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Dead 
 

Lifeless, yet still alive. 
Immobilized by grief, loss, depression. 

The husk of the man he once was. 
A body, 

Alive in the flesh,  
Dead in the mind. 

Chasing a man 
Who was left behind. 

Waiting, 
Forever. 

 

Anonymous 

Melanie Telleria  
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Spice People 
 
Paprika is 
a fiery bubbly girl 
who speaks her mind. 
Her spicy actions, along with her 
Ironic comments, that will 
leave you panting. 
 
Salt is the helpful push  
to make flavors 
mend. 
But 
she can make your tongue 
dry and your  
face conort.  
Pinchfuls 
are just enough; 
handfuls 
will be pretty rough… 
 
Pepper is the enemy of salt 
Battling for his 
spot in the dish. 
Ground to bits, 

sprinkled around, 
will make you laugh, 
into hysterical fits! 
He’s the wake up call, 
the pep in your step, 
the “You’ll do great!” 
He can support 
other spices, 
but be careful. 
The wrong amount will 
make you tearful. 
 
Cinnamon. 
When alone,  
she will make your  
throat burn, 
Leaving you to run 
and attempt to take a turn.  
With help from other  
flavors, 
her sweet touch, 
you will always  
savor. 
 
   Abby Troy 

 Cece Snyder 
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Poetry Live! Winners 

 
Drinking From My Owner’s Water 
Inspired by Mark Strand  
Dedicated to all trapped souls 
 
I stand at the corner of a room, 
Looking out into the vastness of the space that I am granted. 
My tongue rolls out of my mouth in a spiral. 
Drool flicks off of the tip. 
My behind is higher than my head. 
I pound upwards for the doorknob. 
I bark at it, 
Scratch it, 
But it doesn’t move an inch. 
Until it does, 
I tilt my head upward and my ears flop back, 
I stare at the being who  
twisted the door knob, 
Who opened the door, 
Who did what I could not. 
He has a body that can reign over mine, 
He has the intelligence that can prove mine wrong, 
He has the power to tell me what to do and what not to do, 
They have the freedom to open the door and run into the outside with their arms wide 
open, screaming, “Hallelujah!” 
They own all I own. 
If I were to own anything at all, 
They take my life away. 
What they give me in return: 
Tummy rubs, 
Brushes to groom my hair, 

Liana Haigis 
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And toys to occupy my “tiny brain” as they laugh to their heart’s content. 
I never am taller than them, 
And I never will be taller than them, 
For they are my owners, 
The ones that keep me in a house, 
The ones that keep me away from my calling. 
What goes through their head? 
What horrible thing inspires them to do what they do to me? 
What has emptied their bucket so much that they would want to take others’ water? 
Why do I ask questions when I know they won’t help me?  
So I decide to trot down the stairs,  
Into the kitchen, 
And drink from the tray of water that my owners own.  
        Caitlyn Carpenter 

Sleeping  
Inspired by Mark Strand 
 
 
 
A smile folds the corners of my mouth. 
There is no happiness like mine. 
I have been sleeping. 
My mom does not believe what she is witnessing.  
Her eyes are sad, being I am late for school. 
She jolts me out of my slumber. 
My dreams vanish. 
The light is radiant in my unadjusted eyes. 
The rest of the town is slowly waking up, too.  
My eyeballs roll open, my brown hair flies in all direction. 
I begin to stamp my feet and weep.  
I do not understand. When I arise at last, my mom screams in bliss. 
It is a new day. I snarl at her and bark, because I am still fatigued. 
I wish I were still in the sleepy dark of my room. 
  
         Millie Bohn 

Ty Cohen 
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The One Who Became My Enemy  
 

Walking slowly, 
Softly, 

Silently, 
Bleeding from the knee, 

Standing, 
Warping into the enemy’s territory, 

All hope lost when she reaches out to me, 
A black heart spread through her armor, 

A choice that took her with it, 
Her red eyes that once awoke next to mine, 

Her sword gleaming in the light of what they call my 
destiny, 

I see the strip of black hair that was given to me, 
I pray, 

Hoping for someone to send me back, 
For then, by this point, I would be dead, 

Long ago in that faraway land, 
Where they would have made me breed, 
All my children would be no use to thee, 

For when the god’s finger touches to the ground, 
A bolt will touch their beds, 

A rip in my muscle awakes me from my prayer, 
For she has touched my side, 

With what once was a golden blade of victory, 
Now a dark sword of death, 

And destiny, 
Her figure warps with mine, 

I have sight of screaming figures far in front of me, 
For I am now the Timekeeper, 

And she is now my enemy, 
She is an army with only one solider, 

One commander, 
One woman, 

How alike we are.   
 
                                                        Caitlyn Carpenter                                              

SUMMER  
Inspired by  

Gwendolyn Brooks 
 

Short sleeves, free arms 
Faded shorts, running legs 

Bare feet 
Black tar 

Hot pavement 
Small feet toes wriggling  
Scurrying across the grass 
 Brown and shriveled from 

the heat 
Rain comes  

Finally 
Dancing as the cool drops fall 

to her face 
As dirt pours off of her 
Her feet going always 

Summer 
 

                     Nora O’Brien 

Poetry Live! Winner 
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Anonymous 

Even Small Steps Can Lead to a Big Change 
You’re walking 
On the busy, 
Packed streets, 
Of the city . 
 
A homeless girl 
And her mother 
Hold tin cans.  
You look at their faces 
And see 
Sorrow; 
The little girl’s education depends  
On your kindness. 
You hear a satisfying thud as,  
Your coins hit the bottom  
Of the rusty  
Tin can.  
 
A grin,  
A bright,  
Uplifting grin 
Stretches from ear  
To ear 
Of the girl’s face,  
And the same grin crawls  
On your face, too.  
 
You walk along  
to the lively deli.  
A scrawny dog  
Begs  
For scraps,  
Just a morsel  
To keep him  
breathing.  
 
You feed the crumbly  

Whole wheat bread to the starving dog.  

The munching sound  
Is music  

To your ears. 
 

You head out. 
A wilting flower sits  

In your way.  
You stop.  You look.  You think. 

 
You pour water  
On the thirsty,  

Dying tulip.  
The soil  
Is damp.  

You smile 
And walk 

Right along.  
 

You stroll on the  
 sparkling cement sidewalk.  

You’re on your way  
Home; 

Something  
The girl and her mother  

Might never have,  
But now,  

There’s hope.  
 

You started the day  
As ordinary,  

But now  
You’re elated. 

Knowing  
You’ve impacted  

And changed the world  
 

   Annika Kung-Wolle 
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Danika Glasberg 

The sweat trickles down my 

forehead but I keep on pushing through to 
the end.  My heart is pounding to the beat 
of a drum.  Faster and faster it beats.  I’m 
so excited about today. Why? I’m on the 
demo team for Tae Kwon Do.  Demo team 
is a group of students that attend Hiawa-
tha’s Martial Arts.  It is an advanced group 
that is hand chosen by the head instructor.    
How did I get here?   

I started Tae Kwon Do when I was 
about three years old and have been doing 
it since then.  I went through many, many 
belts.  Now I’m a high red belt! I have two 
more belts until black!  Anyways, I’ll tell 
you what happened a few weeks ago.  

It was during class when we were 
about to start sparring.  My instructor just 
silently walks around the dojang and taps 
people on the head.  I was one of them.   

After he taps every one that he 
needs to, he says, “Everyone that I tapped, 
see me after class.” 

I was trembling with fear because I 
didn't know if I was in trouble!  

We continue with class and I’m 
partnered with Sara.  She is one of my 
friends at the school.  She is a lot of fun 
and we like to joke around together.   

We go through drills and free spar 
against each other. 

Once we are done with sparring, we 
take off our sparring equipment and line up 
so we can be dismissed.  We bow out.  But 
before we leave, he says, “We are starting 
up a Demo team. You can only be invited 
onto the team. Can all the people that I 
tapped come up?” 

“Yes, sir!” I said.  I went up, and he 
handed me a paper.  The paper said that I 
was invited to join the Demo team!  I was 
so excited to start! 

“Team practices are every Wednes-

Something Better 
Kaitlyn Chun 
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day at 5:30 pm,” he said. 
Every Wednesday at 5:30 PM?  I 

end volleyball at 5:15 PM and sometimes 
it runs late!  And on the paper it says to be 
on time and absences won't be tolerated!  I 
thought that it was over!   

After we were dismissed, I went up 
to my instructor and said, “Sir, I'm not 
able to go to Demo team because I have 
volleyball.” 

“It's okay, Kaitlyn,” he said, “join 
when you're done with volleyball.” 

A wave of relief washed over me 
because I really wanted to do the team!  
So, I said, “Thank you, sir!”  

I walked into the waiting room and 
saw my mom waiting to pick me up.  I was 
so excited, I couldn't keep my pride in!  I 
told her what happened when we were 
driving home. 

The paper also said that we needed 
to put 100 percent effort into each class, 
and that the payment was our hard work 
and enthusiasm.  Hard work pays off, I 
guess. 

When we got home, I went straight 
to my dad and said, “Hi, dad! I got invited 
to join the Demo team!” 

“What Demo team?” he asked.  
“You know, the one for Tae Kwon 

Do! I'm so excited!” I said. 
“He was being sarcastic, Kaitlyn. 

You've been talking about it for at least 
two weeks!” Sydney said, rolling her eyes. 

“Oh, I knew that,” I said. I felt my 
cheeks turning red.  

“Yeah, okay,” she said sarcastical-
ly. 

“Let's not turn this into a big fight 
in front of dad, okay?” mom asked. 

“Okay,” we said. 
We got ready for bed and went to 

sleep. 
The rest of the week went by nor-

mally and when Wednesday came, I could 
barely focus on school! I was that excited. 
I raced to my mom at the meeting place 
after school and when we got home, I blew 
through my homework. At 5:11 PM, I was 
all dressed in my uniform and ready to go! 

Now we are where we left off. 
I walk into practice and we start by 

marching in while doing the cup song. 
“Team! Go!” Ryan shouted before 

we marched. 
We do that for about three more 

times until we get it right. After that, we 
kick and practice jumping high. 

However, when we are practicing 
to jump high, we have to hurdle over an 
obstacle, and when it was my turn, I tried 
to jump over, but I tripped and fell on my 
knees. I didn’t want to be embarrassed, so 
I did a t-roll to get up.  I was embarrassed 
but I took a deep breath and kept on going. 

Then, my instructor said, “That 
was so cool!”  I was so not expecting that. 
And somehow, my mistake turned into 
something awesome, something amazing, 
something better.  
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Molly Kiernan 

The Winter Ending 2015 
 
When the winter solstice had finally arrived 
that year of 2015 
Everybody expected the sky 
To grant us with white crystals, falling 
By the millions, the billions, and the trillions. 
 
Unfortunately, the sky didn’t seem  
In the right mood this winter. 
Something some of us did  
must have saddened the sky. 
 
The end of 2015 
Was full of tragedies and tears. 
So the sky cried with it, 
And kept crying until the New Year. 
 
   Anonymous 

 
Inspired by Mark Strand 

 
 

The light is dim 
and the air is cold and damp. 

Wet grass soaks my dry socks. 
A cool breeze 

 Turns my ears pink 
 And my lips blue. 

I drown 
in the wet leaves 

and slip away 
in the 
cold 

damp air. 

 

Gent Malushaga  

Shannon Purcell  
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The Rainy Storm 
 

The woman ran from the rain  
Scared, frightened and soaking. 

She knew not of the pair of friends, 
Skipping down behind her. 

 
The average grown adult was scared and frightened, 

While the children dance and celebrate the rain, 
Most of the actions 
Caused by weather. 

 

The bright lights illuminated the street, 
Making way for all. 

As the children catch sight of the fearful woman, 
They think, 

“Why run away from such beautiful things?” 
This question still remains unanswered. 

 
But still, 

Grown men and women think of the always-possible hurricane, 
But not of the rainbow after: 

The foolishness of the elder figures. 
 
    Anonymous 

 Caitlyn Carpenter 
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Anonymous 

 
The Light Show 
 
The lightning diverges from itself 

CrAsH, fLaSh, BOOM ssshhkkk 
the thunder rolls. 

The storm shows 
itself hidden, 
The moisture rising, 

The power lines hiding  

from the fate in its future. 

FLaSh fLiCkEr  fLiCkEr  
the power goes out, the children come out,  

and watch the beauty of nature go by. 

 

The storm lessens 

The parents beckon  

their children abuzz  

with stories 
  
from the light show above. 
  
pitter patter pitter patter 

The storm stops 
the wind speed drops 

and the sun comes out to play 

the world comes out from hiding 

showing off its natural beauty  

with the sun shining bright 

but never has one forgotten the light show 

from heaven above 
 
   Anonymous 

Caitlyn Carpenter 
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First Place Winner of Teaching the Hudson Valley’s  
“Writing About Place” contest—Sunshine, salt marsh, and sand shrimp:  

My visit to the Marshlands Conservancy in Rye 
Archie Lakhman 

I was born in New York City but grew 
up in the Catskills. My family moved to 
Westchester County at the end of summer 
this year and I did not know what to expect. 
My brother and I were separated at school 
for the first time in our lives, because I go to 
Hommocks Middle School and he goes to 
elementary. This means that during the 
weekends we like to hang out together. 

One weekend in October, my mom and 
her fiancé, Eric, asked if we wanted to go 
for a hike. We looked up the place and it 
had great reviews -- 4.6 out of 5. So we got 
on our boots and our bright coats and we 
went to the Marshlands Conservancy in 
Rye. It is easy to get to; you almost don’t 

notice it. We did notice the big houses near-
by, though! 

The first thing we did was explore the 
visitors’ lodge. Scott is the director there 
and he showed us so many cool animals. 
There is a microscope and you can look at 
animal skulls and feathers. It’s awesome! 
We looked at horseshoe crabs, which are 
very funny animals. Actually, they are al-
most insects, because they are more like 
ticks. Scott told us how we can tell if it’s a 
male or a female crab -- the males have 
boxing gloves! 

We started our hike, running down the 

trails and over the wooden bridge. My 
brother collected rocks, leaves and chest-
nuts, and I read the map. I was proud to be 
in charge of showing everyone which way 
to go. There are a few trails, but I picked the 
one that took us right down to the shore. 

We followed the pathways through the 
salt marshes, then hid in the tall grass and 
jumped out at my mom and Eric. We met a 
lot of other people who were walking with 
their kids. Everyone was very friendly. 
Some people had binoculars, because there 
are about 200 different birds to watch. 
There are some annoying birds too, and sea-
gulls are definitely the most annoying. They 
are noisy and eat everything! 

We went right up to the edge of the wa-
ter and we could see Long Island, where my 
Dad lives. So we have been on both sides of 
the Long Island Sound now, because we 
flew kites on the beaches on the other side. 
My brother even swam in the water then! 
The water leads all the way to the Atlantic 
Ocean, but thousands and thousands of 
years ago it was all ice. My brother said it is 
still pretty cold! 

We dug around in the sand and found 
crabs, sand shrimp, and mussels. My mom 
is allergic to all of that so we didn’t bring 
any up to show her. My little brother found 
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a fish skeleton and we argued about who 
would carry it back to the visitors’ lodge 
because it was smelly.  

When we got back to the lodge, the 
director showed us the cool teepees behind 
the building. They are fun for kids to play 
in and hang out in, but there are ticks. 
That’s why we wore our bright coats! One 
good thing about the woods by the lodge 
is that there are no bears or coyotes like 
there are upstate.  

The best part about the trip was seeing 
the wild animals and studying them. My 
favorite one to study is the deer. When we 
lived in the Catskills, we would see deer 
all the time; they would eat in our back 

field and if they saw us, they would stamp 
their feet and make a funny sneezing 
noise. I never thought I would see deer in 
Westchester, but they run so close at the 
Marshlands! The visitors’ lodge has binoc-
ulars so you can see them better and study 
them.  

The Marshlands Conservancy in Rye is 
a great place to go, relax, and learn more 
about things that interest you. It’s also a 
good place to have fun with your family. I 
am excited to go back there at a different 
time of year and see how it has changed. 

Inspired by Gwendolyn Brooks 
Say to them, 

Say to the circle-fringers, 
The lost-in-the-crowders, 

The looking-inners, 
The try-too-harders, 

"You aren't them.  You are your own person." 
Don't listen to them, 

Don't listen to 
The Drama Queens. 

The Worker Bees. 
Ten all together. 

They're not so cool. They 
Cover you. They 

Tell it straight. They 
Love to hate. They 

Laugh too hard. They 
Fall apart. They 

Seem immune. They 
Leave soon. 

Danika Glasberg 

Summer  
Inspired by Gwendolyn Brooks 

 
Short sleeves, free arms 

Faded shorts, running legs 
Bare feet 
Black tar 

Hot pavement 
Small feet toes wriggling  
Scurrying across the grass 

 Brown and shriveled from the heat 
Rain comes  

Finally 
Dancing as the cool drops fall to her face 

As dirt pours off of her 
Her feet going always 

Summer 
   Nora O’Brien 

Poetry Live! Winners 
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Bad Luck 
 

You see it moving 
Its black silky fur 

Sliding through the bush 
Its yellow eyes 

Gleaming at you 
Its paws  
Ready  

To pounce on you 
Its black body 

Almost invisible  
In the dark green bush 

Its sharp teeth 
Covered in blood 

From its last victim 
His yellow eyes 
Staring at you  

Every step you take 
Then 

He jumps 
Blood covers the sidewalk 

The next day 
Your family rushes to the cemetery 

They lean over to pray 
You pray too 
For your cat... 

Has died. 
 

   Diana Ivanov 

Make the difference. 
Be the person to speak up. 
Choose the choice that changes 
Everything. 
Paint your picture 
and hang it up. 
Show it to anyone who cares. 
Paint the walls, 
paint the ceiling, 
paint the whole world. 
Sharpen your pencil 
and get to drawing 
the story that could change everything 
including 
change 
itself. 
Be the one to take the extra step. 
Be the baby bird to fly out of its nest 
First. 
Be 
Be the change  
you 
want 
to make.  
 
Veronica Rubin   

Maia Glazer 
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Ramenia 
Stefan Suben 

Scholastic Award Gold Key 
The highest level of achievement on the regional level 

 
BBC—May 27—Ramen: Most Oppressed 
Noodle? 
 Ah, Ramenia. Here the smell of the 
newly harvested Ramen crop wafts through 
the air at night. All around, you see the fresh
-picked noodles hung up to dry, so floppy, so 
limp, so noodles. Families bond over their 
difficult day working in the fields, and sing 
Ramenian folk songs about the glorious Ra-
men. 
 But these devoted Ramen farmers do 
not even govern themselves. No. They are 
“Romanian citizens.” 

“It’s not really all that fair,’’ said 
Starchen al-Noodle de Ramen, 54. “My wife 
and I, my in-laws, my aunts and uncles, my 
sixteen children, my grandparents, my 
grandparents-in-law, and my 116 year old 
great-grandfather all work, and work, and 
work in our ancestral Ramen fields. Then, 
when the crop is ready for harvesting, the 
Romanian government swoops in and takes 
it so they can turn a profit selling it as feed 
for college students in the West. I hate Ro-
manians, dude!’’ 
 When pressed about his use of the 
word “dude,” the fact that he looked younger 
than 54 and definitely too young to have six-
teen children, and his unusual name with its 
immigrant overtones of Spanish and Arabic 
ancestry, de Ramen responded, “Back off, 

dude. I’m definitely not a young American 
working for a noodle company, if that’s what 
you’re implying.” 

 We want to be fair while reporting 
on this issue (we aren’t reporting on Israel, 
after all). So we decided to interview the 
Governor of Izzbinnzzzinsttitaaav County, 
Ramenia, presently considered part of Ro-
mania, about the horrific subjugation of the 
Ramenian people. Executive Nihaggaaaman 
Zagdytrykozzzov, 86, said, “I have absolute-
ly no idea what you’re talking about. What 
the heck is a Ramen? I even have only the 
vaguest idea what a noodle is. Is it floppy, 
slimy, and edible? When I started this job in 
1957 we didn’t have any noodles. I’d have 
ordered you sent to the Gulag just for men-
tioning the plight of noodles. I’d call the 
KGB and have you taken to Siberia right 
now, but the KGB hasn’t answered their 
phone since 1991. I just don’t get it. No one 
wants to work any more. When I started this 
job in 1957….” 

We elected to end the interview 
there.  

This is BBC, reporting live… from 
Ramenia. 
Internet News—May 28—#freeramenia 
Gets 3m “Likes” 

Social Media 
Following a BBC expose (whatever 

an “expose” is) on the terrible plight of 
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Ramenians at the hands of their Romanian 
oppressors, #freeramenia was seen trending 
on various social media sites. Many of 
those posting it also posted pictures of 
themselves with Ramen noodles. The 
hashtag #posewithramenchallenge also was 
trending. As this is internet news written by 
jobless millennials, we have to go post 
#freeramenia a few dozen times.  
Associated Press—Breaking News—
June 1—“Ramenian Front For The Lib-
eration Of Ramenia And All Of Its Noo-
dles” Founded, Declares War On Roma-
nian Government 
 A new organization has been found-
ed in Ramenia, focusing on the national 
liberation of the Ramenian people. On Fri-
day night, hundreds of Ramen farmers 
gathered at the Ramen-brick hut of 
Starchen al-Noodle de Ramen (Ramen 
farmer who was interviewed by the BBC in 
expose on Ramenia, now leader of the 
RFLRN), and his family. Our correspond-
ent, Billy Bilibili, was quickly dispatched 
to Ramenia after we heard about what was 
going on from the BBC expose, so that 
more people would read us than the BBC. 
 Bilibili: Well, it’s fantastic to be in 
Ramenia on this historic night. The Ramen 
farmers came in from their exhausting day 
in their Ramen fields, drained but still de-
termined to achieve independence from 
their Romanian oppressors. First, de Ramen 
read from the Ramenian Declaration of In-
dependence, an extremely moving docu-
ment. Then the RFLRN’s armorers present-
ed the Ramen mortar, a weapon that can 
fire Ramen cup shells up to 1000 feet. 

Those Romanians will sink under the 
weight of all that Ramen raining down on 
them! Finally, de Ramen spoke. Here is 
what he said: 
 “People of Ramenia, noodles of 
Ramenia, gracious foreign reporters. I am 
sure that we will #freeramenia. The Roma-
nian occupation doesn’t stand a chance 
against our new Ramen mortars and 
Ramentov cocktails. I am sure that the 
Noodlehideen (Ramenian holy noodle war-
riors) will put them to good use against the 
#evilromania. On the economic front, our 
international supporters have formed the 
BDR (Boycott, Divestment, Ramen) move-
ment to damage #evilromania’s economy 
by boycotting whatever it is that 
#evilromania makes or does. I am also or-
ganizing a Ramenian Freedom Flotilla to 
break the blockade of vital supplies, like 
farm equipment, to Ramen farmers. And 
yeah, I’m assuming that Ramenia isn’t ac-
tually a land locked country, and that there 
is actually a blockade, neither of which I’m 
at all sure about. Uhh, forget I said that last 
part. Ramenia is my country and of course I 
know all the stuff there is to know about it. 
Long Live the Noodleland!” 

What inspiring words. #freeramenia 
CNN— June 2—Reactions to Ramenia 
USA—U.S. President Barack Obama pub-
licly declared he condemned “Romania’s 
oppression of the rights of the Ramenian 
people and their noodles.” However, in a 
phone call between himself and Israeli 
Prime Minister Binyamin Netanyahu, he 
asked angrily, “Is this another practical 
joke? You and the Republicans have al-
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ready pulled eight of them on me this week. 
Fine. I won’t make a deal with Iran as long 
as you don’t pull any more. Especially that 
one where Ted Cruz called me, pretending 
to be John Kerry’s doctor, and told me Ker-
ry was a werewolf. That was messed up. 
You’re being unfair—I only believed it for 
an hour. Yes, at first I freaked out and told 
Michelle. And no, you can’t torpedo the 
Iran deal by telling me the Ayatollah is a 
vampire. What! Are you sure! I’m outfit-
ting the Secret Service with garlic and fill-
ing my suit with it for the next round of ne-
gotiations!” 
Russia—Russian President Vladimir Putin 
stated, “This whole Ramenia affair doesn’t 
matter, because sooner or later Russian 
Bear will take over Romania/Ramenia any-
way. That being said, it’s fantastic to know 
that we Russians will get free noodles once 
we conquer.” With that, he began a photo 
shoot of himself herding tigers with his 
bare hands while shirtless. 
North Korea—North Korean Godly Mas-
terful Lord of All Communist U.S.-Hatin’ 
Awesomeness (as he is now called) Kim 
Jong-un said, “Obviously the evil USA 
somehow causes the Ramenian people to be 
oppressed. Wait, a country centered on a 
FOOD! I’m sending three members of my 
elite squad of personal chefs to go get me 
some Ramenian Ramen RIGHT NOW!” 
Israel—Prime Minister Binyamin Netanya-
hu bellowed, “And I thought the accusa-
tions that the Mossad steals shoes and uses 
vultures and bee-eaters as spies and sharks 
as weapons were ridiculous! I have a mi-
graine now.”  He snuck into a pita van to go 

to the doctor unnoticed and have it checked 
out.  
Germany—German Chancellor Angela 
Merkel said, “Oh Sarkozy my dear, why 
aren’t you still in power to help me figure 
out noodle nations?” 
Iran—Iranian Ayatollah Ali Khamenei said, 
“I am sure that the evil Zionist state of evil 
Zionist pig-dog-ape-cockroach-zombie—
Wait, what was your question again?”  
BBC—July 17—Palestinians: “Ramenia 
Is “Stealin Our Thunder”  

Does the liberation campaign of 
Ramenia detract from that of others? Ac-
cording to Palestinians, yes it does (also 
Basques and Irish, but we don’t really care 
about them). Khaled Mashaal, of the Pales-
tinian group Hamas, said, “Look, these 
noodle people are like climate change. It 
distracts the world from what’s really im-
portant. Palestine! I mean climate change 
was at least bearable for me, because, let’s 
face it, everyone that matters—the UN,  
lefties, a couple of righties, Iran, and all 
those lovely OPEC countries—hates Jews 
more than they like polar bears, thank God 
(or Ban Ki-moon). I mean ever since this 
whole Ramenia thing started people have 
been sending them those noodles aid mon-
ey! I had to borrow money from the Emir to 
pay for my new yacht! I mean, it’s no big-
gie with him, because he just struck a deal 
with Shell for 90,000 barrels of oil. But 
still, how embarrassing. Ramenia is stealin’ 
our thunder!” 

Palestinian President Mahmoud Ab-
bas said, “This hasn’t really bothered me 
that much, because while Mashaal and 
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Haniyeh get just enough aid money for 
yachts and five star hotels, I have waaay 
more aid money than I know what to do 
with. You see, I only say “stab them Ya-
hud” in Arabic. In English I say “Oslo!” 
and America eats it up. I play that fiddle to 
the tune of $5 Billion a year.” 

After calls by someone claiming to 
be the “Real IRA” claiming that our Bel-
fast offices would look like the Grand 
Brighton Hotel if we didn’t include them 
in this piece, we agreed to interview them. 

“I don’t really care about Ramenia. 
No one pays attention to us anymore any-
way. Hell, the only reason I made that 
phone call was because your Belfast office 
is behind on its protection money,” said a 
masked Irishman who would not give his 
name. 

Some Basque liberationists called 
our Madrid office saying something, but 
we couldn’t understand them because of 
their weird Basque language. What does 
ETA stand for again? 
CNN—July 20—RFLRN Promises 
“Ultimate Destruction” If Demands Not 
Met 

In a shocking press release this 
week, the leader of the Ramenian Inde-
pendence militia Ramenian Front For The 
Liberation Of Ramenia And All Of Its 
Noodles (RFLRN) claimed that the 
RFLRN would “unleash unimaginable 
destruction on the Romanian oppressor” if 
its demand for Ramenian independence 
was not met within 48 hours. 

Various analysts have weighed in 
on what “ultimate destruction” could 

mean. John Bozos, an analyst from The 
Policy Store, a Washington based think 
tank said, “Here at The Policy Store, 
we’re stumped. Could it be chemical 
weapons? Where would the RFLRN get 
them? Could Putin have given them a 
nuke to further his re-creation of the 
U.S.S.R.? Could it be a regular ol’ car 
bomb? Some sort of biological weapon 
bred in the Ramen fields?” 

U.S. President Barack Obama, 
when asked what he would do if the 
RFLRN used a Weapon of Mass Destruc-
tion, affirmed, “I wouldn’t do a damn 
thing. I’ve staked my presidency on not 
being like George Bush!” 
Huffington Post—July 23—Romanian 
Government Surrenders to RFLRN 
Following “Ramen Bomb” Attack in 
Bucharest 

Romania has officially become 
Ramenia following the explosion of a 
“Ramen bomb” in the Romanian capital of 
Bucharest. The bomb apparently was 
placed in a Bucharest storefront, and sent 
thousands of noodles each several feet in 
length flying all over the city, causing 
windows to be broken and people to trip 
and get tied to things. 

Bucharest Citizen and factory 
worker Vladimir Topaleckelovititzinnia, 
41, said, “I was just walking home to my 
wife and 14 children, when suddenly, out 
of nowhere, the mother of all pastas flies 
out and hits me in the face. Next thing you 
know I was lying on the floor, uncon-
scious.” 

Following this catastrophic event, 
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the Prime Minister of Romania announced 
that the Romanian government had been dis-
solved. Only hours later, the RFLRN de-
clared that Romania was now the “One And 
Forever Republic Of Ramenia, Land Of 
Noodles,” with Starchen al-Noodle de Ra-
men as its Great Grand Noodle.  
New York Times—October 23—So What 
Happened To Ramenia? 

So, it’s time to recap. Ramenia has 
not been in the news for three full months, 
and an international cause célèbre is now 
ancient history. Which begs the question: 
what happened to Ramenia? 

Following the dissolution of Roma-
nia, Starchen al-Noodle de Ramen ruled 
Ramenia with an iron fist for about a week. 
After seven dictatorial days, WikiLeaks re-
vealed that the liberation movement known 
as “Ramenia” was in fact a fictional creation 
of the American corporation Processed Crap 
That’s Barely Edible, Incorporated. The goal 
of PCTBE’s elaborate plot was, as its CEO 
Mark Fraudlulenti said in the video released 
by WikiLeaks, to “Find some poor hellhole 
to make cheap ‘food’ in.” To achieve its ne-
farious end, Fraudlulenti reportedly hired 
UCLA theatre major Joseph Vladmirson, 
who would later be known as Starchen al-
Noodle de Ramen, promising him a job if all 
went according to plan. The shock of this 
revelation, combined with the rebellion of 
Romanians against being forced to work for 
even less than the pittance they earned be-

fore, caused the dissolution of Ramenia and 
the re-establishment of Romania. 

Mark Fraudlulenti has reportedly had 
nearly 30 CEO job offers since the sensation-
al incident, including as CEO of Shell, BP, 
Ford, General Motors, Banana Republic, 
Georgia-Pacific, and Wal-Mart. At press 
time he had narrowed it down to Shell or 
GM. Joseph Vladmirson is currently writing 
a memoir: My Life As A Well-Paid Fraud. 

In later weeks, the United Nations 
ratified a treaty prohibiting “All manner of 
cruel and barbaric noodle weapons.” Despite 
this ban, it is believed that noodle weapons 
have been developed by Pakistan, North Ko-
rea, Iran, China, and Saudi Arabia. 

Romania eventually returned to its 
normal grinding poverty and fear of being 
invaded by Russia. Well, now that that’s 
over, back to Palestine! 
  

This work was reprinted with permission from 
the Scholastic Art & Writing Awards  

 Shannon Purcell 
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 Denmark is a place not too many peo-

ple are familiar with. Its capitol is Copenhagen, 

its currency are Krones, and its popula�on is 

5,569,077 people. It also has a culture that is 

just like ours. My grandmother Hanne Thrush is 

from Denmark. It's where she grew up and lived 

before she moved to America. I decided to in-

terview her about her school and what it was 

like. The answers I got seemed to almost mirror 

my own life. 

 School started at 8 AM every morning 

Monday through Friday. Usually for breakfast 

they would have French bread. A/er breakfast, 

she would get into her uniform, a skirt and 

blouse. Next, they would walk to their all-girls’ 

school, no ma3er the weather. For my grand-

mother (who we call Mor Mor, or mom's mom), 

school usually started with the Danish Pledge of 

Allegiance where all the girls in her school gath-

ered in the school gym to sing Danish songs for 

their country. A/er that, she had Danish 

(basically our English class) where they learned 

the ABC's of Danish. When they were teenag-

ers, they start to learn about old Danish litera-

ture. The teachers (she said it was important to 

know that all her teachers were "old women") 

were very strict and would most likely give you 

a whack with a ruler if you misbehaved. They 

had math, where they learned how to count, 

add, mul�ply, and divide. They also have num-

bers and symbols iden�cal to ours (with the 

excep�on of the mul�plica�on symbol, which is 

a dot, not an x). She then had history. In history 

she learned about World War One (in which 

Denmark was neutral) and many other wars and 

important events such as when Germany invad-

ed Denmark in 1940. Geography was my Mor 

Mor's next class. 

Denmark was either rolling hills with 

farms or (some�mes seaside) ci�es filled with 

boats and bikes. There was usually an area 

crowded with bikes. For lunch my grandma 

would eat a smørrebrød (a sandwich with bread 

on one side) with cold cuts, cheese, and dark 

rye bread. 

Then it was back to school work. My 

grandmother took three languages in school. 

That later helped her in her future career as a 

Pan American stewardess. The languages she 

took were English, French, and German. A/er 

her languages (at two o'clock), she walked 

home with all her text books in hand. 

 At home, her mother would usually 

cook frikadeller and potatoes (frek-uh-dell-uh), 

or Danish meatballs for dinner, then she fin-

ished her boatload of homework. Danes eat a 

lot of pork, rye bread, and frikadeller. My 

grandmother has made frikadeller many �mes 

before and they are definitely some of the best 

meatballs I've ever had, so I can see why they 

love it so much. Some�mes on birthdays or oth-

er special occasions they would make a cake 

and hide a small toy inside. The winner would 

obviously get to keep that toy. Danes are also 

big on pastries: from jelly filled to icing topped, 

they have everything. 

 Denmark is an amazing place that I wish 

people knew more about. My grandmother was 

Denmark Isn't so Far 

Grace Murphy 
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lucky enough to be able to experience Den-

mark first hand. I wish I could go to Denmark 

someday to try all the different things offered. 

However, Danish school is a lot like American 

school. It starts at eight o'clock and students 

learn math, English, history, science, and so 

many other things. My grandmother graduat-

ed from her high school in the 1950's and now 

resides in Florida. Denmark may be thousands 

of miles away from New York, but learning 

about the culture makes it seem so similar to 

my culture. It even feels like the distance be-

tween America and Denmark isn't so far. 

Hi. My name is Anthony Behpour 
and I am Assyrian. You are probably star-
ing at the page wondering what Assyrian 
is. Well, let me tell you. Assyria was an 
empire that started in the 25th century B.C. 
and died out around the 3rd century A.D. 
For this reason most people think Assyri-
ans are long gone. However, we are not. 
We are still very much alive. We have our 
own churches in India, Iran, Iraq and all 
across the US, even right here in 
Westchester county. My heritage is im-
portant to me because people don’t know 
much about it and I feel like it is my duty 
to tell them.  

I wish people knew about Assyri-
ans. People just forget about us because we 
don’t have a country. People knew about 
Polish people before they had a country. 
People knew about Irish people while it 
was part of Great Britain. Why do people 
not know about Assyrians? Is it because of 
something we did? Is it just the thought of 
our schools that people shouldn’t know 
about cultures that don’t have countries? 
Someone from my church was in a muse-
um and the curator was telling a crowd of 

people that Assyrians died out a long time 
ago. This makes me furious. A curator who 
has probably been studying this all of his 
life doesn’t even know that we exist.  

Everyone’s saying that ISIS cap-
tured people from Iraq and Syria but what 
they didn’t say was that they were actually 
the bishops of the Assyrian Church of the 
East which includes my church. People 
just think that they are Iraqi and Syrian but 
they don’t know what they really are. I 
think I know why. They don’t care. No one 
cares about us. We have a fundraising 
group that is worldwide, it is called AC-
ERO, have you heard of it? Probably not 
because no one cares. But you know what? 
Maybe I am wrong. Maybe people should-
n’t care. Maybe they shouldn’t try to help 
all of our people in need.  

People are trying to make the 
American government better. They don’t 
realize that America is an amazing place 
and, if you are reading this and you live in 
America, you should be thanking the heav-
ens that you are here because some people 
don’t have the freedom you have. The free-
dom to say what you want. The freedom of 

Winning Heritage Essay 
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safety, the idea that no matter what you say 
you won’t be killed. How would you feel if 
people didn’t know about your heritage? 
How would you feel if your heritage didn’t 
have a country? How would you feel if 
your people were being killed for their reli-
gion? Everyone thinks persecution is over. 
But the U.S. news is protecting us from the 
rest of the world because they don’t want 
to make America panic. Someone ought to 
panic because this is bad! People are being 
killed for what they believe in. being killed 
for deciding that they want to follow 
Christianity. How would you feel if people 
tried to hunt you down and kill you be-

cause you believed that Common Core was 
bad, because you wanted a different educa-
tional method? 

You probably wouldn’t feel good 
so now imagine being killed for something 
that you dedicate your life to. That is why 
my heritage is the most important thing in 
the world to me, because if I don’t tell peo-
ple about the religious persecution of the 
Christians in Muslim countries, then who 
will? I feel great after writing this essay 
because maybe this will make more people 
want to care and it might help my people 
and make them feel safer. 

Humans have been the biggest 
cause of change in all of history. Neil 
Armstrong walked on the moon. Rosa 
Parks said no when told to move seats on a 
segregated bus. Teenagers are inventing 
batteries and new ways of diagnosing can-
cer.  

These are the kind of headlines that 
you see in newspapers, the words spoken 
excitedly over radios and televisions. But 
there are many other ways people make a 
difference. These events are not as news-
worthy, and sometimes the do-gooders 
don’t even realize that their actions have 
affected anyone.  

But this is the biggest way commu-
nities, and the world, move forward. That 

money you just put in the tip jar at the ice 
cream parlor? It could be all someone 
needed to go to college. That person could 
discover a cure for AIDS. Who knows?  

But the majority of the time, people 
are conscious of what they are doing. Just 
the other day, I witnessed my brother re-
ject a tasty-looking food we were about to 
buy, simply because it contained palm oil. 
Palm oil is harvested from the habitats of 
apes. This is an example of one person 
making a difference. I am very proud to be 
related to someone who is so committed to 
the environment.  

I try to do my part, and help with 
little things when I can. Recently, Hom-
mocks hosted to a Thanksgiving luncheon 

It’s All the Little Things 
Sonia Suben 
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for the seniors of our community. I took 
part in this, and I felt so good. This was a 
community effort.  

We all volunteered our time to help 
some wonderful people who we may never 
see again. But we made them all happy and 
this made a difference in their lives, our 
lives, and the community. We are all closer 
because of this beautiful event that brought 
the youth and the elderly together.  

It’s the little things that make a dif-
ference. Not just walking in space and 
finding a cure for cancer, although of 
course these events are a huge triumph. 
Volunteering for even a small amount of 
time can make huge amounts of change. 
During the times of the American Revolu-
tion, could the colonial Americans have 
made the British lift the Townshend Acts 

(a tax put on all goods imported from Eng-
land) if many people hadn’t boycotted Brit-
ish goods? No.  

Individuals with a strong motive 
and a good heart have the power to change 
the world and shape the future. Without 
Rosa Parks and Neil Armstrong, the world 
would not be where it is today. And on a 
much smaller scale, without all the people 
who helped with the Hommocks Senior 
Luncheon, our community would not be 
where it is today. Do you think that if eve-
ryone on Earth stopped littering, then the 
world would be a better place? Of course it 
would be, but realistically that would never 
happen. But with every person who puts 
their trash in a trash can instead of on the 
street, the world is benefiting. And every-
thing counts.   

Earth is a gargantuan place to us; 
It's so big we can't even comprehend. 

But there is something that sci'ntists discuss: 
It's the truth, and it's something we can't bend. 

The universe is a much bigger place 
Than all of the solar systems combin'd. 

It has many planets that move with grace,  
And galaxies that we can't even find. 
The stars glow with burning intensity 

And the asteroids follow their fast path. 
The gas planets have a low density, 

And the meteorites impose their wrath. 
Although there are places we want to roam,  

Earth is the only land I will call home 
 

Anonymous 

A sonnet is a type of poem that 
has 14 lines, 10 syllables per 
line with a capitalization 
scheme and a rhyme scheme. 
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