nice 
guy. Oh, and by the way, Tortoise never said that fancy 
moral, “Slow and steady wins the race.” He added that 
into the story later to make himself look even better. 
And now you know how the Tortoise really beat the 
Hare. 
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Just between Us
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Brian Cibelli

Fredrick and Edward were inseparable. 
Anywhere Fredrick was seen, Edward was 

surely nearby. It was almost like they were one person, 
so much so that everyone around them referred to them 
as “Freddie ’n’ Eddie,” as if it were just one name. They 
went to movies together, played all the same sports, 
and even had sleepovers almost every night. They 
shared everything, too: food, video games, clothes, 
and, most importantly, secrets. They were never able 
to keep secrets from each other because they knew one 
another so well. Edward thought he knew everything 
about his friend, but tonight he would learn Fredrick’s 
biggest secret of all. 

The sun was setting on their little town, the outside 
porch lights had begun to shine, and it was time to 
head back to Edward’s house for dinner.

“Race you home!” shouted Edward.

“You’re on, slow poke!” replied Fredrick.

The two dashed down the road toward Edward’s 
house. They ran side by side until the house came into 
view. Edward leaned forward and he began to surge 
ahead. The house grew larger as they approached. 
Edward hit the driveway first, with Fredrick coming in 
just behind him.

“Slow poke? Guess I showed you,” Edward bragged.

“I’ll beat you next time, Mr. Big Shot eleven-year-
old. I pulled a muscle!”

“Sure you did, Freddie.”

“Rematch!” 

“Beat you to the door!”

Fredrick and Edward hopped up the stairs to the 
porch, trying to beat each other into the doorway. They 

squeezed into the house at the same time, fell on the 
floor, and laughed at each other.

“Freddie ’n’ Eddie!” a deep voice called. “It’s time to 
wash up for dinner.” It was Edward’s father. His voice 
always filled the house when he had something to 
say. The two boys hurried to the upstairs bathroom to 
wash their hands and faces. The duo normally became 
quite sweaty and dirty while playing outside, so it was 
obvious that they should wash up a bit.

Upon finishing washing their hands, Fredrick said, 
“I just want to fix myself up a bit before dinner. You 
know how your dad is about looking good for supper.”

Edward smirked and closed the door. It was no 
secret to Edward that Fredrick liked to look good. He 
knew Fredrick didn’t actually care about his father’s 
dinner table etiquette. Edward knew he’d be a while, 
so he walked to his room to wait for him. Edward lay 
down on his bed and looked at the ceiling. He rolled 
over to see a can of silly string, which he’d been dying 
to find a reason to use, sitting on his bedside table. He 
grabbed the can and crept out of his room toward the 
bathroom to spray Fredrick.

When Edward arrived at the door, he slowly turned 
the knob and opened it. He looked in the mirror and 
froze in shock. Fredrick had taken off his shirt and 
exposed an open cavity in his chest, filled with wires 
and lights! Edward watched in awe as Fredrick took out 
a small metal chip and inspected it. He put it back inside 
his chest and it snapped in firmly. Edward covered his 
mouth to hold in a scream, but it was too late. Fredrick 
had already seen Edward’s reflection in the mirror.

“Eddie!” exclaimed Fredrick. Edward slammed 
the bathroom door and ran to his room, locking the 
bedroom door behind him. He scavenged frantically 
for a weapon to defend himself, but Fredrick was 
already pounding on the door.
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“Eddie! Come on, dude! Let me in!”

“You’re not Freddie!” he retorted. “You’re a robot!”

“Now come on, Eddie. If I was a robot, I’d tell you. 
We’re best buds! You’re imagining things. You know I 
can’t keep secrets from you!”

Edward didn’t respond and continued to comb his 
room for a weapon. He found a pencil and held it up 
over his head, ready to use. Fredrick burst open the 
door with one big kick. The door flew off the hinges 
and landed on the floor. Splinters from the door frame 
flew everywhere.

“Ah!” yelped Edward, throwing his hands in the air 
and letting go of the pencil. He jumped behind the bed 
and hollered, “Help me, Dad! Help me!”

Fredrick held his hands out, pleading. “It’s okay, 
Eddie. I’m not going to hurt you. Just calm down, 
buddy. You’ve got this all wrong.”

Edward’s father arrived at the room in a jiffy. “What 
is the problem, boys?”

“Freddie’s a robot!” Edward proclaimed. “Freddie’s 
a certified robot!”

Edward’s father stood still, staring blankly, with his 
eyes wide open. He looked toward Fredrick. Fredrick 
shrugged his shoulders and shook his head in confusion.

“Now come on, Eddie,” his father said. “What gives 
you that kind of crazy idea? Have you been watching 
those late night shows again?”

“I saw him in the bathroom, Dad,” Edward said in 
a hurry. “He’s got wires and lights inside his chest! I saw 
it with my own eyes. Then, he broke down my door 
with one kick! What kind of normal kid does that? He’s 
a robot!”

“I’m not a robot!” Fredrick defended, finally.

“How do you explain all the circuits, then?” 
demanded Edward. “Huh?”

“Fredrick,” Edward’s father said. “I think it’s time 
we tell him the truth.”

Shocked, Edward asked, “You think it’s time we tell 
him the truth? What’s going on here?”

Fredrick sighed deeply and looked down. Edward’s 
father sat on the bed and motioned for him to sit. 
Edward was hesitant, but he trusted his father. He sat 
on the bed and waited for Fredrick to speak.

Fredrick sat in the desk chair. “Do you remember 
when I got sick last year,” Fredrick began, “and we 
couldn’t hang out for like two whole weeks?” Edward 
nodded. He remembered every single day of it. He 
recalled being told that Fredrick was so sick and 
contagious that no one would be allowed to visit him 
except his parents. “Well, what really happened is 
I was in an accident. I fell off my bike going down 
Gravel Hill—”
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“You fell off your bike going down Gravel Hill?” 
Edward interrupted. “You could have died!”

“I know. I almost did. I was hurt so badly that 
most of my body wasn’t able to be saved. My arms, my 
legs, even most of my organs in my chest and stomach 
weren’t working properly. The doctors told me that 
I’d never live a normal life again. My parents found 
these doctors who were working with engineers and 
biologists to try out some of their new inventions. 
They’d never tried it on a kid before, so we volunteered. 
Most of my body had to be replaced with machines and 
computer chips so that I can function normally.”

“So you are a robot!” Edward said confidently.

“That’s incorrect, son,” said his father. “Freddie 
isn’t a robot. He’s called a cyborg: part human, part 
machine. The parts that are machines imitate biological 
organs and are able to coexist and develop with the rest 
of Freddie’s body.”

Edward stared blankly for a moment.

“I know this is a bit crazy,” Freddie continued, “but 
I really haven’t changed much at all. I still can’t beat 
you in a race, even with all of my machine parts!” They 
all laughed. “When we were trying to get through the 
door, I felt one of my processors shift, so I needed to 
check it out. I’m sorry you had to find out like this.”

“That’s okay,” Edward assured. “It just really freaked 
me out, dude. Seriously, though: how did you keep this 
a secret this whole time? We’re best pals and you can’t 
keep any secrets from me!”

“You have no idea how hard it’s been. Like, super 
hard. It’s still a big secret, though. Only our parents know 
about it. I just want to be treated like a normal kid.”

Edward’s father stood up. “If the wrong people 
found out, we could be in a lot of trouble. Think about 
how you reacted—and you’re his best friend!”

“I get it,” Edward said, winking. “It’s our little secret.”

“Now that we’re all good,” replied Edward’s father, 
“can we go eat some grub? I’ve been working on this 
for hours!”

They all left the room to go downstairs. Fredrick 
and Edward were just like normal again, but now they 
somehow seemed even closer than before. They shared 
one more secret to add to the pile, but this was the most 
important one they’d ever shared. The trio sat down at 
the table to eat, but just before anyone could take a bite, 
Edward’s father made an announcement.

“Before I forget; if you think you’re going home 
without fixing that door you broke, Freddie, you’d 
better check your circuits again!”
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A Close Encounter of a Different Kind
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

Li and Ada were as different as night and day. 
Ada was the tallest girl in fifth grade, with long, 

light blonde hair that turned almost white in the sun. 
Ada played volleyball and ran on the track team. In 
contrast, Li was short for his age—the top of his head 
barely came up to Ada’s shoulder. Li’s features showed 
his Chinese heritage: black hair and tan skin. Despite 
their differing appearances, though, Ada and Li were 
best friends.

The kids at school called Li a nerd because he wore 
thick glasses and played a lot of computer games. But 
Ada thought Li was cool. He was actually the only 
person Ada knew who shared her love of science 
fiction movies. In third grade, Li had screened a few 
scenes from Godzilla vs. Megalon for show and tell. His 
classmates had grumbled about having to watch a silly 

sci-fi film from 1973. But after school, Ada had quietly 
asked to borrow it so she could watch the whole movie. 
They had been friends ever since.

As they walked down the gravel country road to 
Ada’s house in the evening light, Ada explained a new 
movie she had watched about her favorite sci-fi topic: 
aliens. 

“Then the alien supership landed in the middle of 
the highway, and all these alien soldiers got out and 
stormed the city looking for human prisoners,” Ada 
said dramatically. “It was awesome!”

Li rolled his eyes and pushed his glasses higher 
on his nose. He didn’t much care for aliens. In every 
alien movie Li had seen, the aliens didn’t come to 
Earth to make friends; they came to destroy the planet. 
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Li preferred superhero movies, in which the heroes 
used their super powers to fight evil. At least with 
superheroes, you knew whose side they were on. 

Li was just about to argue this point when a strange 
noise interrupted him. They stopped walking, and Ada 
turned to Li slowly with wide eyes. Then they both 
looked up. Above their heads came a whistling sound 
that was getting louder…and closer.

“Uh, what’s that?” asked Li, hesitantly. The pair 
glanced around in confusion as the ground beneath 
their feet started to rumble. They crouched down so they 
wouldn’t be knocked off their feet by the shaking earth.

“Look!” Ada shouted over the commotion. Li 
turned in the direction she was pointing. Above the 
tree line, they saw a large fireball rocketing toward the 
forest. As they watched, the fireball disappeared into 
the trees nearby and landed with an explosive bang. 
In an instant, silence enveloped them once again. Li 
and Ada remained on the ground staring into the dark 
forest, motionless with shock.

“D-d-do you think it was a meteor?” ventured 
Li in an unsteady voice. But Ada was already up and 
running toward the trees. 

“Wait!” he yelled after her. “Maybe we should go 
get help—”

“Come on, Li,” Ada cut him off. “Don’t be a baby.” 
She glided easily up the small slope that led to the 
forest. Li followed slowly, wrinkling his nose as he 
adjusted his glasses.

The two friends picked their way through the 
trees toward the spot where the fireball had landed. 
Up ahead, they saw a green glow coming through the 
leaves. When they parted the branches, they saw a 
glowing metal orb the size of Li’s mom’s minivan lying 
in the clearing. It was scuffed and smoking from the 
crash landing. Ada started to move closer when they 
heard a banging coming from the orb. Startled, they 
ducked behind some low bushes. What they saw next 
made them gasp.

With another loud bang, a door opened near the 
top of the orb. A green head slowly emerged. As the 
head turned, Li and Ada saw two large, black eyes 
blinking rapidly. Li whirled around to look at Ada, 
whose mouth formed a wide O before her hand clapped 
over it.

“What is that?” Li whispered.

“It’s an alien, obviously,” Ada replied in a matter-
of-fact tone, unable to tear her eyes away from the 
scene before them.

“What if it’s here to destroy the planet?” asked 
Li. Ada didn’t respond. “Aliens are never friendly. It 
doesn’t look friendly.” The alien must have heard Li, 
because it turned toward them. Peering into the trees, 
it narrowed its black eyes and looked right at Li.

“Run!” Li jumped to his feet and ran for his life. Ada 
was right behind him. But with her long legs and her 
track experience, she was soon ahead and out of sight. 
Li ran blindly in the darkness, not knowing or caring 
where he was going. He looked over his shoulder once 
and saw the green alien close behind him. It was a lot 
taller than Li expected. Suddenly, Li’s foot caught on 
a tree root and he hit the ground hard. He scrambled 
to get up and fell again. His shoelace was caught. He 
couldn’t get away.

“Ah!” Li shrieked as the alien loomed over him. 
He hid his face in his trembling hands. He waited…
and waited. Nothing happened. Li peeked over his 
fingertips, expecting the worst. Instead, the alien was 
closely studying Li. Then it extended a three-fingered 
hand and plucked Li’s glasses right off of his face. 

“Hey!” Li shouted in protest. The alien turned and 
stalked back toward the clearing. “Wait, come back! I 
can’t see!” Li called after it. Not knowing what else to 
do, Li stumbled after the alien and his glasses.

Li was still complaining loudly when they reached 
the clearing. To Li’s horror, the alien pulled out a high-
tech tool and started melting the glasses.
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“What are you doing? Stop!” Li screeched. The 
alien looked up like it was noticing Li for the first time.

“I am sorry, Earthling,” it said in a strange voice, 
“but I need this material to repair my ship. The 
Defenders League thanks you for your sacrifice.”

“Huh?” was all Li managed to utter.

“I am ED,” said the alien, as if that were an 
explanation.

“Ed? Really?” Li arched an eyebrow. “That isn’t a 
very alien-like name.”

 “ED stands for Earth Defender,” ED explained. 
“I am part of a team that protects the Milky Way 
galaxy from hostile alien invasions. I am the Defender 
assigned to protect the planet Earth. I was on patrol 
when my ship malfunctioned and crashed.” The alien 
turned his attention back to his work. Li crossed his 
arms resentfully.

“You could have told me that before you stole my 
glasses,” Li huffed.

“There was no time. I must make the repairs as 
quickly as possible and return to my duties.” Li was 
still miffed about having his glasses melted, but he felt 
important to have helped protect the planet. While ED 
worked, he told Li about the Milky Way Battle of 2008. 

“I’ve never heard of that,” Li informed him. 

“Exactly,” ED replied. “Our job as Defenders is to 
make sure that no hostile aliens come close to your 
galaxy.” Li raised his eyebrows at this information.

At that moment, they heard footsteps. Li squinted 
and saw a blurry Ada appear through the trees. She 
rushed to Li in relief, but she halted at the sight of the 
alien. Li hastily assured her that he was okay and that 

ED hadn’t hurt him. He explained everything Ada had 
missed upon disappearing. 

“He’s on our side,” Li told her with a smile. Ada, 
being an alien fanatic, made instant friends with ED. 
She rapidly fired questions at him, wanting to know 
everything there was to know about the real aliens. 
The group continued talking until ED finished making 
repairs.

“I must go,” ED declared. “I thank you for your 
help, Li.”

“I guess it’s okay,” Li shrugged.

“If there are other friendly aliens like you, why 
haven’t they come here?” Ada asked ED.

“Maybe they don’t want to be mistaken for bad 
aliens,” ED said thoughtfully. “I assumed that most 
Earthlings would not welcome beings who looked so 
different from themselves.” After a moment, he added, 
“I am glad to have met two Earthlings who proved me 
wrong.” The kids grinned.

“Just because we look different doesn’t mean we 
can’t be friends,” said Ada. ED nodded his green head.

“There is one more thing I need,” ED stated 
seriously. “No one can know about my visit. Can this 
be our secret?” The kids promised, and ED climbed 
into his ship. The green glow became brighter as the 
orb hummed to life. It lifted straight off the ground into 
the air and zipped out of sight. The kids stood watching 
the sky for a few more moments.

“Nobody would believe this,” observed Li. Ada 
nodded slowly, only half believing it herself. They 
turned and walked back toward the road in silence. 
Ada wondered if they would ever see their unlikely 
friend again. Li was busy worrying about how he would 
explain his missing glasses to his parents.
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P O R T  C A RV E R ,  M A S S .  –  A  B e r k s h i r e  
p i g l e t  w e n t  f o r  a n  u n e x p e c t e d  r o m p  
a r o u n d  d o w n t o w n  P o r t  C a r v e r  y e s t e r -
d a y ,  l e a d i n g  a u t h o r i t i e s  o n  a  w i l d  p i g  
c h a s e  f o r  t h e  b e t t e r  p a r t  o f  t h e  a f t e r -
n o o n .  
R u p e r t ,  a  t h r e e - m o n t h - o l d  B e r k s h i r e  
h o g ,  w a s  n o t e d  t o  b e  m i s s i n g  f r o m  h i s  
p e n  T u e s d a y  a f t e r n o o n  a r o u n d  1  p . m . ,  
a c c o r d i n g  t o  F a r m e r  H a r o l d  C o f f e y .  
A r o u n d  t h e  s a m e  t i m e ,  F a r m e r  C o f f e y  
n o t i c e d  t h a t  m u c h  o f  a  p i l e  o f  r o t t e n  
a p p l e s  w a s  m i s s i n g  f r o m  a  t r a s h  h e a p  
b e h i n d  t h e  b a r n .
 “ I f  I  w a s  a  s p e c u l a t i n g  m a n ,  I ’ d  s a y  
l i t t l e  R u p e r t  a t e  u p  t h e m  s p o i l e d  
a p p l e s  a n d  g o t  h i m s e l f  a  l i t t l e  –  e r r ,  
i n t o x i c a t e d , ”  s a i d  F a r m e r  C o f f e y .  “ I  
k n e w  I ’ d  l e f t  t h e m  s i t  o u t  f o r  t o o  
l o n g .  P o o r  p i g l e t  m i g h t  a s  w e l l  h a v e  
g o t t e n  h i m s e l f  i n t o  a  j u g  o f  m o o n -
s h i n e . ”
 F o l l o w i n g  t h e  s u s p e c t e d  i n d u l -
g e n c e ,  i t  a p p e a r e d  t h a t  R u p e r t  s t u m -
b l e d  i n t o  P o r t  C a r v e r ’ s  t o w n  s q u a r e .  
H i s  a d v e n t u r e  c o n t i n u e d  a s  h e  m a d e  a  
f e w  r o u n d s  t o  t h e  l o c a l  s h o p k e e p e r s .
 “ I  s a w  t h e  p i g l e t , ”  b a k e r  M a r t h a  S i -
m o n s o n  o f  S w e e t s  &  T r e a t s  t o l d  r e -
p o r t e r s .  “ H e  w a n d e r e d  i n t o  t h e  
b a k e r y ,  s e e m i n g  a  l i t t l e  w o b b l y  o n  h i s  
t r o t t e r s .  H e  w a s  v e r y  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  t h e  
h o t - c r o s s  b u n s  I ’ d  j u s t  m a d e ,  s o  I  f e d  
h i m  o n e  o r  t w o . ”
 B y  t h e  t i m e  R u p e r t  h a d  r e a c h e d  t h e  
b a k e r y ,  F a r m e r  C o f f e y  h a d  a l r e a d y  
a l e r t e d  a n i m a l  c o n t r o l  o f f i c e r  S t a n l e y  
B o b o w s k i ,  w h o  s e e m e d  t o  b e  j u s t  a  
s t e p  b e h i n d  R u p e r t ’ s  a n t i c s .  “ T h a t  
l i t t l e  p i g  i s  a  c r a f t y  o n e , ”  O f f i c e r  
B o b o w s k i  s a i d .  “ A t  e v e r y  s h o p  w e  
s t o p p e d  i n t o ,  t h e  s h o p k e e p e r s  t o l d  u s  
w e ’ d  j u s t  m i s s e d  h i m . ”
 A f t e r  l e a v i n g  S w e e t s  &  T r e a t s ,  t h e  
p i g l e t  w a s  s p o t t e d  t r o t t i n g  t h r o u g h  
t h e  n e w  a u t u m n  t i e  d i s p l a y  a t  t h e  f i n e  
m e n s w e a r  s h o p  B o n  S o i r  M o n s i e u r .  
“ T h e  p i g !  H e  r u n s  t h r o u g h  m y  b e s t  
t i e s ,  s t i c k s  h i s  l i t t l e  p i g - f a c e  i n t o  t h e  
f i n e s t  g r e e n  o n e ,  a n d  c a n t e r s  o f f  w i t h  
i t  a r o u n d  h i s  n e c k ! ”  s h o p  o w n e r  
C l a u d e  Va l m o n t  t o l d  r e p o r t e r s .  “ B u t  
h e  w a s  s o  c h a r m i n g ,  s o  p r o u d  o f  h i s  
a c h i e v e m e n t .  I  c o u l d  n e i t h e r  b e  a n g r y  
n o r  b r i n g  m y s e l f  t o  r e m o v e  t h e  t i e , ”  
t h e  s h o p  o w n e r  a d m i t t e d .  “ H e  w a s  
s t i l l  w e a r i n g  i t  a s  h e  l e f t  m y  s h o p . ”
 “ We  t h o u g h t  a  p i g  i n  a  g r e e n  t i e  
w o u l d  b e  e a s y  t o  s p o t , ”  s a i d  O f f i c e r  
B o b o w s k i .  “ B u t  h e  w a s  o u t s m a r t i n g  

u s  a t  e v e r y  t u r n . ” R u p e r t ’ s  t r a i l  
s e e m e d  t o  g e t  e a s i e r  t o  f o l l o w  a f t e r  
h e  m a d e  a  b r i e f  s t o p  a t  P o r t  C a r v i n g s ,  
t h e  h a n d m a d e  f u r n i t u r e  s h o p  i n  t h e  
c e n t e r  o f  t o w n .  “ T h e  p i g l e t  r a n  r i g h t  
t h r o u g h  m y  w h i t e  p a i n t , ”  s a i d  c a r p e n -
t e r  A i d e n  M c A d a m s .  “ Yo u  c a n  s e e  h i s  
l i t t l e  h o o f  p r i n t s  a l l  t h r o u g h  m y  s h o p  
a n d  o u t  o n  t h e  s i d e w a l k . ”
I n d e e d ,  t h e  m e a n d e r i n g  l i n e  o f  h o o f  
p r i n t s  w a s  q u i t e  u n m i s t a k a b l e .  T h e  
l i t t l e  w h i t e  p r i n t s  l e d  f r o m  P o r t  C a r v -
i n g s  i n  a n  u n e v e n ,  s l o p p y  p a t h  t o  t h e  
c e n t e r  o f  t h e  s q u a r e .
 “ We  w e r e  f o l l o w i n g  t h o s e  p i g  
t r a c k s  a n d  t h o u g h t  w e  h a d  h i m  a t  
l a s t , ”  s a i d  O f f i c e r  B o b o w s k i .  “ A n d  
t h e n ,  t h e y  j u s t  s t o p p e d .  T h e y  s t o p p e d  
r i g h t  a t  t h e  f o u n t a i n . ”
 I t  s e e m e d  R u p e r t  t o o k  a  s h o r t  d i p  
i n t o  t h e  t o w n  f o u n t a i n ,  w h i c h  c l e a n e d  
t h e  p a i n t  r i g h t  o f f  h i s  h o o v e s .  “ T h i s  
i s  a  c l e v e r  l i t t l e  p i g , ”  s t a t e d  O f f i c e r  
B o b o w s k i .  “ H e  k n e w  w e  w e r e  g e t t i n g  
c l o s e  t o  c a t c h i n g  h i m .  S o  h e  j u s t  
w a s h e d  h i s  t o e s  t o  r e m o v e  h i s  p r i n t s . ”
 F a r m e r  C o f f e y  b e g a n  t o  w o r r y  
d u r i n g  t h e  s e c o n d  h o u r  o f  t h e  c h a s e .  
“ O f f i c e r  B o b o w s k i  w a s  g i v i n g  m e  u p -
d a t e s ,  b u t  i t  j u s t  s e e m e d  l i k e  h e  w a s  
a l w a y s  o n e  s t e p  b e h i n d  t h a t  p i g l e t , ”  
s a i d  t h e  f a r m e r .  “ We  c o u l d n ’ t  a f f o r d  
t o  l o s e  R u p e r t .  H e ’ s  m y  d a u g h t e r s ’  
p r i d e  a n d  j o y ,  t h a t  l i t t l e  r u n t .  We  
k n e w  h e ’ d  n e v e r  g e t  t o o  b i g ,  s o  I  t o l d  
m y  g i r l s  t h e y  c o u l d  k e e p  h i m  a s  a  p e t .  
B o y ,  w e r e  t h e y  s o r e  a t  m e  f o r  l e t t i n g  
h i m  g e t  o u t ! ”
 O f f i c e r  B o b o w s k i  m a i n t a i n e d  t h a t  
t h e y  w e r e  a l w a y s  v e r y  c l o s e  t o  c a p -
t u r i n g  R u p e r t .  “ P o r t  C a r v e r  i s n ’ t  t h a t  
b i g  o f  a  t o w n , ”  h e  t o l d  r e p o r t e r s .  “ We  
k n e w  w e ’ d  c a t c h  u p  t o  h i m  s o o n e r  o r  
l a t e r . ”
 B u t  R u p e r t  w a s  i n s i s t e n t  o n  e n j o y -
i n g  h i s  d a y  i n  t o w n  b e f o r e  l e t t i n g  t h e  
a u t h o r i t i e s  a n y w h e r e  n e a r  h i m .  A f t e r  
h i s  f r o l i c  i n  t h e  f o u n t a i n ,  h e  h e a d e d  
o f f  t o  M i s s  B r a n n i g a n ’ s  F i n e  F o o d s  
s h o p .  “ H e  a t e  e v e r y  l a s t  o n e  o f  m y  
t r u f f l e s , ”  o w n e r  M a r i a  B r a n n i g a n  t o l d  
r e p o r t e r s .  “ I ’ d  h e a r d  a  c l a t t e r i n g  n e a r  
t h e  w i n d o w  o f  m y  s h o p .  T h e n  I  l o o k e d  
u p  t o  s e e  a  p i g l e t  w i t h  c h u b b y  s t u f f e d  
c h e e k s .  I  k n e w  i t  w a s  R u p e r t  r i g h t  
a w a y .  F a r m e r  C o f f e y ’ s  g i r l s  h a v e  
b r o u g h t  h i m  d o w n  h e r e  o n  h i s  l e a s h  a  
f e w  t i m e s  b e f o r e .  I  k n e w  h o w  m u c h  h e  
f a v o r e d  t h o s e  t r u f f l e s . ”
C O N T I N U E D  O N  PA G E  A 7
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Rupert, after his jaunt through downtown Port Carver, Massachusetts.

Boo k  N oo k

Escaped Piglet Goes on Jaunt through Town
by Jennifer Tkocs

illustrated by Mallory Chick

PORT CARVER, MASS. – A Berkshire piglet went 
for an unexpected romp around downtown Port Carver 
yesterday, leading authorities on a wild pig chase for 
the better part of the afternoon. 

Rupert, a three-month-old Berkshire hog, was 
noted to be missing from his pen Tuesday afternoon 
around 1 p.m., according to Farmer Harold Coffey. 
Around the same time, Farmer Coffey noticed that 
much of a pile of rotten apples was missing from a 
trash heap behind the barn.

“If I was a speculating man, I’d say little Rupert ate 
up them spoiled apples and they made him go a little 
funny in the head,” said Farmer Coffey.

Following the piglet’s escape, it appeared that 
Rupert stumbled into Port Carver’s town square. His 
adventure continued as he made a few rounds to the 
local shopkeepers.

“I saw the piglet,” baker Martha Simonson of 
Sweets & Treats told reporters. “He wandered into the 
bakery, seeming a little wobbly on his trotters. He was 
very interested in the hot-cross buns I’d just made, so I 
fed him one or two.”

By the time Rupert had reached the bakery, Farmer 
Coffey had already alerted animal control officer 
Stanley Bobowski, who seemed to be just a step behind 
Rupert’s antics. “That little pig is a crafty one,” Officer 
Bobowski said. “At every shop we stopped into, the 
shopkeepers told us we’d just missed him.”

After leaving Sweets & Treats, the piglet was 
spotted trotting through the new autumn tie display at 
the fine menswear shop Bon Soir Monsieur. “The pig! 
He runs through my best ties, sticks his little pig-face 
into the finest green one, and canters off with it around 
his neck!” shop owner Claude Valmont told reporters. 
“But he was so charming, so proud of his achievement. 

I could neither be angry nor bring myself to remove 
the tie,” the shop owner admitted. “He was still wearing 
it as he left my shop.”

“We thought a pig in a green tie would be easy to 
spot,” said Officer Bobowski. “But he was outsmarting 
us at every turn.”

Rupert’s trail seemed to get easier to follow after 
he made a brief stop at Port Carvings, the handmade 
furniture shop in the center of town. “The piglet ran 
right through my white paint,” said carpenter Aiden 
McAdams. “You can see his little hoof prints all through 
my shop and out on the sidewalk.”

Indeed, the meandering line of hoof prints was 
quite unmistakable. The little white prints led from 
Port Carvings in an uneven, sloppy path to the center 
of the square.

“We were following those pig tracks and thought 
we had him at last,” said Officer Bobowski. “And then, 
they just stopped. They stopped right at the fountain.”
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It seemed Rupert took a short dip into the town 
fountain, which cleaned the paint right off his hooves. 
“This is a clever little pig,” stated Officer Bobowski. “He 
knew we were getting close to catching him. So he just 
washed his toes to remove his prints.”

Farmer Coffey began to worry during the second 
hour of the chase. “Officer Bobowski was giving me 
updates, but it just seemed like he was always one step 
behind that piglet,” said the farmer. “We couldn’t afford 
to lose Rupert. He’s my daughters’ pride and joy, that 
little runt. We knew he’d never get too big, so I told my 
girls they could keep him as a pet. Boy, were they sore 
at me for letting him get out!”

Officer Bobowski maintained that they were always 
very close to capturing Rupert. “Port Carver isn’t that 
big of a town,” he told reporters. “We knew we’d catch 
up to him sooner or later.”

But Rupert was insistent on enjoying his day in 
town before letting the authorities anywhere near him. 
After his frolic in the fountain, he headed off to Miss 
Brannigan’s Fine Foods shop. “He ate every last one of 
my truffles,” owner Maria Brannigan told reporters. “I’d 
heard a clattering near the window of my shop. Then I 
looked up to see a piglet with chubby stuffed cheeks. 
I knew it was Rupert right away. Farmer Coffey’s girls 
have brought him down here on his leash a few times 
before. I knew how much he favored those truffles.”

“We were more than willing to press charges for 
the cost of the truffles,” said Officer Bobowski, “but 
Miss Brannigan swore it was the biggest laugh she’d 
had all week. She said it was worth every penny of the 
cost of those truffles to see that piglet having such a 
grand time.”

Rupert was finally apprehended at his last stop of 
the day, the Book Nook.

Bookshop owner Lilian Carmichael found Rupert 
asleep in a beanbag chair in the children’s section. “One 
of the kids who’d been in earlier had left out a copy of 
Charlotte’s Web. I came over to do some straightening 
up, and found the little piglet curled up in the beanbag 
chair with his head resting on the book.”

“Ms. Carmichael called us right away when she 
found Rupert,” reported Officer Bobowski. “But she 
told us we couldn’t wake him just yet. She made some 
coffee for us and told us to wait around for him to 
finish his nap.”

“It seemed our little Rupert had been on quite the 
adventure,” said Ms. Carmichael. “I wanted to make 
sure we sent him back to Farmer Coffey fully rested.”

“We brought him back to Farmer Coffey a few 
hours later,” said Officer Bobowski. “He looked pretty 
happy, and he was still wearing that tie.”

Farmer Coffey and his daughters were thrilled to 
have Rupert back. They were equally excited to hear 
about his travels during the day. “I’ll be more careful 
from now on,” Farmer Coffey promised reporters. “I’ll 
make sure Rupert steers clear of rotten apples. I’ll also 
make sure the girls keep a close eye on him when he’s 
not on his pig leash.

“I’m just happy he’s home, and I’m happy the 
good townspeople of Port Carver showed our piglet a 
fine day,” the farmer added. “It’s not every day a piglet 
gets loose. But I’m glad he came home safe and full of 
pig smiles.”
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Local Girl Gets Party of a Lifetime
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by Brian Cibelli

July 28, 2012

PHILADELPHIA — It was the type of birthday 
party you read about in storybooks. Zadie Donner was 
turning eleven, and her parents wanted to do something 
very special for her. Zadie had recently recovered from 
a broken arm and her cat, Mittens, hadn’t been seen 
for weeks. The Donners wanted to cheer up their only 
daughter. It helped that they had a very large backyard, 
and a modest, but sizable, three-story home.

On a sweltering late-July afternoon, this reporter 
(and friend of the family) found herself in that 
backyard. It looked like a fun expert had stormed 
through on a special mission. In one corner of the yard, 
there was a petting zoo. It was complete with two grey 
donkeys, two goats (one black, one white), two sheep 

(both white, but quite dirty), and a miniature pony. The 
line for the pony ride stretched halfway across the yard. 

Then there was the waterslide and the swimming 
pool. The Donners already had the pool, but they had 
asked some friends in the construction business to 
haul in the waterslide specifically for the party. 

“Zadie was so surprised when she saw it,” said Mrs. 
Donner during the party. She then hinted, “But the real 
surprise will come later.” 

At the waterslide, daring swimmers had to climb 
three flights of stairs to reach its top. The slide twisted 
three full times before it spit them out into the pool. 
Zadie’s teenage cousins, both certified lifeguards, 
watched the scene. It became fairly hectic since 
everyone wanted multiple rides on the slide.
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Nearly all of Zadie’s fifth grade class at Clover 
Elementary attended the affair. There were also 
grandparents, aunts, uncles, cousins, godparents, and 
friends of the family. Zadie informed me that she had 
only met her cousin Emma once before. (Emma and 
her mother had made the trip to Philadelphia all the 
way from Virginia.) 

Whenever the partygoers got tired of the petting 
zoo, waterslide, and other activities, they could fill up 
their bellies with delicious, catered food. The options 
included a chocolate fountain, an ice-cream soda 
station, a make-your-own pizza station, a burger station, 
a fruit smoothie station, and a seven-tier birthday cake 
with pink buttercream frosting. To make Mrs. Donner 
happy, there was also a build-a-salad station. It had 
healthy vegetables like kale and artichokes. Most of 
the kids went right to the chocolate or the ice-cream 
sodas—unless a parent was nearby, of course.

The food at the party was a hit, but it was nothing 
compared to Mrs. Donner’s big surprise. This reporter 
happened to be with the birthday girl when it occurred. 
Zadie was about to enjoy a plate of strawberries and 
pretzels dipped in chocolate when a certain guitar 
chord rang out in the yard. Then, a voice sang, “You’re 
insecure, don’t know what for. You’re turning heads 
when you walk through the door...” Zadie dropped her 
plate on the ground in front of her. She looked up and 
her mouth opened in awe. Yes, in fact, the British teen 

boy band One Direction was playing on a stage behind 
the swimming pool! Zadie let out a scream and made 
a run for it, grabbing her best friend Tamara on the 
way. The crowd in front of the stage was already big, 
but they made way for the birthday girl. She got a spot 
to dance her heart away in front of her favorite band. 

Oddly enough, the band was performing in 
Philadelphia that night, and they happened to know 
one of Zadie’s aunts. She had worked for their publicist 
the previous year, and they adored her. She had left that 
job to work for Taylor Swift back in the United States. 
Still, the boys were happy to do her a favor and play a 
few songs for Zadie’s party.

As the mini-concert ended, Mr. Donner and some 
other men set up a huge projection screen behind the 
stage. They planned to show a film once the sun had 
set. 

“A movie on the big screen in my backyard!” 
Zadie exclaimed. 

When asked how she was feeling, she said, “I’m 
so happy for such an amazing party. It is great to see 
so many family members and friends together and 
enjoying themselves. I’m very, very fortunate.” Zadie 
then gave her parents enormous hugs and kisses to 
show her gratitude, before promptly running off to 
enjoy the film.
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Ten Major Events of World War II
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II

September 1, 1939: Invasion of Poland

In the early morning of September 1, 1.5 million 
German troops under the command of German 
dictator Adolf Hitler invaded Poland. The German air 
force, called the Luftwaffe, bombed Polish airfields. 
German warships and submarines attacked the Polish 
navy. In response to the invasion, Britain and France 
declared war on Germany two days later. Poland 
surrendered to the Germans by the end of the month.

September 15, 1940: Battle of Britain Day

In June of 1940, France surrendered to German 
forces. Hitler next sent his Luftwaffe to defeat the British 
Royal Air Force (RAF). The Luftwaffe bombed London 

and other major British cities. On Battle of Britain 
Day, the RAF fought the Luftwaffe and won. After this 
defeat, Hitler turned his attention to the Soviet Union.

December 5, 1941: Battle of Moscow

In June of 1941, Hitler’s forces began an invasion 
of the Soviet Union called Operation Barbarossa. 
This operation lasted six months. Hitler tried to take 
Moscow, the Soviet capital. But his army was not trained 
to fight in severe winter conditions. On December 5, 
the Red Army (Soviets) attacked the Germans and 
held Moscow. This was the first time the German army 
retreated in large numbers.
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December 7, 1941: Attack on Pearl Harbor, Hawaii

While Hitler spread his army through Europe, 
conflict arose between the United States and Japan, 
an ally of Germany. Japan saw the US naval fleet in 
Pearl Harbor, Hawaii, as a threat. In the early morning 
of December 7, Japanese fighter planes carried out a 
surprise attack on the US naval base at Pearl Harbor. 
After suffering heavy losses, the United States entered 
the war as an Allied force. The Allied Powers was an 
alliance of the United States, Britain, France, and 
the Soviet Union. The Allies fought against the Axis 
Powers, which included Germany, Japan, and Italy.

June 4–7, 1942: Battle of Midway

In the months after Pearl Harbor, Japanese forces 
gained control of several European and US territories 
in the Pacific Ocean. Their next target was Midway 
Island. However, US naval intelligence cracked the 
Japanese code and knew of the plans at Midway. US 
dive-bomber planes sank four Japanese ships, causing 
heavy damage to the Japanese navy. This victory gave 
the Allied Powers the advantage in the rest of the 
Pacific war.  

August 8, 1942: Battle of Guadalcanal

In June of 1942, the Japanese invaded the small 
island of Guadalcanal in the Pacific. Two months later, 
US Marines secured the Japanese airfield there. But on 
August 8, the Japanese fought to take the airfield back. 
The US Marines held the airfield, fighting off several 
Japanese attacks. Unsuccessful, the Japanese left the 
island in February of 1943. This was another victory 
for the Allied forces. 

July 5, 1943: Battle of Kursk

The Germans were still trying to gain territory in 
the Soviet Union. After suffering a defeat in Stalingrad, 

the Germans planned to attack the Red Army at Kursk. 
When the Germans attacked on July 5, they were 
stopped by the Red Army before they could gain much 
ground. The Soviets pushed the Germans back. This 
was the last attack by the Germans in the Soviet Union. 

June 6, 1944: D-Day Invasion

As the war progressed, Allied forces planned an 
invasion of France to drive out the Germans. The large-
scale assault was nicknamed Operation Overlord. 
On June 6, more than one hundred fifty thousand 
Allied troops stormed five beaches along the coast of 
Normandy, France. Although about four thousand 
Allied troops lost their lives that day, the invasion was 
successful. The Allies fought their way across France, 
forcing the Germans back toward Germany.

October 23–26, 1944: Battle of Leyte Gulf

In the Pacific war, Allied forces tried to invade the 
Philippines, held by the Japanese. The Allies landed 
on Leyte Island on October 20. On October 23, the 
Japanese naval fleet engaged the Allies’ ships off the 
coast of Leyte. After four days, the Japanese had lost 
about twenty-five ships, a loss that destroyed their 
navy. The Japanese retreated from the Philippines and 
had to use air and land forces for the rest of the war.  

May 7, 1945: Surrender of Germany

By 1945, the Allies had pushed the Japanese out of 
the Pacific and the Red Army had forced the Germans 
back to Germany. The Soviets closed in on Hitler 
and his military in the German capital of Berlin. On 
April 30, Hitler committed suicide while hiding in his 
underground shelter. On May 7, Germany surrendered 
all of its forces. World War II officially ended when 
Japan surrendered in August.
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The Constitution: Federalists vs. Antifederalists
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

The United States Constitution is considered to 
be the first constitution of its kind. It was fully 

ratified, or approved, by all thirteen colonies in May of 
1790. That was over a decade after the signing of the 
Declaration of Independence in July of 1776. Between 
those years, the young nation was hardly united at all. 
In fact, the Union was in danger of losing recognition 
as an independent nation.

Before the Constitution, America was governed 
by a different body of rules. They were called the 
Articles of Confederation and Perpetual Union. They 
were signed into operation by all thirteen colonies. 
However, the Articles left America with two major 
problems. First, the federal government lacked the 
finances to sustain itself. The Continental—the US 
currency at the time—was considered worthless. Also, 
the states were not paying all of their taxes. Some 
paid none at all. Second, the government lacked the 
ability to enforce laws. Its military could not protect 
the nation’s sovereignty, or independence. It could not 
enforce its own laws of the nation. For these reasons, 
the Articles called for a Constitutional Convention. 
At this convention, delegates from every colony came 
together for the “sole and express purpose of revising 
the Articles of Confederation.” 

All in attendance agreed that changes were needed 
to protect the Union. However, not everyone agreed 
on how to do it. Eventually, two parties formed. One 
was in favor of writing a brand-new constitution. The 
other wanted merely to make changes to the Articles of 
Confederation. The party in favor of a new constitution 
became known as the Federalists. The party in 
opposition became known as the Antifederalists.

The Constitutional Convention was advertised 
as a meeting to revise the Articles of Confederation. 
However, several congressmen intended to create a 
new form of government altogether. James Madison, a 

Federalist, had plans for major changes. He suggested 
that the delegates of the convention act as advisors 
to the states. Final passage of their proposals would 
be left up to the individual states. Madison and 
several others also proposed that nine of the thirteen 
states (about two-thirds) would have to pass their 
proposal for it to become law. This was a major point 
of controversy. The current Articles of Confederation 
required unanimous, or undivided, agreement from 
Congress to make amendments. Antifederalists found 
the desire to require only two-thirds agreement to 
be very suspicious. They wanted to keep the need for 
unanimous consent. They thought that need gave 
each individual state the power to govern itself. Some 
Antifederalists were so upset by the change that they 
stayed home. Patrick Henry of Virginia, the leader of 
the Antifederalists, was one who stayed behind. When 
asked why he did so, he answered, “I smelled a rat.”

Another point of dispute was the election of a 
president. The Antifederalists argued that electing 
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a president would be the first step toward having a 
monarchy with a king. To them, that was unacceptable. 
After all, one of the main reasons that the colonies had 
claimed independence from Britain was to escape the 
monarchy. The Antifederalists criticized the idea of a 
centralized government with a powerful leader. The 
Federalists had different ideas, though. They argued 
that the separation of powers would prevent a president 
from having total control. The Federalists believed 
that the president and Congress would balance one 
another and not allow one body to control another. 
The president would also be limited by his need to be 
re-elected every four years by the people.

Along with their concerns about the president’s 
power, many Antifederalists worried about the loss 
of local and individual liberties and freedoms. They 
warned that a federal government with too much 
power would threaten the freedoms of the states, then 
local governments, and ultimately individuals. Some 
Federalists had the same concerns. Thus, they agreed 
that Congress would be split into two chambers. One, 
the Senate, would be made up of officials chosen 
by the state government. The other, the House of 
Representatives, would be elected by the people. Most 
agreed that this was an acceptable compromise. It gave 
the national government more power, but kept it from 
having too much. 

The two groups’ many conflicting ideas were a 
source of strife. They did agree in one area, though. 
They agreed that the final decision to ratify the new 
Constitution should be left up to the states. While 
several delegates still refused to sign, there was 
eventually enough support to pass the Constitution on 
to the states for a vote. However, the debate between 
the Federalists and Antifederalists was far from over.

On September 17, 1787, the delegates signed the 
new Constitution and sent it off to the state legislatures. 
Many leaders within the delegates wrote speeches and 

articles to convince the public of their cause. Early 
on, many of the Federalists and Antifederalists wrote 
their papers under pseudonyms, or false names. On 
both sides, most did not want to publicly share their 
opinions for or against the Constitution. They did not 
wish to influence decisions based on their reputation or 
status, but rather the quality of their ideas. The papers 
in favor of the Constitution became known as the 
Federalist Papers. The opposing writing became known 
as the Antifederalist Papers. These papers helped local 
governments to argue for or against passing.

Through local debates and speeches, many were 
able to find common ground. Almost every state agreed 
that, in addition to the Constitution, there should be 
a Bill of Rights. Several states would only sign after 
the Federalists promised that one would be created. 
By the summer of 1788, eleven states had ratified the 
Constitution. North Carolina and Rhode Island waited 
another year, but they eventually ratified as well.

The new Constitution required the election of 
a president, as well as senators and representatives. 
Several electors, or candidates, were nominated 
for president. In a rare agreement, though, every 
delegate who had a vote chose George Washington, an 
accomplished general and respected Federalist. Even 
the Antifederalists’ elector, Patrick Henry, voted for 
Washington rather than himself. After Washington was 
elected, the first few members of Congress were chosen 
as well. The first order of business was to propose the 
Bill of Rights.

The United States Constitution saw quite a 
bit of controversy in the beginning. After some 
time passed, though, it was seen as a revolutionary 
model for democratic government. The Federalists 
and Antifederalists had many differences, but the 
compromises they made gave the United States a sturdy 
foundation and a strong future.
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D-Day: Operation Overlord
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II

World War II began in 1939. An alliance 
between Russia and Germany allowed 

the two powers to conquer most of Europe. However, 
because the Germans wished to rule alone, they invaded 
Russia in 1941. By 1944, the Germans and Russians 
were in a stalemate in eastern Europe. Russian soldiers 
were dying by the millions. Russia waited for the United 
States, England, and Canada to successfully invade 
western Europe. A successful invasion would force 
Germany to fight a war in both the east and the west. 
This would bring a much quicker end to the war.

There was no easy way to invade western Europe. 
Adolf Hitler, the German military commander, had 
built the “Atlantic Wall.” The Atlantic Wall was a series 
of fortifications, or defenses, along the European coast. 
It had obstacles that stopped boats from getting close to 

shore. It also had bunkers of steel-reinforced concrete, 
trenches, machine-guns, and artillery cannons. Because 
of this, the invasion needed to be well-planned.

The invasion was called Operation Overlord. In 
order to make it a success, extensive planning and 
preparation took place. The Allied forces, made of 
American, British, and Canadian soldiers, would launch 
from southern Great Britain. They would then cross the 
English Channel. The Germans knew that an invasion 
from the English Channel was probable. However, they 
did not know where or when the invasion was to occur. 

In order to keep the Germans guessing, the Allied 
forces took measures to deceive the Germans. They 
leaked false information over the radio waves. If 
Germans intercepted this false information, it would 
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confuse them. Additionally, the Allies undertook a 
massive effort to make the Germans believe the invasion 
would come at a different location. In Dover, England, 
Allied forces built cardboard structures to resemble 
a massive invasion force. The Germans had strongly 
considered Dover as a possibility even before the 
cardboard cutouts. If the radio leaks and fake army 
fooled the Germans, it would cause the Germans to 
place troops in the wrong place.

General Dwight D. Eisenhower, the Supreme Allied 
Commander, decided that the actual invasion would 
occur in a northern region of France called Normandy. 
The area was heavily fortified, but it offered the best 
beaches to make the invasion a success. Nobody knew 
the actual day that the invasion would take place. 
Because the troops had to cross the English Channel, 
they wanted the sea to be calm. Also, they wanted 
to land at low tide. A low tide would cause all of the 
Germans’ beach obstacles to be exposed. This would 
prevent the bottoms of boats from being punctured. 
However, it would also force the soldiers to cross a great 
open expanse before they could find cover at the base of 
the cliffs. The invasion area was divided into five beaches 
that would be assaulted. One beach in particular, code 
named Omaha, was a natural geographic fortress. Many 
did not want to land at Omaha, but it was necessary.

The invasion was originally scheduled for early May 
of 1944, but the seas were too rough. The Allies had to 
wait a full month for the tide to be low. Finally, despite a 
rough sea, the decision was made to attack on June sixth. 
On the night of June fifth, boats loaded and prepared to 
depart from Great Britain. At the same time, paratroopers 
from the United States 101st and 82nd Airborne Divisions 
began to drop behind the beachfronts in France using 
parachutes and gliders in the night. 

The airborne divisions landed in darkness behind 
enemy lines. Because it was nighttime, it was difficult to 
tell what was on the ground below. Many paratroopers 
landed completely in the wrong locations. They then met 
up with other soldiers who were from other units. Because 
of good training, the chain of command took over. The 
men regrouped and systematically destroyed railroad 

tracks, disabled artillery cannons, and cut wires used for 
communication. This caused the Germans to be unable to 
adequately reinforce the beaches in the morning.

On the morning of June sixth, the Allied fleet 
arrived at the beaches at Normandy. First, naval ships 
blasted the cliffs of Normandy with large guns. Then the 
troops were sent ashore on transports called Higgins 
boats. Everywhere, German resistance was strong. The 
greatest resistance, though, was at Omaha Beach where 
many of the Americans landed. Despite terrible odds 
and casualties, the soldiers overcame the obstacles, the 
cliffs, and the German bunkers built into the cliffs. Upon 
reaching the top, they had little trouble overrunning 
what seemed like a relatively small number of German 
soldiers. The bombardment had caused a number of 
German troops to retreat to safety.

As it turned out, all of the precautions the Allies had 
taken to hide and mislead the Germans had worked. The 
false radio messages and the cardboard army in Dover 
caused the Germans to withhold several of their best 
tank divisions. They were left to a completely different 
area of the coast. Even as thousands and thousands of 
Allied soldiers stormed the beaches, many German 
forces did not commit to Normandy. They thought 
the landings at Normandy might possibly not be the 
real attack. This may have been averted if the German 
commander, General Erwin Rommel, had been at the 
beach on June sixth. However, in a stroke of luck for 
the Allies, General Rommel was home for his wife’s 
birthday on that day. This caused a delay in a German 
counterattack that may have pushed the Allies back into 
the sea. Within several days, over three hundred fifty 
thousand troops had landed.

The invasion was a success and it caused Adolf Hitler 
to divide his forces in half and fight two wars at once. The 
actions and preparation that led to a successful invasion 
ensured a quick end to World War II, the largest world 
war ever fought. Its success caused more triumphs for 
both the Russians and the western Allies. Less than a 
year after the invasion, Germany surrendered in 1945 
on May eighth.
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Alternative Energy Solutions
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Kent Kerr

Since the time of the Industrial Revolution, 
people have relied on energy to meet their 

everyday needs. The main source of this energy has 
always been fossil fuels. Examples of fossil fuels 
include coal, oil, and natural gas. They are formed over 
millions of years from prehistoric plants and animals 
buried deep beneath the earth’s surface. Fossil fuels 
have provided sources of energy that are inexpensive 
and easy to obtain. In fact, “coal, natural gas, and oil 
accounted for 87 percent of the world’s primary energy 
consumption [in 2012]” (Cusick).

However, in recent years, the use of fossil fuels has 
become a cause of growing concern. There are two main 
reasons for this. First, fossil fuels are nonrenewable 
resources. This means that the supply will eventually 
run out. After all, fossil fuels take millions of years to 

form. Once they all have been used, there will be no 
more available to humans. Scientists debate exactly 
when this will happen. Most, though, agree that it will 
happen someday. Second, fossil fuels are harmful to 
the environment. Fossil fuels are often burned to make 
energy. When that happens, they release carbon dioxide 
into the atmosphere. Carbon dioxide is known as a 
“greenhouse gas.” Greenhouse gases are gases that hold 
heat inside Earth’s atmosphere. To a point, greenhouse 
gases are helpful. They hold in the heat that keeps the 
planet’s temperature stable. However, climate scientists 
argue that the overuse of fossil fuels has made too 
much carbon dioxide. This has caused too much heat to 
be trapped in Earth’s atmosphere. The result is warmer 
temperatures all over the planet. This phenomenon is 
known as global warming or climate change.
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Many scientists fear what might happen if humans 
continue to use fossil fuels. They worry that global 
warming will increase. This would be disastrous for 
the planet. Despite all of this, though, fossil fuels 
continue to provide most of the world’s energy. The US 
Department of Energy reports that “over the past 20 
years, nearly three-fourths of human-caused emissions 
came from the burning of fossil fuels.” According to 
the Environmental Protection Agency, “the burning 
of fossil fuels was responsible for 79 percent of US 
greenhouse gas emissions in 2010” (Fossil Fuels).

Due to these fears about fossil fuel usage, many are 
taking action. Scientific groups have begun to research 
and develop alternative energies. Alternative energy is 
energy generated in a way that does not deplete natural 
resources or harm the environment. It is also known 
as renewable energy or clean energy. Alternative energy 
comes from renewable resources, or resources that can 
replenish over time. These include the sun, water, wind, 
and plant life. These new energy technologies could one 
day replace the need for fossil fuels. That would save 
both nonrenewable resources and the environment.

One type of alternative energy is solar power. Solar 
power is obtained by collecting energy from the sun’s 
rays. According to National Geographic, in a single hour, 
“the sun beams onto Earth more than enough energy 
to satisfy global energy needs for an entire year.” If all of 
it were captured, a single hour’s worth of sunlight could 
power the whole planet for a year! Solar power can be 
gathered in many different ways. One tool that collects 
the sun’s energy is the solar panel. These can sometimes 
be seen on rooftops or in open fields. When sunlight 
shines on solar panels, the panels generate electricity to 
provide power for nearby buildings. This technology is 
also used in solar power plants. These power plants use 
the sun’s energy to make electricity. A solar plant can 
supply power for thousands of people in an area. 

Solar power has several benefits. The source of solar 
power—the sun—is absolutely free. The sun delivers an 
unlimited supply of heat and light to the entire planet. 
Also, solar power is pollution-free. It causes no harm 

to the environment. However, as of 2014, solar power 
accounts for “less than one tenth of one percent” of 
the world’s energy supply (National Geographic). One 
big obstacle is the cost. Even though the sun’s energy 
is free, the technology that collects that energy can 
be very expensive. However, in recent years the cost 
has decreased. As the technology improves, costs will 
continue to go down. In fact, National Geographic 
claims that “with tax incentives, solar electricity can 
often pay for itself in five to ten years.”

Another type of alternative energy is wind power. 
Wind power is based on the ancient practice of using 
the force of the wind to generate energy. In earlier times, 
people captured the wind with simple tools. They used 
windmills to run machines and sails to travel on water. 
Today, wind power is gathered using a wind turbine. 
This is a tall, modern-looking windmill with two or 
three blades. The motion of the wind turns the giant 
blades. The turning creates electricity. Sometimes, 
hundreds of wind turbines are grouped together. 
This is called a wind farm, and it can generate a large 
amount of power. Smaller versions of wind turbines are 
also available. These can power a single home.

Wind power has many benefits. As with solar 
power, the source of wind power is free. As long as a 
wind turbine is built in an open area that gets large 
amounts of wind, it will provide electricity. Wind 
power produces no pollution, so it is environmentally 
friendly. Additionally, wind power is efficient. National 
Geographic claims that a single one of the largest 
turbines can power about six hundred homes in the 
United States. Because it produces clean energy, wind 
power is quickly gaining popularity. According to 
National Geographic, “by 2050 the answer to one third 
of the world’s electricity needs will be found blowing 
in the wind.” 

Newer technologies like solar panels and wind 
turbines can provide the world with electricity. But 
people have other energy needs, as well, that have 
traditionally been supplied by fossil fuels. One such 
need is fuel to power vehicles. A solution that has 
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been researched for decades is ethanol. Ethanol is 
an alcohol-based fuel. It is made by fermenting and 
distilling foods like corn and wheat. Many gas stations 
in the United States now sell E10, which is a blend of 10 
percent ethanol and 90 percent gasoline. All vehicles 
manufactured today can run on E10. But new fuel 
blends with higher percentages of ethanol are being 
developed. Cars that can use these blends are being 
developed as well.

As a fuel, ethanol is beneficial for many reasons. 
Ethanol is made from renewable resources, whereas 
standard gasoline is not. Gasoline is made from a 
fossil fuel called crude oil. Also, when burned for fuel, 
ethanol produces less greenhouse gas emissions than 
standard gasoline. Therefore, ethanol is better for the 
environment. Despite the benefits, ethanol production 
has been slow in the United States. Ethanol is still 
more expensive to make than gasoline. However, other 

countries have successfully transitioned to using pure 
ethanol as fuel. The California Energy Commission 
notes that in Brazil, vehicles have been running on 
100 percent ethanol for decades. As the technology 
improves, experts predict that more and more vehicles 
will be powered by ethanol.

Solar power, wind power, and ethanol are just a 
few examples of renewable energies. There are many 
others being used around the world. For example, 
hydroelectric power comes from moving water. 
Geothermal power uses the heat inside the earth to 
generate heat or electricity. Biomass power is created 
from organic matter such as plants and wastes. 
Biodiesel is a clean fuel made from recycled oils and 
animal fats. With so many alternative energies gaining 
popularity, a permanent solution to dangerous fossil 
fuel usage is not far away. 
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Desertification
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by David Rushbrook

One-third of the world’s land is covered by 
deserts. A growing problem in the world is 

that its deserts are expanding each year. This is called 
desertification. The Gobi Desert in China expands and 
covers an additional 1,400 square miles each year. It 
currently is threatening the city of Beijing, which is 
home to almost twelve million people. In the last fifty 
years, the Sahara Desert in Africa has spread south to 
cover more than 250,000 additional square miles. That 
new desert land is about the size of the state of Texas. 
Not only does desertification destroy the habitats of 
animals, but it also displaces many people and affects 
global climate. It is important to learn what causes this 
problem so that a solution can be found.

The greatest cause of desertification is the 
disappearance or removal of plants. Plants prevent 

erosion of fertile soil by holding good soil in place with 
their roots. If plants are removed from an area, the fertile 
soil dries up and can blow away. Plants themselves 
create an environment that enables seedlings to develop. 
They provide shade and preserve ground moisture that 
helps new plants to grow. When plants are removed, 
there is no protection and seeds cannot grow. Plants 
are removed in many ways. Some of these ways stem 
from human interference. Livestock can overgraze in 
dry areas, preventing new plants from growing. Over-
farming can exhaust the soil, stripping it of nutrients. 
People also take water from underground faster than 
it can be replenished. This causes water shortages for 
people, plants, and animals alike. The combination of 
these factors makes it no surprise that it is very difficult 
for some plants to grow. However, despite the many 
human causes of desertification, there are ways that it 
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can be slowed as well. Some of the desert can even be 
reclaimed by plant life—if people can handle the costs.

Reclaiming the desert is very costly. There is also a 
lack of funding to stop desertification on a large scale. 
This lack of help makes reclaiming more expensive 
than many farmers can afford. However, for those who 
can afford the costs and are willing to change their 
ways, deserts around the world can be reclaimed in 
many different ways.

One way to fight desertification is with a method 
called reforestation, which is the planting of many new 
trees. Some dry areas to which the desert is expanding 
still have an ever-shortening rainy season. During the 
rainy season, tree seedlings can be transplanted into 
areas that are threatened. This helps stop the expansion 
of the desert. If enough trees are planted, they begin 
to sustain themselves and support the growth of 
new plants. That makes reforestation one of the best 
methods available. Its results are often permanent and 
self-sustaining.

Another way to fight desertification is by creating 
windbreaks. Windbreaks are made by growing clumps 
and lines of trees. Without windbreaks, desert winds 
can blow fertile soil away and leave only infertile soil. 
Windbreaks prevent much topsoil from being blown 
away. This increases the chance of new plants being 
able to grow naturally.

Trenches are another way to preserve the water that 
is in a region. By digging trenches that contour to the 
landscape, water can be collected instead of running 
off. Water that flows into a trench is absorbed into the 
ground near the location where it falls. This maintains 
ground moisture over large areas. That, in turn, gives 
plants a better chance to grow.

Soil near the desert can also be fertilized using 
certain types of plants. Many different kinds of plants 
are able to take plant-loving nitrogen from the air 
and push it into the ground through their roots. This 
allows many other different types of plants to grow in 
the nitrogen-rich soil. Popular plants for this are called 
legumes, which can also be eaten. Peas, beans, peanuts, 
and alfalfa are examples of legumes.

Desertification will continue to be a problem until 
it reaches the hearts and minds of those who have the 
resources to fix it. Usable land is shrinking. Meanwhile, 
the human population is growing. Currently, the greatest 
obstacle to stopping this problem is money. Most of the 
affected areas are impoverished and overpopulated. 
Their limited water supplies are already exhausted due 
to human needs. As the climate continues to change, 
desertification will only worsen—unless the people of 
the world come together to address the problem.
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The Komodo Dragon
by Luke See

illustrated by C.J. Kuehn

What if I told you that dragons actually exist? 
It’s true! There are real dragons, and they 

live on a group of islands called Indonesia. You won’t 
need to put on armor and find a sword to go defeat 
them, though. (And that’s a lucky thing—imagine 
trying to get through airport security in a suit of armor! 
Imagine trying to fit in your seat! But don’t even bother 
to imagine using the tiny airplane bathroom.) So, leave 
your suit of armor behind, take a plane to Indonesia, 
and you can meet a real-life dragon: the Komodo 
dragon, to be more exact.

Komodo dragons are large, carnivorous reptiles. 
However, they look a bit more like crocodiles than 
any storybook dragons. A Komodo dragon grows to 
be about ten feet long and over three hundred pounds 
in weight. It has a long, flat head with a big, round 

snout. Its skin is scaly and coarse, and it protects the 
Komodo dragon like a thick coat—or a suit of armor, 
for that matter.

Although Komodo dragons do not spit fire or fly 
through the air, they do have some “super” traits. For 
example, Komodo dragon saliva contains over fifty 
strands of bacteria. Because of this, a Komodo dragon’s 
bite is almost always deadly to its prey. (Talk about a 
foul mouth!) On top of this deadly saliva, a Komodo 
dragon eats up to 80 percent of its body weight in a 
single feeding. That is outrageous! Next time you 
eat dinner, imagine eating thirty or forty times that 
amount—then you would be close to a Komodo 
dragon. Perhaps instead of “pigging out,” the phrase 
should be “Komodo dragoning out.”
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Mindfulness: A Powerful Tool
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by Matthew Casper

Do you ever lose focus when you are studying? 
Do you ever get caught up in worrisome 

thoughts? Do you ever eat too much junk food and 
then wonder why you did? What if there was a practice 
you could begin that would help you to concentrate 
for longer periods of time, worry less, and have more 
control over your impulses? Well, there is!

Mindfulness is a way of increasing your 
concentration and your awareness of the present 
moment. It is a skill that is most frequently taught 
through meditation practices and yoga. Mindfulness 
can be described as “paying attention on purpose, in 
the present moment, and nonjudgmentally.” When 
you practice mindfulness, you can avoid getting lost 
in your random thoughts and impulses. Instead, you 
focus on something in the present moment. This brings 

your attention to some specific purpose. For example, 
most meditation practices teach beginners to focus on 
their breath. The instruction might be to count to five 
as you inhale, noticing how your chest and belly rise. 
Then count to five as you breathe out, exhaling from 
your lungs. You simply focus on your breathing with 
the intent to sharpen your attention and not let your 
mind wander. The goal is to help you focus more on 
whatever you’re doing, instead of losing concentration. 

The key to mindfulness is learning when you’re 
not paying attention. When you realize you have lost 
concentration of your breathing and your mind is lost 
in thought, that is mindfulness! You catch yourself and 
go back to focusing on whatever it is you are supposed 
to be paying attention to. One author and promoter of 
mindfulness, Susan Kaiser Greenland, advises making 
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mindfulness a habit by checking in with yourself 
every so often while you go about your daily activities. 
Ask yourself the following questions to make sure 
your attention is where it should be: “Has my mind 
wandered or become dull? Am I paying attention to my 
homework, or am I thinking about the past or future? 
Am I alert or have I faded into a sleepy state of mind?”

Several research studies have shown that 
mindfulness practice can be very beneficial. It can 
help to reduce stress, improve emotional balance, and 
boost focus and memory. It may even help you to sleep 
better and do well on tests. In addition, mindfulness 
practice can reduce anxiety and make you feel happier 
and more at ease. Finally, learning to be mindful can 
help you to be calmer, more patient, more alert, and 
less likely to act on your impulses.

Mindfulness can help you to be a better observer 
of your own thoughts, feelings, and experiences. This 
might seem like common sense. Aren’t we already 
aware of ourselves and our experiences? It might 
surprise you, but until you start a mindfulness practice, 
you probably will be unaware of how much you are 
missing! When you slow down and learn to observe 
yourself, you can keep calm and learn to watch certain 
impulses and feelings. For instance, maybe you are a 
worrywart or you have trouble concentrating on your 
homework and would rather play video games or eat 
cookies. Maybe you start worrying about an upcoming 
test and how you won’t have enough time to study, and 
then your worry grows until you are having this whole 
daydream where you have failed the test and flunked 
fifth grade! While it is just a worry, such thoughts 
can be distracting and make you feel distraught. 
Learning to be mindful can help you to observe these 
thoughts and urges before you act on them. Without 
mindfulness, we often act on our urges without giving 
them much thought. Through mindfulness practices, 
such as meditation, you can learn to just observe an 
urge or a worry without getting caught up in it.

Mindfulness is a skill. Like any skill, it takes 
practice to learn and improve. A good way to practice is 
by making it a habit. The creator of the Zen Habits blog, 
Leo Babauta, recommends practicing mindfulness 
every day for two minutes, until you can gradually 
increase the time.

Here’s a common exercise to use: Start by sitting in 
a comfortable position in a quiet spot. (Don’t get too 
comfortable, or you will fall asleep!) You can close your 
eyes or leave them open. Bring your attention to your 
breathing. Feel the breath come into your nose as you 
inhale. Feel your chest and tummy rise. Then observe 
your chest fall as you exhale. Your mind will wander as 
thoughts and memories arise. When that happens, just 
observe those thoughts, and then bring your attention 
back to your breath. A good tip to remember is to 
think of your thoughts and feelings as clouds in the sky. 
Many mindfulness training guides use this instruction 
as a way to help you notice your thoughts and feelings 
as things that are within you and that can be observed. 
Do this every day for two minutes and you will soon be 
a mindfulness expert!

Remember that this practice is very difficult at 
first. Sometimes you might not be able to focus even on 
one full breath without thoughts distracting you. That 
is okay. The goal is not to stop thinking; that will never 
happen! The goal is to realize when you have lost focus 
and bring your attention back to concentrating on your 
breath. This practice will develop your concentration 
skills and make you a better, calmer observer of 
yourself and your surroundings. This is a skill you can 
use in everyday life, as being a calm observer enables 
you to participate in life without simply reacting to it 
based on various emotions. 

There are many other mindfulness exercises you 
can try. Your local library may even offer meditation 
training or yoga classes. If you’re interested, be sure 
to check out your options. The reasons for being 
mindful are plenty. Nurture your inner observer and 
get started today!
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Children Should Read for Pleasure
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by David Rushbrook

“Adolescents entering the adult world in the 
21st century will read and write more than 

at any other time in human history,” stated Moore and 
fellow researchers (qtd. in Clark and Rumbold). Yet, 
in recent years, scholars have noted a major decrease 
in reading for pleasure among children. Reading for 
pleasure is reading that one chooses to do in one’s 
free time beyond what is required. Today’s children 
are choosing to spend their spare time with modern 
technologies. These include television, video games, 
and the Internet. “Where children might have picked 
up a book, now screens fill their time. The result is that 
those moments where reading took root and flourished 
are diminishing,” said Alison David. However, studies 
have proven that childhood reading for pleasure has 
many important, lasting benefits. This article will 
discuss three of these: it aids academic performance, 

fosters personal development, and creates a lifelong 
interest in reading.

First, children should read for pleasure because it 
aids academic performance. A study by the Institute 
of Education (IOE) showed the gains that children 
who read for pleasure can make. They regularly had 
more success in vocabulary, spelling, and math than 
those who did not read often. Better vocabulary and 
spelling skills may be expected. Reading for pleasure 
helps children to practice skills in reading, writing, 
vocabulary, spelling, text structure, and more. “When 
children read for pleasure…they acquire, involuntarily 
and without conscious effort, nearly all of the so-
called ‘language skills’” (Clark and Rumbold). But 
how does reading for pleasure improve math scores? 
The IOE study shows that it develops a child’s ability 
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to concentrate and understand new information. These 
skills can improve performance in all school subjects. 
Dr. Sullivan, who conducted the IOE study, claims that 
this study proves the importance of childhood reading 
for pleasure even in today’s digital world. Children do 
not gain the same educational benefits from television 
or the Internet as they do from reading. 

Second, children should read for pleasure 
because it helps them grow as people. Literacy, or the 
ability to read and write, is an essential part of life. 
That part begins with early childhood reading. The 
Department for Culture, Media, and Sport notes that 
“people cannot be active and informed citizens unless 
they can read. Reading is a prerequisite for almost 
all cultural and social activities” (qtd. in Clark and 
Rumbold). Literacy gives children the tools they need 
to be successful throughout their lives. Even further, 
reading for pleasure develops a child’s sense of self. 
Denise von Stockar claims that “reading contributes 
in a concrete way to the very sense of our lives.” The 
article “10 Reasons Why You Should Read to Your 
Kids” explains that reading for pleasure nurtures many 
positive abilities. These include language development, 
social skills, confidence, imagination, empathy, and 
communication. All of these contribute to one’s 
personal growth. In addition, reading for pleasure 
allows a child to establish personal beliefs and values. 
Barbieri determined that “seventh-grade girls read for 
personal reasons: to clarify their beliefs, to find out who 
they are, and to discover that they are not alone” (qtd. 
in Cullinan). Children who gain an early confidence 
and sense of self are more likely to succeed in school 

and later in life. Reading for pleasure can help make 
this happen.

Third, children should read for pleasure in order 
to become lifelong readers. Reading is a skill that 
improves with practice. According to Cunningham and 
Stanovich, “reading amount and reading achievement 
are thought to be reciprocally related to each other—
as reading amount increases, reading achievement 
increases, which in turn increases reading amount” 
(qtd. in Clark and Rumbold). In other words, frequent 
early experiences with reading lead to a more positive 
attitude toward reading throughout one’s lifetime. 
Research shows that a love of reading often begins in 
childhood. Without an early foundation, adults are 
less likely to read for pleasure. O’Leary claims, “If the 
classroom is the only place a child reads, writes and 
has ongoing exposure to books and stories, then that 
child is at risk of growing up a reluctant reader or, 
worse, a non reader. To develop good reading habits 
that will last a lifetime, a child must be surrounded by 
books, stories and reading, not only in the classroom, 
but in the home, the community and beyond.” When 
children read for pleasure, it creates a lifelong interest 
in reading.

As the current research shows, reading for pleasure 
during childhood is very important. It provides more 
than improved reading skills. It helps academic 
performance, fosters personal development, and 
promotes lifelong reading habits. Reading for pleasure 
as a child is a smart way to achieve academic and 
personal success later in life.
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The Importance of Libraries
by Luke See

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

It seems that everything today is digital. Even 
books you might want to read can be downloaded 

to a tablet or a smartphone. Knowledge is right at your 
fingertips every day. If you want to do research, you do 
not always have to go to the local library. Instead, you 
could use your computer. With all of these advances 
in technology, it can be easy to forget just how useful 
libraries are to individuals and communities. Libraries 
may get brushed aside as being less important than 
they were in the past. Too often, libraries are forced to 
close their doors and shut down. However, the public 
library is a vital part of a town for many reasons.

First, the library is not just a place to rent books, 
but a place to gather. Nearly every library hosts various 
reading groups that take place within its walls. People 
of all ages set times to meet and discuss new novels 

or poetry. These types of clubs help a community to 
thrive. In addition, the library can be a resource to 
other groups. A library can use its space to host a 
community service fair or a chess club, for example. 
Every library is full of friendly staff; most staffs are 
open to any experience that strengthens a town and 
spreads knowledge. Ask the local librarian about any 
community events or clubs. Surely you will learn 
about all sorts of opportunities that you did not even 
realize existed.

Second, the library is a great example of 
sustainability. Think about how much waste an average 
person creates. After reading the morning paper, eating 
breakfast, and checking the mail, the average adult 
has probably already discarded a handful of stuff. In 
today’s world, too much seems dispensable. The library 
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is a place of preservation. Each library collects and 
protects books so that they may exist and be shared 
and enjoyed for decades. Chances are that your local 
library has books that are older than your oldest friends 
and relatives. The library not only preserves resources, 
like paper and ink, but also knowledge itself. If it were 
not for some written works, certain types of information 
would not exist today. Some libraries hold books that are 
so rare or old that they are worth thousands of dollars.

Third, the library provides so much more than 
just books. Personal computers have become very 
popular in the last two decades. During the time 
when computers were still very expensive and not 
widespread, many people used the local library as a 
place to experience this new technology. Today you 
can still visit a library to use a computer or the Internet. 
As technology advances, so do libraries—oftentimes 
right on the cutting edge. A library may also have 
special equipment, such as a microfiche machine. A 
microfiche machine allows you to look at newspapers 
from hundreds of years ago. A lot of library technology 
is vital to researchers.

Fourth, the library gives every person free access to 
knowledge. One of the beautiful things about libraries 
is that every man, woman, and child can belong. 
Applying for a library card is a great opportunity that 
is also free. Once you are a member, you can use the 
facilities, check out books, or just come in to relax 
and read. Such activities are often taken for granted; 
however, not everyone can afford a computer or have 
the Internet at home. People also may not have enough 
money to purchase all of the books that they really 
want to read. The local library welcomes members 
of the community and encourages them to educate 
themselves in any way. Just as some people cannot 
afford books, some cannot afford education. The 
library is like a university that any person can attend. 
The library is a resource that can be used to learn as 

much as one can. In that way, the library is a teacher, 
always waiting to give knowledge to those who desire it. 
At its core, a public library is a building full of valuable 
education that is totally free!

Fifth, the library is a great place to teach life skills. 
For many young people, getting a library card is one of 
their first steps toward personal responsibility. Getting 
a driver’s permit or license does not happen until 
high school. However, one can become a member of 
the local library at any age. Once you go in and sign 
up, you will get your very own card that allows you to 
check out books and use the facilities. Your library card 
is very important and it is your responsibility to take 
care of it and use it well. This is a great lesson as you 
grow into early adulthood. Simply holding the card is 
just part of the job, though. You will be expected to take 
good care of the books that you use or borrow. You will 
also need to make sure that you return any borrowed 
books on time and keep track of your late fees if you do 
not. Such responsibilities might seem small, but they 
are good practice for other challenges down the road.

Finally, the library is necessary to a community 
because a library champions a great cause: reading. 
The ability to read is a wonderful asset that people are 
fortunate to have. Even a century ago in the United 
States of America, the ability to read was not something 
that was guaranteed. Public schools were not always 
available. Some people lived their entire lives without 
learning the alphabet. As times change and technology 
flies forward, people can never forget the importance 
of the written word. This goes hand in hand with the 
library. No computer screen or electronic reader will 
ever give the same feeling as that of opening a new 
book. The library is a portal to thousands of adventures 
in worlds of fantasy, research, and excitement. The 
local library encourages reading and makes it available 
to everyone, and that is something worth celebrating 
and protecting.
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We Shall Overcome
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by David Rushbrook

A fifteen-year-old black girl was arrested for not 
giving up her seat on a bus to a white man. 

A black United States Air Force veteran was blocked 
from enrolling in the University of Mississippi by a 
violent mob. Four young black girls were killed when a 
hate group bombed a Baptist church. It can be difficult 
for young people to imagine such a world. Yet not so 
long ago, this was the reality for African-Americans.

As late as the 1960s, parts of the United States 
were segregated. Segregation is the separation of 
people of different races or ethnic origins. It is a form 
of discrimination, which is unfair treatment. African-
Americans were not allowed to eat at the same places 
as white people. They had to use separate bathrooms, 
drinking fountains, swimming pools, and other public 
facilities. They were prevented from voting in elections. 

They were not even allowed to attend the same schools 
as whites. Many people, including some lawmakers, 
believed that segregation was right. But there were 
some who stood up against such injustice. They 
envisioned a world in which all people were treated 
equally. Their efforts inspired a social movement that 
changed the course of history. It was called the civil 
rights movement. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. was 
among the leaders of this movement.

“The ultimate measure of a man is not where he stands 
in moments of comfort and convenience, but where he 

stands at times of challenge and controversy.”

Martin Luther King Jr. was born on January 15, 
1929. His given name was Michael King Jr., after his 
father. The King family lived in Atlanta, Georgia. King’s 
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father and grandfather were ministers at the Ebenezer 
Baptist Church. King, his older sister, and his younger 
brother were raised in a family with strong religious 
faith. His father changed his name to Martin Luther 
King Sr., in honor of the fifteenth century religious 
leader Martin Luther. His son Michael’s name was then 
changed to Martin Luther King Jr. 

Like most African-Americans at this time, the 
King family experienced segregation. While growing 
up, King attended segregated schools. This means that 
he went to schools that were only for black children. 
King was such a good student that he skipped ninth 
grade and eleventh grade. At only fifteen years old, he 
went to Morehouse College in Atlanta. Morehouse was 
an all-male, all-black college at the time.

At first, King was not interested in becoming 
a minister like his father and grandfather. But in his 
third year of college, he changed his mind. He was 
influenced by Dr. Benjamin Mays, then president 
of Morehouse College. Mays was a minister and a 
social activist who openly criticized segregation. In 
1948, King graduated from Morehouse College with a 
degree in sociology. He enrolled in Crozer Theological 
Seminary in Pennsylvania. A seminary is a school at 
which a person studies to become a minister. Crozer 
had mostly white students at the time, but King was 
determined to do well. He graduated first in his class 
in 1951.

King went on to attend Boston University, where 
he earned a doctorate degree in theology in 1953. He 
met Coretta Scott in Boston, and they got married in 
1953. The couple moved to Montgomery, Alabama, 
where King became the minister of the Dexter Avenue 
Baptist Church. Over the next ten years, they had four 
children. 

“Faith is taking the first step even when you  
can’t see the whole staircase.”

In the 1950s, the civil rights movement was in 
its early stages. Leaders in the African-American 
community were starting to speak out against 

segregation. Then, on December 1, 1955, a black 
woman named Rosa Parks took action. She brought 
national attention to Montgomery when she refused 
to give up her seat on a bus to a white man. She was 
arrested and fined. Her boldness brought local civil 
rights leaders together to plan a city-wide boycott of 
the bus system. Among them was Martin Luther King 
Jr., who was chosen to lead the protest. He proved to 
be an energetic speaker who motivated many people 
to support the boycott. After more than a year, the city 
of Montgomery did away with segregation on public 
transportation.

King quickly became a well-known advocate 
of civil rights throughout the South. He taught his 
followers that using nonviolence was the best means 
of protest. He once wrote, “Nonviolent direct action 
seeks to create such a crisis and foster such a tension 
that a community which has constantly refused to 
negotiate is forced to confront the issue.” King’s goal 
was to bring attention to the issues of segregation and 
racism so that people could no longer ignore them. He 
drew inspiration from Mahatma Gandhi, a civil rights 
leader in India. Gandhi is famous for using nonviolent 
civil disobedience to stir political and social change. 
In 1957, King and other civil rights leaders founded 
the Southern Christian Leadership Conference. 
This organization helped spread King’s message of 
nonviolent reform throughout the United States.

“Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can do 
that. Hate cannot drive out hate; only love can do that.”

In 1960, King and his family moved to Atlanta, 
Georgia. There, King joined his father as a minister at 
the Ebenezer Baptist Church. His commitment to the 
civil rights movement remained strong. His message 
of peaceful protest continued to spread. African-
Americans, and even some whites, held nonviolent 
demonstrations in several US cities. Some of the 
methods used were boycotts, marches, and sit-ins. 
A boycott is when a group of people refuses to buy a 
product or use a service, which has negative effects on 
a business. A march is when a group of people walks 
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from one location to another while chanting or singing 
a message. A sit-in is when protestors sit in seats at a 
business and refuse to move. King supported these 
methods and often participated.

However, these peaceful demonstrations did not 
always end peacefully. Protestors were often arrested. 
King himself was arrested and jailed several times for 
his involvement in protests. In 1963, King was arrested 
in Birmingham, Alabama. While in jail, he wrote “Letter 
from a Birmingham Jail.” It was a letter directed toward 
white clergymen who urged King to end his fight for 
civil rights. In this letter, King defended the struggle 
for social justice for all people. He wrote, “Injustice 
anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere.” This letter 
was later published in newspapers, magazines, and 
books. King endured criticism and harsh treatment 
for his efforts. His home was attacked several times. 
He also received several death threats toward himself 
and his family. But the difficulties only strengthened 
his resolve.

“We must accept finite disappointment,  
but never lose infinite hope.”

By 1963, the civil rights movement had gained 
the support of people throughout the country. King 
and other leaders planned a march in Washington, 
DC, to promote equality for all people. On August 
28, more than two hundred thousand supporters 
attended the March on Washington. In front of the 
Lincoln Memorial, King gave his inspiring “I Have a 
Dream” speech. He said, “I have a dream that my four 
little children will one day live in a nation where they 
will not be judged by the color of their skin but by the 
content of their character.” The March on Washington 
aroused so much attention that the US government was 
forced into action. The following year, Congress passed 
the Civil Rights Act of 1964. This act made segregation 
illegal in the United States.

Unfortunately, not everyone supported the Civil 
Rights Act. Tensions reached their height in Alabama 
in 1965. Police officers became increasingly violent 
against civil rights demonstrators. On March 7, 

protestors gathered in Selma, Alabama, for a march 
to promote African-Americans’ right to vote. The 
marchers were stopped by police and state troopers. 
When they refused to leave, the officers attacked them. 
Many people were severely injured. The event, which 
became known as “Bloody Sunday,” angered the nation.

In response, King organized a second march two 
days later. The marchers were angry at the police 
brutality, but they chose to protest peacefully. King and 
more than two thousand people marched to the site of 
the attack. When they arrived, they were again met by 
law officers. Instead of starting a violent confrontation, 
though, King asked the marchers to kneel and pray. 
After the prayer, they turned around and marched 
back. The nonviolent demonstration of faith said more 
than any act of violence could. On August 6 of that 
year, President Lyndon B. Johnson signed the Voting 
Rights Act of 1965. This act outlawed unfair rules that 
prevented African-Americans from voting.

“Returning violence for violence multiplies violence, 
adding deeper darkness to a night already  

devoid of stars.”

King expanded his efforts to other US cities during 
the next few years. He spoke about issues besides 
segregation, including poverty, labor laws, and the 
Vietnam War. On April 3, 1968, he attended a protest in 
Memphis, Tennessee. King gave a speech to supporters. 
He told them, “I’ve seen the promised land. I may not 
get there with you. But I want you to know tonight that 
we, as a people, will get to the promised land.” The next 
day, King was standing on the balcony of his room at 
the Lorraine Motel in Memphis. He was shot and killed 
by a man named James Earl Ray. King was only thirty-
nine years old.

“An individual has not started living until he can 
rise above the narrow confines of his individualistic 
concerns to the broader concerns of all humanity.”

The world will never know what Martin Luther 
King Jr. could have accomplished if he had lived. But in 
his short lifetime, he made a lasting impression. He is 
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best remembered for his leadership efforts during the 
civil rights movement. In 1964, King was awarded the 
Nobel Peace Prize. He was the youngest man to ever 
receive the award. King received honorary doctorate 
degrees from many respected universities. He wrote 
books about his work, including Why We Can’t Wait 
and Where Do We Go from Here: Chaos or Community? 
King’s writings and speeches have also been collected 
and published in numerous books. A national holiday 
to honor King is celebrated on the third Monday of 
January each year. Many schools, parks, and other 
public places in the United States are named after King. 

The Martin Luther King Jr. Memorial opened in 2011 
near the National Mall in Washington, DC.

“No one really knows why they are alive until  
they know what they’d die for.”

The work that Martin Luther King Jr. began is not 
over. People all over the world still suffer from the 
effects of prejudice and hatred, but King’s dream lives 
on through the works of people who continue to fight 
for equality. In their voices that refuse to be silenced 
echo King’s message of hopeful inspiration: “We shall 
overcome.”
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Money Management Smarts
 

by Sarah Marino
illustrated by Brian Cibelli

What exactly is money management? It’s not 
just a term for bankers! It is helpful for 

anyone who earns, spends, or saves money. Everyone 
who uses money must learn how to manage or keep 
track of it. Whether you need to budget your expenses 
or simply save for a new pair of shoes, you can benefit 
from learning skills in basic money management. 
These skills will enhance your life from now until the 
years past your retirement (which may seem to be a 
million years away!). By learning the basics when 
you’re young, you can make managing your finances 
a habit you don’t even need to think about. Then you 
can focus more of your energy on doing what you love 
most, whatever that may be, as you grow and change 
and become an adult.

The basics of money management include income, 
expenses, and savings. You have a certain amount of 
money that you earn or are given, which is your income. 
Most adults work part-time or full-time to earn an 
income. You might work as a babysitter, dog-walker, or 
garden helper. Or, you might receive an allowance for 
work you do at home to help your family. You might 
also receive gifts of money on certain holidays or your 
birthday. All of this money you take in is where money 
management starts. To manage money, you need some 
to work with.

Once you have an income, you must learn how to 
track your expenses and save wisely. When deciding 
how to spend your money, it can be helpful to think 
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about what you need compared to what you want. It 
might be tempting to buy name-brand clothes and 
shoes and the latest video games, but are those things 
that you really need? You could save money by simply 
buying less expensive, but still stylish, clothes, or 
by buying some things used instead of brand-new. 
Figuring out how to spend your money so that your 
savings increase is a great skill to have in life. As one 
resource put it, “It’s much better to have money in the 
bank than a closet full of designer jeans and no cash.”

A good way to manage your money is by making 
a budget. Many financial planners, or people who are 
experts in money management, recommend these 
activities—even for adults. A budget is a document 
in which you write down totals for all of your sources 
of income and all of your expenses for a certain time 
period. Usually this would be a week or a month. A 
budget helps you to see exactly where your money goes 
and how much money you will have to spend and save. 
Without a budget, people often spend and spend and 
forget to save, and they end up regretting it.

Along with a budget, it is wise to create a plan for 
how much money you will save. It is recommended 
that adults save 10 to 15 percent of their earnings. You 
may want to save a little more, depending on what 
items you hope to purchase in the future. For example, 
if you receive twenty dollars for your weekly allowance 
and twenty-five dollars per week for dog-walking, you 
may decide to save 50 percent of your total earnings, 
or a little over twenty dollars. Or you might decide to 
save all of your dog-walking earnings and spend your 
allowance on new music and fun activities with friends.

You can learn to be a persistent saver by having a 
certain goal in mind. Perhaps there is a special item you 
want, like a new computer or skiing lessons. It helps to 

keep your goals in mind as you save. Each week, write 
down the amount you have saved and compare it to 
the total you need. Soon you will see how quickly your 
savings can add up. Still, no matter what savings plan 
you create, be sure to stick with it! Even saving a small 
amount each month will help. If necessary, ask a family 
member to keep your savings in a safe place where you 
will be less tempted to use them. If you plan to save 
over a long period, you may even want help setting up 
a savings account at a bank. Saving money is a key part 
of financial success. Once you have made it a habit, you 
will be a great money manager throughout your life.

In addition to saving and spending, you may wish 
to set some of your money aside for giving and for 
investing. There may be a certain cause you believe 
in, such as environmental issues or animal welfare. 
You can donate money to advance and support that 
cause. (You can also give your time by volunteering 
to help charitable organizations.) Likewise, if you’re 
interested in investing, you can ask your family about 
ways you might be able to get started. You may be able 
to set up a savings account that earns interest. Interest 
is the money a bank pays on certain amounts that are 
registered in savings accounts.

Being a smart money manager takes time and 
practice, but it is worth it. While you know there are 
many things to do with money—spend, save, invest, 
give—it is important to use critical thinking skills 
when you manage your money. Remember to spend 
wisely and to save. You can find many online resources 
for more tips and for sample budget charts and savings 
plans. Also, ask your family members how they manage 
their money. They may have more ideas or ways you 
can work together to manage your income, spendings, 
and savings. 
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The Scorpion
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by Sean Kennedy

There are few critters that can be as startling 
as a scorpion. A scorpion is a member of the 

arachnid family. That is also the family to which spiders 
belong. Like a spider, the scorpion has eight legs and is 
not considered an insect. Like all critters, creepy or not, 
scorpions have a purpose in the animal kingdom. They 
are fascinating creatures.

A scorpion has some features that one may notice 
in other animals. A scorpion has an exoskeleton, 
meaning that it does not have bones, but rather a hard 
outer layer that somewhat resembles armor. Like a 
crab, a scorpion has pincers. It uses these pincers to 
hold prey. When scorpions mate, they often lock 
pincers and dance around in circles. Many a scorpion 
is feared because it has a long tail with a stinger on 
the end. Luckily, scorpion venom is used to catch and 

paralyze insects. It is usually not a threat to the lives of 
humans. However, it never hurts to be cautious. Stings 
really hurt!

Scorpions can be found all over the world in 
both warm and cold climates. They prefer warm, dry 
climates and are especially fond of the desert. They are 
commonly found in the southwestern United States 
in Texas, Arizona, New Mexico, and California. Most 
scorpions live alone, though some are known to live 
together through the colder months.

Scorpions feed on insects. Because most are 
nocturnal, scorpions often feed on nocturnal insects. 
These include spiders, crickets, and roaches. Larger 
scorpions may feed on snakes, lizards, and mice. As 
previously mentioned, the scorpion paralyzes prey with 
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its sting. While many people are scared of scorpions, 
few are a threat. Thousands of humans are stung by 
scorpions each year, but only four in the United States 
have died from stings between 1992 and 2013.

Scorpions have many predators. They must be 
careful of small mammals, snakes, spiders, and even 
other scorpions. They are larger than insects, which 
makes them very appealing to hungry animals. 

However, even their predators must be careful; a sting 
can be fatal to a smaller animal.

Scorpions are undoubtedly scary animals to 
stumble across. However, like all animals, they are here 
for a reason. For example, they feed on insects that 
often spread diseases. The scorpion is an important 
part of any ecosystem in which it is found.
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Scorpions: A Multitude of Stingers
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Sean Kennedy

Did you know that some scorpions are capable 
of living off of one meal for a whole year? The 

scorpion tends to have a bad reputation as a dangerous 
predator. In fact, though, of the roughly two thousand 
known species of scorpions, less than forty of them are 
fatal to humans. Venom that is deadly to some smaller 
animals may only cause discomfort or sickness to 
humans—but it all depends on the species. 

The Deathstalker scorpion averages just under two 
and a half inches in length. It is found mostly in deserts 
across North Africa and the Middle East. Its name is 
quite misleading; while the Deathstalker is the third 
most venomous scorpion in the world, its sting merely 
sickens healthy adults. Children and the elderly are at 
greater risk than other groups. Still, even for them death 
is avoidable. Research has shown that its venom could 
be used to help treat brain tumors in humans. It might 
provide a benefit to life rather than the threat of death.

A popular pet scorpion is the Emperor scorpion. 
This black hunk of exoskeleton averages eight inches in 
length. It is one of the heaviest of the species, weighing 
up to thirty grams. It is one of the most feared scorpions 
because of its size, but this African rain forest-dwelling 
specimen is all show. Its sting is very similar to that 
of a common bee. Again, some stings can be more 
severe. In general, though, the sting from an Emperor 
scorpion is almost harmless to a human.

One scorpion that is not so harmless is the 
Fattail scorpion. Fattail scorpions are one of the most 
dangerous species of scorpions in the world. Found 
in arid Africa and the Middle East, this is a mid-sized 
scorpion. It measures just less than four inches on 
average. Its scientific name, Androctonus, originates 
from a Greek word that means “man killer.” Its large, 

fat tail is a quick sign that you may not want to interact 
with it. Several human deaths are reported every year, 
but there are numerous companies that manufacture 
anti-venom to treat the stings. 

The aforementioned species are some of the most 
feared in the world, yet their stings are manageable. 
While all are capable of causing death in humans, 
the examples here can be taken care of with proper 
precaution. They may be scary, but most scorpion stings 
are relatively harmless. Even the deadliest of them is 
easy to recognize from a distance. In the event of an 
emergency, most hospitals in areas where scorpions 
live have easy access to anti-venom. Scorpions may be 
uncomfortable to be around, but with proper safety 
measures, that is quite likely all a person will ever 
experience: a little discomfort.
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The Constitution: Making Laws with Checks and Balances
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by David Rushbrook

When the United States declared its 
independence from Britain, it needed to 

create a new government. The new nation wanted a 
government that would be fair and protect the freedoms 
of the people. It wanted to create a government based 
on democracy, a form of government that is controlled 
by the citizens. At that time, most governments were 
not elected. Most sought to limit the rights of citizens 
and keep the rich in power. The United States wanted 
a new kind of government: one that would offer 
opportunity to all.

For the United States, protecting the rights of 
individual citizens was a top priority. Thus, its founding 
fathers wrote a document called the Constitution. It 
defined what the federal government would be, what it 
could do, the rights of citizens, and how laws would be 

created. Importantly, the Constitution created a system 
of checks and balances. This aimed to prevent the 
government from becoming too powerful. As a result, 
the United States government is divided into three 
parts, or branches: the executive branch, the judicial 
branch, and the legislative branch. Power is balanced 
among the three because each branch has certain 
responsibilities and controls over the others, especially 
when creating new laws. The Constitution also stated 
that the creation of a new law could not conflict with 
the rights of the citizens.

The legislative branch is the largest branch of 
American government. This branch is also referred 
to as the United States Congress. Its main purpose 
is to create and revise laws. A law begins as a bill, or 
proposal for a law. For each bill, Congress debates 
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whether or not it should become a law. If the bill is 
approved by Congress and signed by the president, 
it becomes a law. Congress is made of two separate 
groups called houses. The larger of the two houses 
is the House of Representatives. It is made up of 435 
representatives elected from the fifty states. In the 
House of Representatives, states with more people 
living in them have more representatives. In this house, 
all people in the United States are represented evenly. 
The smaller house of Congress is the Senate. The Senate 
is also made up of representatives from each state. 
However, there are only two representatives per state, 
for a total of one hundred. In the Senate, each state is 
equal, no matter how many people live in it. This way, 
smaller states are protected and represented evenly as 
well. Any bill approved in the House of Representatives 
is sent to the Senate for a vote. If a bill passes, or is 
approved, by both houses of Congress, it is sent to the 
executive branch.

The executive branch is led by the president of the 
United States. The president acts as the representative 
of the United States across the world and is also the 
commander-in-chief of the military. The president 
has many people who help. He has a cabinet, which is 
a group of advisors for the president, as well as many 
other agencies. When a bill is given to the president 
from Congress, he can choose to either sign it or not 
sign it. If it is signed, the bill becomes a law. If it is not 
signed and is given back to Congress, that is called a 
veto. This means the president does not agree with what 
was written in the bill, and so it will not be made into a 
law. At this point, Congress can throw the bill away, or 
it can change the bill and give it back to the president. 
If the president still does not approve, Congress can 
override the president and make it into law. However, 
it can only do so if two-thirds of all the representatives 
vote in favor of the bill. This does not occur very often. 
It is not easy to get two-thirds of Congress to vote one 
way or the other.

Laws are passed often to address changes in the 
United States and the world. However, there are some 
cases in which new laws do not always work as intended. 

It is the job of the judicial branch to determine if a law 
needs to be changed or removed. Usually when a citizen 
is charged with breaking the law, a court case will be 
held in his town. If the citizen believes the ruling of the 
court to be unfair, he can appeal to the state court and 
have a trial at the state level. If he believes the state court 
ruling to be unfair, he can appeal to the judicial branch 
of the United States, also called the Supreme Court. 

The Supreme Court is the highest court in the 
nation, and it only takes on the most controversial 
cases. These cases often involve the fairness of a law 
itself. The Supreme Court has the power to interpret 
laws and decide whether or not they are fair. Any law 
created by the legislative branch and approved by 
the executive branch can be discarded by the judicial 
branch. If the Supreme Court decides that the law 
goes against the Constitution, it can remove that 
law. Supreme Court rulings are final and can only be 
overturned by the Supreme Court itself. This balance 
of power shows how checks and balances are built into 
the United States government. This helps ensure that 
laws will not take away any of the rights protected by 
the Constitution.

In the late 1700s, a government with checks and 
balances was a very new idea. Not everyone thought it 
would succeed. However, the United States Constitution 
became known as a tremendous achievement. In fact, 
many other countries adopted similar governments 
modeled after the United States. These countries 
sought to balance power and to provide, as Abraham 
Lincoln later described it, a “government of the people, 
by the people, and for the people.”

Vocabulary
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legislative branch
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Forms of Energy
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Kent Kerr

It’s Energy!

Have you ever thought about why a car coming 
toward you sounds different when it passes you? 
Perhaps you’ve wondered why the ice in your glass melts 
so quickly on a hot day. Both of these events happen 
because of the transfer of energy. Energy is moving all 
around you in all of the matter in your neighborhood, 
in your whole town, in the whole universe! The total 
amount of energy in the universe has been exactly the 
same since the beginning of time, and it will remain 
the same amount for eternity. This principle is called 
the law of conservation of energy. It may not seem 
like it, but energy is always transforming, or changing, 
into different types. Some of the forms of energy can 
be seen in action, while other forms of energy cannot. 
The energy itself is not truly “seen” since it exists in 
particles of matter that cannot be seen by the naked 
eye. However, you can observe some examples of its 
effects. Since observation requires more than just sight, 
you can use all of your senses to explore various forms 
of energy, how they interact with each other, and how 
they change matter. In this passage, you will read about 
a few examples of the different forms of energy.

It’s Hot!

One form of energy that you can observe with your 
sense of touch is thermal energy. Thermal energy, 
commonly called heat energy, is the total movement 
of particles inside matter. It can be measured with a 
tool called a thermometer. The unit of measure used 
is called a degree. The more movement that is going 
on inside something, the hotter it gets; the hotter 
something gets, the higher the degree it will show on 
the thermometer. Take your hands and press them 

together. Then rub them back and forth as fast as you 
can for a few seconds. Do you feel the heat? You are 
taking energy from inside your body and transferring it 
into your hands. The rubbing is causing friction, which 
often turns into thermal energy. This is the same thing 
that happens when you sharpen a pencil. Have you 
ever noticed that the wood is a little bit warmer on the 
part that you sharpened? This is just another example 
of thermal energy in action. Probably the best example 
you can naturally observe occurs in water. When 
there is not much thermal energy available, water will 
freeze and turn to ice. When more thermal energy is 
transferred into the ice, it will melt and turn into liquid 
water. If even more thermal energy is transferred, the 
water will evaporate and turn into water vapor. If the 
thermal energy is transferred very quickly, the liquid 
water will boil instead and turn into steam. Can you 
think of more examples?

The number one object in the universe that you can 
observe in order to see thermal energy at work is the 
sun. The sun provides many forms of energy for living 
things to transform and use in different ways. Different 
places receive different amounts of thermal energy 
from the sun. These differences can help living things 
in the animal kingdom decide which environment is 
best for them. We measure the thermal energy inside 
the atmosphere, which is the air that is close to Earth’s 
surface. Interestingly, Earth is the only place in the 
solar system known to have naturally liquid water, a 
fundamental part of life. Other planets are too cold 
or too hot to have liquid water. Earth is just the right 
distance from the sun for us to benefit from its thermal 
energy. You may need a jacket on certain days and 
short sleeves on others, but on the big scale, it is just 
the right amount of thermal energy.
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It’s Loud!

Have you ever heard music that was so loud that 
objects around you shook during certain parts of the 
song? What you experienced was sound energy in its 
most observable form. Sound energy is most often 
observed by your ability to hear, but sometimes you 
are able to feel it as well. That is because sound energy 
is the vibration of particles in matter. The vibration, 
or shaking back and forth, comes in waves. Try to 
imagine waves moving in the ocean and you will have 
a very close idea of how vibration would look. The 
pattern of a sound wave depends on the loudness of 
the sound, measured in a unit called a decibel, and the 
frequency of the waves, measured with a unit called 
a Hertz. This measurement determines the pitch of a 
sound; the higher the frequency, the higher the pitch. 
For example, a child’s voice is a higher pitch than an 
adult’s. Usually, adults are louder, too.

All matter has the ability to make sound by 
vibrating, as long as the waves have a medium through 
which to travel. Even the air itself is a medium. That is 
why sound cannot be heard in empty space. The same 
sound will be perceived differently when traveling 
through different mediums. Try saying the sentence 
“Science is awesome!” in an empty room. Then try 
saying it again while covering your mouth with your 
hand. It sounds very different from when you speak 
out in the air. The reason is because of the particles in 
the medium. The closer together the particles are in the 
medium, the more trouble the sound wave has passing 
through it. Your hand’s particles are much closer 
together than the particles in the air, hence the reason 
it sounds so different.

Sound energy is produced from the transfer of 
many forms of energy. Most often, though, sound 
energy is converted from kinetic energy, which is the 
energy of motion. Lots of sound is produced from one 
piece of matter hitting another. Usually, the faster the 
objects collide, the louder the sound. Take your hands 
and very lightly clap once. Were you able to hear it well? 
Now hit them together as hard as you can. How did 

it sound that time? This idea can be applied to nearly 
all matter. Different particle make-ups will produce 
different sounds. Try experimenting a little by tapping 
different surfaces and objects with your hand. Listen to 
all of the different sounds you produce.

It’s Electric!

One of the most common forms of energy that 
has been harnessed by people is electricity. Electrical 
energy is energy caused by the movement of electrical 
charges. These charges are called electrons, which 
is why the name electrical is used for this form of 
energy. Electrical energy is everywhere! Other forms 
of energy are transformed into electrical energy and 
then into more forms of energy all the time by using 
an electric current. In an electric current, electrons 
flow continuously in a circuit, or loop. Chemical 
energy from batteries (measured in volts) is used to 
move electrons and convert the energy into light in 
flashlights, sound in cellular phones, thermal energy 
in toasters, and countless others. With nuclear energy, 
power plants can convert massive amounts of energy 
into electrical energy to power entire cities. Even your 
body uses electrical energy to send messages to and 
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from the brain to control the rest of the organs. Can 
you believe that you are powered by electrical energy?

In addition to the ways humans use electrical 
energy, it can also be found occurring naturally in 
the environment. Static electricity does not require a 
connection like an electric current. It happens when 
electrons build up and collect on one piece of matter and 
then transfer to the protons of another piece of matter 
that is nearby. This happens in the sky with clouds. 
When clouds rub against each other, one can become 
more negatively charged (mostly electrons), and the 
other might become more positively charged (mostly 
protons). The cloud that is now mostly electrons can 
release a powerful electrostatic discharge, commonly 
called lightning, which quickly connects to Earth’s 
surface. The same event happens right in front of 
you all the time. Try rubbing your hands on a wool 
piece of clothing and then touch a metallic object 
like a doorknob. Did you feel that? You just felt an 

electrostatic discharge! Your hand was the cloud and 
the metallic object was Earth. You just transferred 
lightning through your body—how shocking!

It’s a Wrap!

There are many forms of energy that cause motion 
in and around matter. When you examine different 
situations and try to determine what form of energy 
is present, you may come to realize that many forms 
of energy exist at once. The transfer from one form of 
energy often produces many forms. The most common 
byproducts of energy transfers are thermal and 
light energies, even when they themselves are being 
converted. Energy fuels our lives and is continuously 
being converted and changed into other forms for 
various reasons. But one thing is for sure: nothing 
would ever happen without it!
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Glossary

decibel: the unit of measurement for the loudness of a sound

degree: a unit of measurement for temperature

electric current: the flow of electrical charges

electrical energy: energy caused by the movement of electrical charges

electron: a subatomic particle with a negative charge

electrostatic discharge: the sudden flow of electricity between two electrically charged objects

energy: (1) the capacity of a physical system to make change; (2) power which may be translated into motion

frequency: the number of occurrences within a given time period

Hertz: a unit of measurement for the frequency of a sound wave

kinetic energy: the energy matter has because of its movement

matter: that which has mass and takes up space

medium: a substance through which sound waves may travel

particle: a tiny unit of matter

pitch: a way of describing sounds as related to the frequency of waves

sound energy: the vibration of particles in matter

static electricity: the buildup of electrical charges on matter

thermal energy: the total movement of particles inside matter

thermometer: a tool used to measure temperature

volt: a unit of measurement for potential electrical energy 
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Making History: Important Events in the Civil Rights Movement
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by David Rushbrook

Introduction

Activists in the civil rights movement of the 1950s 
and 1960s staged many protest events that helped to 
end segregation in the South. These events included 
demonstrations, marches, protests, and sit-ins. Sit-ins 
were a type of protest in which demonstrators went to 
a segregated location and asked for equal treatment. 
Ordinary people took part in these events. Many were 
African-Americans who lived in the South. Some were 
white southerners who supported civil rights; others 
were blacks and whites from the North. In most of 
the events, demonstrators worked toward the goal 
of integration—that is, an end to segregation. Many 
of these events also had the goal of obtaining voting 
rights for blacks.

Fighting for civil rights was a daunting task. Many 
protesters were arrested. They were often met with 
physical violence by white people who did not want 
to see an end to segregation. To confront this abuse, 
civil rights activists used a strategy called nonviolent 
resistance. This tactic meant that activists would 
not act violently in their protests. Even if they were 
beaten up, they would not fight back. Many civil rights 
leaders, including Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., taught 
the strategy of nonviolent resistance. The strategy was 
not an easy one to follow, but civil rights activists tried 
as best they could. Their courage and dedication to the 
cause helped to end segregation in the South.
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Montgomery Bus Boycott

One of the first significant events of the civil rights 
movement was the Montgomery Bus Boycott. It began 
on December 1, 1955, when a black woman named 
Rosa Parks refused to give her seat to a white passenger 
on a public bus. At that time in Montgomery, Alabama, 
most bus riders were African-American. All of the bus 
drivers were white, and they were frequently rude and 
hostile to black riders. Blacks had to enter and pay at 
the front of the bus, but then exit and walk to the back 
of the bus to enter and take a seat. Only whites could sit 
at the front of the bus. When the buses were very full, 
blacks had to give up their seats so that whites could sit. 
Sometimes, bus drivers would take a black person’s fare 
and drive away before the person could re-enter at the 
back of the bus.

After refusing to abandon her seat, Parks was 
arrested (she eventually was released and charged 
a fine). A man named Edward Nixon heard of 
Parks’s arrest and thought it could be used to start a 
campaign for civil rights in Montgomery. Nixon was 
the leader of the Montgomery NAACP, or the National 
Association for the Advancement of Colored People. 
This organization was founded in 1909 and is devoted 
to civil rights causes. Parks and her husband were both 
active in the Montgomery NAACP. Nixon told Parks 
he believed her actions could help promote a boycott of 
the Montgomery bus system. Parks agreed to help and 
promote the campaign. 

Civil rights leaders felt that if they could gain 
enough support for the boycott, then the bus system 
would lose money and be forced to end segregation 
on the buses. However, despite the unequal and often 
harsh treatment African-Americans had endured, 
many leaders were not sure if blacks would actually 
boycott the bus system.

The boycott organizers worked long hours the 
weekend after Parks’s arrest. They created and passed 
out flyers about the boycott. The flyers told people 
about Parks’s arrest and told them to stop riding the 
buses and take part in the protest in a productive, 

but nonviolent, way. The boycott began on Monday, 
December 5, 1955. Blacks in Montgomery did support 
the boycott and stopped riding the buses. Black-owned 
taxis were asked to help provide transportation at a 
low cost. Many people with vehicles also joined in and 
took friends and neighbors where they needed to go. 
Other people simply walked if they were able. Also, 
many people in the North helped by sending money to 
support the boycott.

Black leaders met to form the Montgomery 
Improvement Association (MIA). This civil rights 
group would direct the boycott. They recruited the 
young pastor of a local church, Martin Luther King 
Jr., to lead the organization. This group created a list 
of “three demands” for the bus system. First, blacks 
were to be treated respectfully on buses. Second, there 
would be a policy of first-come, first-served for seats. 
Third, blacks were to be hired as drivers. People agreed 
to continue the boycott until these demands were met. 

On December 8, King and other leaders met 
with officials from the bus company and the city of 
Montgomery. The officials said they would not agree to 
the demands of the boycotters. Instead, the city officials 
began different approaches to try to end the boycott. 
The first thing they did was to fine any cab driver who 
was not charging the minimum fare. The MIA resisted 
this tactic by organizing more black automobile 
owners to transport people to and from work. Then 
city officials tried to make blacks think that the boycott 
had ended. They put out a false story through a local 
newspaper. But the MIA ensured that its members 
were constantly informed. They knew the boycott was 
ongoing. Soon, police officers began to arrest blacks for 
walking to work, accusing them of loitering.

The boycott continued. A year later, in January of 
1956, the bus company realized that its business was 
suffering. Store owners in downtown Montgomery 
were also losing money, as blacks no longer rode buses 
there to shop. Many in the white community refused 
to give in to the boycotters. On January 30, King’s 
home was bombed. Then Nixon’s home was bombed. 
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On February 21, city officials used an old law to arrest 
many of the boycotters, including King. This law said 
it was a crime to participate in a boycott. However, 
the arrests only gave more publicity to the boycott. 
They generated more support from other blacks and 
sympathetic whites in the nation.

The MIA saw that the city officials would not 
meet their demands. So, they decided to take their 
case to the courts. They filed a lawsuit stating that bus 
segregation was unconstitutional. The case made its 
way to the highest national court, the Supreme Court. 
Finally, in November of 1956, the Supreme Court sided 
with the MIA. The court ruled that bus segregation was 
unconstitutional. It was a monumental victory for the 
black community of Montgomery. But the struggle 
for civil rights and an end to all segregation was only 
just beginning.

Sit-Ins

After the Montgomery Bus Boycott, civil rights 
groups began to actively teach black youths (including 
many high school and college students) how to protest 
using nonviolent resistance. One of the movement’s 
leaders was a man named James Lawson. Lawson 
had studied with Mahatma Gandhi in India. Gandhi 
had used nonviolent resistance to help India gain 
its independence from Britain. Inspired by Gandhi, 
Lawson taught students how to use nonviolence in the 
form of a sit-in protest. This type of protest involved 
going to a segregated business or public place and 
asking for service. 

The first civil rights movement sit-in was in 
Greensboro, North Carolina. It happened at the 
lunch counter of a Woolworth’s department store. 
On February 1, 1960, four black college students 
sat at the whites-only counter. They ordered coffee 
and doughnuts. The waitress refused to serve them 
because they were black. They sat there until the lunch 
counter closed, refusing to move, even though they 

were denied service. The next day they returned with 
forty additional students who joined the sit-in. They 
returned each day, and a week later, over four hundred 
additional students had joined in. They all took turns 
sitting at the lunch counter. In time, Greensboro 
integrated its lunch counters and other public places. 
This happened largely as a result of the protests.

The Greensboro sit-in gathered attention around 
the nation as it spurred other students to do the same 
elsewhere. Both blacks and whites took part in the sit-
ins. By 1961, nearly seventy thousand protesters had 
taken part in sit-ins across the South.

Sit-in protests were nonviolent, for the most part. 
However, sometimes angry white customers would 
taunt those staging the sit-ins. At times, they would 
even pour food, condiments, and beverages on the 
protesters. At one sit-in in Nashville, Tennessee, whites 
fought the students sitting at the counter, hitting them 
and calling them names. The protesters did not react 
with violence; they just kept sitting. Unfortunately, they 
were still arrested, not the whites who had attacked 
them. The students did not give up their protesting, 
though. Eventually, the mayor of Nashville stated 
publicly that segregation was wrong. On May 10, 1960, 
Nashville began to integrate public facilities, such as 
those where sit-ins had been staged.

Freedom Rides

In 1947, the Supreme Court ruled that segregation 
was illegal on interstate buses and trains, which are 
buses and trains that travel from one state to another, 
including from northern to southern states. A ruling by 
the Supreme Court is supposed to be obeyed in every 
state. But the 1947 law was ignored by the operators of 
interstate buses and trains in the South. When blacks 
rode these methods of transportation in the South, 
they were still ordered to sit in “colored-only” sections. 
They continued to be harassed, and sometimes even 
arrested, if they disobeyed.
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An organization called CORE, or the Congress 
of Racial Equality, formed in the 1940s and tried to 
end segregation on interstate transportation. Soon 
after the Supreme Court ruling, CORE had tried to 
integrate interstate buses by having riders refuse to 
sit in segregated sections. These acts of protest were 
unsuccessful and were discontinued. Then, during 
the civil rights movement, CORE leaders decided to 
attempt integration again. They enlisted help from 
another civil rights group, SNCC (Student Nonviolent 
Coordinating Committee, pronounced “snick”). All of 
the riders were trained in nonviolent resistance. They 
would test the Supreme Court’s ruling by organizing 
Freedom Rides. During these rides, black and white 
protesters, called Freedom Riders, boarded buses and 
rode from state to state in the South. The riders’ ages 
ranged from seventeen to sixty-one. Blacks sat in the 
front and refused to move, while the white protesters 
sat in the back. They also attempted to integrate places 
within bus stations, including waiting areas, restrooms, 
and lunch counters. Their goal was to defy the laws of 
segregation, much like the sit-in protesters had done.

On one famous ride in May of 1961, a group 
of Freedom Riders went from Washington, DC, to 
New Orleans. When the bus arrived in the town 
of Anniston, Alabama, people hurled stones and 
firebombs at the riders and beat many of them. Some 
of the other buses went to Birmingham, where white 
demonstrators awaited them and attacked them. The 
police commissioner did not order the police to end 
the violence. After the violence of this ride, President 
Kennedy stepped in. He ordered that federal troops 
ensure that riders could safely travel through the South.

In the summer of 1961, over three hundred buses 
made Freedom Rides. Unfortunately, the riders were 
still met with violence and were often arrested. Their 
efforts to end segregation were met with incredibly 
hostile and vicious attacks. But they continued in their 
struggle. They constantly recruited new supporters and 
sacrificed for the cause of integration.

The March on Birmingham

On May 3, 1963, civil rights leaders organized a 
protest march in Birmingham, Alabama. They wanted 
to demand an end to segregation in restaurants, hotels, 
and other businesses. The protesters were mostly 
teenagers (some were even younger). The police 
planned to arrest them. Firefighters were recruited and 
told to use their hoses on the protesters.  

As the protesting students neared a park, 
firefighters began spraying them with hoses. Some of 
the children sat down, as they’d been taught to do, to 
react nonviolently. When the police and firefighters 
realized the protesters weren’t turning back, they turned 
the hoses on full strength. Many of the children were 
swept down the street by the force. Some tried to hold 
on to a nearby building. One protester said, “The force 
of it knocked you down like you weighed only twenty 
pounds, pushing people around like rag dolls” (Tougas, 
7). Then the police released their dogs. They had been 
trained to growl at and bite the demonstrators. Some 
adult observers began throwing things at the police 
to try to stop them. As the situation grew increasingly 
violent, the civil rights leaders agreed to end the protest 
and send the children home.

Some of the civil rights leaders had wanted the 
protest to be acted out by children because they were 
aiming to attract national media attention. They 
knew that the only way to get Americans to support 
the civil rights movement was by demonstrating 
the violence and inequality that the protesters were 
fighting against. They wanted the media to capture 
the brutality of the Birmingham police. They hoped it 
would shock Americans into caring about injustice in 
the South. Even adults in the South were often afraid 
to join the movement because they feared violence 
against their families. After the children got involved 
in Birmingham, though, many adults joined them. 

The civil rights leaders got the media attention they 
were looking for. A news photographer named Charles 
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Moore captured a photograph of three teenagers being 
slammed into a building by one of the fire hoses. 
This image shocked people across the nation. Many 
Americans had not known the extent of the harsh 
treatment of black protesters in the South. Moore’s 
photograph was shown in Life magazine, which was 
read by nearly half of American adults in the 1960s. It 
inspired support for the movement and disgust for the 
police brutality used on children.

Finally, after days of protests, Birmingham’s 
business leaders realized that action was needed. The 
negative publicity and chaos from the protests were 
harming their businesses. They agreed to begin steps 
toward integration.

Unfortunately, peace still did not come to 
Birmingham. A group called the Ku Klux Klan began 
its own demonstrations. The Klan was an organization 
that used violence to promote white racism and 
resistance to integration. The Klansmen burned crosses 
and told whites to protest against civil rights. They 
bombed the home of Martin Luther King Jr.’s brother. 
They also bombed the hotel where King himself was 
staying. No one was injured in these bombings.

After the Klan bombings, many blacks were 
enraged. Some took part in a violent demonstration, 
abandoning the teachings of nonviolence. National 
leaders realized that Birmingham and other cities 
would continue to be plagued with violence unless 
a national solution was achieved. However, no real 
action was taken. On September 15, 1963, the Klan 
committed another bombing, this time at the Sixteenth 
Street Baptist Church in Birmingham. The bombing 
killed four girls, ages eleven and fourteen, who were in 
the restroom of the church. Three men eventually were 
charged with the crime. 

Selma and the March to Montgomery

The Fifteenth Amendment, passed in 1870, had 
granted African-American men the right to vote. Still, 
by the early 1960s, most African-Americans living in 

the South were not registered to vote. They were not 
registered because whites in the South had found ways 
that they could ignore the Fifteenth Amendment and 
make it difficult for blacks to vote. Some areas forced 
blacks to take literacy tests (which white voters didn’t 
have to take). Other areas made everyone pay a fee to 
vote, called a poll tax. Many blacks could not afford 
this fee, and thus did not register to vote. Sometimes 
blacks were even harassed or beaten when they tried 
to register to vote in the South. In January of 1965, 
civil rights leaders, including Dr. Martin Luther King 
Jr., began a campaign for voting rights in Selma, 
Alabama. This campaign, like most of the others in the 
movement, was to consist of nonviolent marches and 
demonstrations.

On the second day of the march for voting rights in 
Selma, many demonstrators were beaten or arrested by 
the police. In another demonstration in early February, 
several schoolteachers and children had joined the 
marchers. Many of them were arrested and put in 
jail for several days. The demonstrators continued to 
march for voting rights. On February 18, during an 
evening march, a police officer shot a twenty-six-year-
old black man. He had been trying to shield his mother 
from attacks by other officers and white onlookers.

In early March, Dr. King and other leaders 
announced a plan to hold a fifty-mile march from 
Selma to Montgomery. The march would be both a 
protest of that young man’s death and a demand for 
voting rights. The first day of this long march proved to 
be a violent one. As the demonstrators marched out of 
Selma, police officers blocked them on a bridge, where 
they beat the marchers and released tear gas. Hundreds 
of demonstrators were injured and hospitalized. The 
incident became known as “Bloody Sunday.” People 
across the country watched news reports about the 
event. Dr. King wanted to continue the march a few 
days later, but President Johnson urged him to wait 
until a federal court could grant the proper protection 
to the marchers.

Dr. King still decided to lead a group of marchers, 
but they stopped at the place where the first march had 
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ended. They knelt down in prayer and then returned 
to Selma instead of marching on to Montgomery. 
That evening, a white minister who had come from 
Massachusetts to support the march was attacked by a 
white mob. The incident further angered many around 
the nation. Thousands came to Selma to show support 
and join the march to Montgomery. The civil rights 
activists were determined. 

On March 15, President Johnson addressed 
Congress. He spoke of the injustices occurring in Selma. 
He urged Congress to support a new Voting Rights 
Act, which he submitted two days later. Meanwhile, 
in Selma, Dr. King had been granted a court order to 
proceed with the march to Montgomery. The marchers 
would be protected by hundreds of Alabama National 
Guardsmen and FBI agents. They began the official 
journey on March 21. Thousands more Americans 
came to join them. Even celebrities such as the singers 
Harry Belafonte and Lena Horne came in to entertain 
the marchers. When they arrived in Montgomery, there 
were over twenty-five thousand demonstrators present.

In August of 1965, President Johnson signed 
into law the Voting Rights Act of 1965. This federal 
law stated that each person, regardless of race or 
religion, had a constitutional right to vote in any public 

election. He signed the law with Dr. King present. 
President Johnson said, “The vote is the most powerful 
instrument ever devised by man for breaking down 
injustice….” With the passage of this law, African-
Americans secured the right to elect public officials 
who would work on their behalf at the local, state, and 
federal levels of government.

Conclusion

The civil rights movement included many more 
events than those described here. People fought day 
after day for over a decade to bring equality to the 
South. The use of nonviolent resistance was a constant 
theme throughout the movement. Activists met 
with violence, arrest, and sometimes death, but they 
persevered. When lunch counters, businesses, buses, 
and other places began to integrate, civil rights activists 
found hope and continued the struggle. With the 
passage of the Civil Rights Act of 1964 and the Voting 
Rights Act of 1965, there came real legal change. These 
laws ended segregation and secured voting rights 
for African-Americans. Even today, the civil rights 
movement and its participants inspire people as they 
show how ordinary citizens can join together to create 
positive, lasting change.
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Defeating Anatidaephobia
 

by Mark Weimer
illustrated by Mallory Chick

There are many things in the world that people 
fear. Many people fear public speaking. Others 

fear spiders, small spaces, or high places. These are all 
very common fears. Some fears, though, are much less 
common. One of the most awful fears known to humans 
is anatidaephobia (ah-NA-tuh-dee-foh-bee-a). Like all 
phobias, anatidaephobia is no laughing matter. What 
makes it such a terrible fear is that it can affect people 
anywhere, anytime. It is not a fear brought on by seeing 
a spider or by being in a high place. It is a constant fear. 
For some, it never goes away. It is important to know 
the warning signs, symptoms, and possible causes of 
this dreaded fear. This way, you can recognize and 
treat it as quickly as possible. This guide will help you 
identify and treat anatidaephobia. Hopefully, it will 
help you avoid this illness and understand more about 
those who suffer from it.

Anatidaephobia is the fear that no matter where 
you are or what you are doing, you are being watched by 
a duck. While some consider this affliction absurd and 
perhaps even funny, it is very serious! A duck, known 
for its feathers, bill, and webbed feet, is a very mobile 
creature. Not only can a duck swim and walk, but it can 
also fly. It can watch you from the air, water, or land. 
Ducks can even dive underwater for short periods of 
time. Ducks can be anywhere, anytime, watching!

Do you think you may have this fear? You may have 
a fear of ducks if, when the word “duck” is spoken, your 
mouth becomes dry and you find it harder to breathe. 
You may feel tense or trapped. If this happens to you, 
you may already suffer from anatidaephobia. In some 
cases, you may have to see a doctor. However, a good 
education can help you to treat your anatidaephobia as 
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well. The key—and this is very important—is to avoid 
ducks at all costs.

There are certain surefire ways to prevent a duck 
from watching you. To keep the watchful eyes of a duck 
away from you, it is important to know more about 
them, and especially to know what ducks themselves 
dislike. Recently, my colleague, a hunter, tried to 
conduct an interview with a duck. The duck would 
not answer his questions, but the feathered floating 
menace did reveal some of its own fears. My hunting 
friend learned that ducks’ first and foremost fear is 
the clothing pattern plaid. This must be the truth. My 
friend was dressed in an all-plaid hunting outfit at the 
time, and the dastardly duck flew away in terror the 
moment it saw him.

If ducks do not like plaid patterns, then it must 
also be true that they dislike checkers, sewer grates, 
and whole Belgian waffles. Anything with a pattern of 
squares or crossed lines will most likely repel a duck. 
Therefore, it is safe to assume that ducks hate addition 
symbols as well as multiplication signs, crossed fingers, 
and the lowercase t. One thing ducks love, on the other 
hand, is bread. For safety’s sake, one should never carry 
bread if one does not want to be watched by a duck—

unless, of course, you have already cut your bread into 
the shape of a letter t.

Avoiding ducks is no easy task. They are small and 
can survive in many climates. They can fly, swim, dive, 
and walk. They can even run by flapping their wings 
while walking on the ground. Worst of all, ducks can 
attack with their eyes at any time. However, armed with 
knowledge, it is possible to create a situation that a duck 
would not want to watch or even be near. Combining 
one, two, or more of a duck’s dislikes will surely keep 
you out of its sight. If you find yourself in dire fear that 
a duck is watching, your wisest course of action would 
be to take these safety steps. First, dress up in a plaid 
suit (preferably with the pockets stuffed full of Belgian 
waffles). Second, go to the county courthouse and have 
your name changed to something terrifying, such as 
“Otto,” “Attila,” or “Etttttthan.” As soon as you finish, 
immediately cross all of your fingers and toes. Lastly, 
begin adding numbers at the top of your lungs. If you 
take these steps, there is a very good chance that any 
nearby duck will flee at the sight of you.

If you fear geese, however, that is an entirely 
different story.
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Alternative Energy: A Renewable World
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

One of the toughest problems the world faces 
today is its dependence on nonrenewable 

resources for energy. While many people and 
companies use alternative energy, most of the world 
still relies on fossil fuels. At the moment, these fuels 
provide the best bang for one’s buck. In other words, 
fossil fuels are the cheapest resources that provide lots 
of energy use. Since fossil fuels are a nonrenewable 
resource, though, they are becoming more expensive. 
Even worse, at the current rate of use, they will 
eventually disappear. As stated earlier, the world has 
begun to work on alternatives. These new options can 
supplement, or even replace, fossil fuels.

One such alternative is solar energy. Solar panels 
take energy from the sun’s radiation. They convert it 

into other types of energy for power. Since the sun rises 
each day, its energy is an excellent way to naturally 
supplement the use of fossil fuels. Solar energy has 
some drawbacks, though. One drawback is the inverse 
of one of its benefits; the sun goes up each day, but it 
also goes down each day. Some places in the world do 
not even get sunlight every day. For example, there 
is a period every year in Alaska when the sun is not 
visible at all for almost a whole month. Technology in 
the early twenty-first century only allows for a limited 
amount of space to store solar energy. The best types of 
solar panels are also very expensive to make right now. 
People in many different fields are working to create 
solar panels that are cheaper to build and that can store 
more energy for conversion. In time, they might help 
power up the world.
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Another form of alternative energy is wind energy. 
Wind turbines, which are gigantic fans that catch wind 
and spin, use the natural wind that blows in open areas. 
They convert the wind’s kinetic energy into whatever 
energy is needed. Usually that energy is converted 
into electrical energy. In this form, it can travel long 
distances without too much loss. At its end point, the 
electrical energy is converted into something else for 
use. Like solar energy, wind energy happens naturally 
and is completely renewable. But it also has its own 
drawbacks. There are not many flat surfaces that have 
natural wind across the world. Regions without natural 
wind and empty space would need the energy to travel 
long distances, which can be costly. Wind turbines also 
require a great deal of space away from communities 
and habitats (both man-made and naturally occurring). 
Scientists are working on new ways to make wind 
energy more efficient in places where it can be used.

The most popular form of alternative energy in 
the early twenty-first century is biofuel. Rather than 
relying on iron ore, a nonrenewable resource, biofuel 
relies on plants and algae, which are living organisms 

that reproduce. Bioethanol is alcohol that is produced 
by plants during fermentation. This is widely used in 
the United States because the country has vast lands 
that are suited for growing crops, like corn, that can 
make ethanol. Many machines that use ethanol also 
use fossil fuels in tandem. This can improve power. 
Unfortunately, some regions have no space at all to 
grow crops. Others have only enough space to grow 
crops for food, not fuel. The amount of energy the 
world needs also becomes a problem because it takes 
time to grow crops. Scientists are working tirelessly to 
find new ways to get the best out of bioethanol fuels so 
that we can be less dependent on fossil fuels.

There are countless alternatives to using fossil fuels 
with renewable energy. All of them have their strengths 
and weaknesses. Eventually fossil fuels will run out. 
The question we have before us is a tough one because 
not every solution works everywhere with current 
technology and understanding. It will be up to new 
and upcoming scientists in the future to innovate and 
find ways to become less dependent on fossil fuels. Are 
you up to the challenge?
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Surrender at Appomattox
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

The Union army of the Potomac marched 
into Richmond on April 3, 1865, sending the 

Confederate army of Northern Virginia into full retreat. 
The American Civil War had lasted for four years. A 
final defeat of the Confederate capital caused Union 
General Ulysses S. Grant to send letters to Confederate 
General Robert E. Lee. They arranged a final surrender 
to help end the bloodiest conflict in the country’s 
history. General Lee accepted Grant’s invitation, and 
the two agreed to meet at the home of Wilmer McLean 
in Appomattox, Virginia.

Grant arrived at the house first and sat down at a 
marble-topped table in the center of the front room. 
He stood only five feet eight inches tall, and this was 
one of the few days where it was hard to smell alcohol 
on his breath. He drank too much, but he was effective 

in battle. Abraham Lincoln once said of General Grant, 
“Find out what Grant drinks and send a barrel of it to 
each of my other generals!” His war tactics mimicked 
his drinking. He often made haphazard decisions and 
ordered risky maneuvers. While some didn’t work, 
others did. With a force that was much larger than 
Lee’s, mistakes could be overcome. Grant was forty-
three years old at the time. He had graduated from 
the United States Military Academy at West Point in 
1843 and was twenty-first in his class. He didn’t have 
a single grey hair. He hardly resembled a decorated 
general at the table. His coat was unbuttoned with 
mud splattered on it. He did not wear a sword or spurs 
on his boots. Other than his shoulder straps, which 
had four stars to designate his rank, he was dressed as 
an infantry soldier.
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General Lee arrived wearing his pride and glory for 
all to see. Unlike Grant, the grey uniform Lee wore was 
brand new and spotless. It was buttoned all the way to 
his neck, making all six feet of him seem even taller. He 
towered above Grant with thick, silver hair. He wore a 
sword made with great skill, and its hilt was studded 
with jewels. His boots, with their red silk stitching, were 
much newer than Grant’s. Lee’s boot spurs glimmered 
in the light. He wore long leather gloves on his hands. 
He had a grey felt hat to match his uniform. Some 
would think that General Lee never had a sip of alcohol 
in his life. His battlefield sense was unquestionable 
and, despite having a much smaller fighting force, he 
delivered victory after victory during the course of the 
war. Lee did not have enough men to make a mistake, 
which is why in 1863, when he did make a mistake at 
the Battle of Gettysburg, it was a turning point in the 
war. Lee had also graduated from West Point and was 
second in the class of 1829. He was sixteen years older 
than Grant. However, sitting at the table, it was Grant 
who appeared more like the battered, defeated general.

Lee quietly entered the room in which Grant was 
sitting and sat down by the window, his chin held 
high. Grant signaled his staff to enter and witness the 
surrender. The two generals began to talk about the 
Mexican War. The Mexican War had occurred before 
the Civil War; in fact, in that war, both men had fought 
on the same side. They had met each other then and, 
while Grant vividly remembered Lee, Lee could not 
recall the appearance of Grant. Grant had been much 
younger during the Mexican War and their meetings at 
that time were short.

After talking briefly about the Mexican War, 
the conversation led to the terms of surrender. Lee 
requested that the terms be written down, and Grant 
began to quickly comply. After completing the terms, 
Grant handed the document to General Lee for review. 
Grant looked at Lee’s sword. During surrender, it was 
customary for the officers of the losing army to give their 

swords to the victors. Both generals knew, however, that 
this situation was different. After the documentation 
was signed, the war would soon conclude; not long 
after, the members of the Confederate army would 
once again be citizens and neighbors. Grant believed 
that surrendering the sword would be an unnecessary 
humiliation. The respect for General Lee was immense, 
even in those who had fought against him for years. 
After reading through the terms, Lee further requested 
that his men keep their horses. Unlike those in the 
Union army, the Confederate cavalrymen owned their 
own horses. The horses were an important part of their 
future well-being. At about 4:00 p.m., General Lee 
completed a letter accepting the surrender.

The two generals, vastly different in appearance 
and war strategy, stood up and shook hands. Lee bowed 
to the Union officers in the room and left with one of 
his colonels. The Union officers followed one by one 
and stepped onto the porch. General Lee stood on the 
lowest step and called for his horse. Looking down, Lee 
clapped his hands together a few times. Union officers 
who were sitting outside the house all stood on their 
feet, aware that they were witnessing the surrender of 
the greatest general of the Civil War. General Lee did 
not seem to notice as he prepared to mount his horse. 
His sadness was overwhelming. Once he was seated, 
General Grant stepped down off the porch. In Lee’s 
honor, Grant saluted him by raising his hat. Lee raised 
his hat out of respect, and rode off to inform his men 
of the surrender.

The surrender of the Army of Northern Virginia 
effectively ended the Confederacy’s ability to wage 
war against the North during the Civil War. After 
Appomattox, Confederate armies all across the country 
began to surrender. The last surrender occurred on 
November 6, 1865, ending the Civil War. On August 
20, 1866, President Andrew Johnson formally declared 
the war to be over.
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Causes and Effects: World War I
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by Brian Cibelli

History is a collection of many chains of 
events. Some think it is merely measured 

on timelines and with dates. However, history can 
only be truly understood by the relationships between 
causes and effects. World War I was one of the largest 
conflicts in human history. Its most obvious cause 
was the assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand 
in 1914. He was the heir to the throne of Austria-
Hungary, which was an empire in Europe. However, 
the war that followed had many more causes. They had 
been building for decades, like a ticking time bomb. The 
assassination of Archduke Ferdinand simply lit the fuse.

Europe began the slow march toward war as early 
as 1882. European nations disagreed over colonial 
issues. Each nation was always looking to gain more 
power. Tensions ran high, and nationalism, which 
means “great pride in one’s country,” became very 
strong across all of Europe. Countries wanted more 
colonies. They raced for the best military technology. 
They also competed to be the richest.

Alliances formed between the weaker European 
powers. Their goal was to keep stronger European 
powers in check. Two of the larger powers in Europe 
were Russia and France. Russia sat in Eastern Europe 
and France sat in the west. Austria-Hungary sat in 
the middle. Being surrounded left Austria-Hungary 
feeling fearful. So, in 1882, Austria-Hungary formed 
an alliance with Germany and Italy. The three nations 
called themselves the Triple Alliance. Around the same 
time, Britain, France, and Russia signed their own 
agreement. It was called the Triple Entente; its aim was 
to limit Germany’s expansion. The Triple Entente later 
became a full military alliance.

In 1908, the Bosnian Crisis occurred. In this 
event, Austria-Hungary annexed, or acquired, the 
nations of Bosnia and Herzegovina. Russia protested 

the annexation. However, Germany supported it. This 
made Russia back down; the nation was not prepared 
for war. However, after the Bosnian Crisis, Russia 
vowed to never back down again. The nation quickly 
began to build a stronger military. It was one of many 
militaries that raced to gain more firepower before the 
outbreak of World War I. Another arms race occurred 
between the navies of Germany and Britain. Germany 
wanted to challenge British naval power and expand, 
but the Triple Entente made it difficult.

Alliances, nationalism, and arms races were in full 
swing in the early 1900s. Several conflicts increased 
tension and hatred among the large powers. Luckily, 
none were ever large enough to wage full-scale war. 
Over time, the military might of the Triple Entente 
grew to match that of the Triple Alliance. This evened 
the balance of power in Europe. Many believed this 
would ensure a lasting peace in Europe. But then, in 
the summer of 1914, the heir to the throne of Austria-
Hungary decided to visit the violent Balkan region.
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Archduke Ferdinand was the heir to the throne of 
Austria-Hungary. The Austro-Hungarian Empire was 
a strong European power. The area it covered in 1914 
now contains Hungary, Austria, the Czech Republic, 
Slovakia, Slovenia, Macedonia, Croatia, Bosnia-
Herzegovina, and parts of Italy, Ukraine, and Romania. 
On June 28, 1914, the Archduke was traveling in 
Sarajevo with his wife, Sophie. It was their wedding 
anniversary. They had come to inspect the military in 
Bosnia and Herzegovina. Bosnia and Herzegovina had 
been annexed by Austria-Hungary six years earlier, 
after the Bosnian Crisis.

The Serbians within Bosnia and Herzegovina 
were still angry about the annexation. They believed 
that the land should have become part of Serbia. In a 
coincidence, the day of the Archduke’s visit was also 
an important day in Serbian history. For the Archduke, 
June 28 marked the anniversary of his wedding; for the 
Serbians, it marked a major religious holiday. It was a 
day for Serbians to celebrate their nationalism. Thus, it 
was expected that the Serbians would be unruly during 
the Archduke’s visit. It was thought that they might 
even take action against him in some form. Puzzlingly, 
the Archduke still decided to travel that day in an open 
car. It offered no protection. He also traveled with very 
little security.

The Archduke narrowly avoided one assassination 
attempt early in the day. Then, a Serbian threw a 
grenade at his car. Later, the Archduke’s car procession 
made a wrong turn and drove past a man named 
Gavrilo Princip. Princip happened to be one of six men 
who were sent by the Black Hand, a Serbian group, to 
kill the Archduke. Seeing a rare opportunity, Princip 
drew his gun and fired. He wounded the Archduke and 
his wife. An hour later, both were pronounced dead.

Oddly, most citizens in Austria-Hungary did not 
care about the assassination. The Austro-Hungarian 

government, however, was not so indifferent. The 
assassination of Archduke Franz Ferdinand became 
the catalyst for World War I. A catalyst is a thing or 
an event that immediately causes rapid change. In this 
case, this single man’s assassination rapidly began the 
war that is known today as World War I.

Tensions in Europe were already high; alliances had 
already formed; nations had already been preparing for 
war. This allowed Ferdinand’s death to begin a chain 
reaction of events. Germany quickly promised support 
to Austria-Hungary. That allowed Austria-Hungary to 
declare war on Serbia one month later, on July 28. The 
following day, Russia began to move some of its armies 
to aid Serbia. Germany responded to Russia on July 
30, demanding that the Russians back down. Russia 
offered terms to settle the conflict and keep the peace, 
but Germany refused. They declared war on Russia on 
July 1, 1914, and then advanced toward France. This 
forced Britain to declare war on Germany. They had to 
because of their Triple Entente agreement.

 Within a few weeks, all of the strongest powers 
in Europe were at war. During the course of the war, 
many nations would join the Allied Powers (Britain, 
France, and Russia) while others joined the Central 
Powers (Germany and Austria-Hungary). Italy did 
not really join the Central Powers despite signing the 
Triple Alliance. That nation would later join the Allied 
Powers. In 1918, the United States joined the Allies 
and helped to secure victory. By the end of World War 
I, seventeen million people were dead and another 
twenty million were wounded. All of this happened 
due to alliances, nationalism, arms races, colonialism, 
rising tensions, and the assassination of a man for 
whom few people really cared. Austria-Hungary was 
broken apart, and Germany was left to pay for most 
of the war. The payment was so large and harmful to 
Germany that it became one of the causes of World 
War II twenty-one years later.
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The Copernicus Controversy
by Jennifer Tkocs

illustrated by Mallory Chick

When we study astronomy today, we recognize 
a heliocentric model of the solar system. In 

this model, the sun sits in the center of the solar system. 
Earth and the other planets orbit, or revolve, around it. 
While this may seem obvious to us, it was not always 
so. Centuries ago, astronomers believed that Earth was 
the center of the planetary system. In the early 1500s, a 
man named Nicolaus Copernicus discovered the truth. 
He published the very first papers to show evidence 
of a heliocentric model. In his lifetime, though, many 
did not believe Copernicus’s claims. In fact, the idea 
that our solar system is heliocentric was not widely 
accepted until decades after Copernicus’s death.

Nicolaus Copernicus was born on February 19, 
1473, in Torun, Poland. His father died when he was 
ten years old. From that point on, he was raised by his 

uncle. This uncle was a cleric, or religious leader, in 
the Catholic Church. Education was very important 
in his uncle’s eyes, so in 1493, Nicolaus began to 
attend the University of Cracow. He went there to 
study painting and mathematics. Although he did not 
formally study astronomy there, his interest in the 
subject began to grow.

When he returned from the university, Copernicus 
was elected as a canon at a cathedral in Frombork, 
Poland. This was an administrative position in the 
Catholic Church. It gave the young man a steady 
income, as well as the chance to continue his studies 
for as long as he pleased.

Copernicus went to the University of Bologna in 
1496. He intended to study canon law, or the rules of 
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the church. However, two important things happened 
that influenced his pursuit of astronomy. First, he 
met astronomy professor Domenico Maria Novara. 
Novara was the first person Copernicus met who had 
ideas that challenged the current understanding of 
astronomy. Second, Copernicus began to study the 
Greek language. Most astronomy texts of the time were 
written in Greek, not Latin, so this opened up much 
new research to him.

In 1501, Copernicus attended medical school 
at the University of Padua. This also allowed him to 
add to his astronomy knowledge. Italian medical 
schools at the time incorporated both astronomy and 
astrology into their lessons. Scholars believed that the 
planets and stars directly influenced living things on 
Earth. Alongside lessons about illness and epidemics, 
Copernicus’s professors taught lessons about the 
phases of the moon, the paths of comets, and changes 
in the weather.

After medical school, Copernicus continued to 
study astronomy on his own. He was also very busy, 
though, with his church duties. Additionally, he had 
to care for his uncle, who had grown sick. Finally, 
in 1510, Copernicus left his uncle and moved back 
to Frombork. There, he worked more directly on his 
astronomy studies. 

Copernicus completed his first essay, called 
Commentariolus, between 1510 and 1514. In the essay, 
Copernicus introduced a radical new theory: that the 
universe was heliocentric.

Until this point, most astronomers followed “classic 
astronomy.” It was originally based on statements by 
the ancient philosopher Aristotle. Aristotle stated that 
the universe was made up of seven planets. Earth was 
the center of this universe. The other six planets were 
the moon, the sun, Mercury, Venus, Mars, and Jupiter. 
Aristotle believed that these six “planets” revolved 
around Earth. This was called a geocentric model of 
the universe.

Another philosopher, Claudius Ptolemy, refined 
Aristotle’s theory in the second century. He made 
some slight changes, but he still pictured Earth to be at 
the center of the universe. For over a thousand years, 
Ptolemy’s geocentric theory was thought to be the best 
description of how the planets existed and moved in 
the night sky.

Between Ptolemy’s time and that of Copernicus, a 
few philosophers and astronomers did try to challenge 
the geocentric model. However, none received 
much attention. One astronomer, Aristarchus, even 
suggested that Earth and other planets might revolve 
around the sun. His work may have given Copernicus 
some inspiration. However, it was Copernicus who first 
established the scientific evidence to support this theory.

Copernicus saw that Ptolemy’s model sought to 
build upon and more fully explain Aristotle’s theory. 
However, he noticed inconsistencies between the two. 
Ptolemy’s model showed the general positions of the 
planets at any given time, but it wasn’t very precise. 
Copernicus realized that if he changed the center of the 
universe to be the sun instead of Earth, it would correct 
this problem. He also determined that the moon did 
revolve around Earth, but that the other “planets” 
did not. Copernicus’s theory stated that the sun was 
stationary, or unmoving, in the center of the planetary 
system. The other planets revolved around it.

Copernicus gave copies of his manuscript to 
friends and fellow astronomers. It was never formally 
printed, though. He viewed it as a mere introduction 
to the idea of a heliocentric planetary system. His full 
statement would be a much larger work. He called it De 
revolutionibus orbium coelestium, which is Latin for On 
the Revolutions of the Heavenly Spheres. 

On the Revolutions was published in 1543. In 
this work, Copernicus reintroduced his theory of the 
heliocentric universe. He also expanded on the theory. 
He showed the order of the planets based on their 
distances from the sun. Copernicus also showed that 
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each planet moved on its own path. In addition, he 
showed how each planet traveled around the sun in a 
different length of time. This was the first time such 
a clear system had been identified in the planetary 
realm. It seemed to solve many of the problems with 
Ptolemy’s model.

However, many rejected Copernicus’s research. 
Scholarly critics claimed that he failed to fully explain 
why Earth would orbit the sun. Some objected on 
religious grounds. In Copernicus’s time, the Roman 
Catholic Church had a very strong influence over 
what people believed to be true. Some members of the 
Church believed that a heliocentric planetary system 
went against the teachings of the Bible.

Even the man who printed Copernicus’s work 
believed it went against the Bible. The man who 
printed On the Revolutions was a Lutheran minister 
named Andrew Osiander. Before publishing the 
book, Osiander secretly included a note stating that 
the information in Copernicus’s book was merely 
a hypothesis and was not to be interpreted as true. 
Osiander did not sign his name to the note. Because of 
this, many believed it to have come from Copernicus 
himself. Copernicus was quite ill at the time of the book’s 
publishing, which left him unable to defend his work.

Copernicus had dedicated his book to the current 
Pope, the leader of the Roman Catholic Church. Yet 
that won him no favors from the Church. In fact, after 
Copernicus’s death, the Church actually banned On the 
Revolutions. It remained on the forbidden book list for 
nearly three centuries.

In the early 1600s, an astronomer named Galileo 
began to promote Copernicus’s theory. Galileo also 
worked to make an improved kind of telescope. With 
this creation, one could finally see Copernicus’s theories 
at work in the sky. At that point, the heliocentric 
planetary model finally gained popularity. Despite this, 
astronomers and religious scholars still tried to disprove 
Copernicus—even as late as the nineteenth century.

Nicolaus Copernicus’s heliocentric model of the 
planetary system is the model that is still used today. 
In his lifetime, though, Copernicus never saw the 
fruits of his labor. He died in May of 1543, just after 
the publication of On the Revolutions. He was buried 
in an unmarked grave in Frombork. There his remains 
stayed until the year 2010. In that year, the Catholic 
Church finally reburied Copernicus. The Church 
blessed his remains and gave him a full ceremony—
one much more fitting for a man who literally changed 
how we saw the universe.
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Damaging Quake Hits Small Delaware Town
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Kent Kerr

Thursday, September 26, 2013

Four people were hospitalized yesterday after a 
5.3-magnitude earthquake struck the small coastal 
town of Meriton, Delaware. 

The earthquake began at 2:34 p.m. and lasted 
for almost nine minutes. The quake was most 
severe in Meriton, though it was felt by surrounding 
communities. Geologists report the quake struck about 
one mile off the coast of Meriton in the Atlantic Ocean. 
The small town was at the epicenter. 

Residents heard chaotic sounds of crashing and 
falling debris on and around Main Street. An office 
worker was hospitalized for injuries sustained while 
evacuating Meriton Savings and Loan Bank. Annie 

Green, 35, suffered a concussion from falling debris 
when she exited the bank. 

“I was in line at the bank when the shaking started,” 
said Green. “I have never felt anything like that before. 
No one knew what was happening.”

Green described the shaking as a soft vibration at 
first. The pens rattled on the desks and the line divider 
ropes swayed. “I thought maybe a plane was flying low 
overhead.” But within seconds, the tremors grew more 
intense. Books and stacks of papers fell to the floor. 
Customers and bank employees held on to the teller 
counter to steady themselves.

Green explained that she and other customers ran 
outside in a panic. In the street, small pieces of tile and 
shingles started to fall from rooftops.
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“I heard someone on the street yell, ‘Earthquake!’ 
and we ran back into the bank to escape the falling 
debris,” Green said. She was hit in the head with debris 
but managed to enter the bank and take shelter under 
the marble countertop.

George Dell, 54, was also in the bank when the 
quake started. He stumbled to the grocery store he 
owns next to the bank to help his customers.

“I had to make sure everyone in my store was safe,” 
Dell said. At the height of the quake, Dell saw items 
falling from the store’s high shelves. He heard soup cans 
splattering as they hit the floor and glass shattering in 
the street. Dell and his customers huddled in the paper 
products aisle, away from the windows and heavy 
merchandise. No one in the store was injured.

Three maintenance workers were also hospitalized 
for injuries sustained while helping visitors evacuate 
Meriton Pier. Rodney Jones, 29, head of the 
maintenance staff at the pier, suffered minor cuts and 
bruises from falling debris.

“It was risky on the pier, with the carnival rides and 
food stands shaking,” Jones said. “I was trying to get 
everyone off the pier and onto the beach.” The pier’s 
carnival rides were closed for the season, so no one was 
on the rides at the time of the earthquake. But the pier’s 
thirty-foot-tall Ferris wheel shook dangerously. A few 
lightbulbs shattered and a popcorn cart overturned 
during the tremor. The names and injuries of the 
other two hospitalized maintenance workers have not 
been released.

Dan Evans, mayor of Meriton, was dining at the 
Main Street Café as the quake began. Coffee cups and 
plates clattered to the floor. Mayor Evans said patrons 
sought shelter in the kitchen of the café. No one was 
hurt when a street lamp fell through the café window, 
spraying glass into the dining area.

“There has never been an earthquake in Meriton,” 
explained Mayor Evans. “Citizens weren’t sure how 
to react.” Fortunately, the Meriton School District 
practices regular earthquake drills, so the faculty 
and students were prepared. Hoover Elementary and 
George Washington High School received little damage 
during the quake.

Mayor Evans said in a press conference this morning 
that the town sustained minor damage. He cited the 
greatest danger as downed power lines throughout the 
area, which left about three dozen residents without 
power. Crews expect to restore power to all citizens by 
this evening.

The US Geological Survey reports that while an 
earthquake in Delaware is unlikely, it is not impossible. 
An earthquake can happen anywhere at any time, so 
everyone should be prepared.

Mayor Evans plans to conduct earthquake 
preparedness training courses at the Meriton 
Community Center in the coming weeks.
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A Scene from the Quake in Meriton
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by David Rushbrook

Dear Journal,

Today was a very unique day. I mean, being a store 
manager isn’t exactly a cookie cutter-type job anyway, 
but it was especially different today in Meriton. It all 
started while I was at the Meriton Savings and Loan, 
that bank on Main Street. At that point, it was like any 
other day. I was making my midday deposit for the 
store. I was filling out my deposit slip on the marble 
counter when all of a sudden the pen chain started to 
rattle. It didn’t quite sound like the normal rattle, and 
I realized it was because everything around me was 
vibrating! Before I knew it, books and papers were 
falling; it felt as if someone was trying to knock down 
the whole building. A thought came to me right away: 
What if we are being abducted by aliens? I gripped the 

counter tightly, until another question hit me: What is 
happening to my store? Are people looting and stealing?

I dashed out of the bank in hopes that I wouldn’t 
be taken into the sky by a beam of light. I ran as fast 
as I could on the shaking ground. An object fell from 
the sky and almost hit me! I kept running and other 
people started trying to run, too. Good thing I was an 
All-State track star back in the day, because everyone 
else just kept falling. At least I wouldn’t be caught by 
those aliens. More objects crashed down from the sky, 
and one of them hit this lady in the head. I realized 
that she must be an important target on their list. I 
heard the shrieks of a lady screaming “Earthquake!” 
as if she actually knew what was going on. Must be a 
school teacher, I thought with a snort. We’ve never had 
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an earthquake here in Meriton, and the only place you 
even learn about that junk is in the schools when you 
have to do the earthquake drill. But she was wrong. I 
knew what was really going on!

I managed to reach my store unharmed, which is a 
good thing because it was complete chaos! The whole 
place was vibrating and everyone was trying to steal 
from me! Product was all over the floors and people 
were filling their carts to the hilt. The tops of the shelves 
were all moving in waves, like blades of grass in the 
wind. All of my cans were falling and denting, some of 
them spraying everywhere. I’m never going to be able to 
sell those! I thought. My precious produce was covered 
in dirt and debris that fell from the top shelves. I had 
told Gina she needed to dust the tops of those shelves, 
but did she? It looks unlikely! That girl is going to hear it 
from me if she hasn’t been abducted! I thought.

I realized that I needed to focus on preserving my 
own life. I needed to hide in the event that the aliens 
came down from the sky to find me. People started to 
follow me, like I was supposed to know what to do. I 
ran to the paper towels display that had fallen over and 
began to restack them in a circle. All of the products 

that were soft were in the aisle, so I thought that would 
be a safe place if those darned aliens kept dropping stuff 
from the sky and something went through the roof. 
Some of the people started stacking other products, 
too. It seemed like they didn’t want to steal. They must 
have figured out what was going on. We all huddled in 
the aisle, surrounded by a multitude of pretty scents and 
soft tissue paper. It was like I was in one of those girly 
beauty stores. It was sort of nice, in all of the confusion.

A few minutes later, everything was over. Nobody 
in the store got hurt. I couldn’t believe the mess. It was 
so bad that I had to walk out of the store and deal with 
it later. When we all arrived outside, I took a good look 
around to see if there were any signs of aliens—nothing 
at all. I looked at the street and noticed something I 
hadn’t realized before. All the falling objects were 
actually gutters and corners from the rooftops. Silly 
me, thinking they were strange droppings from aliens! 
I guess I’d better keep this one between you and me, 
Journal. I’ll have to stay cool about it when I talk to the 
reporter tomorrow.

Always keep my secrets,

George
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The Pacific Coast Gem: A Memorable Tour by Train
A Coastal Railways Travel Guide, by Sarah Marino

illustrated by Mallory Chick

The California coast is perhaps one of the 
most wondrous sights to behold. From 

rugged mountains to pristine beaches, this stretch of 
the United States is a feast for the senses. Let Coastal 
Railways introduce you to this magical place and give 
you one of your best vacations yet. Make the Pacific 
Coast Gem train ride your next adventure!

To start, you will tour through the North Coast 
Redwoods. These are some of the biggest trees in the 
world! Glorious canopies of green surround you as you 
view the forest from every angle. Stopping in the small 
town of Eureka, you can smell fragrant air, some of the 
purest in the country. Whiffs of pine and salty ocean 
water will surely leave you refreshed and ready for the 
next part of the journey.

San Francisco is a city unlike any other. It is beautiful 
and rugged all at once. As it is the next stop on the 
Pacific Coast Gem tour, you will have time to explore. 
The Golden Gate Bridge is a marvel of engineering, 
and the mountains it is nestled between are likewise 
awe-inspiring. Whether under a clear, sunny sky or in 
the midst of the city’s famed fog, this vista is one you 
will never forget. The deep red color of the bridge both 
contrasts and blends into the surrounding landscape. 
Be sure to walk across it to explore the bridge and see 
the view from this special place.

As you enter the city near Fisherman’s Wharf, you 
may hear a strange barking sound. Don’t be alarmed! 
That is simply the lovely sound of the sea lions who 
reside near Pier 39 at the wharf. These cute creatures 
add charm to an already picturesque tourist attraction.



92

Continue your tour by heading farther into the 
city. Hopefully you brought walking shoes because the 
hills of San Francisco are intense! They can be quite the 
workout. Beautiful homes of many different pastels and 
styles line the streets and please the eye. As you walk, 
don’t forget to check out Lombard Street, whose first 
block consists of eight tight zig-zag turns. Remember, 
too, that San Francisco is on the Pacific Coast! Wander 
around Ocean Beach and dip your toes in the chilly 
water. Then head back through Golden Gate Park; 
inhale the scent of the cypress trees and the gorgeous 
roses at the Conservatory of Flowers.

Heading south and a bit inland, the Pacific Coast 
Gem train ride steams into Santa Clara Valley. There 
lies Silicon Valley, the technology headquarters of 
the United States. Nestled between the Santa Cruz 
Mountains and the Diablo Range is the city that is 
considered the heart of Silicon Valley, San Jose. The 
inland climate is much different from that of San 
Francisco. Temperatures can reach into the triple-digits 
in the summer months. The surrounding mountain 
hills are covered with dry grasses and desert vegetation. 
Mount Hamilton, the highest peak in San Jose, is home 
to Lick Observatory, an astronomy laboratory run by 
the University of California. The city of San Jose itself 
is quite flat, with none of the steep city hills for which 
San Francisco is famous. After briefly touring some of 
the major businesses in the area, you will get a chance 
to see Moffett Airfield, a NASA research center, as well 
as Stanford University. 

Heading back out to the coast and along Highway 
1, the Gem makes its way into some of the most 

pristine, gorgeous coastline of the United States, named 
Big Sur. Sharp, rocky cliffs jut out of the ocean, which 
sparkles a lovely aquamarine. Lush green vegetation 
and evergreens sit atop the rugged cliffs. These vistas 
will surely take your breath away!

The next stop is home to some of the most famous 
sea life in the world. Welcome to Monterey and the 
well-known Monterey Bay Aquarium. This city on 
the Pacific boasts beautiful seascapes and small-town 
charm. If you brought your wetsuit, be sure to check 
out the surfing scene!

The nearby town of Carmel is also a sightseeing 
favorite, with white-sand beaches and quaint tiny 
streets like those in European villages. The town is also 
home to one of the oldest Roman Catholic Mission 
churches in the United States, founded in the late 
1700s. The cypress trees are extraordinary—especially 
to those who hail from the East Coast!

The coast past Carmel marks the southern edge 
of Big Sur. Its rolling green hills and rocky cliffs and 
beaches, with mountains off to the east, make for a 
delightful ride into Southern California. Soon you 
will enter the City of Angels! Los Angeles, in the San 
Fernando Valley, is a city of sprawl. However, it is 
beautiful nonetheless. Tour the beaches of Venice, 
Malibu, and Santa Monica, and make sure to check 
out the Hollywood spectacle. Continue south to San 
Diego to see world-famous beaches and more rugged, 
mountainous canyons. This last stop on the Gem 
train ride provides a fairytale ending to a fantastic 
exploration of the Pacific Coast. Book your seats today!
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Lightning of Assateague
by Jennifer Tkocs

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II

I was born on the island. In fact, I thought that 
all ponies were. When I was just a foal, I did not 

know that there was anything but the island and the 
herd. And then, in the summer of 1909, everything 
changed.

I was born on a stormy morning in October. 
Mother named me Lightning, for the jagged white 
streak that wrapped around my shoulder and down my 
foreleg. She said it must have come into my coat with 
the storm as I entered the world. I was an autumn foal, 
which was unusual. Most foals are born in the spring, 
so for them, life changes before they have a chance to 
grow accustomed to the island.

But I lived many months on Assateague. 
“Mother?” I would ask. “Why aren’t there any other 
ponies my age?”

“Shhh, now, don’t worry,” she told me. “It’s because 
you’re one of a kind, Lightning.”

Winter was hard on Assateague Island. I was 
still very little, and the cold rain chilled me through 
my coat. But Mother taught me to find shelter under 
the thick loblolly pine trees. I learned to stand out 
of the cold ocean water when nibbling on cord grass 
each morning. And on days when the sun came out, 
I warmed up by frolicking through the marshes and 
practicing my whinnies.
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In the spring, many foals were born. For the 
first time, I had playmates who were my age. It was 
wonderful.

But many of them talked of something that would 
happen in the summer. Many of them whispered about 
“going away,” and I did not know what that meant.

Mother kept track of days for us on a rock on the 
shore. She added lines for days and crossed the lines 
for months. Soon, it was July, and my friends, the other 
foals, were scared.

One day, three men came to our part of the island. 
We saw humans often from afar. They came to look 
at us and point and smile. But these men came right 
over the fence into the thick of the herd! They did not 
look unkind, but they were very matter-of-fact. “Come 
along, ponies,” they told us. “It’s time to go away.”

Go away, I thought. This is what the other foals 
had warned me about! I looked to Mother with fear 
in my eyes.

“It is time, Lightning,” she said, her voice very low 
and soft.

“Time for what, Mother?”

“It is time for you and the other ponies to go away. 
You will leave the herd.”

I did not want to go away. I loved my life here on 
Assateague Island. I loved Mother very much, and I 
loved the other foals I had met in the spring. I loved 
my favorite patch of cord grass. I loved the small waves 
that licked at my hooves just after sunrise.

“Where is away?” I asked Mother.

She nuzzled my shoulder on the lightning streak. 
“I do not know, dear. But I know there is no choice. Pay 
attention now. You must stay with the other foals.”

I didn’t want to leave the island. I didn’t want to 
leave Mother. But the men from the mainland were 
very persistent. They corralled us all and kept us in a 
tight formation. “Time to swim, ponies!”

I saw that they had their own ponies, much bigger 
than us and with finer manes. The big ponies did not 
speak to us foals, but they nudged and nuzzled us into 
the water. I had never swum before, but as soon as the 
ground dropped away in the sea, I found that I could. 
Together, we moved from the island to the mainland: 
the men, the grand ponies, and the foals.

On the mainland, there were many other humans. 
One was wearing a hat and carrying a board. He was 
making marks on the board, much like how Mother 
marked the rocks to track the time. He walked up and 
down the shore, making marks on the board when he 
got to each pony.

Other men lined up to talk to the man in the hat. 
He would point to something on the board and they 
would discuss for a moment. And then there was a 
handshake, and a pony was given a rope, and the man 
guided the pony away with the rope.

The other foals were chattering as we waited. 
“Wonder where I’ll end up!” one of them said.

“Hope there are loblollies at my new home!” said 
another. But I didn’t understand what all of it meant.

I was near the end of the line, but at last the man 
with the board came to me. He looped a thick rope 
over my head and gave the end of it to a young man in 
a cap the color of the sea. “Look at that,” the man said. 
“She’s got a lightning strike across her chest! Think I’ll 
call her Lightning!”

I wondered how the man knew my name. I 
wondered where we were going. He patted my shoulder 
as we walked. I thought, I like this man. He seems kind.

“Okay, Lightning,” he said. “It’s time to go to your 
new home! Going to be a bit of a ride, so let’s get you 
settled in!”

He guided me into a large box on wheels. It was 
full of hay and felt very warm and safe. I was still a little 
scared, but I trusted the man. When I was settled in, he 
closed a gate behind me. The box began to move, and 
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I tried not to be frightened. At least now I knew what 
“going away” meant.

The box moved along for many hours. I wondered 
if it was a whole day, but I didn’t have Mother’s rock to 
keep track. Finally, it stopped. Soon the man opened 
the gate and led me out.

We were at a large farm. It was sunny and cheery, 
and although there was no sea, I could see water nearby. 
I started to walk toward it.

“Whoa, easy there, girl,” the man said. “You’ll fall 
right into the canal if you aren’t careful!”

Canal? I wondered what that word meant. Was it 
the word for the water I saw? But I did not have much 
time to think about it. The man led me to a house just 
for other ponies. I had my own area, which I learned 
was called a “stall.” The pony house was called a “barn.” 
And the other ponies were not ponies at all, but horses. 
The horses told me many things I would need to know 
in my new life.

The horses and I were to work in the field on 
the farm. But my work would not begin until the fall 
harvest. I spent my days in the pasture.

The man was very nice, as were the horses. But I 
was sad. I felt lonely. I missed Assateague Island and 
Mother. But each day I would watch the boats come 
through the canal and it cheered me up.

Each boat was pulled by strong animals called 
mules. They looked like ponies, but the horses said 
they were much stronger. The mules were directed by 
young men who called out commands. And on some of 
the boats, there was another animal called a dog.

Every day I watched the boats, hoping to catch the 
eye of one of the mules. I wanted to be just like them 
someday. But none of them would even look at me. 
However, someone else did—one of the dogs.

“Hello there, pony!” said the dog as he leapt off the 
boat and bounded toward me one afternoon.

“Hello, dog,” I said.

“My name is Fritz,” said the dog. “I am a border 
collie.”

“My name is Lightning,” I said.

“I see you every day,” said Fritz. “Have you got no 
work here at the farm?”

I looked down at the grass. “Not yet. But someday, 
I would love to be a mule!”

Fritz laughed a little dog laugh. “You can’t be a 
mule, silly pony! You’re a pony!”

“But I would like to pull the boats. I would like to 
have a job like that.”

“Ah, well, you’d have to work very hard,” said Fritz. 
He paced about in a small circle and then lay down in 
the grass. “Say, would you like to have a trainer?”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Well, I would hop off the boat every morning and 
help you practice to be like the mules,” he said. “I’m 
very fast, you see, and I could catch right back up to the 
boat later on in the day. Those mules move so slowly!”

“Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it!”

“I’ll be back tomorrow with a plan,” said Fritz.

The next day, Fritz came back. He was carrying a 
large rope in his teeth. “Ready for our training?” he 
asked.

He looped one end of the rope over my head and 
looped the other end around a thick tree branch. “Okay, 
Lightning, pull it!” he said.

The first branch was easy. I could pull this all day! I 
thought. Then Fritz added a second branch, and a third. 
The branches got heavier and heavier—and harder for 
me to pull.

“That’s enough work for today, pony,” said Fritz. 
“Good job! Let’s do it again tomorrow!”
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Every day, Fritz came back to help me train. The 
horses looked at me like I was crazy. “Who wants to 
pull a boat?” they said. “Who wants to stand in that 
dirty water all day?”

But every day I watched the mules and saw how 
proud they were of their job. I wanted to be proud like 
that. I wanted to do something important.

“What goes on the boats?” I asked Fritz one day.

“Everything!” he said. “All of the most important 
things in the world! Coal to make heat. Paving stones 
to build roads. Meat to feed families in the villages. 
Everything!”

I couldn’t wait to work in the canal. I knew it was 
just the right job for me. So every day that summer, 
Fritz and I worked together to build my strength.

At last, in September, the horses were preparing to 
help with the harvest. It was my only chance! The man 
came out to corral the horses and get us ready to go 
into the field. It was the moment Fritz and I had been 
waiting for.

Fritz barked and danced in a little circle to get 
the man’s attention. “What is it, dog?” he asked. Fritz 
barked more and led the man to where I was standing 
behind the barn. I had seven big logs attached to 
ropes behind me. Once I knew the man was looking, 
I started to walk straight ahead with them behind me. 
I kept my shoulders and my head up, proud like I saw 
the mules do.

“Well, look at that,” the man said. “You’ll be great at 
pulling our carts, Lightning!”

Oh no, I thought. That’s not at all what we wanted 
him to think!

“Don’t worry,” Fritz told me, as if he could read my 
mind. “I’ve got it!” He ran back and forth between me 
and the canal, barking all along.

“What’s that, boy?” asked the man. “The canal? You 
think Lightning here would make a good canal horse?”

Fritz finally stopped pacing and sat down promptly, 
wagging his tail and barking. I stomped my hoof for 
good measure.

“Well, it sure seems like that’s the plan you two 
have cooked up!” the man said, laughing. “I’ll see what 
I can do!”

I was overjoyed, but there were several long days 
of waiting. I did not see Fritz; I stayed in the field with 
the horses. And then, one sunny morning, I saw Fritz 
bounding off of one of the boats. “You’re in!” he said. 
“They said it this morning! You’re going on the line 
with me!”

 I kicked my hooves up in excitement. “I’m going 
on a canal boat!” I said. “Oh, thank you, Fritz!” We 
danced around the field excitedly.

“Well, it looks like you two already got the news,” 
said the man. He came around the side of the barn. “I’ll 
miss you, Lightning, but it seems you’ve found your 
place.”

I whinnied to show my appreciation. That very 
day, we went to one of the locks at the canal to get me 
fitted for my gear and hooked up to a boat. “You did it, 
Lightning!” said Fritz, very proud.

“Because of your help!” I said.

We started off on the canal that day, carrying 
important goods to all of the towns. Each time we 
passed by my old farm, I whinnied and nodded to the 
horses there, and they whinnied back. I stood proud 
in the canal each day, and I let the little children of the 
towns come up and pat my forelock. 

Fritz and I worked the canal for many years 
together. We made many more friends along the way 
and did many important deliveries. And never again 
was I lonely or bored. I had my purpose, and although 
I never forgot Assateague Island, I was very, very happy 
on the C&O Canal.
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The Love Bug
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Mallory Chick

Andrew Chapman had survived four whole 
months of sixth grade. It wasn’t easy; middle school 
was a confusing place. To begin with, you had to wear 
the right clothes, sit at the right lunch table—the rules 
went on and on, and they could change in a flash. You 
had to keep up. One wrong move and you were fish 
food for the hungry eighth grade sharks. In the fast-
paced world of middle school, Andrew quickly realized 
the only thing he knew for sure was that he wasn’t sure 
about anything at all.

Furthermore—as if Andrew didn’t have enough 
to worry about—he was becoming convinced that all 
of his friends had some sort of flu. They were acting 
strangely; instead of talking about baseball and music 
and the usual guy stuff, they all wanted to talk about 
girls. Even weirder, they wanted to talk to girls. A 

few girls had even started sitting with Andrew and 
his friends at lunch. Andrew wasn’t sure when that 
had happened. Last he’d heard, girls had cooties. 
Apparently, now it was the guys who had some bizarre 
illness. Andrew wondered if he would catch it. 

Andrew realized that it might be hard to avoid, 
though. The principal had announced last week that 
there would be a big dance in the gym on Valentine’s 
Day. Since then, pink and red had invaded the halls. 
Everywhere Andrew looked he saw posters and giant 
glittering hearts advertising the dance. He found 
himself in grave danger of catching this bizarre flu. He 
wondered if his mom would let him stay home from 
school until Valentine’s Day was over.

***
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“Andrew, telephone!” Andrew’s mom called from 
the kitchen. Andrew ran in and grabbed the handset 
off the counter. “It’s Tony,” his mom informed him.

“Hey, Tony,” Andrew said into the phone.

“Hey, man,” Tony replied. “Listen, I can’t play 
football today. I have to go to the mall with Angelica 
instead.” Andrew silently rolled his eyes. Angelica was 
Tony’s girlfriend, which basically meant Tony had to 
do whatever Angelica said. And she was really bossy.

“Whatever. Maybe tomorrow,” Andrew offered. 
“Have fun,” he added sarcastically. 

“Yeah, right. See ya.” Tony hung up. Andrew put 
the handset back on the charger and shook his head. 

“What’s up?” asked Andrew’s mom as she set a plate 
of brownies on the counter between them. Andrew 
explained the phone call. 

“Tony has a girlfriend, huh?” Andrew’s mom said 
with a smile. “It sounds like he has the love bug.” She 
broke off a piece of brownie and popped it in her mouth.

“What do you mean?” Andrew asked.

“You know, the love bug,” she said. “It happens 
when hanging out with a girl becomes more important 
than doing guy stuff.”

“Oh,” Andrew replied thoughtfully. So that’s what 
all the guys at school had. “Is it contagious?” he asked 
with concern.

“Not exactly,” his mom explained. “It’s not a real 
illness. It just happens at a certain age.”

“If what Tony has is the love bug, I don’t want it,” 
Andrew decided. His mom just laughed as she finished 
her brownie. 

“We’ll see,” she said.

***

The next afternoon, Andrew and his friends were 
gathered in the school parking lot. They were just about 
to start for home when a shrill voice stopped them.

“Anthony Nucci!” It was Angelica. She stopped 
a little way from the group and put her hands on her 
hips. Tony’s eyes widened. “We have to talk,” she told 
him with a raised eyebrow and a scowl.

“Uh-oh,” said Justin quietly. “My dad said it’s 
never a good thing when a woman says that.” The boys 
shuffled their feet and avoided looking at Tony. Having 
no other choice, Tony left the group and went over to 
Angelica. She immediately let out a torrent of words 
that caused her hands to flail wildly around her head. 
Andrew and the other boys walked away, leaving Tony 
at the mercy of his girlfriend.

As they left, Justin shuddered and let out a long, 
low whistle. They all nodded slowly in agreement. 
Andrew thought about what his mom had said. If that 
was the love bug, why would anyone want it? His mom 
had said it wasn’t exactly contagious. Still, he hoped he 
wouldn’t catch it. 

***

 The love bug was spreading rapidly with the 
approach of Valentine’s Day. As a result, the girls were 
acting even odder than usual. When Jessica Dines 
passed Andrew in the hall, she called out, “Hi, An-
drew,” in a sing-song voice and then giggled loudly 
with her friends. Embarrassed, Andrew just ducked 
his head low and kept walking. It wasn’t only the sixth 
grade girls, either; the teachers also had symptoms. 
Miss Avery, Andrew’s English teacher, was even talking 
about love stories. 

“Settle down, class,” Miss Avery announced. “As 
you know, we’ve been discussing Greek mythology. 
Today we’re going to learn about the Trojan War. Does 
anyone know how the Trojan War began?” The students 
shook their heads. “It all started because of love,” Miss 
Avery informed them.
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Of course it did, thought Andrew with a frown. 
Miss Avery explained that the Trojan War was a war 
that happened in Greek mythology. It began when 
Paris, prince of the city of Troy, fell in love with Helen, 
wife of King Menelaus of Sparta. Paris took Helen back 
to Troy with him and married her without Menelaus 
knowing. When Menelaus discovered this, he was so 
angry that he took the entire Greek army to fight Paris 
and the city of Troy. The war lasted ten years. In the 
end, Troy was destroyed, Paris was killed, and Helen 
went back to Sparta with Menelaus. 

“They fought an entire war over love?” asked 
Justin in disbelief. “It sounds like a whole lot of trouble 
for nothing.”

“Not for nothing,” argued Bethany, who sat in front 
of Andrew. “It was for love. It’s romantic.”

“But Paris’s whole city was destroyed just because 
he stole Helen from her husband. That’s crazy!” Justin 
insisted. An argument soon erupted among several 
students about whether Paris was romantic or out of 
his mind. Andrew, on the other hand, was deep in 
thought. If the love bug could start a ten-year war and 
destroy a whole city, it was even more dangerous than 
he thought. He was convinced that he wanted nothing 
to do with love. He made up his mind to avoid the love 
bug altogether.  

***

Andrew tugged at his collared shirt and wondered 
again why he had agreed to come. He looked around 
the gym as the music thumped loudly through the 
speakers. To Andrew, going to a dance meant standing 
around and trying not to look awkward. It obviously 

meant the same thing to everyone else—kids lined the 
gym walls, but the dance floor was empty.

Actually, Andrew’s friends had practically forced 
him to come. “Everyone is going. You can’t sit at 
home alone on Valentine’s Day,” they had insisted. 
Eventually, Andrew had agreed so that he could hang 
out with his buddies. However, Andrew’s friends were 
more interested in talking to a group of girls. Among 
the group were Tony’s girlfriend, Angelica, and Jessica 
Dines. Every few minutes, Andrew would catch Jessica 
looking at him. He noticed with some alarm that she 
had pretty eyes. He looked away and tugged at his 
collar uncomfortably.

When a slow song began to play, a few couples 
headed for the dance floor. Angelica begged Tony to 
dance with her and dragged him away before he could 
protest. As the group dwindled, Andrew found himself 
alone with Jessica. She looked up at him and smiled.

“I like this song,” she said. Andrew couldn’t 
think of anything to say. His mouth was suddenly 
dry, so he just nodded his head. They stood there in 
embarrassed silence, watching the dancing couples. 
Andrew struggled to think of something—anything—
to say. But it was as if he had forgotten every word he 
ever knew. The seconds ticked by like hours. His mind 
raced. Just when he had finally formed a clear sentence 
in his mind, Jessica planted a swift kiss on his cheek 
and walked quickly away. He stood frozen in shock, 
his eyes wide. He felt his cheeks burn, and his stomach 
flip-flopped. He wasn’t sure if he felt like laughing or 
throwing up. And in that moment, he knew he had 
caught the love bug. Surprisingly, though, he didn’t 
mind. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all.
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The Battle of Hampton Roads
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II

The American Civil War occurred between 
1861 and 1865 and was fought between the 

Confederacy in the South and the Union in the North. 
Despite the bloodshed and destruction caused by the 
war, there were many new developments in technology 
that brought about a very powerful nation. One of 
these new technologies was put to the test in the Battle 
of Hampton Roads when two ironclad ships fought.

The two ironclads, named the CSS Virginia and 
the USS Monitor, battled on March 9, 1862. Until 
this battle, all ships had been constructed of wood. 
Ironclads, however, were wooden ships that were 
plated in metal armor. Cannonballs could not cause 
nearly as much damage to this new type of ship. When 
these two ships were revealed to the world, countries 
with strong navies such as Britain and France realized 

that they were powerless against this new American 
technology. One ship could sink a fleet.

The Confederate ship, the CSS Virginia, was built 
from the old Union steamship USS Merrimack. The 
Union had sunk the Merrimack at the beginning of 
the war so that the Confederacy could not use it, but 
the ship had not been destroyed. This allowed the 
Confederacy to salvage the ship and rebuild it into the 
CSS Virginia. The reason the Confederacy covered it 
in iron was because it needed a ship that could break 
through many Union vessels. The Union had completely 
surrounded the southern states with its fleet. This war 
strategy, called a “blockade,” was meant to choke the 
South until it ran out of resources for fighting. The CSS 
Virginia would be able to break the blockade so that 
the South could trade with other countries that would 
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help its cause. The ship had ten guns that pointed out 
of ports in the sides, front, and back of it. A ram was 
put on the front. Since wooden ships were no threat, 
the CSS Virginia was a scary sight to the Union fleet in 
the harbor.

The USS Monitor was built by the Union when 
it discovered that the Confederacy was building an 
ironclad. The design of the Union ship was much 
different. Instead of having many guns, the Monitor 
had only two. They were mounted in a revolving turret 
and were larger than the guns on the Virginia. The only 
parts of the ship visible above the water were the gun 
turret and a small smokestack. It was built solely to 
battle the Virginia.

The Battle of Hampton Roads began on March 
8, 1862, in Virginia where the James River meets the 
Chesapeake Bay. The Virginia steamed into the harbor 
from Norfolk with several other ships to battle the 
Union warships. The Union had five warships in the 
water and several other supporting ships. The Virginia 
wasted little time and headed right for the Union 
warships. The Union fired at the Virginia, but the 
cannonballs bounced off the side. The Virginia then 
rammed the warship USS Cumberland, which quickly 
sank. The Virginia set its sights on the USS Congress 
next. In a panic, the captain of the Congress ran the 
ship aground and surrendered, after which it was set on 
fire. The USS Minnesota ran aground as it was leaving 
a Union fort to enter the battle. However, because the 

tide was going down and the Virginia sat very low in 
the water, the captain of the Virginia decided that the 
USS Minnesota would be attacked the next day.

As the Virginia returned inland for repairs, the USS 
Monitor steamed into Hampton Roads and prepared to 
protect the USS Minnesota. When the Virginia arrived, 
it attacked despite not really knowing what the Monitor 
was due to its strange appearance. After missing with 
the first shot, a lengthy battle began and lasted for 
hours at close range. The two ironclads bombarded 
each other, but neither had an upper hand in the battle. 
By chance, a shot from the CSS Virginia exploded 
when it hit the turret of the USS Monitor, blinding the 
pilot of the ship. The Monitor had to withdraw for a 
time. The Virginia believed the Monitor was leaving in 
defeat, and while it wanted to attack the Minnesota, it 
was late and the Virginia needed extensive repairs. As 
a result, it also withdrew. When the Monitor returned 
to the battle, the Virginia was gone. Both sides thought 
they had won.

While the battle between the Monitor and the 
Virginia did not change the tide of the war, it changed 
the future of naval technology. It sent other countries 
into panic because all of their ships were vulnerable as 
wooden ones. By the end of the Civil War, the United 
States boasted one of the strongest, most technologically 
advanced militaries on the planet. Any country that 
thought to attack the United States reconsidered.
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Environmental Change
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Kent Kerr

Environments can change due to a wide range 
of causes. These changes can be major or 

minor, rapid or gradual. Nature can cause changes to 
an environment, while other changes are caused by 
humans. Living things can cause changes, and so can 
nonliving things. These changes can be positive or 
negative. Some events can actually cause both positive 
and negative changes at the same time. This essay 
will explore a number of the factors that can change 
environments from across the spectrum.

Many nonliving things can have an effect on 
the environment. Some of these things do not even 
involve any kind of living thing. For example, an 
environment can change because of events that occur 
in nature, without intervention from living things. 
Sometimes they happen fast. Other times they happen 

across an exceptionally long span. Some events that 
occur quickly include forest fires, earthquakes, and 
hurricanes. An example of something that takes longer 
would be weathering.

The effects of a forest fire can devastate a 
community. A forest fire can destroy shelter for 
animals, burn and destroy vegetation, and disrupt 
generations of development. However, it might also 
have some positive effects. Some kinds of trees make 
seeds that can only grow after they’ve been burned. A 
forest fire can also clear overpopulated communities as 
well, which can help the system rebuild free of disease.

An earthquake is another nonliving cause of 
environmental change. An earthquake can change the 
landscape completely in a matter of seconds. Sometimes 
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the land slides, which causes it to rise. Other times the 
land might separate. This can disrupt vegetation in 
the area and cause it to die. This can lead to a chain 
effect in which the local animal life that depends on 
vegetation for food will die or relocate. Earthquakes 
can also have benefits, however. An earthquake might 
cause the development of a natural basin for storing 
water. It might also make a rock formation that can be 
used for shelter.

A hurricane can also change an environment quite 
quickly. The most powerful hurricanes can tear apart 
vast areas across the globe. A hurricane usually leads 
to flooding as well, so the effects of the hurricane can 
last much longer than those of other natural events. 
Conversely to forest fires, hurricanes can bring 
enormous amounts of water to areas in drought. They 
can also refill underground aquifers. Depending on 
the situation, a hurricane can destroy an environment 
or save it.

One of the least noticeable nonliving 
environmental changes is weathering. Weathering 
describes the breaking down of rock through forced 
contact with air and water. The change happens over 
vast periods of time. With technology and repeated 
observation, though, scientists have been able to show 
entire mountains disappearing from weathering. This 
natural change can cause avalanches in snowy regions. 
It can force natural dams to cave in, releasing massive 
amounts of water. It can even make cliff tops crumble 
under their own weight.

Many other nonliving causes of change in the 
environment happen naturally. Some of these changes 
can be very negative, but those same changes may have 
benefits as well. Many naturally occurring changes in 
the environment help to keep balance, even if it seems 
like chaos.

While quite a few nonliving factors can cause 
environmental change, there are equally as many living 
factors that cause it as well. Just like nonliving factors, 
the living ones can make changes that are both harmful 
and helpful, depending on one’s perspective. From the 

smallest bacteria to the most fearsome lions, all living 
things within an environment have an effect on each 
other. Some can even have an effect from far away.

Some bacteria can be difficult to see with the naked 
eye. However, bacteria can completely destroy an 
environment. In other cases, they can be a cornerstone 
in the success of a system of life. Certain kinds of 
bacteria are very harmful. If breathed in, they can cause 
death to a more complex organism. Other bacteria are 
helpful. For example, take the bacteria found inside 
some animals’ mouths. Those bacteria can help break 
down the food that gets stuck in animals’ teeth. If those 
bacteria did not exist, that food would stay stuck in 
the animals’ teeth, causing tooth decay and problems 
with their gums. If an animal loses its teeth, it might 
not be able to survive. Carnivores in the wild cannot 
survive without their sharp teeth. So, carnivores and 
the bacteria in their mouths have what is called a 
symbiotic relationship. The carnivore needs its teeth to 
be cleaned, and the bacteria in its mouth need the food 
in the carnivore’s teeth.

Another small—but more easily seen—living thing 
that has an effect on its environment is grass. Did you 
know that every single blade of grass is its own plant 
with roots? There are many different kinds of grass in 
different environments. Places that have more rain and 
are close to sea level have thicker grass that can soak 
up more ground water. More mountainous areas have 
thinner grass. This grass is more flexible in the wind 
and doesn’t need as much water. The thinner grass is 
also more easily digested by animals that eat it. Imagine 
switching those two kinds of grass. If switched, the 
more watery area would be mostly puddles and ponds 
because the thin grass could not soak up enough water. 
As a result, all of the other plants and animals would 
have to deal with the extra water. In the mountainous 
region, the thick grass would not receive enough water 
to survive. It would likely die. Then the animals that 
eat the grass would lose their food source and die. The 
larger animals that eat them would lose their food source 
and die. The entire ecosystem would be destroyed.



104

Lions are typically found in mountains all over the 
world or in the savannah lands of Africa. As the top 
natural predator in the wild, it would be easy for the 
lioness to kill all of its prey quickly and eat banquet style 
with its family. This is not the case. Lions are part of a 
larger environment that requires them to ration their 
food. If they overeat, they will run out of food before 
their prey can reproduce. If any food source becomes 
endangered in their area, the lions will have to move 
or they will not survive. Another reason lions do not 
kill prey and stockpile it for later is because of harmful 
bacteria. When an animal decays, bacteria and other 
organisms are breaking it down. If a lion eats these 
bacteria, it can become very sick or even die. Even the 
king of the jungle can be taken down by something too 
small to see!

The living factors of the environment can have 
vast consequences when changed. But they can also 
have exceptional benefits. When the changes in the 
environment are expected, then the environment can 
benefit and all of the organisms living there thrive. If 
the change is unexpected, or too much changes at once, 
the entire environment can be destroyed.

Humans can affect their environment in ways equal 
to, or sometimes even greater than, nature itself. The 
effects of humans on the nonliving environment can be 
both harmful and beneficial. Changing the landscape, 
mining for resources, and disposing waste are just a few 
ways humans impact the nonliving environment. The 
effects can be frightening when they go unchecked, but 
there are some people who try to keep balance.

One major change that humans cause is the 
building of communities and cities in natural areas. 
The heightened activity in a habitat—a place where a 
living thing usually lives—can cause many problems 
with the wildlife, but nonliving things are affected too. 
Large portions of land are built up or broken down to 
be made level and easy to place buildings upon. This 
can change weather patterns over time if the area 
is large enough. It also changes how the land is able 
to provide nutrients for plants to grow without help. 
Some people work to protect landscapes. They section 

off parts of the natural landscape by making it illegal to 
build there. In the United States, these places are called 
“preserves.” They are areas where the nonliving and 
living elements of the environment are undisturbed by 
people who would change the natural state.

When humans mine for resources, they also have 
an effect on the nonliving environment. For example, 
humans currently need coal and oil for energy. These 
are located underground, so digging or drilling is 
necessary to get to them. The digging and drilling can 
be disruptive to the natural environment because coal 
and oil would not naturally come to the surface most 
of the time. Oil can poison water sources, which would 
affect many living organisms. This poisoning is called 
pollution. Many people work to clean up any mistakes, 
though. Individuals and large groups of people clean 
up oil spills, make laws against polluting certain areas, 
and even make it so that some areas are not allowed to 
be mined at all.

Human waste, or trash, is another significant factor 
that changes the nonliving environment. Because 
humans produce so much waste, much of it that does 
not decompose must be placed in landfills. These are 
places where trash accumulates away from people. 
However, they still affect the rest of the environment. 
Even if handled properly, trash can still pollute soil and 
water. Many people try to fight this problem. At the 
very least, all people agree that recycling, which is the 
act of reusing certain kinds of waste, is a good idea. 
Plastic, metal cans, glass, and paper can be recycled, 
which cuts down on waste. Recycling paper is especially 
helpful. Doing so decreases the need to cut down trees, 
which are needed for oxygen.

The human impact on the nonliving environment 
is scary when it is ignored. Some humans do not see the 
need to protect the environment. Some do not think 
the human impact is significant enough to warrant 
changes. Others work very hard to conserve every day 
by recycling or helping clean up pollution. One thing 
is for sure: the impact humans have on the nonliving 
environment can have major effects on the living.
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The human impact on other living organisms in an 
environment can be both harmful and beneficial. From 
cutting down entire forests to planting thousands of 
trees, humans make a big difference on plant life. They 
also impact animals and bacteria as well. Some changes 
are meant to intentionally destroy forms of life. Others 
are meant to save life forms from extinction.

Human actions can have complex effects on 
other life forms. For example, some bacteria will 
cause sickness and even death to humans. To fight 
these bacteria, humans created antibacterial creams 
and sanitizers. While this is a good change to the 
environment for humans, it has had negative effects for 
humans as well. Penicillin, the first antibiotic medicine 
for killing bacteria, only killed most kinds of bacteria. 
Some bacteria were not affected. As a result, those 
tough bacteria are the ones that reproduced most. 
Scientists and researchers continue to develop more 
antibacterial medicines, but each time, some bacteria 
manage to survive. As a result, these “super bacteria” 
are difficult to kill. Now humans must continue to find 
new ways to deal with the effects they have caused.

Humans have impacted plant life in significant 
ways. The most significant has been deforestation. 
The removal of trees for human use can impact entire 
ecosystems to the point of total devastation. Soil turns 
rotten, animals lose homes and food, and trees become 
unable to return. Luckily, some have realized the 
danger of deforestation. They have decided to deal with 
its effects and protect the forests as well as themselves. 
Since trees need to reproduce to be renewable, some 
countries have passed laws that require individuals and 

companies to plant a new tree for every tree they cut 
down. This kind of planning allows humans to benefit 
from the trees while ensuring that the ecosystem 
continues to survive.

Humans have a significant impact on animals, too. 
Since humans like to keep some animals as pets, many 
animals are born in captivity or taken directly from 
the wild. Humans are more able to adapt to different 
environments, so some animals are taken out of their 
natural environments and brought to places where they 
may not belong. For example, giant pythons, which are 
extremely large snakes, are sometimes taken as pets. 
Humans often quickly find out that they may not be 
able to take care of such large animals. In the United 
States, people have released giant pythons into the wild 
in near-tropical environments like the Everglades in 
Florida. This action has changed the entire ecosystem 
because it introduced a large predator that requires lots 
of food. Other animals must struggle to compete with 
them for food. Even crocodiles and alligators struggle 
because they are so big. This seemingly small action 
has had a huge effect.

Humans impact the living organisms in the 
environment in positive and negative ways. There is a 
very fine line between the effects that are good for all 
living things and those that are bad for them. Some 
negative effects could not be known in advance. Some 
of the changes are meant to intentionally destroy life in 
order to enhance the lives of other organisms. One thing 
is for sure: for better or worse, humans have a significant 
impact on the living organisms around them.
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Technical Writing Examples
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Kimberly Stannard

Assembling the 
Modern Home 

Bookcase 

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

8

9

You will need a flat head screwdriver and a hammer.

Remove all of the provided pieces from the 
packaging. There should be eight pieces 
labeled A through H.

Open the provided plastic bag of eight screws, 
eight nails, and twelve pegs.

Place the base labeled A face up on the floor and 
tilt it on its back side so the bottom is toward you 
and the top is facing away from you.

Align the holes on the left side of the base with the 
holes on the bottom of the side piece labeled B.

Attach the pieces with a screw in each hole, 
using the screwdriver to tighten the screws.

Attach the other side piece labeled C to the right 
side of the base and attach it in the same manner.

Place the top piece labeled D between the side 
pieces at the top and align the holes.

Attach the pieces with a screw in each hole, 
using the screwdriver to tighten the screws.

Turn the unit over so the back side is up.

page 1
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Align the back piece with the sides of the unit.

Insert each shelf piece (labeled F, G, and H) 
just above the pegs and let it rest on the pegs.

Attach the back piece to the unit using the 
hammer to lightly tap in the nails. Evenly 
distribute the eight nails around the back piece.

Stand the unit right side up.

Dust the unit with a cloth or duster to remove 
any dust created during assembly.

Pound in the pegs lightly with the hammer to 
secure them.

Insert four pegs into the holes in the side pieces 
at the desired height of each shelf. Be sure that 
all four pegs are even at each height.

11

16

12

13
17

15

14

10 Place the back cover piece labeled E over the 
unit with the right side facing down.

page 2
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LAB PROCEDURE

Testing Sugar Content in Foods 

The following is a lab procedure by a team of scientists at a health food 
manufacturing company. The scientists needed to measure how much sugar the 
company’s products contain in order to earn the endorsement of the American 
Diabetes Association. 

First, the sugar content of the company’s ten foods was measured. Each of ten 
test tubes was filled with 40  drops of distilled water. A small sample from each 
food was ground with a mortar and pestle. One gram of each sample was added 
to a test tube labeled with the name of the food. Ten drops of the chemical reagent 
Benedict’s solution was added to each test tube. The test tubes were then heated 
in a hot water bath of 50°C for five minutes. Any color changes in the test liquids 
were recorded. This test was repeated three times to ensure accurate results. 

Second, the sugar content of each of the company’s five diet sodas was measured. 
Each drink was left uncovered to degas at room temperature for 48 hours before 
the test. A 300 mL sample of each drink was poured into a graduated cylinder. 
A Brix hydrometer was floated in each sample liquid for two minutes. After the 
allotted time, a reading was taken and recorded from each Brix hydrometer. The 
following equation was then used to determine the sugar content of an entire 22-
oz. (651 mL) bottle of each drink: (Brix reading in grams)/100 mL = X g/651 mL. 
Solving for X gave the sugar content of each bottle. The test was repeated three 
times to ensure accurate results.

Source: 
“Food Chemistry Experiments.” Science Company, 2014. Web. 11 Feb. 2014.  

http://www.sciencecompany.com/Food-Chemistry-Experiments-W151.aspx 
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Patient Diagnosis:
Strep Throat

Your doctor has diagnosed you with strep throat. Strep throat is a bacterial infection 
in the throat and tonsils. It begins as a sore throat and becomes worse over a few days. 
Strep throat can cause any of the following symptoms:

To diagnose strep throat, your doctor may have performed a rapid strep test. In a rapid strep 
test, the throat is swabbed to collect bacteria. The bacteria are tested for strep in-office, and 
results are ready in about ten minutes. However, a rapid strep test is not always accurate. 
Your doctor may have performed further tests, including a throat culture. This type of test 
takes longer to obtain results. 

Unlike a common sore throat, which is caused by a virus, strep throat is caused by 
streptococcal bacteria. Therefore, strep throat needs to be treated with antibiotics. 
Antibiotics are medicines that destroy bacteria and prevent them from spreading to other 
areas of the body. Your doctor may have prescribed penicillin, amoxicillin, or a similar 
antibiotic. Once you begin taking an antibiotic, you should begin to feel better in twenty-
four hours. Additionally, drink ample fluids and get plenty of rest. Contact your doctor or 
pharmacist with any questions regarding your medication.

Strep throat is contagious. Avoid unnecessary contact with others while the bacteria are 
contagious. Strep throat is usually not contagious after the first twenty-four hours of 
treatment with an antibiotic. Wash your hands often to stop the spread of bacteria. Contact 
your doctor if your condition does not improve or symptoms get worse.

• severe sore throat
• swollen tonsils
• fever
• white spots on the back of the throat

• difficulty or pain when swallowing
• headache
• rash
• nausea
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We Need a Playground!
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Brian Cibelli

Friends and neighbors, an important part of life 
is making sure one receives enough play time. 

No matter what age, every person can benefit from 
time to unwind and play in a safe place. Some will play 
with others. Some may play alone. But one thing is 
for sure: everyone can use a little bit of play! It is this 
writer’s opinion that, in order to improve the amount 
of safe play children are naturally getting, we need to 
build a playground in the neighborhood.

The first playgrounds were actually built in 
connection with schools. This means that learning 
institutions, designed to help children become better 
equipped to enter the world as adults, thought that 
playgrounds were necessary. According to research 
on child development, children need free play to help 
brain development as well as burn off excess energy. 
This can lead to higher attention in settings where 
sitting still may be required. We need a playground 
nearby to give the children in our community a chance 
to burn some energy and have stronger brains!

In 1907, President Theodore Roosevelt made it his 
mission to make playgrounds available in cities. You 
may be wondering why the president of the United 
States thought that playing was important. He said:

“City streets are unsatisfactory playgrounds for 
children because of the danger, because most good 
games are against the law, because they are too hot in 
summer, and because in crowded sections of the city 
they are apt to be schools of crime.”

Roosevelt was right! According to statistics in 2012, 
more than one hundred years later, neighborhoods 
with no working playgrounds had more juvenile 
crime cases and accidental deaths than neighborhoods 
with usable playgrounds. Our neighborhood needs a 
playground—by order of the president!

Another benefit to having a playground in the 
neighborhood is that it brings people together. Even if 
the children are the ones playing, it brings their parents 
there to watch them as well. This way, more parents will 
meet each other. Maybe they will schedule playdates 
and help their children make more friends! According 
to the Department of Health (2004), when children 
and families come together in places like playgrounds, 
it enhances the community’s ability to keep an eye 
on everyone’s children and help with their social 
development. It’s kind of like being on a team with lots 
of coaches to help everyone instead of just one or two 
coaches. Our neighborhood needs this playground!

Sometimes playing alone can make kids think 
they aren’t important to anyone. Sometimes children 
think they don’t have any friends. Research has shown 
evidence that the use of playgrounds improves children’s 
self-esteem because they provide lots of choices for 
fun and plenty of chances to play with others. Our 
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neighborhood needs to get together and just have fun 
so that everyone can feel good about themselves. With 
a playground, all of the children can come together 
and play with one another. Our community needs this 
playground!

Some dissenters might worry about the safety 
of our children on playground equipment. Safety is 
definitely important to this writer. While accidental 
injury is a concern, recently developed equipment for 
playgrounds is much safer than when playgrounds were 
first made from all metal with gravel floors. Now there 
are playgrounds covered with rubber padding so that 
children can trip and still be all right. Many of the toys 
on the grounds are fastened to the floor so that they 
cannot be removed. The more physically demanding 
structures and toys have resistors so that younger, less-
developed children are not strong enough to move 

them and hurt themselves. If safety is a concern, our 
goal should be to select the appropriate equipment in 
advance, not stop a playground from happening at all. 
We need this playground in our neighborhood!

This writer urges the reader to advocate for a 
playground in our neighborhood. If you are an adult 
who has the voting power, just remember the facts. 
This will cut down on crime, decrease accidental 
death, and improve the social development of our 
neighborhood’s children. If you are a child reading 
this essay, state those facts to your parents! Make sure 
they know how good this will be for you and them. If 
you need to, use the broken record technique and keep 
asking if they’ve voted yet. We can get this playground 
in our neighborhood and we will all benefit from it, but 
you need to go out and make it happen!
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Lewis and Clark: Discovering the West
 

by Sarah Marino
illustrated by David Rushbrook

In the winter of 1803, the US Congress agreed to 
fund an expansion project of President Thomas 

Jefferson. The project would fund a group of explorers 
to go on an expedition to survey the unmapped West. 
Jefferson’s main goal for the project was to make contact 
with western Native Americans and create trade with 
them. Finally, Jefferson also wished to gain knowledge 
of the plants and animals that lived in the West, as it 
was uncharted territory. Congress provided $2,500 for 
the expedition (which would be worth nearly $40,000 
in 2014). President Jefferson named the traveling 
group the Corps of Discovery. The Corps was to be led 
by Meriwether Lewis, Jefferson’s personal secretary, 
and William Clark, Lewis’s friend. Lewis was a captain 
in the US Army.

Before setting out on the journey, Lewis went to 
Philadelphia to learn various skills from the nation’s 
best scientists. He was trained in mapmaking, land 
surveying, botany, mathematics, anatomy, and 
medicine, among other subjects. While in Philadelphia, 
he also procured many tools and items needed for 
the trip. These included rifles, a chronometer (a kind 
of timekeeper), a sextant for navigation, blankets, 
medicines, food, and candles. Lewis also got ink 
and journal paper for taking notes. Lastly, Lewis 
purchased items to be used in gift exchanges with 
Native Americans. Exchanging gifts was important to 
many native cultures. Some of the gift items included 
mirrors, beads, scissors, and tobacco. The Corps of 
Discovery carried some 3,500 pounds of goods.
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Lewis set out on the first part of his journey in the 
summer of 1803. He crossed the Appalachians and 
stayed for a time in Pittsburgh. There, he built a keelboat 
to take his cargo down the Ohio River to Indiana where 
he picked up his partner, William Clark. The two were 
joined by some additional soldiers, Clark’s African-
American slave York, and Lewis’s Newfoundland dog 
Seaman. 

The team spent the winter of 1803–1804 at Camp 
Dubois, near St. Louis. While there, the two leaders 
recruited more men for the Corps of Discovery. They 
also gathered additional provisions for the rest of their 
group. In May of 1804, the group began their westward 
journey up the Missouri River.

While traveling, Lewis and Clark wrote in their 
journals and made maps of the terrain. They were 
also responsible for naming new waterways, such as 
streams and rivers, as well as plants and unknown 
animals that had not been encountered before. In July 
they came to the mouth of the Platte River, in present-
day Nebraska. There they had their first meeting with 
western Native Americans. The natives were from 
the Oto and Missouri tribes. While there, one of the 
members of the expedition suffered from appendicitis 
and died. He was the only member of the Corps to die 
during the trip.

As the group traveled up into present-day North 
Dakota, the landscape of the plains came into view. 
There were fewer trees and more tall grasses. There was 
a multitude of buffalo and many groups of prairie dogs. 
To prepare for the winter of 1805, the Corps built Fort 
Mandan near a few native villages. During this time, 
the group became friendly with the tribes and some 
English and French fur traders who had been there 
for years. One French trader, Toussaint Charbonneau, 
became an interpreter for the group. Lewis and 
Clark asked him to continue on in the expedition. 
Accompanying Charbonneau was his young Shoshone 
wife, Sacagawea, who was pregnant. Her baby was born 
that February and the two also journeyed west with the 
travelers. This traveling party consisted of thirty-three 

members. After that, no one else came or left. Those 
thirty-three constituted the “permanent” party that 
would make the entire journey to Oregon and back.

In the spring of 1805, the group headed west into 
present-day Montana. They encountered enormous 
herds of buffalo, grizzly bears, and the Great Falls of the 
Missouri River. Heading southwest, near the Montana-
Idaho border, they came upon the lands of the Shoshone 
tribe. Sacagawea recognized some landmarks and 
was reunited with her brother when they reached the 
tribe’s village. Lewis explored the area and reached the 
summit of the ridge of the Continental Divide.

The group next had to travel through the Bitterroot 
Mountains in the Rockies. They dealt with freezing 
weather and dangerous terrain. Still, they managed to 
get through the mountains. After doing so, they came 
across the territory of the Nez Perce tribe, with whom 
they traded to get additional supplies. 

From there, the group built canoes and traveled 
down the Columbia River into present-day Oregon. 
When they glimpsed Mount Hood and the Pacific 
Ocean, they realized that their journey was complete. 
They had traversed the entire West and had reached the 
opposite coast of the United States. The group spent the 
summer in northwest Oregon and built Fort Clatsop. It 
was named after the Clatsop native tribe that resided in 
the area. That tribe provided the expedition team with 
information to help them survive the winter. Before 
departing, Lewis and Clark left Fort Clatsop and its 
remaining furniture and provisions to the Clatsops’ 
chief, Coboway.

The Corps began its trek home in late March of 
1806. They reached Fort Mandan in North Dakota in 
August, where they parted ways with Charbonneau and 
Sacagawea. On September 23, 1806, the group reached 
St. Louis and considered their journey complete. 

The Lewis and Clark expedition changed America. 
They generated new knowledge of the West and all 
it contained. The maps they created and the new 
waterways and landforms they found helped to turn 
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the uncharted territory into a known terrain. In 
addition, they discovered new species of vegetation 
and animals, findings that enhanced the knowledge 
of the scientific community. Their expedition also 
established peaceable relationships with many friendly 

Native American tribes of the West. The roughly two-
and-a-half-year journey of over four thousand miles 
was accomplished with little violence and death, and 
with great industriousness and success.
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Written Music Glossary
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Kent Kerr

bass clef:  the symbol sometimes found on the second staff of a piece of music that shows the lower 
range of notes

eighth note:  a note that lasts for one-eighth the length of a whole note; represented by a black dot 
attached to a line with a flag

flat:  a note that is lower in pitch by half a step; represented by a symbol that looks like an italicized 
lowercase b

forte:  a symbol shaped like an italicized lowercase f that indicates the notes should be played or 
sung loudly

half note:  a note that lasts for half the length of a whole note; represented by an o-shaped symbol with 
a line attached to it
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measure (or bar):  a segment on a music staff that designates a given number of beats, usually four

piano:  a symbol shaped like an italicized lowercase p that indicates the notes should be played or 
sung softly

pitch:  the highness or lowness of a note

quarter note:  a note that lasts for one-fourth the length of a whole note; represented by a black dot with a 
line attached to it

rest:  a symbol that designates an amount of silence between notes

sharp:  a note that is higher in pitch by half a step; represented by a symbol that looks like a number 
sign (#)  

staff:  the five lines and four spaces on which musical notes are written

time signature:  the fraction at the beginning of a piece of music that regulates its rhythm; the top number 
shows how many beats are in each measure, most commonly four

treble clef:  the symbol on the first staff, or treble staff, of a piece of music that shows the higher range 
of notes

whole note:  a note that lasts for four beats; represented by an o-shaped symbol 
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My Not-So-Fun Trip to the Zoo
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Sean Kennedy

“Are we there yet?” asked my five-year-old 
sister from the backseat.

“Almost, sweetie,” Mom replied patiently, smiling 
at her in the rearview mirror. I rolled my eyes. My sister 
was so excited to go to the zoo. I, on the other hand, 
was not. I didn’t much care for the zoo. It made me 
sad to see those poor animals locked in cages. Plus, last 
time I visited the zoo, I had to hold my nose the entire 
time. No one bothered to tell me that the zoo smells.  

We passed a sign for zoo parking and turned into 
the crowded lot. For a cold day in March, the place was 
packed. It might seem odd to visit the zoo in March, 
but we had come to see one of the last penguin parades 
of the winter. Maybe the cold will take away the awful 
smell, I thought as I put on my mittens and jumped out 
of the van.

People were already lining the parade path, so 
we hurried over to get a good spot. Soon a group of 
penguins came walking down the path toward us. 
They waved their wings at the crowd and hopped on 
their little webbed feet. My sister clapped with glee. 
Even I had to admit that it was fun to watch. But all 
of a sudden, one of the bigger penguins came right at 
me. I shrieked in fear and ran in circles as the penguin 
chased me. One of the zookeepers ran over and guided 
the animal back into line. 

“Don’t worry, he won’t hurt you,” laughed the 
zookeeper. I wasn’t very reassured, though, since my 
pride was hurt quite a bit. I hung back as the parade 
went back to the aquarium building. 

After my run-in with the penguin, we headed to 
the outdoor café for lunch. It was in the African section 
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of the zoo, so it made you feel like you were eating 
in the jungle. However, several birds were hanging 
around the café that I don’t think were part of the jungle 
atmosphere. There were many small birds pecking at 
crumbs on the ground. Some pigeons wandered here 
and there, their small heads bobbing as they walked. 
There were even two large peacocks, bright blue with 
colorful tail feathers dragging behind them. People 
commented on their beauty and fed them scraps.

We found a table at the edge of the café. I had 
just sat down with my basket of fries when one of the 
peacocks came boldly up to the table.

“Go away,” I told it. I tried to cover my fries from 
the bird-thief with my arms. Mom got up to shoo it 
away from our table. But it must have gotten mad 
because its sharp beak came toward my food. I jumped 
back in surprise, accidentally sending my fries flying 
into the air. The mean peacock grabbed a fry from 
the ground and ran away with its prize. Mom went 
to buy me another basket of fries. Then we took our 
food to a bench outside the café to avoid any more bird 
encounters.

Once we finished eating, we walked to the petting 
zoo area. My sister wanted to pet the baby deer. As we 
approached, the stench I remembered came toward 
me. I pinched my nose in disgust. We petted the soft 
baby deer, which didn’t smell that bad. Then my sister 
ran over to a pen with some baby goats. The little goats 
were leaping in the air and playfully head-butting each 
other. They were really cute. 

In the next pen were soft sheep and funny-looking 
llamas. The zookeepers were handing out cups of food 
to feed the animals. I didn’t want to get too close; I 
could see that the llamas had some big teeth. I stood 
to the side while Mom helped my sister feed one of the 

sheep. While I waited, a tall llama came near to where 
I was standing. I backed away, but it followed me along 
the fence of the pen. I glared at it and inched farther 
away. All of a sudden, the llama spit on me. 

“Gross!” I yelled, looking down at the front of my 
jacket. One of the zoo workers brought a paper towel, 
and Mom wiped my jacket clean.

“Sorry,” the zoo worker said. “Sometimes the 
llamas spit, but they usually don’t spit on people.” 

“I didn’t know,” I replied unhappily, “or I would 
have stayed farther back.”

We left the petting zoo area and went to see the 
other exhibits. We went to the aquarium and saw 
stingrays, dolphins, and many kinds of fish. Back 
outside, there were big brown bears. Then we saw snow 
leopards up in trees, tigers lying in the sun, and a big 
lion with lots of fur around its head. 

In the African savannah section, we saw tall 
giraffes and slow rhinos. There were also a big grey 
elephant and a smaller baby elephant splashing in a 
pond near the path. We stopped to watch them drink 
with their long trunks. They flapped their ears at us 
and my sister waved back. My mom and sister were 
walking toward the flamingo area, but I wanted to stay 
and watch the elephants. At that moment, the bigger 
elephant launched a spray of water from her trunk. The 
wind carried some of the mist toward me, soaking the 
top of my head.

“I think it’s time to go home,” Mom told us. “I don’t 
want you to get a cold.” 

“Good idea,” I replied. We walked to the parking 
lot and got into the van, my hat dripping icy water 
down my neck. After this trip, I won’t be ready to visit 
the zoo again anytime soon.
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Mrs. Drummond’s Secret
by Jennifer Tkocs

illustrated by Sean Kennedy

Mrs. Drummond was a strange bird. That’s 
what my mom would whisper when we 

stared too much, and what she meant was “so stop 
looking at her.” But it was so hard to stop staring.

The fact was this: Mrs. Drummond actually looked 
like a strange bird. She was small and slightly puffy 
around the shoulders, sort of like a flustered owl who’d 
just been woken up. And her hats! She always wore the 
silliest hats, grand purple things with ostrich feathers 
and peacock plumes and sequins.

She was a mystery who had lived next door to 
us since forever. My brother and I had always been 
fascinated with her fashion and her odd, excited way 
of talking. When my mother wasn’t paying attention, 
we would practice our impressions. “Oh my gracious!” 
was a favorite of ours. Mrs. Drummond put the accent 

on the a-c-i part of the word and held her hand to her 
heart like a drum that needed to be silenced.

But aside from her silly hats and over-exaggerated 
expressions, we didn’t know much about Mrs. 
Drummond. She lived alone, and we hadn’t ever seen 
any of her family. Mostly she kept to herself and we 
only saw her in passing.

And then, one night in April, I heard my brother’s 
footsteps in the hallway long after we were supposed to 
be asleep. “Annie!” I heard his whisper in the dark as 
quiet as leaves in a breeze.

“Shhh!” I whispered back. “You’ll wake Mom!”

“It’s important!” he hissed from my doorway. 
“Come on, hurry!”
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We crept down the hallway like a pair of mice until 
we reached his room. The windows in Toby’s room 
overlooked Mrs. Drummond’s backyard. “Look,” he 
said, pointing out the window.

The moon was a bright lamp that night, and we 
could see clearly into Mrs. Drummond’s yard. And 
there she was, hustling between the backdoor and the 
orchard past the edge of her yard. Instead of her usual 
bright colors, she wore an outfit as black as nighttime 
shadows.

“What do you think she’s doing?” Toby whispered 
to me.

“I have no idea,” I said. “Let’s keep watching.”

But even though the moon was so bright overhead, 
we couldn’t see where Mrs. Drummond was going once 
she passed the trees at the edge of her lawn. She was a 
little dark blur darting between the backdoor and the 
trees, carrying something that we couldn’t quite see.

A voice startled us from our spying. “Children! It 
is well past your bedtime!” Our mother stood in the 
doorway, hands on her hips. Even in the dark I could 
see the disproving scowl on her face. “Annie, go to your 
room. And Toby, shut those curtains and get into bed.”

“Yes, Mom,” we said, out-of-bed-too-late criminals 
who had been caught red-handed. I went back to my 
room, but sleep was far off. My mind raced, trying 
to figure out what Mrs. Drummond could have been 
doing out there.

The next morning, the rain was cats and dogs. I 
could tell it had put Toby in a sour mood as soon as I 
sat down at the breakfast table. “Now we have to wait 
another day,” he said without even saying hello.

“Wait another day for what?” I asked.

“To find out you-know-what,” he said with gritted 
teeth.

I realized what he meant. “Ohhhhh! Mrs. 
Drummond!” I mouthed at him across the table, and 

he nodded. I guess I hadn’t thought that we would 
actually ever find out what she was doing.

“Tomorrow it will be, then,” Toby said. He crossed 
his arms and sat back in his chair. “Tomorrow we 
discover the truth.”

“The truth about what?” asked our mom, coming 
into the room.

“Whether or not it’s going to pour like a monsoon 
for two days straight,” I said quickly. We would never 
get away with any plan if Mom was onto us.

“Weatherman says it’ll dry up before we know it,” 
she said.

Toby and I both sighed. We were safe from being 
found out so far.

We spent the rest of the day speculating about Mrs. 
Drummond. “What if she’s a spy?” Toby suggested.

“Spying for whom?” I asked.

Toby shrugged. “The government, I guess. Or the 
mob. Who else hires spies?”

“Maybe there’s a secret portal to another world 
back there,” I said.

Toby liked this idea. “I hope that’s what it is. And 
if so, we are definitely sneaking back there. Can you 
imagine how awesome a secret portal would be?”

Maybe there was a hidden land back there, I 
thought. “What if the portal goes to a secret world? 
And what if we go to the secret land and they make us 
king and queen?”

Toby thought for a minute. “Then I’m going to 
wear a crown—a crown as tall as a water pitcher. And 
I’m going to get a stack of pancakes that’s even taller 
than that every morning for breakfast!”

I rolled my eyes. “You’d be king of a secret land, 
and all you’d do is eat pancakes and wear a big crown?”
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“And have a pet unicorn, probably,” he said. With 
that idea, I could not argue.

We sat by the window in Toby’s room, waiting 
to see if Mrs. Drummond would resume her strange 
behavior during the day. But though we watched for 
over an hour, the closest she came to her backyard was 
the window in her kitchen above her sink.

That night, we waited until just after dark and crept 
back to the window, hoping our mother wouldn’t see 
us. The rain had finally stopped in the late afternoon, 
but our yards were muddy marshes. I worried that 
maybe the sloppy grass would keep Mrs. Drummond 
in her house that night.

But it was only fifteen minutes into our watch 
when she emerged from the backdoor. She was wearing 
bright purple galoshes that were illuminated by her 
flashlight—there was no moon that night to light her 
path. We squinted into the darkness, trying to see what 
she was carrying, but all we could make out was the 
flashlight and a dark bag.

“She can’t be a spy in purple galoshes!” said Toby.

“She could if she’s trying to go undercover,” I 
reminded him. “Maybe ‘crazy old lady’ is just her 
undercover uniform!”

“Tomorrow night,” said Toby. “Tomorrow night we 
will learn the truth.”

The next morning, the rain had passed by completely 
and the sun was shining like a blinding jewel. It was 
hard to be patient; every minute was like an hour. Most 
importantly we had to keep our plans from our mom, 
who’d surely not let us get away with them.

At last, it was night. We waited in Toby’s room by 
the window until we saw Mrs. Drummond leave the 
house. “Now’s our chance!” Toby said.

Now we were the secret agents, creeping stealthily 
down the stairs. I pushed the backdoor open as carefully 
as I could so that it wouldn’t make a sound. Toby and I 
snuck out, and I delicately pushed the door shut behind 

us. We inched toward the edge of our lawn, waiting for 
Mrs. Drummond to pass by again.

Finally, she darted past us and into her backdoor. 
“Now!” whispered Toby. We hurried through the 
shadows to the edge of the lawn. Once we were through 
the orchard we could finally see it: there, just beyond 
the trees, was a little brick building that resembled a 
chicken coop.

“Chickens?” I said out loud. “She’s raising chickens?”

Toby shook his head. “No way we’ve been spying 
on her every night just to find out that she’s a farmer!”

And then we heard a voice behind us through the 
trees. “Oh my gracious, you two gave me a fright!”

Toby and I both froze in our tracks. We’d been 
caught—not by our mother as we’d worried, but by Mrs. 
Drummond herself! Toby’s voice had abandoned him, 
so I had to speak for both of us. “Hi, Mrs. Drummond, 
we were just…” My voice trailed off. I had no words.

“Coming to give me a hand, I would hope!” she 
said. “Here, carry this.” She shoved a handful of baby 
bottles into my arms. “Come on now, they won’t wait 
all night!” she said, ushering us into the little brick 
building.

“Who won’t wait—” I started to say, but stopped 
as my eyes adjusted to the darkness. Inside the little 
building were a dozen hungry eyes and half as many 
tiny, round black sniffing noses. “Oh!” I exclaimed. 
“Who are they?”

“Baby raccoons, of course,” Mrs. Drummond said. 
“Now come on, help me feed them!”

Bewildered, I handed some of the bottles to my 
brother and Mrs. Drummond. We followed her lead 
and fed the baby raccoons from the bottles, going 
down the line until each had drunk his or her fill. 
“What happened to them?” I asked.

“Their mother was injured in a hunter’s trap,” she 
explained. “Don’t fret children, she’s on the mend, but 



124

the wildlife in our forest knows they can count on old 
Mrs. Drummond when they fall on hard times.”

I shot my brother a skeptical look, but he shrugged 
and continued feeding the raccoon kit in front of him 
as if he’d been doing it all his life. “So you… do this 
often?” I asked Mrs. Drummond.

“Oh, of course, my dear! If they didn’t have me, 
who would they have?”

I didn’t have an answer.

“I’m the keeper of these woods, my dear,” she 
continued. “Animals know they can come to me to 
receive care and loving attention in their times of need. 
When these kits are old enough and their mother is 
healthy enough, they’ll go back to the wild. But for 
now, they know they have sanctuary here.”

My eyes must have been as wide as saucers then, 
because Mrs. Drummond patted my arm. “Surely you 
knew all of this before?”

I shook my head. “We thought…”

“We thought you were a ninja!” Toby interjected, 
finally finding his voice.

Mrs. Drummond laughed. “Oh my gracious, no! 
That would just be silly! I’m just the caretaker of the 
animals here.”

“And you’re out at night right now because the 
raccoon kits are nocturnal,” I said.

“Exactly, my dear. I adjust my schedule to the needs 
of my current residents.”

I watched as the raccoon kits yawned, curled 
up, and became tiny little balls next to each other to 

sleep. They were so sweet and tiny. Mrs. Drummond 
definitely had the best job of any grown-up I knew.

“How would you two like to be my special 
assistants?” she asked.

“Us? Really?” Toby said.

“Of course. Look, you’re naturals! The kits love 
you! Look how content they all are,” she said, pointing 
to the smiling little faces. “I’ll of course have to ask 
your mother’s permission, but I could definitely use 
some assistants to help me. I’m a busy bee caring for all 
of these animals myself!”

“We would love it!” I said. “I mean, as long as our 
mom is okay with it.”

“Then I’ll speak to her in the morning, and we’ll 
get it all worked out,” Mrs. Drummond said. “For now 
though, it’s getting late and she’s going to notice you 
two are missing. Go back home, and we’ll talk in the 
morning.”

We said goodbye to the raccoon kits and went back 
to our house, sneaking in as carefully as before so that 
we didn’t alarm our mother. We were both so excited to 
begin our jobs as Mrs. Drummond’s helpers.

“So who knew,” Toby said as we climbed the stairs 
to our bedrooms. “Mrs. Drummond isn’t the kind of 
crazy we thought she was at all.”

“Very true,” I said. “She’s the best kind of crazy I 
know. And I was right all along—there really is a secret 
world beyond those trees!”

“In that case,” Toby said, “I hope those raccoons 
won’t mind if I show up tomorrow night in my crown!”
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On the Ice – An Excerpt
by Jennifer Tkocs

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

Ted O’Keefe skates down the ice with the puck. 
He glides over the blue line and sneaks in 

between two defensemen. There are thirty seconds left 
in the third period, and his team, the Chiefs, is down 
by a single goal. If the Chiefs win, they advance to the 
playoffs. O’Keefe knows they can score a game-tying 
goal to get them into overtime.

He glances around the ice at his teammates as he 
holds onto the puck. He spots fellow forward Larry 
Fitzkowski just to the side of the goal. Larry nods at 
him, and O’Keefe passes the puck to Larry. As soon as 
the shot leaves Larry’s stick, O’Keefe knows that the 
puck is not going to get past the goalie.

O’Keefe skates in close to the goal just as the 
netminder deflects the puck away toward one of his 
own players. But O’Keefe senses where it’s headed, and 
he spins around just in time. He intercepts the puck 
before it reaches the opposing player and blasts a rising 
shot at the net. The puck sails over the goaltender’s left 
shoulder and into the goal. The alarm sounds; with 
only ten seconds left, O’Keefe has tied the game. The 
Chiefs force the game into overtime, and their playoff 
hopes remain alive.



126

Lou Gehrig
by Mark Weimer

illustrated by C.J. Kuehn

The story of Lou Gehrig is one of the most 
touching stories in sports history. He was one 

of the best players to ever wear a baseball uniform, but 
he was also a person of strong and humble character. 
Some call Lou Gehrig the greatest example of good 
sportsmanship and citizenship. Both on and off the 
field, Lou Gehrig was one of the greatest professional 
athletes to ever play sports.

Lou Gehrig was born in New York, New York, on 
June 19, 1903. He was nearly fourteen pounds at birth, 
almost double the size of a typical baby. Babies are 
usually between seven and nine pounds. Lou helped 
his mother take care of the family. He had two sisters 
and a brother, all of whom died while he was a child. 
Lou Gehrig went to Commerce High School and played 
baseball. Commerce High School is now Palisade 

Preparatory School and has 527 students. After high 
school, Gehrig went to Columbia University. Columbia 
is one of nine colonial colleges that were created before 
the American Revolution.

On April 18, Babe Ruth hit the first home run on 
the first day that the new Yankee Stadium opened. At 
Columbia, Lou Gehrig struck out seventeen batters from 
Williams College. Williams College is in Massachusetts 
and its mascot is a purple cow. A New York Yankee scout 
had been watching Gehrig play and was impressed with 
his hitting power. Within two months, Gehrig signed a 
contract with his hometown team.

On June 1, 1925, Gehrig entered the game as 
a pinch hitter. He would never miss another game 
for fourteen years, earning the nickname “The Iron 
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Horse.” During this time, Gehrig put up some of the 
biggest numbers in baseball. He still holds the record 
for most consecutive seasons with over 120 RBI (eight 
seasons). For first basemen, he holds records for most 
RBI (1,995), most runs scored (1,888), highest on-base 
percentage (.447), most walks (1,508), highest slugging 
percentage (.632), and most extra base hits (1,190). In 
1927 alone, he broke three single-season records for 
first basemen. He also holds the records for most RBI 
(184) and most runs scored (167) by a first baseman. 
Barry Bonds holds the record for most home runs 
(762). Gehrig’s play was stellar and he helped the New 
York Yankees to win six World Series Titles. He never 
let the fame affect his character.

In 1938, his play began to diminish. There was a 
noticeable difference in his power, but there was little 
concern until 1939. At the beginning of 1939, his 
power had disappeared. In spring training, he collapsed 
during a game. Even his running was slower. At the end 
of April, Gehrig was batting .143 with one RBI. There 
was something very wrong. Before the game on May 2, 
Gehrig told the manager that he was benching himself 
“for the good of the team.” He handed the lineup to the 
umpire and the crowd gave him a standing ovation. He 
returned to the dugout and sat with tears in his eyes. He 
had played in the previous 2,130 games, and though he 
did not know at the time, he would never play again. His 
record for consecutive games played stood until 1995. 

Doctors told Gehrig that he had a disease called 
ALS, a disease of the brain, and that he would never play 
baseball again. He would become paralyzed, although 
his mind would remain sharp. The disease itself came 
to be known as Lou Gehrig’s disease. Doctors told 
Gehrig that he had three years to live. He returned to 
the Yankees after receiving the news.

On July 4, 1939, Lou Gehrig came out of the dugout 
between games of a double header. He stood in front 
of a microphone and addressed the crowd. He began, 
saying, “Fans, for the past two weeks you have been 
reading about the bad break I got. Yet today I consider 
myself the luckiest man on the face of the earth.” He 
spoke of how he had felt loved for his whole career by 
his teammates, his family, and even his opponents. He 
spoke of all the blessings of his life and concluded, “So 
I close in saying that I might have been given a bad 
break, but I’ve got an awful lot to live for. Thank you.” 
He received a standing ovation for almost two minutes, 
and he began to cry. Babe Ruth, a teammate with whom 
Gehrig often did not get along, came over and hugged 
him. No game ever played on a baseball field compares 
to Lou Gehrig’s farewell.

Lou Gehrig died two years later on June 2, 1941, 
at the age of thirty-seven. All Major League ballparks 
flew flags at half-staff in honor of Gehrig. His number, 
4, was the first retired jersey in baseball history. He was 
one of the greatest men to ever play sports.
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First in Flight?
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

Orville and Wilbur Wright, known as the 
Wright brothers, are credited with achieving 

the first powered flight in history. They designed, built, 
and tested several models of early flying machines. 
On December 17, 1903, they tested a model called 
The Flyer at Kitty Hawk, North Carolina. That day, the 
Wright brothers made four successful engine-powered 
flights. However, the Wright brothers were not the only 
people experimenting with flight at the time. In fact, 
some say the Wright brothers’ flight was not the first. 

Gustave Whitehead was one such experimenter. 
He was born Gustav Albin Weisskopf in Germany in 
1874. As a young man, he worked in mechanic shops 
and on ships. But his real dream was to build a flying 
machine. Whitehead came to the United States in 1895. 
He began building gliders for the Aeronautical Society 

in Boston. He continued to improve his designs, hoping 
to one day achieve flight. Eyewitness accounts and 
newspaper articles document three successful flights 
by Whitehead. All of these occurred before the Wright 
brothers’ flights in 1903. 

While Whitehead was living in Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania, he added a steam engine to his glider 
design. According to author Megan Adam, Whitehead’s 
assistant Louis Darvarich gave a statement saying, “In 
approximately April or May, 1899, I was present and 
flew with Mr. Whitehead on the occasion when he 
succeeded in flying his machine, propelled by steam 
motor, on a flight of approximately a half mile distance.” 
In Connecticut, Whitehead reportedly flew on two 
more occasions. In August of 1901 in Bridgeport, 
witnesses claim Whitehead made four successful 
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flights in one day in a model called No. 21. The event 
was reported in the local Bridgeport Herald. Then on 
January 17, 1902, onlookers saw Whitehead fly No. 22 
over Long Island Sound.

If these statements are true, then Whitehead 
flew more than four years before the Wright brothers 
did. Besides eyewitness statements, though, no other 
evidence of these flights has been found in photographs 
or scientific records. Because of the lack of evidence, 
many critics claim that these stories are made up. They 
argue that Whitehead never actually flew. But according 
to the article “The Case for Gustave Whitehead,” Paul 
Jackson, editor of Jane’s All the World’s Aircraft, believed 
he found a photograph in 2013 proving that Whitehead 
was indeed the first to fly. Nevertheless, most critics are 

still not convinced. None of Whitehead’s flights have 
been officially recognized.

William O’Dwyer, a retired Air Force officer, 
believes the flights of Whitehead and others are 
not recognized for another reason. He discovered a 
contract stating that “the Smithsonian [Institution] 
agreed to ignore all other claims of flights before the 
Wright brothers” in exchange for the Wrights’ plane 
The Flyer (White 49). However, the people involved 
have not admitted to this. There could be many reasons 
why flights before Kitty Hawk have been ignored. But 
some consider the eyewitness accounts of Gustave 
Whitehead’s flights as proof enough that the Wrights 
may not have been the first to fly.
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Mummies in Ancient Egypt
by Jennifer Tkocs

illustrated by David Rushbrook

On November 5, 1922, after more than thirty 
years of excavations and on the brink of 

abandoning the search, British archaeologist Howard 
Carter discovered a set of stairs that would change his 
life. Since age seventeen, Carter had worked in Egypt. 
He had progressed through the ranks of archaeology, 
from copying inscriptions to eventually leading 
excavations. The discovery at the heart of his search 
was the lost tomb of a boy pharaoh. The pharaoh’s 
name was King Tutankhamun, or King Tut.

Many had searched for King Tut’s tomb. Carter was 
the first person to be successful. He based the location 
of his excavation, or dig, on clues from random artifacts 
that had been found bearing Tutankhamun’s name. The 
clues led him to a place now known as the Valley of the 
Kings. This area is home to at least sixty-three tombs of 

pharaohs and nobles from the eighteenth to twentieth 
dynasties of Egypt.

After fourteen months, Carter and his team 
discovered the body of King Tut within the tomb on 
January 3, 1924. It immediately caused a worldwide 
stir. People on every continent became fascinated with 
the long-dead pharaoh and Egyptology in general. The 
public had many questions: How did King Tut die? 
How old was he? What was the meaning of all of the 
art inside his tomb? Why were the tombs of ancient 
Egyptians filled with so many treasures? And why was 
mummification such an important part of their burial 
process?

While mummies have been found all over the 
world, the ones that seem to offer the most intrigue 
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are those of Egypt. In the late 1800s and early 1900s, 
much of the interest was among wealthy Europeans 
and Americans like Howard Carter and his financial 
sponsor, Lord Carnarvon. These men hungered for 
the treasure found within the tombs and the fame that 
would accompany their discoveries. Thieves and grave 
robbers similarly sought the financial gains of the gold 
and riches within the tombs. But today, archaeologists 
and historians find mummies fascinating for more 
than their fortunes. Researching mummies is a unique 
opportunity to travel into the past and understand the 
customs, beliefs, and practices of an ancient civilization.

Through analysis of the texts and art found in 
archaeological excavations, as well as inspection of the 
bodies of the mummified Egyptians that have been 
found, much has been revealed about life and death 
in ancient Egypt. Perhaps most interesting are their 
practices relating to death and the afterlife. Wealthy 
Egyptians were buried in ornate tombs, which held 
extensive inventories of riches. Egyptian nobles and 
the rich also endured a lengthy embalming process 
following their deaths. All of this was part of an 
elaborate transition from this planet to the afterlife.

The process was rooted in the religious beliefs of 
ancient Egypt. Ancient Egyptians believed that the 
soul continued on to another realm after death. In 
Aaru, or “The Field of Reeds,” Egyptians would enjoy 
an idyllic life, free from worry and negativity. Although 
they would continue to perform work, such as farming 
and hunting, the afterlife was enjoyable and free from 
stress. The wealthy or powerful believed they could 
become one with the gods. However, to ensure this 
magnificent afterlife occurred, many critical steps had 
to be taken following a person’s death to prepare the 
body and soul.

The Egyptians believed that the soul was made up of 
five parts. The two most important parts were called the 
Ba and the Ka. Combined, the Ba and Ka were referred 
to as the Akh, which was the soul of each person.

The Ba, usually depicted as a bird with a human 
head, was the part of the soul that could remain in the 

land of the living. During the day, the Ba was thought 
to travel to friends and family of the deceased and 
watch over them. The Ka, on the other hand, was the 
life force of each person. In death, the Ka would spend 
each day in the Field of Reeds. At night, Egyptians 
believed that both the Ba and the Ka would reunite in 
the body within the tomb.

In order for the Ba and Ka to exist and find their 
way home to rest each night, a person’s body had to 
remain a well-maintained vessel after death. Since the 
Ka was the life force, it required food just as a living 
human would. Tombs were stocked with food, wine, 
and beer at the burial. Later, offerings of food were 
often made to the tomb. This was to ensure that the 
people in each tomb received the nourishment they 
needed in the afterlife. The parts of the soul required 
sleep as well, which was one of the reasons the Ba and 
Ka needed to return to the body each night.

To preserve the body so it could serve as an 
effective home for the spirit, embalmers followed a 
lengthy procedure. Although some of the styles and 
techniques varied through different eras, much of the 
process was the same.

The body would be taken to the ibu, or “place 
of purification.” This was where the embalming 
and preservation process was carried out. The chief 
embalmer would sometimes wear a mask with the 
head of Anubis, the god of embalming, during the 
procedure. Anubis was believed to watch over the 
entire embalming process.

First, the embalmers washed the person’s body and 
anointed it with sacred oils. Next, the embalmers made 
a large incision in the side of the body to remove the 
internal organs. Practically, this made sense because 
the organs would be the first to decompose. But there 
were spiritual reasons behind this step as well. The 
organs were placed into vessels called canopic jars. 
Each jar was decorated with the head of one of four 
minor gods, known as the Four Sons of Horus.
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Hapy, the baboon, guarded the lungs. Duamutef, 
the jackal, guarded the stomach and upper intestines. 
Qebehsenuef, the falcon, guarded the lower intestines. 
And Imsety, the human, guarded the liver. First, the 
organs were packed in natron, a natural salt, which 
dried them out and preserved them. Then they were 
deposited into the canopic jars. The jars were placed 
inside the tomb next to the sarcophagus, or coffin. 
They were left close by so that the deceased could have 
access to them in the afterlife.

Ancient Egyptians did not believe the brain had 
much purpose, so it was removed and discarded. The 
embalmer inserted a long hook through the deceased’s 
nose and used it to break apart and pull the brain out 
of the head.

However, the most important organ in ancient 
Egyptian belief was the heart. The heart remained 
in the person’s body. It was thought to be part of an 
essential ceremony early in the afterlife known as the 
Weighing of the Heart. The heart was weighed on scales 
against the Feather of Ma’at. Ma’at had the wings of a 
vulture and a majestic feathered headdress. She was 
the goddess of truth, justice, and balance. Osiris (the 
Lord of the Dead) and a panel of judges would weigh 
the deceased’s heart on the Scales of Justice opposite a 
feather from Ma’at’s headdress. If the person had done 
good deeds, the heart would weigh as light as Ma’at’s 
feather. If the person had done evil deeds, it would be 
heavier. Only with a heart as light as Ma’at’s feather 
could one enter the Field of Reeds.

After all of the other organs had been removed 
from the body, the embalmers covered and stuffed the 
body with natron. The body sat for forty days, during 
which time it dried and became preserved. At the end 
of the forty days, the embalmers would again wash the 
body and stuff it with sawdust and linen. These helped 
the body retain its shape in the absence of normal 
fluids and organs.

The embalmers covered the body in sacred oils a 
final time. Afterward, they would begin to wrap the 
body. Between the layers of linen wrappings, they 

placed amulets. These were charms or trinkets that 
were thought to protect the person during his or her 
journey to the Field of Reeds. While the embalmers 
wrapped the body, priests would come to the ibu and 
read spells for additional protection.

Before the mummy was placed into the coffin, it 
would be given a scroll with spells from the Book of 
the Dead to hold. The Lord of the Dead, Osiris, was 
painted on a cloth and wrapped around the mummy. 
Finally, the mummy was placed inside a coffin, which 
was lowered into another coffin. Many mummies have 
been found within a series of three to four coffins. King 
Tut was buried in eight coffins.

After the end of this process, the family and 
friends hosted the funeral and mourned the deceased. 
Funerary priests performed the Opening of the Mouth 
Ceremony. Because ancient Egyptians believed the 
spirit needed to eat and drink in the afterlife, the priests 
would hold amulets and charms over the mummy’s 
mouth. This was supposed to open the airways before 
the deceased began the journey to the Field of Reeds.

Ancient Egyptians believed that between burial 
and the weighing of the deceased’s heart on the Scales 
of Justice, the spirit had to take a journey. This journey 
passed through twelve gates guarded by demons in 
Duat, the Egyptian underworld. To pass through each 
gate, he or she needed to give the correct name of the 
demon guarding it. The twelve gates represented the 
twelve hours of the night; the deceased’s spirit would 
begin the journey at nightfall and arrive in the Hall 
of Judgment at dawn. At the Hall of Judgment, Osiris 
would oversee the Weighing of the Heart.

At last, following Osiris’s judgment, the deceased 
could enter the Field of Reeds and begin to enjoy the 
afterlife.

Even with as much as is currently known about 
ancient Egyptian culture, there are many things that are 
still to be discovered. Although King Tut’s mummy was 
found in the 1920s, it is still being researched to this 
day. Modern science allows for much more in-depth 
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exploration of mummies. King Tut’s body has been 
examined on x-ray machines and through CT scans. 
Yet, even with this technology, many questions remain 
unanswered. How did he die? Was it plague, murder, 
or injury? Recent research revealed a large hole in his 
chest and an absent breastbone. This suggests his death 
may even have been caused by a fatal hippopotamus 
bite sustained during a hunt.

Mummies from ancient Egypt provide a wealth 
of information into the past. They are unlike almost 
any other type of artifact. But even with each bit of 
knowledge that comes to light, it seems a dozen new 
questions are formed as well. The fascination that 
started with Howard Carter’s monumental discovery 
in 1922 may never disappear.
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A Place I Cannot Go
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

There is a place I know,
Somewhere I long to get.
You are there right now, although
I cannot follow yet;
It’s not my time to leave, and so
I’ll stay here with regret.

I felt so sad upon the day
You went to find your grace,
Though sad does not convey
The depth of loss that I now face.
My heart is cold and grey
As stone in this dark, quiet place.

How do I say goodbye
To you, one whom I loved so dear?
I have not strength to try
For you’re no longer here.
I’ll wait to catch your eye
And dream that you are near
Until the day that I
May see that place you went appear.
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The Sparrow
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by David Rushbrook

A small sparrow alit at my window one day
For a rest from his journey to lands far away.
I asked where he would go and where he had been.
Who could guess which exotic locations he’d seen?

From the highest of mountains and tallest of trees
To the lowest green valleys and deepest blue seas? 
Maybe deserts that shine like the sun, gleaming bright!
I could barely imagine each glorious sight.

Of all great destinations that sparrow could go,
Why he came to my dreary abode, I don’t know. 
There is only much wretchedness, here only strife—
No escape from the woe and the gloom of this life.

As I yearned for the places that little bird flew,
I would never see most of them, sadly, I knew.
And then freedom was Sparrow’s; he took to the sky.
He was destined for places far better than I. 
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Lady Liberty
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Sean Kennedy 

In fine America,
Rich land across the sea,
Reign freedom and goodwill
And opportunity.

To this most blessèd land,
I slowly journeyed on
Across the bleak, blue ocean
From dawn to dusk to dawn.

Then over the horizon,
Sun rising in the sky,
She stood alone, aglow,
Her blazing torch held high.

Her noble features gleamed
As she waited for me,
A beacon in the morning:
My Lady Liberty!

I watched her face with wonder.
My past, it slipped away.
And standing in her presence,
A new life starts today.
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Changing Seasons
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi 

A winter of continuous white leaves, veins chilling, slowing 
trees spindly and lifeless,  
but gorgeous glass when ice-coated, 
just past Bedford, shimmering mountains full of them: 
beauty in the midst of frozen grounds and hearts.

Then, a longer day, a bluer sky, more rays of sun, 
steam rises like ghosts from the roads after rain. 
The snow and ice creep away, wilted grass appears. 
Orange-breasted robins stake their claims for tumescent pink worms. 
Veins start to rush, heavy with blood warming, 
buds form and purple crocuses pop for spring.
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California: An Acrostic Summary
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by Brian Cibelli 

Coastal wonderland of mountains, deserts, farmlands, and oceanscapes  
America’s continental end, a rugged wilderness transformed into chic cities and destinations
Los Angeles, San Francisco, and San Diego sparkle and support life 
Immigrants from Asia, Mexico, and farther nations journey to call it home
Farms of bountiful soil yield luscious berries, lettuces, grapes, and more
Otters play on rocky beaches all along the coast
Redwoods rise like majestic forest royalty 
New technology emerges in Silicon Valley and changes lives
Idol-like celebrities make careers and their lives in sunny Southern Cali
A place to be inspired and dazzled
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Running
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by David Rushbrook 

Step, step—
legs, arms, veins pump
blood into the vast lungs.
As warm air goes past, blowing hair,
we soar.
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Helen Keller – A Haiku
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II 

She is capable
Helen Keller writes a book
Without sight or sound
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The Lad from Dunne – A Limerick
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Mallory Chick 

There once was a young lad from Dunne,
Who jumped higher than everyone.
He once jumped so high
He went up past the sky,
And now he’s a spot on the sun!
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On Wealth
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Kent Kerr 

Billionaire

powerful, admired

spending, earning, working

entrepreneur, wealthy, penniless, dreamer

wishing, working, struggling

desperate, hungry

Pauper
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My Favorite Season
by Vincent J. Scotto

illustrated by Brian Cibelli 

Perhaps my favorite season is spring,
with sprouting buds and birds that sing
and games of jumping and skipping.
But then I feel the first bee sting.
Another season might be more my thing.

Perhaps my favorite season is summer.
There’s swimming everywhere in deep blue water.
But even then it may be much hotter,
and in the nighttime my sleep shall suffer!
Enough of that season; I’ll think of another.

Perhaps my favorite season is fall,
with backyard sports like flag football.
But all of the plants, they’re growing so small.
Cold rain and wet leaves will cover up all.
I’ll dream of the last season I can recall.

Perhaps my favorite season is winter,
with lakes frozen over without a splinter…
and wind that bites my skin, so bitter.
The best season can’t be one where I’ll shiver.
But what of the spring? Perhaps it can deliver.
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The City
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Sean Ricciardi 

The city pulses, 
a vibrant, electric hum, steady 
as a thumping heartbeat, echoing 
in the high-pitched shriek
of sirens, the honk of traffic,
the incessant wurr of voices. Its people 
march to that pulse like a beating drum.

The city sees,
never sleeping, always watchful,
constant as waves washing
upon the shore. It sees the sun rise,
the gridlock of rush hour, 
lovers walking hand in hand 
enjoying the afternoon sunshine,
and darkness creeping over all 
like a blanket, only to begin again.

The city feels,
tough yet sensitive. It beams with pride 
when its people thrive, proud as a mother 
of her child. It weeps with despair 
for its poor, too often swept out of view 
like garbage cluttering the street.

This city lives, 
an ever-changing being. It laughs, cries, 
breathes, sees, feels, grows, achieves, 
fails, falls, and rises again. The city is alive.
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Climbing
by Sarah Marino

illustrated by David Rushbrook 

As I grow, I climb 
a tree of experiences. 
One branch takes me to a new friend. 
Another takes me to a high level of skill 
in some favorite sport or school subject. 
I climb and climb, enjoying each new height and vista.

At times, I grow weary and my hand slips from a limb. 
I let my mouth be a lion, roaring at my friend, 
blaming her for my fall, when it was my mistaken reach. 
I am lowered to branches I’ve already seen,  
forced to make my way again back to the same height. 
Some friends run away, but others forgive 
and point me in the right direction, back upward. 
I try to be strong and do the same, 
learn to let feelings be birds in my chest 
where they flit about for a while and then rest, 
instead of emerging as sharp-beaked squawks.

I grow and climb, 
making my way up the tree, 
sad at times to know I am farther and farther 
from parents and certain friends and old selves, 
but elated to know how my body and mind strengthen, 
my roots become still and steadfast, 
and my heart becomes an expansive ocean, 
holding and keeping nothing and everything.
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The Worker Mouse
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Brian Cibelli 

My little mouse, trusted sidekick,
helps me with my daily work.
Back and forth she scurries 
across my desk, her long, grey tail 
chasing behind. She works feverishly 
with purpose, her glowing eye bright 
with energy and enthusiasm.

Little Mouse is ever loyal, by my side 
hard at work, resting only when I rest.
She never tires, never hungers—
there isn’t time. She knows her duty,
waiting patiently within reach, ready 
to help in any way she can.

At the end of a long day, I stand
and stretch, tired yet accomplished.
I close the computer, douse the light,
and leave my faithful companion
to drift into well-deserved sleep.
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The Land Remains
by Summer Swauger

illustrated by Doyle Daigle II 

I pause in my labors to wipe
the day’s work from my face in
streaks, to survey 
the land I been toilin over;
this here sweep of red 
Georgia clay, and those over yonder,
jus’ sproutin the first promises of green,
stir up within these weary bones a pride 
bought only with yer own sweat an blood.

I stoop to crumble the red earth 
tween my fingers, breathe in its 
riches. I hold in my fist the histories
of generations long gone by.
Paw, and Granddaddy,
and his afore him 
walk longside me, tillin and troddin the same
soil that now stains my hands that 
in-the-blood Georgia red.

There, too, wait the unfamiliar 
specters not yet walked—
my boy’s boys, and 
their youngins, and ten generations
hence—who gon inherit 
this land? Love it;
work it;
tend it and give they hearts to the red 
Georgia earth as their ancestors did.

I see em. They all wavin, a jubilee
that beckons to me
cross that haze of time.
And then in a blink they’re gone, swept 
into oblivion. Dusty clay scratched up 
in a dry spell. But the red Georgia soil, that
soul neath my feet, the legacy gave upon 
me an I’ll give upon them, will endure 
til time’s end. The land remains.
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The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
adapted by Vincent J. Scotto
illustrated by Sean Ricciardi

Cast

DR. HENRY JEKYLL late 20s; wealthy, intelligent physician

MR. EDWARD HYDE late 20s; mysterious, dark, evil

MR. GABRIEL JOHN UTTERSON 40s; wealthy, respected, rational lawyer

DR. HASTIE LANYON 30s; wealthy, respected physician

MR. POOLE 50s; Jekyll’s butler

MR. ENFIELD 40s; Utterson’s less-privileged cousin

SIR DANVERS CAREW 50s; wealthy, well-respected member of Parliament

POLICEMAN 1 late 20s

POLICEMAN 2 late 20s



149

Setting

London, England. Locations around the city, including Jekyll’s house, streets, and offices.

ACT I

SCENE ONE

Scene: A particularly prosperous London street. The cellar entrance to one building is seen, though, which appears 
to be unkempt and neglected.

Enter UTTERSON and ENFIELD. UTTERSON, a wealthy, well-respected lawyer, is dressed in a fine suit with a top 
hat. ENFIELD, cousin of UTTERSON and a respectable gentleman, is also dressed in a fine suit with a top hat. The 
two walk side by side.

UTTERSON: Quite a nice part of town. Wouldn’t you say, Mr. Enfield?

ENFIELD: Indeed it is, Mr. Utterson. I do say: I enjoy our walks together, cousin. It gives us a chance to see more of 
the prosperity of the city together.

UTTERSON: Indeed it does, cousin. [points to the neglected house] What of this place? 

ENFIELD [excited]: I was actually down this way not too long ago, late one night, and saw a peculiar affair.

UTTERSON: While I am not one for gossip, you have tickled my interest.

ENFIELD: Well, it was right outside this house here. I was walking down this street when I saw a man barrel right 
into a young woman!

UTTERSON: Astonishing!

ENFIELD [moving about]: Naturally, I went after the man and was able to catch him right here, outside this house.

UTTERSON: What came of it, Enfield?

ENFIELD: A small crowd had formed, demanding that he make amends. Oh, did they despise him!

UTTERSON: Surely, it could not have been that terrible.

ENFIELD: You would only believe me if you saw him. He was such a horrific sight.

UTTERSON: I’m not sure what you mean.

ENFIELD: His face was [pauses] indescribable. I can see it clear as day in my mind, but I cannot explain how [pauses] 
awful he looked.

UTTERSON: Well, then, did he make amends?

ENFIELD: This is the most peculiar part. He dashed into this seemingly abandoned house and came back out with 
a check for one hundred pounds!
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UTTERSON: The check must have been a fake, Enfield.

ENFIELD: I had my suspicions. Even more strange is the signature on the check. A well-established, respectable man 
of the city had signed it. A doctor, no less!

UTTERSON: As I said, it must have been a forgery.

ENFIELD: I recognized the signature. It was authentic.

UTTERSON: Well, the signer must have been blackmailed. If this man is so outlandish that must be the only 
possibility. Who was this reviled man?

ENFIELD: His name is Mr. Hyde.

UTTERSON: I know this name. I believe I know who signed the check.

ENFIELD: I’ve never seen a man so despised, and yet I can’t explain why. He must have a deformity, but I can’t 
explain at which point.

UTTERSON: Let us remember that a respectable man is involved. Minding one’s own business is a virtue, so let us 
never speak of this again.

ENFIELD: Surely, Mr. Utterson.

Exit UTTERSON and ENFIELD.

SCENE TWO

Scene: UTTERSON’s house. It contains a bed on one side with a night table and candelabra, a dining area with a 
table and chairs in the center of the set, and, on the opposite side, a desk with a chair and shelving filled with files 
and books. UTTERSON sits at the dining table, looking over a document.

LANYON [off stage]: Hello? Mr. Utterson?

UTTERSON: Come in, Dr. Lanyon.

LANYON enters and stands at the dining table. LANYON is a well-dressed, respected individual. He is in casual 
attire, but is clearly a wealthy man.

LANYON: Good evening, Mr. Utterson.

UTTERSON [getting up and shaking hands]: Good evening to you as well, doctor. Thank you for coming over. Have 
a seat. May I offer you some tea?

LANYON [sits]: That’s all right. I’m only able to stay a short while. You understand, I’m sure.

UTTERSON: Of course. I’ll get right to the point then. I’ve been thinking of our mutual friend, Dr. Jekyll.

LANYON: Ah, yes. Dr. Jekyll. What about him?
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UTTERSON: I’ve been reviewing some of my documents concerning his will. As his lawyer, I recently executed an 
update to his will that was somewhat peculiar.

LANYON: What exactly does his will have to do with me? Has he left me something?

UTTERSON [passing a piece of paper to LANYON]: I wonder if you might take a look at the will.

LANYON looks at the document, while JEKYLL speaks off stage.

JEKYLL [off stage]: Upon my death or disappearance, I, Dr. Henry Jekyll, do hereby leave all of my property and 
assets to Mr. Edward Hyde.

LANYON: This looks like a fairly standard will of rights, but I don’t see how I may be of help. What is the question?

UTTERSON: As a close friend of Dr. Jekyll, I thought you might be able to give me some more information about 
Mr. Hyde. I’ve never met Hyde, and as Dr. Jekyll’s lawyer, I think it right that I know something of the man.

LANYON [sighs]: To be quite honest, Dr. Jekyll and I are not as close as we once were.

UTTERSON: Oh?

LANYON: We fell upon some…differences. His most recent work isn’t scientific in nature.

UTTERSON: Is that so?

LANYON [nods]: A bunch of nonsense, really. His experiments are all a bunch of balderdash. As a result, we’ve not 
spoken more than a few words in quite some time.

UTTERSON: And this Hyde fellow?

LANYON: I can’t say I’ve heard of him.

LANYON passes the document back to UTTERSON.

UTTERSON: Thank you for your time, doctor.

LANYON: Not a problem. We should schedule another time where we might go for a stroll.

UTTERSON: That would be nice. You’ll see your way out then, Dr. Lanyon?

LANYON: Yes. Good night, Utterson.

LANYON exits. UTTERSON returns the document to his desk in the study and goes to the bedroom.

UTTERSON [changing into night robes, talking to himself]: I cannot fathom any reason for Jekyll to give his entire 
fortune to a man like Hyde. Jekyll is a respected, established man. He wouldn’t have anything to do with such a 
person. [pauses] What if Hyde has blackmailed him? I wonder what Hyde would be able to hold over him. Perhaps 
Hyde is somehow involved in Jekyll’s experiments of which Lanyon spoke.

UTTERSON lies down in the bed and falls asleep. Lights dim and two silhouettes appear on stage. Their figures can 
be seen, but their identities are a mystery. They appear to be pushing and shoving. Thunder crashes.
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HYDE [yelling off stage]: You’ll do as I say, Jekyll!

JEKYLL [off stage]: Please don’t hurt me. I’ll do whatever you want, Hyde!

The two silhouettes quickly exit. UTTERSON sits up and yelps.

UTTERSON [awakes and sits up]: No!

Fade to black. End scene.

SCENE THREE

Scene: Outside the neglected cellar entrance. UTTERSON observes the entrance from afar.

UTTERSON: I’m sure if I wait here long enough, I’ll see him.

Enter HYDE. HYDE is a small, hunched young man who wears a large overcoat with a top hat and carries a cane. 
His face is well hidden for the majority of the scene. HYDE approaches the cellar door, but is stopped by UTTERSON.

UTTERSON: Good day, sir! Are you Mr. Hyde?

HYDE [grumbles]: Who wants to know?

UTTERSON [clearing his throat]: I’m Gabriel Utterson, Dr. Henry Jekyll’s lawyer and friend.

HYDE [more excited]: Ah! Yes. Mr. Utterson. Edward Hyde is my name. What can I do for you?

UTTERSON: I thought that I might introduce myself since I am to execute Dr. Jekyll’s will to you in the event of his 
passing [pauses] or disappearance.

Silence falls as UTTERSON tries to see HYDE’s face.

HYDE: Of course. Let me give you my personal address.

HYDE reaches for a card and hands it to UTTERSON.

UTTERSON: Thank you, Mr. Hyde. I don’t suppose you might let me take a look at you. I’m feeling quite uneasy that 
I can’t see your face.

HYDE shows his face more clearly. He looks somewhat subhuman, almost apelike. UTTERSON shows his discomfort 
with HYDE’s look.

HYDE: Just be sure you get in touch with me when Dr. Jekyll turns.

UTTERSON walks off stage backward, staring at HYDE. HYDE smirks and turns to the cellar door. Fade to black. 
End scene.
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SCENE FOUR

Scene: JEKYLL’s townhouse. It is extremely well-kept. MR. POOLE, JEKYLL’s butler, is performing some light 
dusting.

Knocking sounds at the door. MR. POOLE walks over to open the door.

MR. POOLE: Hello, Mr. Utterson!

UTTERSON: Good day, Mr. Poole. Is Dr. Jekyll available?

MR. POOLE: I’m afraid not, sir. He may yet return soon. Come inside if you wish.

UTTERSON [walking in and taking off his coat and hat]: Thank you. How are you?

MR. POOLE: As well as can be expected, sir; getting ready for this evening’s party. How are you? It’s been some time 
since you’ve called on the doctor.

UTTERSON: Actually I’ve been a bit troubled lately.

MR. POOLE: Is there anything I may assist you with, sir?

UTTERSON: Perhaps you can. Have you met Mr. Hyde? 

MR. POOLE [changes tone and turns away from UTTERSON]: Yes. I have met him.

UTTERSON: I have seen him entering the laboratory through the back cellar entrance, so I thought you might have 
spoken to him.

MR. POOLE: We aren’t actually allowed into the laboratory. Not even for cleaning. The doctor gave Hyde his own 
key. For the most part, we don’t see him.

UTTERSON: Why do you think Jekyll would leave everything to him?

MR. POOLE: I’m not sure. The doctor was quite clear that we are to serve Mr. Hyde as we would serve the doctor.

UTTERSON: I am quite suspicious of this Hyde fellow. I think he may be blackmailing Dr. Jekyll, but I can’t quite 
figure out for what exactly. Perhaps something when they were younger. I can’t imagine why Jekyll would associate 
with Hyde otherwise.

MR. POOLE: I just do as instructed and keep the doctor happy. Are you attending the party this evening?

UTTERSON: I shall be here. I will show myself out.

MR. POOLE: Good day, Mr. Utterson.

UTTERSON [grabs his things]: Good day.

UTTERSON exits. MR. POOLE returns to dusting. End scene.
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SCENE FIVE

Scene: JEKYLL’s townhouse. The party is wrapping up. JEKYLL, UTTERSON, LANYON, and CAREW are among 
the guests. LANYON is seen walking off stage and waving goodbye. JEKYLL walks to the edge of the stage with 
CAREW to see them off, but UTTERSON remains. He has a stoic look. CAREW stops at the edge of the stage and 
turns to JEKYLL.

CAREW: Great party, doctor! We’ll be seeing you again soon!

JEKYLL: Of course, Danvers!

CAREW [sarcastically]: That’s Sir Carew, Dr. Jekyll.

ALL laugh.

JEKYLL: Of course, Sir Carew. You won’t be a stranger, will you?

CAREW: I may be a politician, but I always have time for old friends. Good night, doctor!

JEKYLL [smiling]: Goodnight, Danv—I mean, Sir Carew!

CAREW exits; JEKYLL turns and notices, to his surprise, that UTTERSON is still seated.

JEKYLL: He’s become quite the big shot, don’t you say, Gabriel?

UTTERSON: Indeed he has. It is good to see he hasn’t lost his good nature.

JEKYLL: We shall see. Parliament does tend to change people. [sits at the table] So what’s on your mind, old chap?

UTTERSON: I’ve been waiting to speak with you, Jekyll.

JEKYLL: Come now, Gabriel. You may be my lawyer, but we are friends. Since when did you stop calling me Henry?

UTTERSON: All right, Henry. I’d like to speak to you about your will.

JEKYLL [laughing]: Quite a silly thing to want to talk about after I’ve just had a dinner party! Are you expecting my 
death any time soon?

UTTERSON: Not at all. If you remember, it also includes if you happen to disappear.

JEKYLL: I suppose I do recall that being included. Is there some problem you’re having at the office?

JEKYLL takes a drink.

UTTERSON: I’ve learned of this Edward Hyde to whom you have imparted all of your possessions.

JEKYLL chokes.

JEKYLL: Is that so?

UTTERSON: I’ve come to counsel you on this matter.

JEKYLL [forcefully]: There are no words that can bring this matter to a close, Gabriel.
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JEKYLL stands and straightens his posture. He becomes calm again.

JEKYLL: The moment I choose, I can be rid of Hyde. He is of great interest to me and I want him to be well taken 
care of for the time being.

UTTERSON: I think you’re making a mistake. We can figure out how to get out of this. Is he somehow involved with 
your experiments?

JEKYLL [seriously]: As I said, Mr. Utterson, I can be rid of him the moment I choose. Hyde is proving to be quite 
important to my work at the time being. Promise me that you’ll carry out my last will and testament should it become 
necessary.

UTTERSON [frustrated]: Of course I will, Henry.

JEKYLL [more spirited]: Wonderful! Now, I must be getting to sleep. You can find your way out, right, Gabriel?

UTTERSON stands and gets his things. He exits. JEKYLL remains. End scene.

SCENE SIX

Scene: HYDE’s apartment. It is completely withered and tattered. There are things all over. There is a bed that looks 
as if it has never been cleaned.

UTTERSON [off stage]: This is the place!

UTTERSON enters with two POLICEMEN. Both of them begin turning and searching the apartment.

POLICEMAN 2: Edward Hyde! [pause] It looks like he’s not here.

UTTERSON: I just can’t believe it.

POLICEMAN 1: You saw Sir Carew lying there with your own eyes, Mr. Utterson.

UTTERSON: Who would ever want to kill Danvers? He was well-respected and a gentleman.

POLICEMAN 1: According to the woman who witnessed it, he didn’t do anything to provoke Hyde. They exchanged 
a few words, and then Hyde attacked.

UTTERSON [sits in a chair, looking pitiful]: I just can’t believe Danvers is gone.

POLICEMAN 1: Believe it. You saw him on the path. It’s just lucky for us that Sir Carew had your card in his pocket 
or we might never have found Hyde’s place.

UTTERSON: He was a client of mine. You know he’s a member of Parliament.

POLICEMAN 2 [turns to UTTERSON]: Was a member of Parliament.

POLICEMAN 1: It isn’t like anyone ever saw him anyway. These officials always disappear when you need them.

UTTERSON [jumping to stand]: Disappear!
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POLICEMAN 1: Exactly. 

UTTERSON: I’ve got to get to Jekyll! 

UTTERSON runs off stage. POLICEMEN continue to search for clues. End scene.

SCENE SEVEN

Scene: JEKYLL’s house. JEKYLL is sitting at his dining table. He looks deathly ill. UTTERSON runs in from off stage.

UTTERSON [relieved]: Henry! I’m glad to see you. Are you all right?

JEKYLL: I’m fine. Just a little under the weather. You seem quite stirred, though.

UTTERSON: Hyde has murdered Sir Danvers Carew! [JEKYLL squirms in shock] You have to help the police catch 
him, or they’ll be coming for you when they discover how closely you’ve worked with him.

JEKYLL [winded]: I’ve ended any relationship I’ve had with him. The police shall never find him.

UTTERSON: How can you be so sure?

JEKYLL: Take a look at this letter.

JEKYLL picks up a letter from the table and holds it up to UTTERSON. He takes the letter.

HYDE [off stage]: Dear Henry: I have committed a terrible act. I have found a way to escape town safely. Do not 
worry about me. I’m not worthy of your generosity any longer. Signed, Edward Hyde.

UTTERSON looks up from the letter at JEKYLL.

JEKYLL: It was delivered today. I fear that if the police obtain this letter, my reputation will be marred.

UTTERSON: I’ve had a suspicious feeling about Hyde for quite some time. Did Hyde dictate your will and force you 
to sign over your assets to him?

JEKYLL nods in the affirmative.

UTTERSON: I think he meant to kill you.

JEKYLL: I say, he may nearly have taken over my life, but I need not worry about him anymore. It’s the last anyone 
will see of him.

UTTERSON: I’ll take the letter and keep it. I am your lawyer and confidant, after all.

JEKYLL: Thank you, my friend.

JEKYLL lays his head on the table. MR. POOLE enters from inside the house and walks to the door where 
UTTERSON is about to walk out.

UTTERSON [addressing MR. POOLE]: Can you describe who dropped off this letter today?
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MR. POOLE [confused]: No one has delivered any such letters. In fact, there wasn’t any mail today at all.

MR. POOLE passes by into another room, leaving UTTERSON alone.

UTTERSON [perplexed]: Why would Henry lie?

He exits. Fade to black. End scene.

END ACT I

ACT II

SCENE ONE

Scene: JEKYLL’S townhouse. He is having a party. UTTERSON, LANYON, and ENFIELD are in attendance. 
JEKYLL is energetic and happy.

UTTERSON: I’m glad to see you’re back on your feet, Henry.

JEKYLL: It was quite an illness, but I’m much better now.

LANYON: I’m glad you’ve given up those silly experiments, if I may say so.

JEKYLL: It isn’t that I’ve given up, Dr. Lanyon. I have chosen to stop.

LANYON: I suppose there is a difference.

JEKYLL: Certainly. The work was quite a wear on me.

UTTERSON: I can’t agree more. That’s all in the past now. 

LANYON: I should hope so. It was all a waste of time.

JEKYLL [angry]: A waste of time?

UTTERSON: Surely he didn’t mean that, Henry. Right, Lanyon?

JEKYLL: What would you know about it, doctor?

LANYON: I do know that you have nothing to show for it.

JEKYLL: Nothing to show? I’ll show you something that will make your skin crawl!

UTTERSON [stepping in between JEKYLL and LANYON]: I think it’s about time everyone gets going.

JEKYLL: That sounds like a wonderful idea to me. Mr. Poole? I’ll be in my laboratory. Make sure everyone sees their 
way out.

JEKYLL exits into the house as MR. POOLE enters. All begin to head to the door as the lights turn to black. End scene.
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SCENE TWO

Scene: The prosperous London street with the neglected cellar entrance. Enter UTTERSON and ENFIELD.

ENFIELD: I still say you should let sleeping dogs lie.

UTTERSON: I just want to take a look. No one has heard from Jekyll in some time.

ENFIELD: What happened to minding one’s own business?

UTTERSON [peeks inside the window of the cellar]: Just a look. Henry! Are you in there?

ENFIELD: A waste of a nice stroll on this fine afternoon, I say.

UTTERSON [calling out loudly]: Dr. Jekyll!

JEKYLL [from behind the cellar door, grumbling]: Who’s there? What do you want?

UTTERSON [relieved]: Henry! It’s been a while, old chap. It’s Gabriel Utterson. How are you? 

JEKYLL: I’m fine. I’m at work in my laboratory. Please, leave me.

UTTERSON: Are you sure you’re all right? You don’t quite sound like yourself.

ENFIELD: The man said to leave him alone. We should go.

UTTERSON [ignoring ENFIELD]: You should get outside more. It’ll do you some good, friend.

JEKYLL: I wish I were able, but I’m just too busy.

JEKYLL lets out a growl that startles UTTERSON away from the window.

ENFIELD: I told you we should leave, cousin!

UTTERSON: As we shall, but I will get to the bottom of this once and for all.

ENFIELD AND UTTERSON quickly exit. End scene.

SCENE THREE

Scene: LANYON’s house. It is well decorated and it is clear that LANYON is wealthy. LANYON is in his bed, under 
the covers. He is ill.

UTTERSON enters.

UTTERSON: Dr. Lanyon? 

LANYON [sickly]: Come in, Mr. Utterson.

UTTERSON: I’ve come to answer your call. I can see you are not well. I will come back another time.
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LANYON: It is quite all right. I fear I shall not recover, and that is why I needed to see you.

UTTERSON: What is the matter? You were quite well not so long ago.

LANYON: I cannot say what has happened. I’ve experienced great trauma that is inexplicable. It has shaken me to 
the core. My entire structure and understanding of science is compromised.

UTTERSON [confused]: I don’t understand. You’ve experienced something?

LANYON: I’ve written everything in this letter. [hands to UTTERSON] It is my wish that you do not read it until Dr. 
Jekyll has died or disappeared.

UTTERSON: Disappeared? Why would Jekyll disappear? Has he started working on his experiments with Hyde 
again?

LANYON [curt]: I will never speak of Dr. Jekyll again! Heed my word and do not read this letter until he has passed 
or disappeared.

UTTERSON: Of course, my friend. As your lawyer, I will maintain confidence.

LANYON: Promise me as my friend. You will not read the letter.

UTTERSON [holding LANYON’s hand]: I promise.

LANYON: Very well, then. Leave me at peace.

UTTERSON: Farewell.

UTTERSON exits. End scene.

SCENE FOUR

Scene: UTTERSON’s house. UTTERSON sits at his desk. MR. POOLE knocks at the door. UTTERSON gets up 
to answer.

UTTERSON: Welcome, Mr. Poole.

MR. POOLE: Thank you, Mr. Utterson. I’ve come to see you about the doctor.

UTTERSON: Has something happened to Henry?

MR. POOLE: He’s been locked in his laboratory.

UTTERSON: Why would he lock himself in the laboratory?

MR. POOLE: I check on him, but he only grumbles and growls demands. He does not let me inside the laboratory, 
nor does he ever come out.

UTTERSON: That’s ridiculous.
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MR. POOLE: I think something is wrong. It doesn’t sound like the doctor. I think there is some foul play afoot.

UTTERSON: Is it Mr. Hyde? Has he returned?

MR. POOLE: I’m not sure. The doctor has made some odd requests, but I haven’t heard or seen anything that would 
indicate that it is Mr. Hyde. No one has come in or out of the house.

UTTERSON: Perhaps he is just having another bout with his illness.

MR. POOLE: I beg you, Mr. Utterson. Please come to the house for yourself and see.

UTTERSON: I don’t need to be getting into Henry’s personal business without his asking.

MR. POOLE [more urgently]: I fear that something has happened to the doctor and I need you to see for yourself. He 
doesn’t sound like the same man. He is always asking for chemicals, to make his medicine.

UTTERSON: Medicine? Perhaps he is more ill than I thought. What medicine?

MR. POOLE: That I cannot say. He asks for chemicals. I can barely recite their names. I think he is making his own 
elixirs. But he doesn’t seem to be getting any better. In fact, it seems he is only getting worse.

UTTERSON: You’ve convinced me that I should check on him. Surely there is an explanation, and as his friend, I 
am able to ask him. Let us go.

UTTERSON and MR. POOLE exit together. End scene.

SCENE FIVE

Scene: JEKYLL’s townhouse. MR. POOLE bursts through the door, while UTTERSON comes in more slowly and 
less energetically.

UTTERSON: I don’t see why you are so excited.

MR. POOLE: I have to admit that I’ve withheld my motives.

UTTERSON: I don’t understand.

MR. POOLE: As the doctor’s butler, I cannot enter the laboratory. I need you to break down the door.

UTTERSON: You are insane! Call for Henry. Let him know I am here and he will come out.

MR. POOLE [turns away from UTTERSON]: Dr. Jekyll? Mr. Utterson is here to see you.

JEKYLL [gargling, off stage]: Go away! I am not taking visitors!

UTTERSON is disgusted by the sound of JEKYLL’s voice.

MR. POOLE [to UTTERSON]: Can you hear? 

UTTERSON: There has to be an explanation.
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MR. POOLE: Something is wrong. We need to get in there. I fear that it is not the doctor. He won’t let us see him. I 
believe someone is imitating him.

UTTERSON: Perhaps the doctor has developed a disease that has caused him to have a physical disfiguration.

MR. POOLE: There is only one way to find out. You need to break down the door.

UTTERSON: Have some respect for your master! He requires privacy. Obviously he is sick, which is why he needs 
the chemicals. He does not want to be bothered during his recovery.

MR. POOLE [shouting]: You are wrong! Something far worse is going on and the doctor may need our help!

UTTERSON: Mr. Poole! I thought you knew your place.

MR. POOLE: I could say the same of you, Mr. Utterson. Your friend is in need and you refuse to help him.

UTTERSON [excited]: All right! I’ll break down the door.

UTTERSON and MR. POOLE head off stage. Loud banging is heard until the door breaks down. JEKYLL lets out 
a loud yell and both UTTERSON and MR. POOLE run back on stage in fright. JEKYLL slowly enters and stands 
behind the dining table. He is dressed in his lab coat, tired and hunched over. He looks extremely ill.

JEKYLL: I said to leave me alone!

UTTERSON: What has happened to you, Henry? Is this the result of your experiments?

JEKYLL: Yes, and I fear I’ve not long to explain.

MR. POOLE backs away toward the front door. UTTERSON moves a bit closer to JEKYLL.

JEKYLL: All my life, I have had evil thoughts. Thoughts of meanness, cruelty…

UTTERSON: Naturally, Jekyll, we all have unsavory thoughts at times.

JEKYLL: Nonetheless, I wanted to remove this evil. I began experimentation. After many trials, I had found a way to 
isolate the parts of my personality that were evil.

UTTERSON: That is ridiculous. You must have created a potion that made you delirious. That would explain your 
sickness.

JEKYLL: It does not explain anything! I thought that I might create an elixir that would eliminate the evil inside me, 
but something else happened instead. I brought it to the forefront in the form of another person.

UTTERSON [showing disbelief]: You mean to tell me you created another person?

JEKYLL: No! He was inside me all along. My elixir didn’t eliminate him. I transformed into him. He calls himself 
Edward Hyde.

UTTERSON and MR. POOLE gasp.
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UTTERSON: Surely, you are mistaken. I’ve met Mr. Hyde. He is smaller, and a nasty, greedy man. You aren’t any of 
those things, my friend.

JEKYLL: But I am. I am all of those things, but they have been hidden inside me. Mr. Hyde is a physical manifestation 
of the evil inside me.

UTTERSON: This is quite preposterous. You are so delusional from your failed elixirs that you actually believe that 
you are a murderer who looks and sounds nothing like you.

MR. POOLE: Sir, if I may, please let me call for you a doctor.

JEKYLL [angrily]: There isn’t a doctor in the world who can help me.

UTTERSON: Jekyll, if you are so certain of this, how is it possible that he has just disappeared after all this time?

JEKYLL: I couldn’t control the time I spent as Hyde. I feared I would disappear completely and Hyde would take 
over permanently.

UTTERSON: Is that why you changed your will?

JEKYLL: Precisely, but after Carew’s death, I knew I had to control him. I took enough antidotes that I thought it 
would eliminate any of the effects of the first elixir. It was working for a while.

UTTERSON: And then?

JEKYLL: I began to transform involuntarily. I was no longer intentionally turning into Hyde. I began changing 
randomly, against my own will.

UTTERSON: This is all still quite ridiculous. I don’t see any reason to believe this isn’t all in your head and that you 
are just a sick man.

JEKYLL: Dr. Lanyon has seen the transformation.

UTTERSON: Now you’re just making things up. Dr. Lanyon is a sick man who cannot even leave his own bed. How 
could he have seen you transform if you haven’t even left your laboratory?

JEKYLL: After my first involuntary transformation, I didn’t have enough of the antidote to transform back. I had Mr. 
Poole get into contact with Dr. Lanyon for me so that he might collect the materials.

MR. POOLE [scared to speak]: That’s right. You were asking for Dr. Lanyon to collect some medicines for you that I 
would not be able to buy.

JEKYLL: Exactly. He was collecting the chemicals needed for the antidote. Hyde took the elixir right in front of him 
and transformed back into me right before his eyes. He made Lanyon watch it happen, to punish him for doubting 
our experiments. That is why Lanyon is bed-ridden.

UTTERSON: Your story is stretching. Dr. Lanyon did say he never wanted to speak to you again, but perhaps it is 
only because you involved him with Hyde!
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JEKYLL [shouting]: I am Hyde, and Hyde is me!

JEKYLL doubles over behind the dining room table, groaning out of sight. UTTERSON quickly backs away toward 
MR. POOLE in fright. The groaning turns into the growling of MR. HYDE. MR. HYDE pops up from behind the 
table in the same lab coat and clothes JEKYLL was wearing. MR. POOLE shrieks and runs out the door.

MR. POOLE [off stage]: Police! Police!

UTTERSON: You fiend!

MR. HYDE [snickering]: I’m just a part of your good pal, Dr. Jekyll! And now he’ll be gone for good! I’ll never take 
that antidote again!

UTTERSON: You’ll never get away with this, Hyde!

MR. HYDE: Who will ever believe you? They’ll call you the same crackpot names you were just calling your dear 
friend, Dr. Jekyll! 

UTTERSON: The police are coming to get you now. You’ve been caught! They know who you are, you murderer!

MR. HYDE runs through the house toward the laboratory off stage. MR. POOLE and POLICEMEN enter quickly.

POLICEMAN 1: Where is he?

UTTERSON [pointing]: That way, to the laboratory!

POLICEMAN 1 runs off stage to the laboratory. POLICEMAN 2 remains with MR. POOLE and UTTERSON. 
UTTERSON, shocked, sits in a dining room chair.

POLICEMAN 2: You say it was Edward Hyde?

MR. POOLE: Yes, it was him. I’m certain.

POLICEMAN 1 [off stage]: He’s run out the cellar door! I’m going after him!

MR. POOLE: Do you think he’ll catch him?

POLICEMAN 2: He’s a fast fellow, so he’s got a good chance.

MR. POOLE: What’s going to happen to Hyde?

POLICEMAN 2: I’ll leave that to the judicial system. Where’s the doctor? [silence] Is the doctor here?

UTTERSON [interrupting, bluntly]: The doctor is gone.

POLICEMAN 2: Where is he?

UTTERSON: He’s… disappeared.

Fade to black. End play.
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