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Roses are red
Violets are blue
Spring is amazing
And so are you.

Spring is here,
It’s time to cheer,
It’s full of joy and
It’s the best time of
the year.
Spring showers bring May
Flowers!
Easter will be here and
spring will make the whole
world cheer

The sun is up here,
And the moon is down
there,
But spring will be
everywhere!

Hello everyone! We’re all done with this
long, long, long winter, and it’s time to
usher in spring! We have articles about
everything from Harry Potter to St. Patrick’s
Day treats from a great team of writers who
all worked hard to bring you this great
collection of stories and passages. At least,
we hope they’re great. We can’t promise you
anything. We all cannot wait for you guys to
read all of our articles. All of the editors
would like to wish you a great spring, and we
hope you have a great time reading!
Sincerely, the Editors

PARCC
Testing
Apr. 18th – 25th
The first three days
of PARCC are ELA,
the next three are
math.

Spring Musical
Apr. 26th – 28th
The musical this year is
The Little Mermaid.
Don’t miss this
wonderful Brooklawn
production!

Handball
Night
May 17th
Show your skills or
come to have fun
at Handball Night!
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WORLD AUTISM DAY
BY: Jignasu Shah & Heet Shah
What is Autism?
April is National Autism Awareness Month.
Autism, or autism spectrum disorder, is
the range of conditions that are
characterized by challenges with social
skills, repetitive behaviors, speech and
nonverbal communication, as well as by
unique strengths and differences. Autism
affects 1 in 68 people. There are many
types of autism, such as autistic savants,
who can do extraordinary things, yet can’t
do simple tasks. If you are aware of
anyone with autism, treat them with love and respect. The term ‘spectrum’
refers tot the wide variation in challenges and strengths each person with
autism has.

Awareness about Autism
Approximately 25 years ago, the Autism
Society launched a program nationwide to
raise awareness about autism. The
program’s goal is to give autistic
people a chance to achieve the highest
quality of life possible. You can show
your support by wearing the puzzle piece
ribbon, going to local special events,
or even donate to the Autism Society.

The Puzzle Piece
The puzzle piece is the symbol of
autism. The puzzle piece was created
by Gerald Gasson, who was the board
member of National Autistic Society.
He used a puzzle piece because he was
“puzzled” about the diagnosis. The
puzzle piece symbol was adopted in
1999.
https://www.autismspeaks.org/what-autism
http://www.autism-society.org/get-involved/national-autism-awareness-month/
http://www.autism-society.org/about-the-autism-society/history/autism-awareness-ribbon/
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Amazing Vacation Destinations!
Have you ever wanted to go on the vacation of a
lifetime? Well, we’ve got you covered! In this article, we
will list some of the most amazing vacation destinations!
1. New Zealand
In New Zealand you can do many wonderful
activities that include bungy jumping off of Sky
Tower in Auckland and white-water rafting on the
Kaituna River. You can also go see a geyser in
Rotorua and go hike the Lake Gunn Nature Walk.
https://www.newzealand.com/us/things-to-do/

2. Rome
Rome has so many amazing things to see, such as the Colosseum,
the Trevi Fountain, and the Pantheon. Also, you can visit the Vatican
City. While at the Vatican, you can view the Sistine Chapel and St.
Peter’s Basilica.

https://travel.usnews.com/Rome_Italy/Things_To_Do/

3. Alaska
Alaska is filled with many fun things to do that you and your
family will enjoy. For example, you can go to the Aurora Ice Museum in
Fairbanks and see the world's largest chocolate waterfall in
Anchorage. You can visit the Hammer Museum, too.

https://www.atlasobscura.com/things-to-do/alaska/places?page=1
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4. Paris
There are many reasons why you should go
to Paris, but here are some of the main ones. You
could visit the Eiffel Tower, Notre Dame
Cathedral, or the Musée du Louvre. You can get
tours to see all of these wonderful places and
more.

https://travel.usnews.com/Paris_France/Things_To_Do/

5. United Kingdom
You can do so many wonderful things in the United Kingdom that
include visiting Shakespeare's House, Big Ben, and Buckingham Palace.
You can also hop onto the Hogwarts Express and go to LEGOLAND
Windsor.

https://www.tripadvisor.com/Attraction_Products-g186216-zfc11919-zfg11879United_Kingdom.html

Amazing Small Spring Break Trips!
Pennsylvania- Liberty Bell, Independence Hall, Hershey Park, Dorney
Park, Kalahari Indoor Waterpark, Franklin Institute, and Aquatopia
Waterpark!
New York City- Central Park, the Empire State Building, Broadway
Shows, and Times Square!
New Jersey- Washington's Headquarters, Frelinghuysen Arboretum, Six
Flags Great Adventure, and Prudential Center Shows/Hockey Games
Liberty Science Center, Ellis Island, and the Statue of Liberty!
Massachusetts- Paul Revere house, Faneuil Hall, the Museum of Fine
Arts, Martha’s Vineyard, Freedom Trail, and Fenway Park.
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By Kavin Sawant and Sam Bhat

Have you heard about 7th and 8th grade electives called “Robotic Engineering I and II?” In
these electives, you can make a robot and program it to do all different types of actions. The
robot is made from Lego Technic pieces and other motorized Lego parts.
There is also a competition for making robots like the ones in “Robotic Engineering” and
putting them to the test by making them complete challenges. This competition is called First
Lego League, or FLL. FLL is held by an organization called “FIRST.” There are four main aspects
to FLL: Robot Performance, Robot Design, The Research Project, and Core Values.

History

A man named Dean Kamen created FLL. He founded FIRST in 1992. His first competition
was called “FIRST Robotics Competition,” and was held in a New Hampshire school gym. In 1998,
however, the major toy brand Lego teamed up with this organization to create an entirely new
competition. It was called FIRST Lego League. Since then, there has been an FLL competition
every year.

Four aspects of FLL
In FLL, making and programming the robot is not all there is to it. That is only one of the
four aspects of First Lego League. The other three are The Research Project, The Robot Design
Executive Summary, and Core Values. What the project aspect is about is that the First Lego
League thinks of a topic, and then your team must think of a problem in that topic and solve it.
Over the past years, there have been many themes including Nature’s Fury (Natural Disasters),
World Class (Innovation), Trash Trek (Preventing Disastrous Effects of Trash), Animal Allies
(Helping Animals), and so much more!

Hypercircuits
Did you know there are two sixth graders participating in an
FLL team who go to Brooklawn Middle School? They are on a
robotics team called “Hypercircuits.” Last season, they came sixth in
the entire state! They also won an award called “The Research
Award,” for the Research Project. These two sixth graders are the
authors of this article.
The theme next year will be “Into Orbit.” It will be about space
travel. As you can see, FLL is quite an interesting competition that
teaches many life lessons including persistence, patience, problem solving, cooperation, and
even more!
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Types of Spring Flowers
By: Akshitha, Kajol, and Ritu
Daffodil
Scientific Name: Narcissus

Crocus
Scientific name: Crocus sativus

Tulip
Scientific Name: Tulipa

Lily of the Valley
Scientific Name: Convallaria
majalis

Snakes Head Fritillary
Scientific Name: Fritillaria meleagris

Pansy
Scientific Name: Viola tricolor var.
Hortensis

Hyacinth
Scientific Name: Hyacinthus

Puschkinia
Scientific Name: Puschkinia
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Invented on Accident
By Saanvi Vavilala and Sriya Jayanthi

Accidents happen. And sometimes, they don’t end well, but when they do,
these common, everyday items were invented!

VELCRO®
George de Mestral, a Swiss engineer, was hunting in the Jura mountains in
Switzerland in the 1940s when he realized that the tiny hooks of burrs were stuck
to his pants and his dog’s fur. He wondered how the burrs attached themselves to
him and his dog so securely. Using a microscope, he saw that the hooks of the
burrs latched onto the loops in the fabric of his pants. He combined the French
words ‘
our’(velvet) and ‘
chet’(hook) to make the brand name VELCRO®.

Post-It Notes
3 am, 1996, chemist Dr. Spencer Silver was attempting to create a strong adhesive.
However, he accidentally created a weak adhesive that allowed things to
temporarily stick. Five years passed until in 1973 a colleague, Art Fry, went to a
seminar of Silver’s and inspired by his experiment attempt, he decided to use his
idea of impermanent glue to, stick bookmarks to his books. Eventually together the
two created a thin film of Spencer’s adhesive that is applied along just one edge
of the piece of paper. It took a few years for Fry and Silver to convince a
company called Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing that their product was useful
and stable. The product went national as the Post-It note in 1980. Dr. Spencer
Silver never knew what his adhesive would become until an amazing accident.

Chocolate Chip Cookies
It was 1930, and Ruth Graves Wakefield was running the Toll House Inn on a highway
in Massachusetts. Mrs. Wakefield prepared all of the food for her guests herself,
and she decided to bake up some Chocolate Butter Drop Dough cookies, a popular
recipe in that time. After she started to bake, she realized that she was out of
baker’s chocolate! To replace the chocolate, she cut up some block chocolate and
hoped it would melt while baking. Instead, these wonderful desserts were invented!

Corn Flakes
The Kellogg Brothers, Dr. John Harvey Kellogg and Will Keith Kellogg, were two
people who really cared about staying healthy and a proper diet. During one of
their experiments to make dough from boiled wheat, one of the Kellogg brothers let
the mash dry for too long causing it to it splinter into dozens of individual
flakes when rolled out. He then baked them, curious of their taste to accidently
produce a cereal called Granose. After he substituted the wheat for corn giving us
the flakes made out of corn. Cornflakes had arisen.
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Popsicles
11-year-olds are smarter than you think; just look at Frank Epperson. He
accidently left a container of powdered soda and water outside overnight with its
mixing stick still inside. One cold night later the popsicle was born, which
Epperson then marketed as an Epsicle 20 years later. Now, not only-11 years-olds,
but people of all ages enjoy and make this delicious treat. Thanks Frank!

Coca Cola
This delicious beverage would not be in our fridges and cup holders of our cars if
it weren't for John Pemberton. He became addicted to morphine to him to help ease
the pain from a wound he got being a lieutenant colonel. This caused him to
experiment with coca and coca wines for opium-free alternatives. Eventually he
created “his own version of Vin Mariani, containing kola nut and damiana, which he
called Pemberton’s French Wine Coca”. He asked the druggist Willis Venable to test
it and help him perfect the recipe for the beverage -which he formulated by trial
and error- it eventually included blending the base syrup with carbonated water by
accident when trying to make another glass. Pemberton decided then to sell it as a
fountain drink rather than a medicine.

What time do people use their trampolines?
In Spring

When do monkeys fall from the sky?
In Ape-ril showers

What did the tree say in spring?
What a re-leaf

What do you call a rabbit with fleas?
Bugs Bunny

Can February March?
No, but April May

What flower grows on faces?
Tulips (Two-Lips)

April showers bring May flowers, but what do Mayflowers bring?
Pilgrims
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World War Three
By: Sophia Zygmunt
July 4, 2057

It has been four years since the World War Three and as usual nobody is
eager to join the festivities. All the Americans wish to savor their pride
before they must bow to Zixen. It was created after the civil war in South
America. After the war in South America, they targeted us and we were
overwhelmed. Now on the so-called “Independence Day” we have to have a
humiliating festival. We have to…
“Zelia time to leave for the festival.” Mother called, spitting out
festival like it had a bad taste. My mom, dad, brother, and sister were
already waiting in the hall by the door. I took one look out my grimy
window, sighed, and tramped down the stairs to meet up with my family. We
walked down the street towards the square under the jeering eyes of our
enemies. I wished to strike them but Jonathan Milano had been hung last week
for sharing bread with a Zixen boy. From then on, nobody felt at ease. They
were always there just waiting for an excuse to execute or beat someone,
anyone of any age.
We arrived at the square for the belixer where they pick people to
torture. The large wheel arrived and the Zixen leader, Vlis Miranzo, a famed
general now king of the Zixen, stepped up and picked one name from the
wheel. As a smile grew on his face I got shiver down my spine like a snowman
had come to life and was breathing down my neck. This festival was required
and all Americans were required to attend, but only the people from the
state that the festival is taking place in must submit their name. “This
year's victim… I mean brave soul is Seth Welian.” My mother took my father’s
hand and suppressed a sob as my brother stiffened next to me and slowly
walked up to the platform. I wanted to call out or run and stop him, but I
was helpless. All I could do was stand and watch as my brother was
surrounded by armed guards. Most didn’t survive the experience. I turned
away…
June 10, 2057

My brother was chosen at the belixer and still won’t tell us what they
did to him at the Zixen fortress. He refuses to talk at all. I don’t know
what else to do. I…

I stared out of the window seeing small bits of what was happening in
the streets. I saw a Zixen soldier push a boy against a wall for stealing
some bread. A woman and crying baby were nearby, the woman pleading with the
officer. The officer struck the woman across the face and she fell. Then he
took the boy down an alleyway and emerged alone. The woman and a man who I
assumed to be her husband ran into the alley and emerged holding the
lifeless body of their son. I wished that this world wasn’t so cruel to so
many. I decided to fight back, but I had to plan carefully or else I would
get caught. And getting caught opposing the government meant one thing…
death.

To Be Continued...
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St. Patrick’s Day Treats
By: Carlye Atwell
There are many treats for St. Patrick's Day! If you are bored and don’t
have any ideas for what snacks to make, use these recipes to inspire you!

1. Shamrock Toffee Fudge

If you love butterscotch or toffee, then
this dessert is for you. First you have to line a
nine-inch baking pan with foil and then
grease it. In a large saucepan, combine milk
and chips. You can preferably use butterscotch
chips or white chocolate chips, but you can use
regular chocolate chips too. Cook and stir over
low heat until melted. Then add butter and
salt, preferably unsalted, and then stir until a
smooth consistency. Remove from the heat and
stir in toffee bits. Pour into prepared pan. Put
into the fridge for 2 hours or until firm. Using foil, remove fudge from pan. Cut fudge
into 1-inch squares. Optional: You can put frosting in a resealable bag and tint with
green food coloring. Cut a small hole in bag and squeeze out frosting to make a
shamrock on each piece of fudge. Enjoy!

2. Emerald Mashed Potatoes

If you love vegetables, then this side dish is definitely for you. First, combine
potatoes and lightly salted water to cover them in a large pot. Bring to a boil and
then reduce to medium heat and then cook till the potatoes are tender. This normally
takes about 25-30 minutes. Then drain the water well. Meanwhile in a large saucepan
combine milk, scallions and kale. Bring to a boil, reduce to low heat and simmer for 3
minutes. Then remove from heat and transfer potatoes to a larger bowl. Add butter and
mash with potato masher until smooth. Gradually stir in hot milk mixture until
combined. Season with salt and freshly ground pepper for taste. If desired, add 2 or 3
roasted garlic cloves with salt and pepper. Enjoy!
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3. St. Patrick’s Day Parfaits

If you like any kind of pudding, then this is for you. First prepare pudding
according to instructions on packet using milk and then chill until set. When pudding is
set, layer pudding using kiwifruit and green tinted Cool Whip. Use clear glass for
parfaits. Pudding first then kiwi then Cool Whip and keep repeating. You should end
with a layer of Cool Whip on top. Sprinkle a tiny bit of green coarse sugar on top and
refrigerate. Enjoy!
Citations and Image Source
http://www.geniuskitchen.com/ideas/green-st-patricks-day-treats-snacks-6327?c=21261
http://www.geniuskitchen.com/recipe/st-patricks-day-parfaits-19004
http://www.geniuskitchen.com/recipe/emerald-mashed-potatoes-15250#activity-feed
http://www.geniuskitchen.com/recipe/shamrock-toffee-fudge-157357
https://cdn3.tmbi.com/secure/RMS/attachments/37/300x300/Shamrock-ToffeeFudge_exps31198_TH10609B09_23_6b_RMS.jpg
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The Dragon’s Tale
By Catherine Peng

In a land where birds talk and seven-league boots are often the necessity to travel; where
dragons roam the skies and witches and wizards abound, resides a small town called Dunhaven.
This town was most resolutely an ordinary town, contrary to the nature of the surrounding area.
It had a small jumble of quaint of shops, a market square, old-fashioned neighboring houses
squashed in the sides of the dusty cobblestone streets, and a huge, stone fountain, eroded by
many generations of wear, placed right in the bustle of it all.
Of course, any town worth its salt must have a bakery, whether being a scarce pantry of
sour bread or equivalent to a cake boutique from the faraway city of Queensbury. And this town
did have one. It was a rather nice one, with a large glass window on the outside, facing the distant
sea with the scripted words, “Mindy’s” glittering in bronze. In the shop were pictures of
watercolor tea cups with porcelain saucers underneath them. Some with a plain marble that
looked as if a rainbow had swooped over and drained all color ever known. Some with bold acrylic
colors plastered on every corner. One was even looked to be made of pure silver, but if you looked
again in a certain angle, transformed into a glossy blue with gold trimming. The paintings seemed
to cover every inch of the wall, so the buttercup yellow of the original surface never saw the light of
day from when it was newly brushed and dried.
Under one smooth, pasty green painting was a small trapdoor. In this trapdoor was a tiny,
paneled tunnel leading into a rather large, plain room detailed with only a splintery wooden desk
and oak chest, complete with an empty bed frame. In the desk was a small drawer and this drawer
contained millions of the most beautiful snow globes. Thousands of them, shimmering and
sparkling as if carved from pure ice. One was different though, instead of having the regal glare of
the others, this one had a dull surface, but the interior was far more - to say the least - interesting.
Instead of having the usual scene of a winter wonderland, or worse, the typical damsel in distress
locked up in a twisting tower, this one had a picture of a maiden, with frosty hair whipping
around, staring at you strikingly with liquid blue eyes. Alongside her, stood a dragon, but not the
ferocious prowler of the West so many unfortunate villages have seen, but the majestic guardian
of the East. Both were respected, but the former out of fear and the remaining out of gratitude.
This one, of course, had horns of a stag along with a pure white covering of scales. Along the back
ran a mane of cyan, that fluttered and waved like grass when in flight. The mood of the dragon
appeared to be quite stormy, due to the gathering thunder clouds, omitting flashes of lightning in
the background. However, there was a more important story to this snow globe…

To be continued…
12

The Boy in the Red Shirt
By N.A.G Industries
No war is pretty. But this one was disgusting. It was like a sociopath standing among a
bunch of thieves. No competition. It was a world where teenage girls were hung in the middle
of the town for stealing a piece of bread, their hollow eyes sapped of all traces of life. It was a
world where kindly old men watched their houses burnt to a crisp, a lifetime of memories
turned to ash. It was a world where baby boys are drowned in the river by their own parents

for being too loud, to keep enemy forces from invading their homes. It was a world where any
sort of joy was treasured, savored, obsessed over. Maybe that was the reason why the soldiers
grew to love the boy in the red shirt.
He didn’t have a name. He didn’t need one. The red shirt that hung over his lanky frame
was identification enough. The first time he showed up, a smile pasted on his sallow, grey
face, the soldiers ignored him and kept training. They expected him to leave after a few
minutes, but he didn’t. He continued to watch them until night fell, and he ran back to a
neighboring village. The soldiers watched as he stumbled into the dirt-encrusted town,
expecting that to be the last time they saw his retreating back. It wasn’t.

The boy came back the next day, and then the next, and then the next. After a week, one
of the soldiers, feeling especially pleased after acing a training course, threw the boy half of
his bread. The boy looked at the soldier incredulously, his ashen face bright. He slowly ate a
piece of the bread, savoring it like it was a slice of sweet chocolate cake, then tucked the rest
into a yellowing rag he pulled out of his pocket. After wiping the crumbs off of his face, he
mumbled a soft thank you, staring at his feet. The soldier, a battle-hardened, bloodthirsty
warrior who sought vengeance for the slaughter of his three-year-old daughter, looked at the
boy in the red shirt. And he smiled.

After a few weeks, all of soldiers had fallen for this skinny little boy. They asked for his

name, but he gave them no answer. So, they gave him the moniker the Boy in the Red Shirt,
and it just stuck. He would come to the training field as the sun rose above the never-ending
desert and would leave just before it sunk behind the tall, weed-encrusted hills. The boy in the
red shirt would always return to his village with half a piece of bread or a mug of water, and
he always had a smile on his face when he came back to the training field. No matter what.
Even if his older sister got shot in the face by invading forces, just for being in their way. Even
if he was beat relentlessly by the town bully for eating a little extra bread. Even if his mother
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wasted away from a mysterious illness because he couldn’t sell enough food to buy medicine.
Because he had the soldiers.
The soldiers would smile their toothy smiles every time the boy in the red shirt appeared in
their midst. They would guffaw at all of his feeble attempts at jokes. And they would listen closely
the songs he sung, the stories intertwined in them. Silk and gold were nothing compared to the
tales he told with music. His voice was the tweet of the newborn robin, the caw of a dying crow,
the shriek of a starving vulture. It was the splash of rain hitting concrete, the whisper of honey
dripping onto a piece of bread, the drip of sewage racing along the roads. It was the laughter of a
baby, the screams of a mother, the sobs of a little girl. His voice would echo through the whole
camp, and what he felt, everyone felt. If he was happy, it seemed like even the sun would come

down for a bit to listen. If he was angry, the ground crackled and shifted in the searing heat. And
if he was sad, the skies would unleash a flood of water, raindrops that burned the skin of the
soldiers. But whatever the boy in the red shirt was feeling, those supposedly cruel, murderous
soldiers were happy to be there for him. It seemed like the good times would last forever. Until
the battle.

Enemy forces rushed into the city by the tens, by the hundreds, by the thousands. The
boy’s little village was one of the first to be attacked. It seemed like a quiet day at first. A
single crow flew over the crackly desert. Then the rumbling started up. The soldiers came out
of their bases. Enemy troops walked across the empty land, walked right into the town where
the boy in the red shirt lived. That fact seemed to be what woke the soldiers out of their
stupor. And they charged. And they fought. Many were injured. Even more were slaughtered,
skewered by a knife or shot in the head by a bullet. But after what seemed like only a moment,
the enemy was strewn on the floor, cut into hundreds of bloody, fleshy pieces. A single soldier
looked over the body of an enemy when he noticed another body. A tiny body. A tiny, skinny
body. The soldier’s face paled, seemed to age a hundred years. It was the tiny, skinny, body of
a boy. Of a boy in a red shirt.
The soldier ran to the body. No, it couldn’t be. But it was. The boy in the red shirt lay

on ground in front of the soldier. But it wasn’t him. It was a husk, a shell. It was what

remained; a broken body, his leg twisted the wrong way, his neck snapped, a bullet in the
middle of his head. The soldier picked the little figure up, cradling him in his arms. Tears
streamed down his face as he shut the little boy’s dull, vacant eyes. Then he made a promise.
He would keep on fighting in the horrible war. For the mothers holding the dying bodies of
their dying children, unable to stop their tears. For the fathers who have to bury their dead
sons and daughters, knowing it should have been the other way around. For the families. For
the loners. For the sick, the dying, the dead. For the boy in the red shirt.
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Why People Root for the Underdogs
By Meghan Liang

The beginning of spring marks the end of the long-anticipated Winter Olympics. If for
some reason you don’t know, that Winter Olympics were held this year, including riveting
sports such as curling, the biathlon, cross country skiing and the skeleton. All these amazing
events aside, I want to focus on the psychology of the Olympics by asking the question, “Why
do people root for the underdogs?”. I’m sure you know what I’m talking about. Sometimes,
people vote for people who are least likely to win, but why? It’s in human nature to admire
winners, so why do we root for losers? I’m here to answer that question.
There are a few theories on why this phenomenon occurs. One is by Nadav
Goldschmied. It states we grow to not like a person if they win more, so we feel more
obligated to root for the opposing teams. If you take this logic to its extreme, we should root
for the people who win the least. This psychological event is called schadenfreude. It means
we tend to laugh at the misfortune of others. Have you ever laughed at someone falling, or
someone getting injured in a book? You may have told yourself that it’s the shock that makes
you laugh, or that you are laughing with them (I do this). Unfortunately, this is a lie. It’s why
you laugh at a good team for losing. It could be why people love to hate the Yankees or love
the Red Socks even though they root for the Yankees. It actually explains a lot of things we do
every day. In synopsis, this theory states we root for the underling because we don’t like
people who win more.
Another plausible theory is that we want the world to be fair and equal. We want the
underling to win because we think they deserve a chance to win. They lost so much they just
need to win that sports event. Or they haven’t gotten to class first in forever, so they should
win. This experiment was also conducted by Mr. Goldschmied, along with a student from the
University of Southern Florida named Joseph Vandello. They figured it stems from our logic
that we think we all deserve a chance at success. Our moment of fame. Our standing ovation.
We want everyone to have an equal shot of winning. It states that we want everyone to have
a fair shot of winning.
The final theory is that we don’t want to get our hopes up. It’s why everyone tells you
not to hope for that elusive snow day: They don’t want you to get your hopes up. That way if
it’s 46 degrees outside, you won’t be as disappointed as if you had your hopes up. As it
applies to sports, you root for the underdog because it’s more satisfying if they win, and less if
they lose because, well, they lose all the time. This theory isn’t the most well studied, so it’s
going to have the least evidence, but this could make a lot of sense.
In conclusion, there are many theories why we root for the underdog, but most of them
provide a satisfying answer. It provides an interesting look into the world of sports for
most of us who don’t like it. Now, I need to go watch the Olympics. I’m two months behind.
https://www.vox.com/2015/3/20/8260445/underdogs-psychology
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Harry Potter: Reasons why the book was better
Many people have only watched the Harry Potter movies and don’t even plan on reading
the books. This is a VERY BAD IDEA. You have missed out on half the magic, and many people
think that just reading Pottermore can fill this extreme gap in knowledge. These are the reasons
the first book was better than the movie because there are too many reasons to include all
SEVEN (it is the most magically powerful number that is why there are SEVEN books).

***SEVERE SPOILERS AHEAD***

Harry Potter and the Philosopher’s Stone

In the movie, you miss the entire foundation for the series. There are
interactions with the Dursleys throughout the years of Harry’s residence before
the Hogwarts letters arrive by owl, which brings much more conflict than in the
movie. I would explain it all, but you will have to read the book because it would
take several pages to make everything clear. The book also starts with the day
Harry Potter becomes famous, and the commotion of owls that follows making the
muggle news. There is also a gap of a month that is described in detail in between
Harry’s birthday and going to King’s Cross Station. In the book, on the Hogwarts
Express, Neville is the first other student that they meet, not Hermione. She
comes after him because he asked about his toad first, Hermione was just
following up. The differences don’t even stop there. At Hogwarts, when Malfoy
tried to become friends with him, he didn’t because he had talked to him briefly in
Madam Malkins in Diagon Alley with Malfoy trash talking muggle-borns, and Harry
not even knowing what he was talking about, but still knowing that he was not
the “sort” of wizard to be friends with. And then the Sorting takes place. Before
the Sorting, the hat sings a song about the founders and the qualities of each
house. The Sorting Hat also takes more time to sort each student. For some extra
information, there are some people that take over five minutes to sort, which are
called “hatstalls.” Some examples are Peter Pettigrew (Gryffindor/Slytherin) and
Minerva McGonagall (Gryffindor/Ravenclaw). Hermione and Neville also came
close (four minutes each) with Hermione as Gryffindor or Ravenclaw, and Neville
as Gryffindor or Hufflepuff, as he requested.
This is as much information as I will give you because there is a 223-page book to fill
in the things I didn’t include and plus, the goal of this article is to get you to read the book.
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A Folktale

By Meghan Liang
Once, there was a man named Bob. Bob lived an entirely average
life. He lived in an old village in England with a canopy made of trees
and a bright sun and a cool sky. Even though Bob was a middle-aged man,
he had no pets, children or wife to his name.
One day, Bob was sitting down in the middle of spring on his old
wicker chair. He was about to close his eyes when Bob saw his neighbor,
Christina, outside. She knocked on his door slowly, with spaces between
the knocks. He opened the door to see her slumped over holding a torn
letter in her hand.
“Hey Mr. Kytheon”
“Bob is fine” he interrupted.
“Yeah, so, Bob… I have some bad news for you. I found random mail in
my mailbox and ripped it up. It was yours. I may have looked inside it,
and… It was a $2,000 bonus from your work. I’m really sorry.” Even
though she talked more after saying the part where she ripped up the
money, Bob had heard enough. He was irate; beyond angry.
“Excuse me, but did you just say you ripped up MY money? Because I
think you did.” He yelled.
“I’m sorry Bob, but… I…”
“Just stop talking already!!! Get off my porch!” Bob
screamed. Christine started to sulk away, looked back and saw his face,
then turned around and went.
Bob went in and slammed the door behind him. He was still seething
with anger and rage. In fact, Bob was so mad, he went in the corner, curled
up and pouted like a child. He just lost a free $2,000! How could he not be
mad? Bob hit the floor. He stayed like that for a long time (he didn’t know
how much time had passed). Even though most of him was mad, part of him
wanted to go outside. More time passed, yet Bob still was furious. He
stayed in his house. Finally, even more time passed. Even though he was
still mad, he went outside to get some fresh air.
When he went outside, he saw nothing. It was only him. He looked
behind him. His house disappeared. He started to look around, but only
saw clouds and a field of dark blue and gray sky. Some people may have
found it as a beautiful night, but he only saw terror and pain. Bob didn’t
dare move, for he thought he might fall. His anger evaporated and made
way for sadness. He closed his eyes. Soon, Bob’s body turned to dust.
First his skin, then his muscles, then his bones. The dust finally drifted
away.
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What caption do you think describes these pictures perfectly? Or, what do you think the cats
are thinking? Send your captions of the picture to snzygmunt23@pthsd.net and we will vote and the
caption with the most votes will be posted in the next newspaper. In order to make up for missing one this
will be a double. Please number your captions so I know which picture it goes with.

1

2
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