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“The Cat” 
 

By Gabriela Estabrooks 



Unidentified, Yet Not Unrewarded 

Jeremy Levine 

 

Under this very sacred stone 

Are soldiers that are now unknown 

Nothing left but rotten bone 

And their souls that will live on forever. 

Not a single shard of evidence 

Can be identified, 

Which is why these soldiers were picked 

Out of all who died. 

Complete devotion to the country 

Is what these soldiers gave. 

All we can do is respect them 

And wish that we were so brave. 

As a reward to honor these men 

Who gave up all they had, 

Guards will always protect this tomb 

From everything that is bad.  



Ode to the Washington Monument 
Jonathan Whooley 
 
Why are you made with unalike components? 
Who was the winning opponent?  
Why was there a competition?  
Put in a perfect position,  
Named after a founding father,   
However no one bothers,  
To recognize your beauty and truth. 
You have surpassed youth,  
And will be remembered for years to come,  
For our hearts will beat like drums. 
We will always keep you as the tallest, 
Never will you be the smallest,  
Fifty flags surround you,  
Everyone of them stands in view. 



Endings for Ray Bradbury’s “All Summer in a Day” 

 

Ending One 
Elizabeth Pasquale 
 
The closet was as dark as the night sky, and the shadows surrounded Margot with a big, uncom-
forting hug. Margot got up from the corner of the closet and went to the edge of the door frame. 
She just stood there and stared at them. For the first time, they stared right back at her. She could 
feel every eye beaming on her, maybe like the same way the sun would have.  Each kid was like a 
sun, for they absorbed its glow into their bodies and into their spirits. At this moment in time, Mar-
got felt a lot of different emotions all at once. Right when she looked at them, it struck her like a 
bolt of lightning and she could feel the electricity running through her veins. 

First off, Margot was green with envy. The kids got to feel the heat burn on their flesh and see the 
beaming rays of light. Then, her blood boiled with anger. They took her opportunity to be with the 
sun again, and now she has to wait 7 more years. They stole what was most important to her. Last-
ly, she was as blue as the sea. She would've cried, but she didn't want any water to fall onto her 
skin. Then the rage surged back into her and she was a tiger ready to attack her prey, until some-
one stepped forward. 

"You were right," she whispered. 

Margot glared at the girl in a confused daze. 

"About the sun, I mean," the girl said. 

Another kid came forward. "Look, Margot, I think I speak for almost everyone when I say I'm sor-
ry. It was just a joke, but I guess we took it a little too far." 

Before anyone else could say anything, William slowly walked through the sea of children and 
stood face to face with Margot. His usual smirk was replaced with a perplexed look. You could tell 
that he tried to cough up some excuse or maybe even an apology. For a few seconds, Margot be-
lieved that maybe, just maybe, the sun had brightened William's mind and changed his point of 
view on her. Sadly, the thought disappeared when William said, 

"Are you serious? I mean come on! Why do we all feel the need to apologize? This girl played in 
the sun everyday until she moved here. Why should she get to see it again? You know what? Come 
seven more years, I'll lock you right back up in there!" 

"William!" the teacher yelled. She was still in shock from hearing everything that was happening. 
"You locked her in the closet?! You don't own the sun you know. You're coming with me!" 



After she said this, William was taken out of the room. They all heard the echoes of his complaining 
slowly fade the farther he got down the hall. Then you felt the silence return into the room, and the 
kids' attention resumed to Margot. This time, the children weren't staring at her because she was 
different. For the first time, Margot became comfortable with the kids. 

"How was it?" Margot asked quietly. 

All her peers smiled and began each to explain their experience with the sun. How its warmth 
wrapped around them like a blanket and how vibrant the jungle of Venus became when the sun 
touched it. Hearing about the happiness the sun had brought her new friends made Margot grin 
and the color of blue sparked in her eyes. 

 
Ending Two 
Niamh Green 
 
Margot curled up in the corner of the damp closet. The closet was as dark as the moonless nights on 
Venus. A small sob escaped her lips. Suddenly, the door opened, revealing William. 

“Come on Margot,” William said. “Don’t you dare tell the teacher.” 

The rest of the children were gathered behind him, guilt in their eyes as heavy as the seven years of 
rain they had known.  Margot stood up, anger coursing through her, like a drug. Her pale face was 
flushed with anger at her classmates. However, she did not speak. 

“Margot, I’m so sorry,” one of the girls, Helen, said. Her hair was as golden as the sun that she had 
seen years ago, when she was on Earth. 

“It’s fine, I didn’t even want to see the sun,” she muttered, walking away from the crowd of people. 
Once her white-blonde hair had faded from sight, the rest of the children turned to William. 

“William, what were you thinking? That was extremely rude!” William’s friend, Jamie, shouted. 
“Just because she’s different doesn’t mean she’s bad!” 

“She’s already seen the sun! Why should we share it?” he asked, outraged. 

“The sun isn’t something you can control, it’s something for everyone to share,” Helen said, out-
raged. Her green eyes were filled with anger. “Just because you think it’s okay to be hurtful to her 
because she’s different doesn’t mean that it’s right.” 

Helen stormed away, following the way Margot went. She found her in the library, sitting among 
the encyclopedias and dictionaries, where no one would think to go. 



“Hello Margot,” Helen said quietly. Margot looked up, like a frightened child who got separated 
from her mother. “I’m sorry about William.” 

“It’s okay,” she murmured. “You didn’t do anything.” 

“But I did,” she responded. “I just stood there, letting it happen.” 

A silence fell between the two girls. “You know, we can go tell the teacher together,” Helen said. 

“I guess,” Margot said, with a small grin. The two girls walked out of the library, with smiles as 
bright as the sun. 

 
Ending Three 
Lauren Sablone 
 
A small girl slowly opens the door to let Margot out. The room is completely silent, like a forgotten 
melody. Margot peaks her head out of the closet and looks to the window, tears streaming down 
her pale cheeks. She looks around at the horrified faces of her classmates. Their eyes are wild and 
mad; the guilt has already hit them all, all except for William. 

“Well, what are you waiting for?” William nags. “Come on out!” He looks back at his classmates 
and rolls his eyes. “What a baby,” he adds. 

The class stands back to look at William. They stare at him as if he is an incarnation of the Devil. 
The rest of the children help to ease Margot out of the damp, dark closet. She resists a little at first, 
but she let’s them help her out. They start to walk down the hallway as a big group, the children 
endlessly apologizing to Margot. It's too late for apologies, because Margot drifts off on her own as 
per usual. She’s already depressed beyond reaching. She says nothing, and walks behind the pack 
of her classmates. 

“She just suddenly became so much more depressed than usual!” Margot overhears William’s 
voice coming from the classroom. The others sit at their desks, not speaking, not even looking at 
each other or even William. 

“Is there anything that would have provoked this?” Margot stands in the hallway, hearing the 
teacher’s voice now. 

“I have no clue!” William exclaims innocently. “It’s like a switch that someone flipped and she be-
came so sad.” William's correct with this last statement. It’s like there is a switch inside Margot that 
just flipped, but it was William’s doing. 



At this point, Margot had gone back into the classroom and slumped in her seat. She begins to stare 
out the window in despair as she watches the raindrops drip down the window panes like the tears 
on her face. 

“Margot!” calls the teacher, summoning Margot to her desk and dismissing William back to his 
seat. 

“Hmm,” Margot grumbles dismissively, looking down at her shoes. 

“I’m going to call in your parents so they can have a meeting with me after class, okay?” Margot 
nods solemnly and drags her feet back to her desk. She does some busywork like the other children 
until the bell dismisses them. The children all exit the room to leave Margot alone with the teacher. 

When Margot’s parents arrive, they go into a separate office to talk with the teacher. Margot taps 
her feet and twiddles her thumbs, anticipating the comments of her parents and the teacher. She 
thinks about her hatred for Venus and this underground city of eternal storms. Oh, the things she 
would do just to get back home… 

Her parents emerge from the office, sitting down in the desks across from her. 

“Margot,” begins her father, “your mother and I were thinking about how miserable you are here. 
We thought seeing the sun today would cheer you up, maybe help you to become better friends 
with your classmates if you were in the happy sunshine.” 

“But I. . . ,” Margot starts. 

“No, let me finish.” 

“But. . . ,” Margot is interrupted by her father’s index finger. 

“Well, we’ve scraped up a decent amount of money over the time that we’ve lived here on Venus, 
and we thought now would be a good time for us to go back home, to Earth.” Margot’s eyes widen, 
her jaw dropping down to the floor. For the first time in years, Margot flashes a brilliant smile. 

“Thank you!” she exclaims. She squeezes her parents in a big hug and grins at her teacher. 

Suddenly, all the memories of her being bullied and pushed around by William are forgotten. She 
forgets all about missing the sunshine, and her day locked in the closet. William reporting Margot’s 
unprovoked depression doesn’t matter, and she no longer wants to get revenge. All these sunless 
years and stormy hours suddenly don't matter to her. All that matters is that Margot is going back 
home. 



Ode to the Eternal Flame 
Julia Rice 
 
The Eternal Flame 
Does represent a life with no blame 
Your spirit will dwell a while 
An eternal life with no style 
Nothing will harm you, not even a knife. 
The light in your face, just like when you see your wife. 
The red flame surrounded by a brick frame, 
You can see flicks of fire falling from the flame. 
It smells fierce and strong, 
Where John F. Kennedy does belong. 
The eternal flame does inspire, 
An entire generation fighting the fire. 

Rainbows 
Gabriela Estabrooks 
  
Orange and violet and blue 
Rainbows are chemistry too 
The rain and the sun 
Align to make one 
Spectrum of colors for you. 



Fireworks Explode 
Sophia Freeman 
  
The fireworks explode in the night sky, 
I hope no one was flying by. 
I wonder about the salts, the elements, and so much more. 
A firework just fell over, better get to the door! 

Paper Heart 
Gabriela Estabrooks 
 
I drew a paper heart 
And put it on the wall 
It fluttered fast atop the paint 
And then began to fall 
The wings that carried secrets 
They couldn't be contained 
It flew along the border of the open window pane 
It shimmered for a second 
But then it disappeared 
I know not where it went to 
But then my head was cleared 
I walked over to the window 
Although blinded by the day 
I looked into the distance 
And saw it fly away. 



2008 
 
To a Balloon 
Melissa Najjar 
 

Oh happy day, 
Another celebration 
In which to partake. 
High about the festivities, 
Floating in the air. 
Smiles. 
Giggles. 
No tears, just joy. 
 
A new baby, birthday, anniversary, graduation, 
You are always first to attend. 
Beckoning the guests and well wishers, 
Come join in celebration. 
Be light as air in joy. 
Come one, 
Come all. 
Smiles of friends and family. 
 
Now gently drifting down 
The party ends. 
No pop, no bang. 
You fade slowly, 
Weary from the festivities. 
Exhausted. 
Expended. 
Good night. 

Retrospective 

A look back at the last  eight years of the Middle School Magazine. 



2009 
 
Barcelona 
Alexia Teofilovici 
 
Pretty Barcelona of the sea’s shore 
Mexico, Florida, Europe in one. 
I hear Spanish and see skyscrapers soar, 
Over the blue sea with sparkles of sun 
 
Perched on a wall, in a fort, on a hill, 
My eyes sweep the city like an eagle. 
The sun is above and the church bells trill 
Old buildings compared to home look regal 
 
Out of all the pictures I have taken, 
None show the beauty of Barcelona  
The emotions in me the sites awaken, 
Left is the truth and rid of all persona. 
 
By leaving the place that defines me, 
I glimpsed the future and who I may be. 

Kate Cray 

2010 



2011 

Anushka Harlalka 



Nicole Rosania  

2012 



2013 
 
 
Picture Frame 
Caroline Sablone 
 
The tortoise moved slowly through its pen at the zoo. 
At the sign of danger, 
A large sound and the pounding of feet of the ground, 
He hid inside his protective shell. 
 
The turtles frame was very pretty. 
The shell had decorative lines, 
Some were scratches, 
The made him unique in his own special way. 
 
His frame protected him from danger. 
It protected him from enemies 
It protected him from all the bad thing that the world had to offer. 
 
The turtles shell had protected the picture of his life 
Since the day he was born. 
It protected his memories 
And his smiles, 
And the thing that he held closest to him, 
His life. 
 
His shell had done its job. 
It withstood the danger, 
Though minor. 
Even if he dropped, 
The turtles shell would not be shattered. 
The strong glass of his frame would not crack. 
And for that, 
The turtle was very glad.  



2014 

Olivia Calias 



2015 

 

I’m a Puddle! 

Marie Elena Gerety 

 

I feel myself growing wider and deeper with every raindrop that falls from the sky. I 

am now a puddle on the busy sidewalks of Boston. The rain begins to fall so hard and 

so fast, people everywhere are in a hurry to find a shelter from the storm. 

 

Every footstep someone walks over me, I involuntarily send back a large splash. I 

cause the fringes of people’s pants, overcoats, and skirts to become soaking wet. At 

this point, the rain is falling so hard  that the people outside in Boston would be dryer 

if they jumped into the harbor. 

 

The storm still hasn’t passed and the wet leaves and sticks that stuck to the bottom of 

people’s shoes are being deposited into me. I see a young couple walking down the 

street; the boy takes off his coat and lays it down over me. The girl walks across it 

without getting a drop of water on her designer shoes. 

 

Later, when the rain is finally over, two birds come over to my puddle. They use me as 

if I were a free public bath. When they fly away, they leave some of their stray feathers. 

Even though the rain has stopped, I am still getting bigger. With every car that goes by 

on the street, a tidal wave of rainwater flushes onto the sidewalk and into me. 

 

The sun finally comes out, accompanied by a rainbow. The warm rays dry up my dirty 

water. The more rays the sun sends, the smaller I get. Birds no longer come over to 

bathe, and cars no longer send puddles of water from the street into me. The storm has 

passed, but life as a puddle will come again. 



 

Whatevs, meow. 




