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Aidan Mahon, 6th Grade 

Excerpt from a larger work 

called “Peace.” 

 

This book is dedicated to 

my father because he 

teaches me how to be 

peaceful with others. 
 

I have brought peace to my 

family. I have participated 

in all family activities like 

movie night on Friday, and 

game night on Saturday. I 

like to bond with my family 

and bring peace to all 

things we do. Traveling to 

D.C. to see my cousins. Flying to Florida to see my 

grandparents, or 

going to Six Flags. 

All these things 

bring peace to my 

family. I will con-

tinue this peace by 

making sure we 

are having a 

peaceful life, and 

not getting 

stressed because of 

homework or my 

parents work. I 

want to become a 

peaceful family. This is the peace in my family and 

how I will continue the peace and 

improve. 

Bringing Peace to My Family 

Dec 2019 

Pumpkin Patch 

Peyton Dougherty, Second 

Grade 

I went to Freddy’s Farmhill 

Farm with Declan, Mummum 

and Mr. Jim. First we did the 

fun place and watch the pigs 

race 2 pigs tried to escape. 

Next we went to the petting 

zoo. There were sheep. Last 

we had ice cream. I got a 

mouse. I can’t wait to go 

again.  

“Let the little 

children come 

to me, and do 

not hinder them, 

for the kingdom 

of God belongs 

to such as 

these.” 

Mark 10:14 

Andrew Venzie, Third 

Grade 

 

Little leaf fly up and go 

With the flow. 

Little Leaf 



siblings and I are fighting I can 

find common ground and call a 

truce. It is not always easy but 

you can find peace no matter 

how hard it may seem. Some-

times I get really mad at Aaron 

like when we’re going to school 

and suddenly he says that we 

forgot his coat. So common 

ground is how I bring peace to 

my family. 

I bring peace to myself by think-

ing. I can think and the more I 

think about stuff the less I think 

about what I was mad at in the 

first place. So by thinking I can 

calm myself, distract myself. It 

brings me peacefulness. So think-

ing is how I bring peace to my-

self. 

Andrew Souza, Sixth Grade 

Excerpt from a larger work 

called “Peace.” 

I dedicate this book to my Great 

Grandma who has eternal peace 

in heaven. 
 

I bring peace to my family by 

finding common ground. If my 

Grace Biester, Fourth Grade 

 

Hi, I’m a pencil and I’m happy to say I 

wiggle and I write almost every day. I 

leap and I dance and I write all around.  

I feel really really sad when you put me 

down. I feel happy when you pick me 

and write, write, write. I would like to 

change no working at night.  

And I would like to tell you I like to 

write a lot. I wish I could never stop.  

friends they had so much fun 

they became best friends they 

played every day intill (until) it 

was niht (night) fall they had 

fun. 

Rourke Jordan, Second Grade 

The monster did not like chil-

dren. He wanted to eat him anne 

(and) got his pole an (and) grceb 

(grabbed) him. The kid said 

don’t eat me an (and) then the 

monster drop him then they were 

Art-

work 

by Na-

omi 

Souza,    

Sec-

Peace 

Life of a Pencil 

The Men (Mean) Monster 
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Brynne McMahon, Third Grade 

 

Once there was a sharp pencil in a box. 

And the animal who used the pencil was 

a fox. 

There was a big brown mouse 

That lived in a white house. 

And a black cat, and little red bat 

That Loved to play in a big floppy hat. 

Finally a sharp pencil! 

Sharp Pencil 

“Children are a gift. Each one is unique and unrepeatable, and at the same time unmistakably linked to his or 

her roots. Indeed, to be a son or a daughter according to God’s plan, means carrying in oneself the memory and 

hope of a love that has become tangible by kindling the life of another human being, original and new. And for 

parents, each child is him- or herself, different, unique.” 

-Pope Francis 



 

 

What More Could I Desire 
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“I can do everything 

through Him who gives me 

strength.”  

Cullen Peterson, Seventh Grade 
 

My life has always been very predictable and orderly, and I never really wanted for anything, well, 

except for one thing. My parents make sure we feel safe, and that we know what to expect everyday, day 

in, day out. My dad does an uber awesome job of keeping all of us organized. My mom follows his exam-

ple and continues to keep our home organized yet fun. Even though I have such a wonderful home life, I 

still felt something was missing. Something that could show me how much more responsible I had the 

ability to become.  
 

So, you might ask yourself, “What could I possibly be missing?” or “why would you want to mess 

up something so great as a predictable life?”  
 

“Sure” I said to myself, “ It's great to come home from school and know that I will get a snack, do my 

homework, and do whatever we had that day, “ Well, about five years ago it started to get old. I was 

searching for something that would change up that everyday routine.  
 

As I mentioned before, my dad is uber organized. He keeps us all moving like a well oiled ma-

chine. My mom is the chief engineer of our happy household. When I started begging about this missing 

piece of my life’s puzzle five years ago, I was met with the same response over and over again, “ No not a 

chance!” I guess looking back they didn’t want anything messing up our neat little family life. Well, for 

five years I still persisted. 

 

Finally, It happened about two weeks before spring break, one Sunday morning, before church, my 

parents called myself and my brother Noah to the kitchen island. They had a mysterious tone in their voic-

es. They wanted to talk with us about something that had been on their minds for a while. We sat down, 

and in plain sight I was handed a leash and my brother, a bone. I was so confused, I said to myself, “What 

in the world is happening?” My parents promptly told us that we would soon be the proud owners of a 

Bernedoodle named Abe, which is a mix of a standard Poodle and a Bernese Mountain dog. The plan was 

in place. We would go on spring break, and when we returned, we would drive to Canada all night to pick 

him up the next day. My patience had paid off. I was now about to become the responsible dog- owner 

that I had always wanted to be. 
 

 As I look back on my life before Abe, I realize that my family has a very fast paced life now. I my-

self have gotten much more responsible than I was before. Who knew that a perfectly planned out day 

could be changed as a result of the innocent, playful actions of a dog named Abe. I feel like he has com-

pleted our family, and at this point there is nothing more that I could desire. In all of this, I have learned 



Max Sorenson, First Grade 

In the Fall I like to go pick ap-

ples at the farm. I like to watch 

leaves Fall from the trees! Yoe 

(you) can take a ride on a 

hayride. I can play at the pum-

king (pumkin) patch. Fall is a 

fun time! 

Scary Monster 

Ronan Flynn, Second Grade 

I was in my bed one night I 

heard a creek I looked under 

my bed and I sol (saw) a mon-

ster I was not scared! His name 

was Monsterbat. I think it will 

be a dancer. I love him so 

much. 

Fall 
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The Creapy (Creepy) Night 
Morgan Ballenger, Second Grade 

 

Last year I went trick or treating I sall (saw) all 

theas (these) creape (creepy) things. I didit 

(didn’t) get that much candy because I like to 

pass out candy. Me and mom have a wich 

(witch) nambd (named) wichy. I love wichy so 

much she is so cute. I love Halloween. 

Patricia Griest, First Grade 

 

In the Fall I like to go pick 

pumpkins. I like to jump in 

leaf piles. In the Fall I like to 

ride my bike. The weather 

turns cooler. Fall is a fun time.  

 

Artwork by Gianna Clancy, 

First Grade 

 

Parker Reilley, Kindergarten Jackson  Walliser, Kindergarten 



Ava Theiller, Sixth Grade 
 

“It’s time already!” I said to my brother. “Yes Ava 

it’s time,” he said. We packed so much stuff in our car. It was 

literally overflowing with stuff. I was smushed in the 

backseat. So was my brother in the front seat. My dad was 

driving us to Penn State, to drop my brother off. 3 hours went by very slowly. Last time, when we 

dropped my brother off for the first time it wasn’t too bad. But, this year it went by very slowly. 
 

My brother is a sophomore in college at Penn State. This was the second time driving him there. 

It was very sad. I never wanted him to leave. He kept me very entertained, and if my dad wasn’t able to 

get me from the bus, he would. What a great brother. He is the best brother ever! I love him! 

The first time we dropped him off at Penn State he was in a very tiny dorm. Then, the second 

time we dropped him off there he was in a bigger apartment. Not necessarily big, but bigger than his old 

one. It has 2 bedrooms with two beds in them, two bathrooms, a small living room, and a mini kitchen. I 

thought that an apartment at Penn State would be BIG, but when I got there I was very confused.  
 

     “The ice cream was so good.” I said to my dad. “It is homemade” My dad said. I got a humongous 

cookies and cream ice cream cone. It was delicious. There was a little place that had mostly all dairy 

products such as milk, ice cream, and eggs.  
 

When I had I to say goodbye to him, my dad and I walked around some of the Main Campus. 

That is where my brother lived. It was huge. We went on a Saturday. It wasn’t too overflowing with 

people! But there still were lots! He lives right next to a little town with souvenir shops and restaurants 

and little places to eat. There was even a Target nearby. I wished I lived there! I love Target. 
 

I know it is the right place for him, and I have to say goodbye to him. I was going to miss him so 

much. My dad and I were very sad. Hopefully, I will see him for Thanksgiving, and mostly for all the 

holidays. I know he will definitely be there for Christmas but I am not sure about any other holidays.  
 

 A little to know about my brother. He graduated from Rustin High School, and he went to Stet-

son Middle school, then for Elementary he went to Hillsdale. All public schools. He never went to a pri-

vate school. He is also studying Cyber security. He is working very hard, and I am very proud of him. 

Saying Bye to My Brother 
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“I will instruct you and teach you in the way you should go; I will 

counsel you with my loving eye on you.” 

- Psalm 32:8 



Nick Lucas, Eighth Grade 

 

     Al Moore, a Marine, has de-

veloped PTSD and Physical pain 

over 30 years. He used to take 

dozens of medications to abolish 

these pains, but now those drugs 

have been replaced by Kevin the 

wonder dog. Kevin is a three 

year old service dog that wakes 

Moore up when he has night-

mares, or helps him when Moore 

gets dizzy on stairs. When Kevin 

is around Moore feels more 

comfortable going into grocery 

stores or doctors’ offices, which 

he felt uncomfortable entering 

before. Twenty-three service 

dogs including Kevin were 

trained at the Western Correc-

tional Institution through a pro-

gram run by America’s Vet-

Dogs. These service dogs pair 

with veterans, such as Moore, 

struggling with PTSD. Kevin 

was trained through the program 

at a prison in  Hagerstown, Mar-

yland. Moore went to visit the 

prison and directly addressed the 

inmates saying, “You guys are 

my heroes.” 

     A prisoner named Wilson-

bet, age 44, has spent his entire 

adult life in prison. Training the 

dogs, he said, has been one of 

his first real responsibilities. He 

never had a job before, and he 

could not help raise his son. At first, 

Wilson thought bonding with the pup-

pies was just about teaching the com-

mands. Later, he soon realized the 

importance of showing them your af-

fection. The ceremony, which Moore 

visited, was the first time he met the 

prisoner who trained his dog. It also 

was the first time prisoners had seen 

their puppies since they graduated. 

They praised the work between 

America's VetDogs and the Maryland 

jail preparing program. America's 

VetDogs is one of many private asso-

ciations that train mental help dogs. 

The groups intend to help address the 

military's critical psychological prob-

lems. However program authorities 

have likewise confronted inquiries 

concerning the viability of their ef-

forts, and who should pay for them.    

Excerpt from “Mayas, Incas, and Aztecs” 

Service Dogs 

 

Reagan Walliser, Sixth Grade 
 

The Aztecs, Mayans, and Incas… they were all similar and different in many ways. They were all 

around long ago, and they are all important. Only the Incas had no written language. They all worshiped 

many gods and believed the gods were hungry for blood. The Incas lived in mountains and the Aztecs and 

Mayans lived in savannas and lowlands. 

    The Aztecs were unique in a way because they were the only ones that made 27 sacrifices a day! They 

were a very violent people when it came to human sacrifice. The Mayans only did human sacrifice when 

they thought the gods were angry. Both the Mayans and the Aztecs did human sacrifice to please their gods. 

They also both had written language unlike the Incas. The Incas however did mummies, unlike the others, 

and only sacrificed animals. They all spoke different languages. The Incas spoke Yucatec. The Mayans 

wrote using their 800 glyphs.  

    They all had similar government systems except the Mayans because they had a king for each big city. 

The Aztecs and Incas were conquered by the Spaniards in the 1500s, and the Mayans had already died out. 

The Mayans were very intelligent and dug reservoirs for water. All of the tribes were very talented when it 

came to creating art. The Incas were exceptional masonries and made stone work so fine it could withstand 

an earthquake! The Aztecs were amazing artisans, known for creating beautiful jewelry and sculptures. The 

Mayans made huge observatories to see the stars. 

    They all had their own crops. The Mayans grew squash, avocado, beans, and maize just like the Aztecs. 

The Incans grew slightly different crops. They grew corn, potatoes, coffee beans, and grains. The Aztecs 

were forced to grow crops on floating islands called Chinampas.  

    They all have their similarities and differences, and some are more gruesome than others. They are all 

historical marvels and are surprisingly overlooked in today’s world. 
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What should we name the Mars Rover? 

 

Force 

Emma Butler, Fifth Grade 

You may think Force is just an ordinary word. To me, Force is an extraordinary word. Force gives us our 

power and strength. We get stronger and brighter with Force. To achieve your goal, you need to work ex-

tremely hard. As Michael Phelps says, “There will be obstacles. There will be doubters. There will be mis-

takes. But with hard work, there are no limits.” NASA’s goal is to find and establish life on Mars. That’s 

why NASA’s rover should be named Force. Force means the same as strength. However, I need to develop 

my strength and motivation to even make it there. Force doesn’t always mean you have to be over the top. 

You have to believe in yourself and keep your head held high. Force means a push or pull. NASA pushes 

us farther and pulls us on the journey. 

 

Atlas 

Maeve Stokes, Fifth Grade 

Have you ever wondered what guides you on your journey? Don’t you hate it when you can’t find your 

way? I always reach for my inner map. I always think of what guides me, what gives me a sense of direc-

tion. Have you ever wondered how to find courage? Well I have. Courage is a gift that helps you to believe 

in yourself. What gives you a sense of direction? An atlas does. I can put all of that into a word, atlas. Atlas 

also gives us strength and courage, fortitude and grit. It means to never give up and to keep trying. Atlas 

gives you the nerve to try harder. I want to name the rover Atlas.  

 

Faith 

Grant Wingert, Fifth Grade 

I think the new Mars Rover should be named Faith. To have Faith is to have complete trust and confidence 

in something. I chose Faith because I trust that we can live on Mars by 2040. The job of the rover is to look 

for more water, promising rocks, and oxygen. I believe that there is probably oxygen, therefore we can live 

on Mars. Faith is a strong believing word and I believe that Faith will be able to find life for us on Mars. I 

will only be 32 or 33, so I will still be pretty young. Faith will be believing, and encouraging, and strong 

word. That's why the rover should be named faith. In conclusion, if we believe and have Faith that we can 

find life on Mars, it can happen. 
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Science, Technology, 

Engineering, Arts, and 

Mathematics Section 



Art  
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Blackout Poetry 

Madie McCarrin, Eighth Grade 

“She dropped a letter, crying. Death never said 

goodbye.” 

Maggie Grace, Pre-Kindergarten 

Ben Kraig, Pre-Kindergarten 

Breathe 
 

Kiara Ricciardi, Fifth Grade 

 
Breathe is a very peaceful and mindful word. It makes me feel like a cold soothing air that flows through 

my mouth. The lungs catch the air and goes in and out. It is calming and peaceful to see your ice cold 

breath. I want to call the rover breathe. 
 

I think that is very pretty. Breathe. They might find breathing creatures on Mars. Maybe ones we have 

never seen or heard of. Creatures or animals might be the first moving thing with legs on Mars! Or maybe 

plants.  
 

They might be the first beautiful smelling plants on this very Mars. The mission will be for Breathe to 

find air and maybe later on find creatures! It will pick up air in a tube. Later on when the rover is finished 



 

Kara Mudrick, Sixth Grade      

                     
 

     The Ancient Egyptians were 

an ancient, wise civilization and 

they were surprisingly advanced, 

considering the time they lived 

in. Their mummification process 

was an especially interesting les-

son. Our entire class got to go 

through this process. However, 

we definitely didn’t do it with a 

human! We bought an already-

dead chicken and used it for our 

experiment. 

 

     Since the Egyptian mummifi-

cation process took a grand total 

of 70 days, and we wanted the 

experience to be as life-like as 

possible, our chicken wasn’t ful-

ly finished until 70 days after we 

began this lesson. 

 

     On the first day, we washed 

Tiny Tim (that’s what our class 

decided to name him) and 

rubbed oil all over the outside of 

Tiny Tim’s body. The head and 

the bottom had already been cut 

off, so we poured spices inside 

the chicken, which caused it to 

smell a lot nicer than it had be-

fore. Next we placed the chicken 

in a container and poured salt 

and baking soda in with the 

chicken. We closed the lid tight-

ly and took turns passing it 

around and shaking it so the salt 

and baking soda blended with 

the chicken pretty decently. 

Then, we waited for another 

week before adding new salt and 

fresh baking soda to the contain-

er. 

 

     It was pretty much the same 

process for the next few weeks. 

However, the chicken itself was 

different. It had turned brown, 

and some of the moisture it had 

once held was gone, leaving a 

cold, clammy chicken. Coinci-

dently, the salt and baking soda 

were just a bit wet. A week later, 

the chicken had turned even 

darker, and was a lot skinnier 

than before. It was also as hard as a 

rock, and so was the salt and baking 

soda.  

 As we approached the end of 

our mummification process, we 

wrapped the chicken in linen bandag-

es and used rubber bands to hold it 

together. Every week, we took off the 

rubber bands and added more linen 

bandages before placing the rubber 

bands back on. Finally, on the last 

day of our mummification process, 

after 10 weeks of waiting, Tiny Tim 

was a mummified chicken. Normally, 

the Egyptians never unwrapped their 

dead, but we wanted to see what Tiny 

Tim looked like. He was the darkest 

brown, with absolutely no body fat, 

and smelled like fish. 

 

     This experience taught us a lot 

about the Ancient Egyptians and how 

it was to live back in those days. I 

loved that we got to go through the 

chicken mummification process, and 

I hope Mrs. Newhard will continue to 

do it for future sixth graders. 

 

The Mummification Process 

Native American Cinquain Poems 
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Tim Reagoso, Fourth Grade 

 

Mountain Lion 

Strong Aggressive 

Helping Running Encouraging 

Happy Fearless Trustworthy Speedy 

Kind 

Harlow Falone, Fourth Grade 

  

Artistic Deer 

Caring Joyful 

Helping Drawing Listening 

Laugh Flexible Brave Believer 

Painter 



 

Gianna Griffith, Seventh 

Grade 

 

It was a beautiful summer day 

and we were planning to go to a 

family party celebrating the 4th 

of July. I was getting ready to go 

to the party and was very excited 

to go play with my cousins and 

swim in the pool. We were all 

getting ready to go, my sisters 

and I played with each other in 

the yard until we had to go to the 

party. My mom was getting food 

ready, my dad was getting ready 

upstairs. I was so excited to go 

to the party. My sisters and I 

were excited to go play with our 

cousins, swim in the pool and 

play volleyball. 

 

When we got there, I wanted to 

go jump in the pool,but my mom 

wanted my sisters and I to eat 

before we did. When we got in-

side I said hi to all my cousins, 

aunts and uncles. Everyone 

brought food to the party so we 

ate a little of everything! We had 

hamburgers, salads, corn on the 

cob, potato salad, chips, dip and 

a lot of fruit! Everyone got a 

plate and we went outside to eat 

on the patio. When we finished 

our food we got changed into 

our bathing suits and jumped in 

the pool! In the pool we played 

Marco Polo, threw the ball 

around and had swimming races. 

 

When I got out of the pool I got 

changed and ran around my aunt 

and uncle’s backyard and played 

games with my cousins. I always 

wanted to play volleyball, but I 

was always too young to play 

with the older kids and relatives. 

Not this year! They asked me to 

join the game and I was so excit-

ed! Just as the volleyball game 

was getting good, I jumped up to 

hit the ball then fell to the 

ground with a thump! “It hurts” I 

said in pain. My foot felt funny. 

My dad came running over to 

make sure I was okay. “It hurts” 

I said. I felt the grass under me 

and it felt soft but it did not help 

the pain. My dad helped me up 

and helped me get into the 

house. When we got into the 

house my mom got ice for my 

foot. I sat on the couch and put 

the ice on my foot. The ice made 

it feel numb but it still hurt. It 

felt like pins and needles stick-

ing in and out of my foot! After 

we all realized it was something 

more serious, my mom and dad 

took me to the Urgent Care not 

far from where we were.  

 

At Urgent Care they were so 

nice and friendly. They took me 

right into the back room and  

took x-rays of my foot. I had a 

fracture in the growth plate in 

my foot. The Doctor told me it 

was a common fracture and 

since the growth plate was not 

fully formed that I got lucky. 

They said I had to go to a spe-

cialist on Monday and probably 

get a cast. Sure enough that is 

what happened. I had a cast for 6 

weeks. 

 

The Time I Fractured My Foot 
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The editors of the magazine, Grace Piznar 

and Kristen Loughlin, would like to thank all 

the wonderful teachers at Saint Maximilian 

Kolbe for their help and support! We would 

not be publishing our third edition of the Lit-

erary Magazine without you! 



 

 

Daniel Crognale, Seventh Grade 
 

Aim for the moon, if you miss you’ll land among the stars and the planets. It all started the day I 

saw the YouTube video entitled “ My bearded dragon.” I instantly fell in love with the “spiky” lizard. I 

begged and begged and begged for a bearded dragon, but my dad repeatedly responded with, “No.” One 

day, after asking him again, my dad said, “ I’ll allow a fish, except it has to be a Betta fish.” Hearing this, I 

got hopeful. Maybe my dad was warming up to another pet!  

The first thing that went through my head was, “Now, if I keep begging maybe he’ll get me a beard-

ed dragon!” Sadly, that was not the case. After asking him a few more times he said to me in a rather aggra-

vated tone, “ Fish or nothing. It’s up to you.” Hearing that, my hopes dropped a little more than necessary, 

probably because it was something I didn’t want to hear. Later that night I told him that I’d take the fish, 

but he said, “ Little late now, buddy. Now you gotta earn it.” That night was NOT going in my favor.  

The first thing I thought he was going to make me do was clean my room… I was right. That night I 

spent two hours cleaning my room to the utmost perfection.  

“DAD, I'M DONE!” I yelled so my dad would check my room. “Huh… what? I hear my dad mum-

ble after waking up from his daily midday- night slumber. “Good! Now come here. “For your next mission 

you need to read Rumble Fish By S.E Hinton.’’ The next day my mom and I went to Barnes And Noble, to 

find Rumble Fish. Upon seeing the book, I’m intrigued, enough to read the back at least, after reading the 

back I instantly want to read the book. I even got the other books by S.E Hinton too! After getting home I 

ran up to my room, and started to read. Twenty to thirty pages later I’m in Lala Land reading about a page 

per minute. Seeing as how the book is only 144 pages, I was done in about an hour. 

“DADADADADADADADAD!”  

“What?! I’m trying to sleep!”  

Sprinting at full speed, I run down the stairs to tell my dad about Rumble Fish. “Dad! So The Mo-

torcycle Boy got shot and… and…” Running out of breath I start to pant. “Great, you read the book, now 

let me go to sleep.” “But. But, you said I could get the fish!” “We’ll get it tomorrow.’’  “Dad…” “You 

know… we don’t HAVE to get the fish.” “Okay I’ll shut up now.”  

That seemed to please him, because the next day, after track and field practice, I saw my dad walk-

ing across the track to pick me up. My hopes immediately come to life. I’m thinking 

“This is it. This is where we drive out to petsmart to buy my fish!” I was right. When I get home my mom 

was all ready to go. Acting surprised I ask “Where are we going?” My mom, knowing that I was feinting 

my surprise said, “You know where we’re going.” 

Zayda Griffith, Third Grade 
 

Gianna said there was a zombie under my bed. 

Gianna told me his name was Ed. 

Gianna promised he was good and kind friend. 

That’s all I have. The end. 

The Fish 

The Zombie Under My Bed      Cat and the Bat 
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Tess Cochran, Third Grade 

Once there was a cat and a bat 

in a big men’s hat. The man saw 

them in his hat. The man flipped 

them out of his hat and he was mad.  

To the store  

went the bat and they got some  

candy and got fat. 
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Chloe Hopkins, Fourth Grade 

Tic toc, tic toc the clock hit 10. “I’m expecting a visitor,” said Terry 

whose last name is Anchela. “Oh, look there she is. She looks like a tasty 

little fly!” he rushed down the steps to get to the door! “Well hello,” he 

said. “You look simply magnificent Fly! Why don’t you come inside. 

Would you like to come inside my very modern kitchen? I have some fine 

rotten cantaloupe you will find simply delectable.” “Fine, I will step inside 

your house and come into your kitchen but only because I simply adore 

rotten cantaloupe but when I’m done I’m leaving.” And she started eating. 

“But wait your dress is so gorgeous, and I have a necklace that will match 

perfectly” said Terry. “Well I have been looking for something to tie my 

outfit together. So fine.” “Come right upstairs, we have the finest white 

fabric for the finest fly,” said Terry, “I’m good, I think I’ll fly up,” said 

fly! “Well your wings are so pearly,” said spider as they went up the steps. 

“Put on the necklace,” said Terry. “Oh you look simply brilliant!” he said. “I do,” fly mumbled. “Come into 

my mirror room so you can see how amazing you look.” “Well ok,” said fly and they went right in. “Wow,” 

said fly! “It really gives my outfit pizzazz but I don’t want it to break.” “Follow me to the attic and I’ll wrap 

it real tight for you.” “Ok,” said fly and they went right up. Terry unclipped her necklace and said, “Oh look 

your necklace fell!” She went to grab it but the spider picked her up and spun her real tight into his web. 

The Spider and the Fly 
Artwork by Max Hodlofski, 

Pre-Kindergarten 

Constanza Lopez, Kindergarten Mackenzie Foulds, Kindergarten 



 

 

Connor Wren, Eighth Grade 
 

     It was November 18, 2017 and Jack, Steiney, Spencer, Gavin, Sean, Cole, Nick, and I all went paint-

balling for the first time. I woke up at 7:00 and drove to Chesapeake City, Maryland along with my dad 

and my brothers. Anticipation filled all of us and we were texting each other constantly. I remember wish-

ing Steiney a happy birthday and he was very excited because he had just gotten an iPhone 7. We arrived at 

around 8:30 and all greeted each other and checked in.  
 

      After we got checked in we headed to the table where everybody was seated. There were hoagies, 

chips, salsa, drinks, and paintball related items which consumed the table. Soon after everyone was situat-

ed, we went over to the shooting range and tested to see if our guns worked. Thankfully, everyone’s did. At 

9:00 the referee called everyone to the entry to all 5 fields, and went over briefly how the guns operated 

and safety. Shortly after he as done, we started walking onto the fields and arrived at our first game. The 

map was in a forest which was covered with cars, tanks, plywood, and barrels. It was a replica to a mini 

battle field almost. The ref separated us into two teams, blue and red. I was put on the red team with Mr. 

Fichter, Mr. Sucher, Mr. Lucas,  Jack, Cole, and other players. The map was divided into two sections and 

Jack, Cole, and I took one side while the others took the other one. The referee counted down from five 

and on one we charged up to the front.  
 

     We kept hearing the balls fly near our heads just missing us by a few feet. One by one we continuously 

made our way up towards their spawn area. We kept firing at anyone we saw as a threat to us. We cleared 

around 5-7 people out and eventually met the others after they successfully captured their side. Now, we 

only had to focus only in front of us which made it a lot easier. With all of us working in unison, we com-

pletely obliterated the other team. I even managed to shoot Spencer and his friend Alex. The game ended 

and we won and we were very happy. The next round started and it was Pinwheel. The objective of the 

game was to keep your color faced upward on a pinwheel till the end of the game. We switched sides and 

traveled in the same pair, Jack, Cole and I.  We were rushing their flanks when Jack and I got shot in the 

back by Cole. We were out for the remainder of the game but sadly our team ended up losing the game. 

Paint Ball 
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Patriots VS. Steelers 
Aiden Pirozek, Seventh Grade 

 

Don’t ya love to see Tom Brady lose in the regular season.  Well, that is what this story is about. 

My personal narrative is about the time when I saw the Steelers beat the Patriots.  It all started 

when my family went to Pittsburgh to visit my grandparents. My pap, who has season tickets, 

said we could come down for the Pats game.  We were so excited, except that we are playing the 

G.O.A.T aka Tom Brady, and the Patriots were better than us. We thought we were going to lose! 

 

  The game time was 4:25 on Sunday, December 16th.  9 days before Christmas! The Steelers 

were in desperate need of a win if they wanted any shot at the playoffs.  It was 3 o’clock, so we 

said, “Time to hit the road.” Instead of driving to the game because of the parking, we took the 

Tee down to the game.  We arrived at Heinz Field at 3:45 and now we had to go through the tick-

et lines. We got through and it’s time to sit back and watch the game. I asked my mom, “Do you 

think we will win?”  (Cont. on page 15) 

 



 

 

(Cont. from page 14)    

 

 My mom said, “I actually think we will.”  

 I answered by saying, “Hopefully we get to see the Ketchup bottles tip quite a bit today.”  

What that means is that whenever the Steelers get in the Red Zone, the Heinz Ketchup bottles tip 

over.  Time for the football game! 

 

 The betting spread was -3 to the visiting Patriots, but who cares about all that.  The Patriots 

were coming into the game at 9-4 and the Steelers were coming in at 7-5-1.  The 1 tie standing for 

the game on week 1 to the Cleveland Browns. Looking at the records, the Steelers were the under-

dogs.  Time for the football game! The game started out with incredible drive by the Steelers, 30 

yards on that drive were on a run by Jaylen Samuels, the Steelers later capped the drive off with a 

touchdown by Vance McDonald from the pass by Big Ben Roethlisberger, 7-0 Steelers!  Now it 

was time for Tom Brady to take the field. The Steelers defense came into the game with 45 sacks, 

leading the NFL! Only just a minute after the touchdown by the Steelers, Tom Brady answers with 

a 63 yard touchdown to Chris Hogan. Stephen Gostkowski made the extra point and now it is 7-7.  

The Steelers and Patriots both had a drive after that but neither of them managed to reach the end 

zone. End of the first quarter and the score is 7-7. Just three minutes into the 2nd quarter the Steel-

ers’ Antonio Brown gets a touchdown. Earlier in the drive there was a Pass Interference which set 

the Steelers on the 10 yard line of the Pats. Now the score was 14-7 the Steelers were in the lead.  

The score stayed the same and now it was halftime. “I think we will win,” I said at halftime. 
 

 “There’s a lot of football left, Aiden,” my Pap told me. 

  “I think our defense looks great” 

   “You can say that again,” my Pap answered me.   
 

  The second half started in a great drive by the Steelers, which resulted in a 32 yard field goal 

which Chris Boswell missed.  After that amazing drive that could’ve put the game away, it’s still 

only a one possession game. Tom Brady strolled down the field because of a pass interference that 

kept the drive alive.  Stephen Gostkowski made a 33 yard field goal and it was 10-14. The Patriots 

drive ended the 3rd quarter. The 4th quarter started with an interception by the Patriots! Now they 

had outstanding field position.  A couple runs by Sony Michel and Rex Burkhead set them up at the 

5 yard line. A couple penalties set the Patriots back to the 15 yard line. With 8 minutes left in the 

game, the Patriots on the 15 yard line of the Steelers, hoping to get a touchdown and take the lead.  

It was 2nd and Goal on the 17 yard line of the Steelers and Tom Brady the G.O.A.T throws an in-

terception to Joe Haden! The whole crowd was going crazy! Who could blame them, the Steelers 

just beat the 9-4 Patriots! “What a game,” I told my Pap, 

He responded by saying, “That was one of the best I’ve seen.” 

 

 

   In conclusion, my family went to a Patriots vs Steelers game and we saw Tom Brady and the Pa-

triots lose to the Steelers in a regular season game.  Not only was it a great game to watch, but it 

was also a great time that I had with my family. I know I’ll be to many more Steelers games soon, 

but I think that was the best I’ve seen so far.   
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Rachel Kealey, Eighth Grade 
 

In World War II, many Jews were slaughtered mercilessly and without reprieve. Germany in the 1940’s was 

about as horrible a place as any. Leisel Meminger, a young German girl living during the Holocaust, is the 

main protagonist in The Book Thief by Markus Zusak. Throughout the story, she undergoes many losses and 

traumas as a consequence of the internal conflict in the plot. The Last Chapter is my insights into what may 

have happened after the back cover was closed, inside the depths of Leisel’s mind. 

The snow reminded her of something. 
 

     It reminded her of her brother in a coffin, a small black book buried in the whiteness. It 

reminded her of a boy, wading through December waters for her sake, asking only for a fa-

vor he wouldn't receive. Reminded her of a man of snow in the basement, the one light in the 

dark, damp room. And it reminded her of snowflakes that weren’t really snowflakes at all, 

the ones that burned her skin and scarred her heart and covered lips that she longed for. Of 

an accordion encased in a layer of ash. Reminders of bittersweet joy. Reminders of lost love. 

Reminders of despair. Reminders reminders reminders. 

 

**A Friendly Reminder From Death** 

Have you ever realized that if you say a word so much, you can hardly recognize it as a 

word anymore? Try it. Reminder. Reminder. Reminder... 
 

    Silent footsteps padded across the endless carpet of white, engulfing the town in a tranquil 

cover. The book stuffed inside her thin jacket was more of a warmth source than the coat it-

self. The Whistler burned holes in her skin. It tore apart her heart. Still, she read it over and 

over and over until the only thing her mind could think to do was remember. She wanted to 

remember, and she did not. It baffles me sometimes how melancholy, how sad, how fickle 

humans are. They feel so much and so little all at once; they are both the undoing and the 

evolution of their own humanity. 
 

     Leisel Meminger certainly fit into that category. When she was destroyed that severely, 

she shattered. Words were the glue that pieced her back together and words were the knives 

that cut her apart. Over and over and over this cycle continued; break, build, break, build, 

break… 

 

     You get the idea, I think. 
 

     So now the fourteen-year-old girl ambled through the piled-up snow toward the riverbank 

to continue the loop. I didn’t exactly know if this was self-inflicted torture part, or if it was 

an act of closure; of resolution. That’s the funny thing with grief; the lines are somewhat 

blurred.  

The Book Thief: Last Chapter Rewritten 
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Inside Story Headline 

The fly will come 

Clara Whitelaw Singer, Fourth Grade 
 

Hola! I’m the trapper, the eater, and the most brilliant bug in the world the one and only spider. I’m here 

today to trap my favorite meal flies. My visitor has arrived and just rang the doorbell. “My you look mag-

nificent Mr. Darnyell,” said the spider. “Where did you your pants and your shirt from they look stunning.” 

“I got them from Bugazon Prime if you would like to know,” said Mr. Darnyell. “Come in come in make 

yourself comfortable,” said the spider. “Would you like some strawberries they’re sweet like you, they’re 

also ripe and new and I’d like to share them with you.” “I’d rather not have one they’re poison I heard I’m 

not going to die looking like a bird,” said the fly. “Shall we play another game,” said the spider. “How 

about what’s that smell?” said the spider. “Sure,” said the fly. “I’ll go first,” said the spider. “I smell some-

thing that smells like roses and daisies.” “Guess what it’s you,” said the spider. “Oh well I guess I do smell 

amazing,” said the fly. “So do you believe I am trustworthy?” said the spider. “No!!!” said the fly. “Well 

then I will prove to you I’m trustworthy,” said the spider. “Do you want to try a piece of chocolate?” said 

the spider. “Not until you eat it first,” said the fly. “Okay,” said the spider. The spider took the chocolate 

and ate it whole. “Now do you believe me?” said the spider. “Yes,” said the fly. “Let’s celebrate by doing 

the chicken dance.” “Okay,” said the fly. They danced and danced until the spider pulled the fly in and 

swallowed the fly whole. The last words the fly said were “I knew it. I knew I couldn’t trust a silly, old and 

wise spider,” said the fly. “I am old that’s true, but I have tricks up my sleeve and they’re ready for you. 
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The Spider and the Fly 

She retrieved the book from underneath her arm. Her hands shook, but not from the cold. 

The Whistler stared up at her, taunting and reminiscent. Its pages were stiff and wrinkled 

from the water years prior, and the cover was faded and weak. It still looked the same. 
 

     Why did this book get to stay the same when nothing else did? Why did this have to sur-

vive when everything good was gone? Why? Why?  
 

     She asked these questions to herself every day.  

**A Slight Observation** 

No. She was not referring to the book. Not in the least.  
 

     The rectangle of memory sat idly in her frozen hands as she observed it. A single tear 

was indecipherable from the snowflakes melting on her lashes, save for the fact it tasted of 

salt. It froze on her cheek. 
 

     And there was a girl, a river, a book, and a frozen tear. There was much missing this time 

around. A boy. A woman. A man made of music. 
 

     But Leisel knew they would not be coming back.  
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 Saint Max Student Council has worked tirelessly to help Saint Max grow as a community of ser-

vice, scholarship, and faith. With the aid of both our teachers and our peers, we have already coordinated 

several fundraisers and service projects within the span of a few months. In September, the students of 

Saint Max aided Student Council’s mission by donating cat and dog food to pets in need. Our decision to 

donate to this charity was based on their desperation, and our oath as a school to serve God through serv-

ing others.  

 Our Representatives worked for weeks on end to organize the annual Halloween Dance-a-Thon 

for students of all ages. This year, we added games, prizes, and face-painting stations in addition to the 

dance. October was also Breast Cancer Awareness month. The entire school voted on Mrs. Apadula’s pink 

hair for the cause, and those contributions combined with our annual Pink Day Dress Down raised over 

$800 for UniteForHer. Treats For Troops was another successful service project. Students generously do-

nated leftover Halloween candy for deployed U.S troops currently serving our country. 

 Student Council has already made an impact in our school this year, and we plan on many more 

surprises to come. Being on the board has helped me grow in my leadership, my empathy, and my service 

to others. I truly believe that students taking leadership positions adds a relevant element to our school. 

The representation our students have in authority figures changes the way our school is operated; the fo-

cus is on each individual student and his/her opinions. At Saint Max, every child is represented.  

A Note from St. Max Student Council 


