
 
 

 

Fou�t� Grad� Write�� 
Mia Oddie 
Deerfield School 
My New Dog 
 

It was sunny out, a beautiful Fall day and I was inside, in a 
shelter, waiting for my new dog! My brother and I were sitting, 
waiting, sitting, waiting! This took a long time, we were already 
there for one whole hour. A little while later, my brother asked, 
“Mum, can we please do something, can we look at the cats?” 
My brother and I went in to the cat room and started walking 
around. 

“Louis”, I told my brother as a cat jumped at my feet, “this is 
taking so long.” 
Louis nodded, “Just play with the cats for ten minutes, when we 
go back in the waiting room, he’ll be there.” 
I bent down and petted a cat, she was a cute little kitten. 
Although they were so cute, I was as bored as a beach ball on a 
rainy day. I could smell the terrible smell of cat poop coming 
from a sad litter box that looked like it was used TOO many 
times. Soon, we went back to the waiting room. I could hear lots 
of barking, and whimpering, I knew that our dog was getting 
shots, maybe he was almost done! I smiled at Louis, the the door 
opened, out came a fat cat with matted fur, heading towards the 
cat door. My smile sunk. I sighed, it felt like this was taking one 
million hours. I felt lousy, like a sour patch kid that never got 
sweet. I thought about the dog that had beautiful spots. 
Suddenly, the shelter vet poked her head round the door, “He 
was a champ, done with the shots, we think he has arthritis!” 
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After a while, my shoelaces got untied, I bent down and 
thought, Good thing I learned last week! I picked up one lace, I 
tightened them, I made an x, then looped them under one 
another, and tied. Then I picked one of the laces up, BARK, I leapt 
up. I was the happiest person in the world as I ran over to the 
beautifly spotted dog, and ran my fingers through his fur, then, I 
cried with big long streams running down my face as I laughed 
when he sneezed, and for once, my brother hugged me too, and, 
for once, I was happy about it. I knew that some things were just 
so good, I could wait for them. 
 
Annya Scheth 
James Madison Intermediate School 
The Haunted House 
 

My heart beat fast, and my palms were sweaty. My eyes lay 
upon a large black building, the words Haunted House spelled 
boldly across it. I cautiously stepped onto the dark gray 
staircase as the evening glow beamed on my face. I grasped my 
dad’s hand and took a deep breath, then I pushed open the 
building’s rusted door, and walked right in. 
A blanket of darkness crept over me as soon as I entered. A 
shiver ran down my spine, I could already hear footsteps behind 
me. I dared to turn around, only to find a blur of garbage-green, 
cube-faced, brown spikey-haired… ”Zombie!” I yelled at the top of 
my lungs. I could feel my skin getting pale, and my hands 
getting cold, as I ran for my life. When I got to the end of the 
hallway, I reached out to hold my dad’s hand, but it wasn’t there. 

“Dad!” I shrieked. My heart skipped a beat. Everything went 
blurry, I felt like I was going to faint. Then, I saw a large grey 
cage in the distance. All of a sudden, it hit me. The fear hadn’t 
ended. A red light illuminated the room. A loud bang erupted. 
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Green fingers crawled just ahead. I closed my eyes, then I went 
forward. A huge monster lay inside the cage. It’s hand reached 
out, almost grabbing me. “I’m not afraid of you.” I murmured. But 
I ran away anyway, my eyes brimmed with tears. 
“Where are you, daddy?” I questioned, my voice pierced with 
worry. My hair blew back as I ran through every room I could 
think of. All of a sudden, I stopped in my tracks. I finally thought 
of it, the solution to finding my dad. A large, 20ft mirror lay in 
front of me. It covered the whole wall of a dark black room. I 
could see everything in the Haunted House when I looked into it, 
skeltons, ghosts, zombies. My eyes studied it closely, and then, I 
spotted a leg. I looked closely, I could see my dad. A skeleton 
reached out for him, a look of worry crossed his face. “Dad!” I 
yelled, as I rushed to the room he was in. I felt like the flash as I 
approached him, then gave him a big hug. 

“I looked everywhere for you!” my dad exclaimed. At the 
moment, I couldn’t make out if he was angry or happy. He 
wrapped me in a hug, then told me, “Never disappear like that 
again!” He continued, “I found the way out, the golden 
doorknob!” My dad led me through the Haunted House. We 
walked so quickly, that I was out of breath by the time we saw 
the exit. My hand gripped the doorknob, and I turned it. Wind 
blew in my face, It took a moment to adjust to the sunlight, but 
we both ran outside together.  
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Damien Moccia 
Woodland School 
 
 
  The $30 Decision 
 

“Do it Bruce, do it!” urged Bruce’s friends; Jim, John, and 
Joe. They were each waving $10 in Bruce’s face. Bruce’s friends 
were in the school bathroom. Bruce knew that he wouldn’t be 
their friends if he didn’t pull the fire alarm. “Be a chicken or not!” 
chanted Bruce’s friends quietly enough so no one heard them in 
the bathroom, but loud enough so Bruce knew that they meant 
business. 
 

“No,” Bruce thought. ”I can’t.” Bruce slowly moved out of the 
bathroom. He walked up to the fire alarm and saw one word. 
Fire. He felt the handle as his fingers wrapped around the 
plastic. He could feel how wrong it was to do it, but he knew this 
was his chance to join his friends in the ‘cool zone’. He yanked 
the plastic handle that was connected to the red box. Bruce felt 
like he was pulling the handle forever before the loud noise 
alarmed. The fire alarm went o�. Bruce jumped back because of 
the deafening noise. Bruce and his friends rushed back to class. 
 

“Be quiet and get in line.” voiced Mrs Neri. Later that day, 
Mrs Neri said, “If any of you pulled the alarm, you better confess 
or the consequences will be worse,” said Mrs Neri. 
 

That night, Bruce couldn’t get to sleep. He tossed and 
turned in his bed, feeling hot in his blancet’s. Bruce could feel 
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the guiltiness overcoming him. Bruce knew that he needed to 
confess and he would have a lot of apologizing to do. 
 

“Dad, I need to talk,” voiced Bruce. It all started the other 
day. I was in the school bathroom with Jim, John, and Joe. They 
dared me to pull the fire alarm for $10 each. I knew I shouldn’t do 
it, but I felt that I had to do it to be cool.” 
 

“Bruce, you know that you will get in trouble, but I am proud 
that you told me sooner, rather than later. You know what you 
have to do, right?” 
 

The next day Bruce shu�ed towards Mrs. Neri’s desk. He 
could see the posters that were hung by metal clips. There was 
one that flashed and caught his attention “What do you do 
when no one is watching?” It stood out because he knew he 
made a big mistake over the last couple of days. 
 

“Mrs. Neri, I have something private to tell you.” 
 
Katherine Burns 
River Plaza School 
Frog Diving!! 
   

It was a burning hot summer day. The sun beat down on 
my skin so hot, I thought I would melt as I walked up the sidewalk 
with my mom. As my mom opened the huge gates to the pool, I 
adjusted my goggles on my head. Finally, we reached the pool. I 
was so excited for my swimming lessons. My mom and I went to 
go sit down on the metal bench by the pool.  

“Hi again! Ready for your swimming lessons?” My instructor 
said as she swam over to the pool ladder.  
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“Yep!” I replied as I hurried over and slowly lowered myself 
into the pool.  I stood there awkwardly as I got used to the water. 
After what seemed like the longest moment of my life, I was 
finally used to it. 

“Ok, I want you to do freestyle until the five feet mark. Got 
it?” my instructor asked, smiling.  

“Alright.” I muttered, hastily pulling my goggles over my 
eyes. I took a huge gulp of air, pushing my head underwater, and 
began swimming. “Splash, splash!” went the water as I swung my 
arms over my head repeatedly. About halfway through, I noticed 
something at the bottom of the pool.  

“What is that?” I thought, my eyes widening.  “It’s probably 
just a leaf,” I thought. I decided to just keep swimming. Suddenly, 
the shape moved! Shocked, I swallowed a huge gulp of water. I 
surfaced, coughing.  

“What’s wrong?” my instructor exclaimed.  
 

“Something in the pool moved!” I yelped. I turned around, 
my feet slipping on the pool’s bottom. There were two lifeguards 
pulling a net out of the pool. I leaned a bit closer, and I saw a 
frog in the net!  

“I knew it! It was a frog!” I screeched triumphantly.  
“Okay, calm down.” the instructor murmured. A while later, 

the lesson was over.   
“How was it?” my mom asked me as we walked up the path.  
“It was… interesting,” I said, putting my arms behind my 

back.  The more I thought about it, the funnier it seemed, 
provoking a laugh that only continued to grow.  The strange 
look my mom gave me was absolutely priceless. 
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Sara Lim 
Fernbrook Elementary 
 

My name is Sara Lim. Sara means princess in Hebrew. I was 
named Sara in honor of my mother’s great-grandmother who 
lived in a small village in Ukraine. My parents also chose this 
name because it sounds the same way in Spanish, Russian and 
English. My last name came from my great-grandfather who was 
from China. He emigrated from China and was heading to 
California but ended up in Mexico. There he had children who 
were half-Mexican and half-Chinese. So I am Jewish-Ukrainian 
on my mother’s side and Mexican-Chinese on my father’s side. 
At home we speak Russian with my mother and my grandmother 
and Spanish with my father. My mother immigrated to America 
when she was ten, and my father came here at the age of 28 
after he got married. 

I was born in America but my roots go as far away as 
Mexico, China, Ukraine, and Russia. I have always been proud of 
the fact that my relatives came from many parts of the world. My 
first language was Russian and when I started kindergarten I did 
not know how to speak English at all. I am keeping my Russian 
language alive because it allows me to communicate with my 
grandfather who lives in Moscow, Russia. 

Before going to kindergarten, I lived in Milburn and there I 
went to a preschool where everyone knew how to speak Russian 
and you did not need the English language to take classes. All 
of my friends were like me -- children of the first generation 
immigrants. Now I can speak Russian and English, and I am 
proud of that. 

On my first day in Fernbrook I started to understand that 
in my new school everything was very di�erent from my little, 
cozy preschool I used to go to in Milburn. At my new school in 
Randolph I soon learned English. As I started to make new 

55 



friends I realized that some of them also spoke di�erent 
languages at home. My best friend is an Indian girl who speaks 
Hindi at home. 

I participate in the Fernbrook choir where I get to sing the 
same song with many other students. I like the way all the notes 
come together and create a wonderful melody. Each student 
performs in his or her own voice and these voices merge 
together to make beautiful music.   

 
 
 

Yeseo (Chloe) Jeon 
Nellie K. Parker Elementary  
 
Living as Yeseo and Chloe 

 

        I was born in Seoul, South Korea, and I came to America 

with my parents when I was eighteen months old in 2010. Time 

passed, and I have just turned ten recently,  December 2018. I 

have lived a lot longer life in America than I did in Korea. So, 

even though I’m an o�cial Korean citizen, there’s a lot of 

Americanness inside me as well. I live as both a Korean and 

American girl.  

 

        My parents named me “Yeseo” when I was born in Korea. 

There is a story behind it. When I was in my mom’s womb, I had a 

giant mass in my left lung. However, when I was born, the mass 

was miraculously gone. This unique Korean name, “Yeseo” 

means, “Rainbow Letter.” This name reflects my parents’ wish for 

mYeseoe to bring a message of hope to the world.  I love my 

name and love my unique Korean heritage. The Yeseo side in 

me likes to eat Korean foods such as Kimchi and spicy Korean 

56 



noodles. I love to watch Korean television shows and listen to 

K-pop music.  

 

        At the same time, my parents also named me “Chloe” to use 

at school and outdoors to help American people around me to 

call my name comfortably. It means, “full blooming.” My parents 

hoped my life in this foreign country to be fully opened like a 

beautiful flower. I love myself in this Chloe side. The Chloe side 

of me loves pizza and French fries. I just love it!  The Food 

Network makes my mouth water. I especially love all the sweets 

such as cupcakes, cookies, and pie! I work on school homework 

in English and follow slime making YouTube channels. 

 

         I can’t imagine myself living either only as Yeseo or Chloe. 

Sadly at moments in my life, speaking two languages and living 

both as Yeseo and Chloe is di�cult from time to time. 

Sometimes I feel so di�erent from other American friends, and I 

don’t feel comfortable when my dad speaks to me in Korean 

when I am with my English-speaking friends. But I remember 

what my parents words of encouragement, “You’re cute, curious, 

smart, generous, and have a good heart. It does not change 

whether you live as Yeseo or Chloe.”  I know this is true, because 

I know that what tells about me is much bigger than what I like 

to do or how I look like. I know and believe I am loved both as 

Yeseo and Chloe.  
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