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I am very proud to present this 2019-20 edition of The Late Bell, the Art and Literary 
Magazine of Bernardsville Middle School.  Our theme for this year is “We’re All In This 
Together.” 
 
Please enjoy this collection of original writing, artwork and photography from our 
students. . .plus one of our faculty who inspires them.  Clearly,  BMS is home to a 
multitude of talented and passionate creators. 
 
My warmest thanks to the following: 
 

● Our dedicated editors of The Late Bell.  Your enthusiasm and originality shines 
through these pages.  

● Our passionate team of BMS educators who encouraged our students to submit 
their work for the enjoyment of our community.  

● Ms. Lisa Garofalo, Mr. Brian Latzke, Mrs. Susan Fischer, Dr. Gretchen Dempsey 
and the Somerset Hills Board of Education for making The Late Bell possible.  

● The many creative students who have shared their talents.  
Ms. Diane Dunay 

Faculty Advisor to The Late Bell 
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Celebrating our 
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Olivia Puccinelli 
Submitted to Patriot’s Pen Essay Contest 
 
 

America, the Land of Opportunity  
 

“If you can't fly, then run. If you can't run, then walk. If you can't walk, then crawl, 
but by all means keep moving.” These wonderful words by Martin Luther King, Jr., 
remind me of why America is truly great because even through tragedy and despair our 
country remains unified. 

I have learned many things from my family about my grandfather Papu, including 
how he immigrated to America after World War II in hopes of a better life for his future 
family. Just last year, my sister was writing her college essay about him; here is an 
excerpt: “As a young child, I vividly remember sitting on Papu’s lap. In his thick Greek 
accent, he would recount stories of donkey riding and swimming in the Mediterranean 
Sea that seemed to belong in a picture book, not a place that one would abandon.” In 
1960 my grandfather emigrated from Thessaloniki, Greece, to America searching for a 
better life. I will never fully understand what sacrifices he made for my mom and his 
family, but I do know that everything he did for his family was to improve his and his 
future family's life.  

Most people emigrate with expectations of a better life. Papu has been very 
successful even though when he first immigrated, he didn't speak English or have a 
college degree. However, he worked hard everyday and eventually learned English by 
reading the newspaper. His first job in America was working as a busboy at an Italian 
restaurant Pitruzzello’s. He learned more and worked even harder as each day passed. 
Mr. Pitruzzello, the owner of the restaurant, recognized his employee’s work ethic and 
gave his other restaurant to Papu for a miniscule amount: $1. Mr. Pitruzzello had faith 
that Papu would become very successful and pay him back one day. By 28 my Papu 
was a self-made restaurateur. Even though it was very difficult for Papu to adjust to his 
new country because he was from a completely different culture, immigrating to 
America was still the best for him. Mr. Pitruzello gave my Papu the chance to pursue his 
own American Dream. In no other country can you find this kind of compassion, 
opportunity or generosity, which is what makes America great!  
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Anonymous 

 

The Danger Zone 

During the middle of the summer, the Amazon rainforest was 

becoming a drought. There wasn’t a lot of water for the Amazon animals. 

The pain of heat was so bad like a bite from a tiger that it started a fire! The 

fire was as deadly as a cobra snake and spread quick and fast like a 

cheetah on the news. On CNN a meteorologist said that the Amazon fire 

could have been caused by dry weather, lack of water, wind, and the heat. 

Since the heat was a problem at the Amazon, the heat would have 

evaporated the water, which caused the lack of water for the Amazon 

animals. Amazon animals, rushing through the fire hoping they’ll survive 

the danger they’re in.  

 People in South America like Brazil, Bovila, Peru, and Paraguay 

found out quick. Paraguay, Brazil, Bovila, and Peru found out quick 

because they were close to the Amazon Rainforest. In Brazil, São Paulo, 

which is the largest city in Brazil went dark because the dark clouds from 

the fire and the dark clouds covered the sun and made it look like it was 

night. People there had to evacuate because of how close they were to the 

Amazon. The dark ominous clouds filled the entire sky. People found out, 



but not enough people found out because people didn’t know about, or 

people didn’t care. People didn’t know about it because of lack of social 

media. The animals were soon decreasing.  

A girl named Greta Thunberg she saw this on the news. Then after 

she saw this she knew that it was time to get serious, she knew that it was 

time to help, and she knew that it was time to take action. Soon she 

decided to gather people to strike for global action. She decided to do this 

because she is tired that everything that has happened on Earth, the 

Floods, temperature, mudslides and many more. There was also another 

girl who also knew about this too, her name was Theresa Rose Sebation 

But she was away from her home at the time, Ireland. But when she got 

back she determined to force world leaders to preventing global ecological 

catastrophe by joining the female-led Fridays For Future school strikes. 

Fridays For Future is a movement led largely by teenage girls. GreenPeace 

is also like Fridays For Future but most people can join. During the Amazon 

fire was happening the person who made  Fridays For Future and 

GreenPeace, Greta Thungberg and Thersa Rose Sebatian decide that they 

all should meet somewhere and talked about what they should do on 

instagram. They all decide where they should met they all choose this 

place in New York where there is a big water fountain. When they finally 



got there they all got more people to get their leaders to listen that our 

world is in the danger zone! That our rainforest is on fire! That more people 

need to care about the environment they're in they all shouted while they 

were walking around the streets. “The rainforest is on fire!” “Help us make a 

change to this world!” “Leaders! Listen to us!” they kept on shouted but 

soon they all started to give up until someone said “If they’re not going to 

listen let’s do it ourselves!”. Soon people started to raise their hands up into 

the air so they can volunteer to put out the fire. When the rose their hands it 

looked like stars sparkling and shining into the air. So then Greata 

Thunberg and the Thersa Rose Sebastian they decided to make a plan 

“maybe we can get some of the animals out of the fire so we can’t get into 

the firefighters way.” said Greata. “Or maybe when the fire is out we can 

start cleaning the rainforest, start planting, and help the animals homes.” 

said Thersa. “Or we can do both! Some people can save the animals who 

are in danger because of the fire. Next, after the fire is out we can all start 

planting, help the animals homes, and cleaning the rainforest.” said Greata. 

“That's a great idea! But it might take a long time to get the rainforest to 

recover all this. But if maybe if we gather more people the rainforest won’t 

have to recover too long.” said Thersa. “Yeah we can do that!” said Greata. 

Someone shouted in the crowd “What can we do to help?!” Teresa started 



explaining to the crowd what they were about to do to help. Next week the 

fire got even worse, the fire was getting vicious like a tiger, but the amazon 

animals were soon decreasing it was like a tiger catching its prey. But one 

wednesday in the morning people got there to get animals out from the fire 

and many more. People got there at the Amazon rainforest. Finally after 2 

months the fire finally got put out and stop spreading and people started 

planting. People got there at the amazon rainforest and on their faces they 

had a shock. The amazon rainforest was dark as black as night. “Ok! Guys 

lets get to work! Said Teresa. People rushed to get the shovels and 

materials and quickly picked a spot where to plant. Every single day they 

did this over and over and over again until one day “hey look! Some grass 

and other plants are growing! Someone shouted. “That’s great! That means 

we are making progress! Let’s keep going! Said Greata. They started to 

keep doing this almost every single day and they didnt stop and they finally 

got to the point where the amazon finally recovered. On the final day they 

finally started to see animals coming into the rainforest. Then everyone 

started to animal watch and watch flowers bloom.  

   



Anonymous 
16 October 2019 
 

Loving Warzone 
 

My home is a loving warzone. We all adore each other more than anything else in the 
world, but there are always missiles overhead. When there is laughter, there is crying. When 
there are hugs, there is fighting. When there is joy, there is anger. There is always bitterness. 

Growing up in a loud family in a small neighborhood, I’ve noticed three main things: 
1. People hurt 
2. People hide 
3. The bar is too high 

 
 
Number One: People Hurt 
 

When I was ten years old, I stumbled to the bathroom and plopped myself down onto the 
damp carpet, looked up at my twelve-year-old brother, who was, mind me, on the toilet. Earlier 
that day, he had been more annoying and obnoxious than usual and being the sensitive little girl 
that I was, I hadn’t taken it too well. 

“Ryan,” I demanded his attention. He slowly paused the YouTube video that he was 
intently watching on his iPhone 6 and looked up with boredom. 

Already having planned out what I was going to tell him, determined to sound like the 
responsible adults my parents were, I confidently told him straight up, “Lately you’ve been mean 
and nasty to me and it’s been hurting my feelings.” 

I expected an apology or at least a look of sympathy, but I suppose that’s not how 
twelve-year-old boy-brains worked. He looked back at his beguiling phone screen and pressed 
play. 

“No offense, but I seriously don’t care about your feelings,” he responded plainly. 
I was speechless. What do I say to that? Do I say “I hate you”? But that’s not what I came to say. 

I ran to my room and cried into my stuffed animal, leaving my clueless brother on the 
toilet. Hurt, I hurried to my mother's room, hoping for some reassurance. She, too, was watching 
TV, unaware of the crisis occurring just outside of her bedroom door. I quickly explained to her 
the trouble I was facing, hoping that I wouldn’t lose her attention, but she was also indifferent to 
what I was saying. 

“Mm,” she nodded, still entranced by the screen, then remained silent. Face turning red, I 
was embarrassed by what I had done — what I could’ve forgotten. 

Am I overreacting? I thought to myself. Why does no one else care? 
Once again, I ran back to my room, cried into my stuffed animal, and punched the 

pillows. Except for this time, I shut the door hard and cried alone. 
— 

Even the smallest things can make a mark on someone’s heart; both the good and the bad. 
But as the story goes, the good make a scratch and the bad leaves a gash. The funny thing is that 
the good make a scratch, not a stamp or a trace or a mark — something that hurts. May I remind 
you that people hurt? 24/7. When there is laughter there is crying. 

— 
I remember laying in a hammock with my brother in Turks and Caicos, staring into the 

dark, starry night underneath the shelter of two towering coconut trees. You could hear the 



distant jazz music from the restaurant near us and the small laughter of kids and couples playing 
on the sand. The air was warm and the wind gently brushed against our skin. 

We talked about the constellations, the trees, and our memories. As we gazed at the 
swaying trees above us, we joked about the coconuts falling onto our dangling hammock. Our 
phones remained in our pockets for the whole thirty minutes, not even checking for what time or 
if our parents wanted us back. It was just him and me; on a beautiful night. 

In the back of my head, as we laid silent, I thought of how a memory like this had never 
happened; how this will probably never happen again. I was sad that this would end and that in 
the future, my brother would most likely forget. Looking back at it, a wave of melancholy passes 
through me as I long for a moment like that to occur once again. Even the happiest, most 
cherished memories can hurt. 

 
 
Number Two: People Hide 
 

When I was little, I used to play hide-and-seek whenever I had a play-date. We would 
hide anywhere that we saw: under a bed, in a closet, or behind a long curtain — all of these were 
places that we considered “safe”; a place of comfort. We wouldn’t force our bodies into a tight 
space that was unlikely for us to get out of and we wouldn’t hide inside of a washing machine. It 
was both the result of fear and common sense. 

Now we hide in our minds, under a happy face, behind our friends or family, and under 
the sheets of our comforting beds. We do it every second of the day, concealing our pains and 
burdens from the rest of the world, afraid of what they might think and afraid of hurting others. 
People can’t see that we’re hiding. Why? Because that’s what we’re best at doing. 

My dad was always the best at hiding his feelings and that’s part of the reason why he’s 
ten times scarier than Mom when he’s mad. When I lash out and give him attitude, he’s usually 
calm. He would just tell me to watch my mouth and move on. Every so often, although quite 
rarely, after bottling up all of his anger and frustration for so long, he explodes. In a way, it’s not 
an explosion, more like the bottle cracks from being so full, and then everything starts to leak 
out.  

On the car rides from home or sports, he would rant to me how unreasonable Mom was, 
how stupid his employees were, or how frustrating Ryan could be. It was usually about Mom.  
 “She always needs to have it her freaking way,” he would tell me, slamming his hand hard onto 
the steering wheel. “And nothing I do is ever right. She yells at me for not doing something until 
she tells me to, but then if I do something without her asking, she says that she didn’t want that. 
What the hell am I supposed to do then, huh?!” 

What I never understood was why, after ranting and spilling his heart out to me, he would 
still go home and pretend that everything was okay. Mom would yell at him about something and 
he would still listen to her, although reluctantly, and do what she told him to do. I’m always 
there, listening to his frustrations, but he hides everything that he’s told me from the one person 
that it’s actually about. 

The same thing goes with Mom. She always tells me to never marry a man like Dad, that 
she was unlucky. She would tell me about how I need to find a man who respected me and loved 
me more than anything. While listening to her give me advice about who to marry, I bit my 
tongue from telling her that she was lucky to have Dad, someone that would do anything to make 
her happy. 

“My biggest fear is that you become like Dad,” she told me. “Have no emotion at all.” 



Dad says something similar whenever he’s mad at me: “You’re just like Mom, you know 
that? You get mad so easily from the smallest things. Just like Mom.” 

After that, I would be silent, knowing that what he had said was meant to make me feel 
guilty, and it always worked. I would sit down and hold in my tears, each time promising myself 
that I would be different next time, that I would never become like her. 

Both my parents would hide their anger from each other as if too scared of what the 
outcome may be. The only difference between the two was that Dad hid behind silence, but Mom 
hid behind quarrels. Me, I hide behind anything. A curtain, family, or even myself. 

But what would happen if we didn’t hide, didn’t lie, and didn’t shy away from the truth? 
The truth is, nobody knows. What I do know is that fewer hearts would be broken and more 
people would be happy. If we didn’t hide, so many fights could’ve been avoided. We could 
understand how others feel and know what to do to resolve a problem. Not only would we be 
happier, but everyone else’s day, or even lives, would be completely different. If Dad told Mom 
how he truly felt and Mom told him, they wouldn’t always have to be at war. If I didn’t keep all 
of my anger and confusion to myself, I could’ve helped someone else and made their day. If we 
didn’t hide, so many lives could be saved. 

If only. 
 

Number Three: The bar is too high 
Throughout our lives, we are always told to pursue our dreams. We constantly see what 

we believe as the peak of success in school, pictures, and social media. We are taught that having 
good grades in school will give us a good life in the future, told that supermodels and actors are 
perfect, and shown that you must be beautiful. The harsh reality is that it’s almost impossible to 
actually reach those dreams. 

When I saw her crying against the wall with someone else, hair all over her face and 
tissue in hand, I was heartbroken. She looked shattered and lost in her own world. Brittney was 
just nodding in sympathy as she listened to her drowning thoughts. I caught a few words from 
Talia’s mouth, like, “nothing’s good enough,'' “I’m constantly compared to her,” and “she’s 
better at everything.” It was scary seeing her so angry and devastated at the same time, and it 
only made me think of what had caused her to feel that way. 

I silently sneaked my way into the bathroom after seeing that she was finally done with 
the conversation. Talia was staring into the mirror, her face still red and eyes still puffy. Walking 
over with no plan in mind, I wrapped my hands around her from behind, holding onto her so she 
knew everything was going to be okay. Without thinking, once again, I told her the first thing 
that came to mind that I thought might make her better. “I love you,” I told her quietly. She 
nodded and wiped the tears that rolled down her face. “I’ve got to go,” I slowly released her from 
my grasp, looking at her with both determination and sympathy. 

On the car ride back home, I silently cried as the rueful song, “Make You Feel My Love” 
by Adele, played in the background. It wasn’t the fact that I had been broken like her, rather I 
was crying because I saw someone that appeared so strong be shattered into pieces by lies of the 
world. She despised how she looked and hated who she was. Shielding herself from reality didn’t 
seem to work and the mere disappointment of failing took away the very meaning of life. No 
dress seemed to look right, no hairstyle would be perfect, skinny was nonexistent, and success 
was unreal. Everything seemed to be just out of reach. But how could I help? I can’t say one 
word and cause her world to magically change. The only person that she would believe is herself, 
but her mind is infested by lies. 

 
1. People hurt - but there is always a cure 



2. People hide - but we will always be found 
3. The bar is too high - but it will always be hurtled 

 
“We can’t hate ourselves into a version of ourselves we can love.” ~Lori Deschene 

   

http://tinybuddha.com/guide-to-loving-yourself/


Aidan Vineis 

September 12, 2019 

 

 

In the short story “Examination Day” by Henry Slesar, there is a boy at twelve 

years of age named Dickie. In this fictional world there is a test issued by the 

government that examines the intelligence of its people. The test measures the level of 

intelligence in a child and whether or not it is too high. As said in paragraph 54, “We 

regret to inform you that his intelligence quotient is above the government regulation” if 

a child is too smart that they will terminate him or her so they are no longer a threat to 

the government. From this you can infer that they force this test upon people in order to 

maintain control and assure that all of their citizens do not have a high enough IQ to 

perhaps induce a rebellion that would be cunningly planned in a fashion that it would 

actually succeed.  

This would be viewed as wrong in the sense that the government is murdering its 

young and bright citizens in order to maintain control over its population. They are 

taking away all of their rights and freedom of speech by ensuring that no citizen will be 

smart enough to create an uprising. In conclusion, the way that this government 

controls its people is wrong because the government is obviously not doing a good 

enough job to prevent the citizens from leaving if they were smart enough to know that 

was an option. They instead take the much less risky path of murdering their subjects at 

a young age to prevent the notion of an uprising or rebellion of any kind. 

   



Aidan Vineis 

March 5, 2019 

 

 

As humans, we are cursed to always think of ourselves and our needs or wants first and 

foremost. And although sometimes we make the wrong choices, it is essential that we learn from 

our mistakes and right our wrongs. Roger, the protagonist in “Thank You, Ma’am” by Langston 

Hughes, learns this the hard way when he tries to steal a pocket book from a passing old lady 

named Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones. Mrs. Jones takes him home and teaches him how 

she was once like him but how she had changed her ways for the better. When Roger leaves, he 

had been properly taught in the art of telling right from wrong and learns that he does not have to 

change himself for other people to like him. He learns that although one can face the pain of 

family strife, peer pressure, and internal struggles, you can always rise yourself to new heights 

and set your own standards. 

Throughout many hardships and struggles, most people rely on their families to nurture 

their wounds and hoist them back up. Although this is not always the case. Roger has no one 

teach him the ways to live, no one to help him up when he scrapes his knee, or tell him how to 

study for a test. Now, one might question why Roger just so happened to be roaming the streets 

late at night, preying on (seemingly) weak old women. This would be put down to his lack of 

parental guidance or guidance at all for that matter. The author proves his lack of parental 

guidance is severe when Mrs Jones asks him “Ain't you got no one home to tell you to wash your 

face” (1) and his response is no. As Mrs. Jones realizes, he is dirty and unfed, and therefore most 

likely does not have enough money to feed himself. The irony of him being caught trying to steal 

money for blue suede shoes is that he is underfed and dirty, so he should probably be stealing 

money for food. The author emphasises that Roger is underfed when he describes him as, “frail 

and willow-wild.”(1) This is significant because Roger suffers greatly from hunger and his lack 

of money. By being described as “willow wild” shows how afraid and on his toes he is. 

The pressure that peers put upon each other can often smite people so hard, that they are 

pushed back from their progress. In Roger’s case, everyone wants to be cool and wear a certain   

type of shoe. The drawback of this situation is that Roger cannot afford enough food to keep 

himself well fed, let alone a pair of blue suede shoes. He wants to be accepted by his peer group 



but is just unable to please them with the little he has to offer. Mrs. Jones helps him in more 

ways than just teaching him not to steal. She also teaches him to not rush into things and take 

your time. The fact that someone would attack an old woman just to get a pair of shoes is 

appalling. One must not be pressured by peers to get self acceptance; one must delve inside 

thyself to understand what it means to be you. When Mrs. Jones states, “You ought to be my 

son” (1) she is portraying that she understands what she wishes to do and that she will help 

Roger find his path. The importance of this is that Mrs. Jones is capable of helping him and 

succeeds greatly in doing so. 

A great man once stated that, ones worst enemy is oneself. The pressure you put upon 

yourself is the only thing that can truly haunt you. This means that you are the one responsible 

for what you do. Roger is pressured internally by wanting to be trusted and accepted by other 

people. He is determined to work in order to keep that trust, so when Mrs. Jones gives him the 

gift of choice and free will he decides to do what she wants him to do in order to maintain that 

freedom of choice. Mrs. Jones understands what it is like to be in his shoes because she was once 

in those shoes, metaphorically speaking. Roger is alone and wishes for someone to accept him, 

and he is not alone in this quest for acceptance. When Roger realizes that he could, “run, run, 

run, run!” (2) he is forced to decide between right and wrong. This is another one of the ways 

that Mrs. Jones helps him learn by once again giving him the gift of choice. 

Roger learns that he can deal with the pain of family strife, peer pressure, and internal 

struggles, and strike out his own claim to this land. He can create himself however he believes he 

should.  He struggles through his poor family life and the pressures of society with the help of 

Mrs. Jones. She helps him develop his way of thinking and see the light of truth. She also helps 

him deal with the mind addling self caused pressures of wanting acceptance. Everyone deserves 

a family to love and accept them, yet many people are without one. Roger is only one such 

example of poverty and being misled by peers to do the wrong thing. He is so desperate to fit in 

that he goes to the vast  measures of stealing from an old lady. Above all, the main lesson that 

Mrs. Jones teaches him is that although sometimes we make the wrong choices, we must always 

learn from our mistakes and right our wrongs. 

  



Isabella Solano  

17 October 2019 

When the Wind Passes By 

Click! Click! The car door locked and the sign above my head read CareOne. After we 

filled in the sign-in sheet on the desk, we walked over to the elevator and took it up to the fifth 

floor.  There was a label on the wall next to the door. It read Josephina Garcia, my 

great-grandmother’s, Mima’s, name.  

“Hola,” Mima said in her soft voice as we entered the room.  

“Hola,” I replied. I sat on the chair across from her bed and turned on the lamp on the 

dresser beside me. She lowered the volume of the television. My grandmother sat on the edge of 

the bed and placed her bags on the floor. Her and Mima began talking to each other in Spanish, 

as always. I could understand what they were saying but I didn’t contribute to the conversation. I 

scrolled through my phone, only looking up when they mentioned my name.  

“Tengo hambre.” I said, telling my grandma that I was hungry.  

“Hay dulces en el cajón de abajo.” Mima told me about the sweets in the drawer below. I 

opened the bottom drawer, like she said, and grabbed a handful of the transparent, yellow 

wrapped lifesaver-looking candies. Mima always had these candies with her. They used to be in 

a bowl on the center of the dining room table in the house Mima and Abuela, my grandma, 

shared. I would always sneak a handful into my bag for school the next day. She would even 

have them in her purse. As usual I stuffed half of the handful into my bag.  

“Bella, ven conmigo a buscar agua.” Abuela said to me, ushering me to get water with 

her. I clicked off the lamp on the dresser, hearing the sound that it made everytime you clicked it 

on and off. Now the lamp sits on my dresser, making the same click everytime I walk in and out 

of my bedroom door.  



I followed her down the hall saying hi to all the nurses. I only came when I was at my 

abuela's house, yet Abuela came almost everyday. She knew all the nurses. We got the water and 

walked back to Mimas room, who was still sitting on the bed, watching the news, as always.  

I sat back on the chair and clicked on the light. I opened the top drawer of the dresser. I 

opened the blue lid off of the playdough container I gave Mima as a gift for her birthday a couple 

months ago. I took it out and played with it.  

“Me gusta jugando con eso.” Mima explained. I could tell she enjoyed playing with it by 

the fingerprints left in the bright blue dough.  

“A mi tambien,” I told her. Then I heard her and Abuela talking about it.  

A couple minutes later we said goodbye and left.  

“Te amo.” She said to me.  

“Te amo.” I told her.  

As always, I went to Friendly’s for lunch because it was right down the road.  

At the time, I didn’t realize it was the last time I was going to go to the CareOne. Maybe I 

would have done something different. Maybe I would have spent more time with Mima. Maybe I 

could I have talked to her about softball or school. Or maybe we could have talked about how 

she was feeling. I was happy that I was able to visit her, but I took for granted the time I had with 

her. I knew she was sick, but it never crossed my mind that I would lose her. I didn’t realize how 

much I wanted that time back until she passed. I wish I could spend one more day with her and 

talk to her one last time. I wish I could sit in the chair and listen to her voice. I wish I had more 

time with her.  

I remember exactly how and when I found out I lost her. It was not the way I wanted to 

find out.  



I had softball practice that day and me and my friend lived close to each other so we 

carpooled. It was my moms turn to drive us but instead my grandma drove us because my mom 

was busy. When we got back to my friends house she got out of the car and right before she 

closed the door she said, 

“Sorry about the loss of your great-grandmother.” At first I was confused about what she 

meant. I thought she was talking about my mom's grandma. She had died three months ago. It 

didn’t make much sense.  

When we finally got home, my mom wasn’t around and my dad was away for work, so I 

went to my grandma's house. My grandma was my mom’s mom and Mima was my dad’s 

grandma, but she still knew Mima had died. She didn’t want to tell me; instead, she texted my 

dad.  

Later that night I got a call from my dad. He asked how practice was and I told him it was 

good. I then told him what my friend said. His voice got quiet. He didn’t say anything, and I 

knew this wasn’t good.  

Then he explained what happened. I had no words. I held the phone in my hand. Tears 

flowed down my face. She was gone. She was really gone. I couldn’t think straight. My grandma 

walked into the room. She took the phone out of my hand and told dad I was alright. I hugged 

her. I cried. I wish Mima was still here. I wish I could tell her I loved her one more time. I wish I 

could give her one last hug. I wish she was still here.  

My family came up from Florida. On January 28, 2018 we all got in the car and drove to 

the place Mima and my grandma moved to when they left Cuba. It's the place where my father 

grew up. We went to the waterfalls, the Paterson Great Falls. We walked over to the bridge and 

my dad opened the case with Mimas ashes in it. He poured it over the side as I stood next to him 

and watched. I threw down the roses in my hands. I watched as they blew with the wind.  



Again, I felt a tear roll down my face.  

Then another.  

And another.  

   



Anonymous 

 

Lottery 

On a Thursday, after school going back home hearing leaves crunching at the 

bottom of my shoes,  I was walking towards Aint Garden St, Florida. With a pair of white 

slip on Vans, black leggings, and a long black sleeve shirt. I was listening to music and 

a friend of mine came up to me and walked a side of me. While walking, Jakyln asked “ 

How’s life being a senior ?”  

“ It’s chill I guess , wut bout you ?” I asked.  

“Same, pretty nice.” 

 “Cool,” I replied. Jakyln waved goodbye and I waved back. She went to the right 

and I kept walking straight. While walking back home I was still listening to music when 

all of a sudden I hear a “DINGGG!!”. Of course, I stopped, took my phone from my back 

pocket, unlocked it, and see a message from a girl named Aly “Alisson”. Alisson is a 

nice friend of mine. With her black hair, brown eyes, and long eyelashes, she looks 

older than she is. Looking at her message all of a sudden in 3,2,1 my mouth was wide 

open. I was shocked!!  

“Hey Alexandra, I’m Alisson. I was wondering, wouldn’t you love to go together 

and buy that ‘Winning Lottery Ticket’? Answer soon love Aly” Seeing the message I had  

 

 

 

no words. I blacked out. Realizing I was standing in the middle of Aint Garden St, I 

started walking. Got home, straightened up to my room. Threw my backpack a side, ran 



down stairs to the pantry, grabbed a granola bar and small drink.  And up to my room I 

went. Grabbed my phone and couldn’t stop seeing the message. I said to myself in a 

quiet voice “Lottery”. The afternoon passed away. Every second or minute the idea kept 

coming up in my mind. 

I imagine us winning the Lottery Ticket. I remembered when my family and I was 

in need of money.  Going to shops and not having the chance to grab your favorite 

clothing. It's hard. I started thinking, if we win the Lottery Ticket, I could finally have what 

I always wished for. Helping my family. Buying myself certain stuff . I thought of it. 

Finally around 9:52 p.m 8 minutes to be 10:00 p.m. I stood near the stair way, I 

said to myself, “ Just do it, ” I yelled “mom ,are you there? Can we have a small talk? “ 

The talk went well, it went better than what I expected. But one of my mother's phrases 

bothered me a bit. “Go right ahead, just keep in mind that money doesn’t make 

happiness.” I couldn’t stop thinking about my mother’s words. Could that be true ?  

On Friday morning I hear a loud, noisy alarm clock go on, “ ZZZZZzzzz Zzzzz !” it 

woke me up. I immediately grabbed it and tried turning it off. It was 6:30 a.m. , I go to 

the bathroom and see myself and say  “ hop in the shower now!” I grab a towel and right 

to the shower I went. Twenty minutes later, I was ready to go, I grabbed my navy blue 

Jansports backpack and some keys.  

 I received a message form Alisson and it says “ Meet me at Dunkin Donuts in 5 

minutes” I arrive at Dunkin and see her with a Dunkin drink and a Strawberry flavored 

donut with rainbow sprinkles. 

 “Good mornin” she says with a smile on her face.  

“Good morning’ I replied looking at her right in the eyes.  

“Want a piece ?”. I looked right at the donut.  



‘Yeah sure, thanks”. After a long talk, all the girls went off, and Alisson asked me 

to stay. I was expecting her to ask me about the Lottery. And I was right.  

“So, what do you think, are you up to it ?” Everything went silent. I felt something 

in my stomach but at the same time I felt happiness. 

 “Yeah I thought of it, and sure I’m down. Are you ready to win the Lottery Ticket”. 

Alisson and I had a view of white, black, dark blue, gray cars passing us raply. I was 

sitting down with a seatbelt on and waiting to get to our destination. Allison was 

distracted by driving her black Jeep car. Finally after a 45 minute ride, lost in the city of 

Florinda. Both Alisson and me see a big sign saying “ The Lottery.” I stared at her and 

asked “ why me, why did you bring me?” She stared as she had no answer. “ Why are 

you asking ? be glad I choose you, We can win. Not even we could we are going to win” 

I accepted the answer she gave me, but I still had that  in mind. We entered. 20 minutes 

later the blond, blue eye lady gave us both Aly and me a ticket. I noticed that ours 

where colors Red and Others had colors Yellow, Green, Blue but rarely people had the 

color Red. I was shocked but I didn’t pay that much attention to it. At this time everyone 

was starting to crowd up because they were announcing all winners.  I was staring at 

my phone and looking through Instagram when I hear the color Red go out loud “ Ticket 

number 140012 with the colors Red please come up “ I instantly tapped Alisson on the 

shoulders and said  

“ Look! It’s our ticket. Get up let’s go “ Alison and me got up and walked up front.  

The Lottery representative said “ Hello young ladies, are you ready to know if 

your one of our winners?” In that same moment I didn’t care about anything. My mind 

felt empty, I only thought about us winning. Alisson was anxious to know the answer. “ 

You guys are our winners, you owe the price of $10,000 million dollers.” I couldn’t 



believe it. I couldn’t hold it, I grabbed Alisson and gave her a hug. I was surprised 

because she didn’t reject it. That gave me a thought of she was glad and proud of 

winning. After us receiving the money and getting to the car.  

Aly asked “ Let’s celebrate, and surprise our family.” I couldn't help it and said 

with a smile on my face “ Yeah sure, let’s buy a cake and take it to our families.” Getting 

back home Alisson was splitting the money in half. While she was doing that I realize 

she was on her phone and saw she was taking some pictures.  

After a long weekend of shopping, grabbing everything I saw in stores. I was 

tired. But Monday was already here! I got up got ready and straight to school I went. 

Arriving to school I noticed something different. Everybody staring at me with a 

congratulations face or even a proud face. I was a little confused but I kept on walking. 

After 4th period it was lunch. During all those periods all students in all my classes 

talked to me ? That usually never happens so I had a reason to be confused. I didn’t 

ask why they were talking to me, I went along and talked back. During lunch half of the 

students that never talked to me wanted to sit with me and my other friends. Including 

Alisson. But during lunch all señors were asking me to buy them something ? The day 

kept on going. Finally at 2:45 p.m. the bell rang! Walking to my locker I said to myself, 

“what kind of day was this?” Finally getting home. I went on Instagram and see that 

Alisson posted a picture. I see her Post and see lots of cash. I couldn’t believe it. One of 

the reasons school wasn’t the same as the other days was because Alisson spread to 

the world that both her and me won a big lottery . I had no words to say. The week went 

by fast. I didn’t feel the same. I felt on top of the world. Everything changed since the 

day Alisson and I won that Lottery Ticket. I started to have more attention. The girl I was 

before was a happy girl. The girl I was now was starting to become an unhappy girl.  



One night at 12:56 a.m. I was thinking about what to do with the $5,000 dollars. 

An idea popped out of my head. “ yes that’s what I have to do, I don’t need it, others do 

“ I said in a soft, light voice in the corner of my dark room. That same morning my mom 

came along with me.  

My mom said “we’re here honey, let’s go!” We hopped out of the car straight to 

the building we went. I see a big sign saying “The Children’s help center”. My plan was 

to help others with the amount of money I had won from the Lottery. Winning a Lottery 

could be fun. Sounds like a lot of fun! But also “ money doesn’t make happiness” I was 

proud of myself. All kids from different ages waved goodbye to me with an emotional 

face. My heart opened up seeing them with a big smile on their face. Arriving home I felt 

free. I felt emotional, I felt different types of feelings in My heart. I remembered about 

the color of the ticket. It was red. And our hearts are red. Good feelings are colored red.  

My mother was right “ Money doesn’t make happiness.” Finally after everything,I 

felt that I was back. Telling others about my decision made me think I was doing the 

right thing. They were proud. Now they had a reason to be proud.  

   



Abigail Freire 
Grade 6 
 

Miracle 
 

Time and time again 
It looks like the end 

All we’ve done 
Meaningless 
Losing hope 
Slowly falling 

All light is gone 
At rock bottom 
All lost reason 

 
Yet every day 

There is some hope 
Some kind of miracle  

Waiting there 
Rising up 
Somehow 
A miracle 

Right in front of our eyes 
 

By Abigail Freire 
 

   



Scotty  Cutaneo 

11/1/19 

National Scotty´s Day 

October 17th was a sunny day in Bernardsville. The National Scott Day Parade  

was happening and the Scott Colors were green and pink.  Everybody was smiling, 

happy and laughing. Free food everywhere because National Scott Day represents 

freedom and no slaves.  Then lots of green and pink float by as the big floats came  with 

my face on them and everybody's happy.  

¨I love green and pink because they remind me of cotton candy, ice pops, 

carnivals and boardwalks,́ I told the crowd.  

¨We love you, Scotty!̈ ̈ the crowd cheered back. They were so happy to have a 

day off to come to my parade. 

Then there are bands and  concerts outside and open to everyone it´s all 

happening outside Natural Scott Day happening all day then when it gets dark  it's like 

Cartoon Network when they say goodbye and all the adult stuff comes on. Then when 

the bands leave and all  the country bands leave more concerts, and people come and 

it's really dark and then everyone is partying. It starts at 6 am and ends at 2 am. 

This is great! I have been here all day!  I thought to myself. People are cheering 

my name! It makes me feel so happy like my smile on Christmas morning seeing all my 

presents! 

 

 

Suddenly, blue balloons fly high up into the dark cloud in the sky. Sadly, all the 

kids have to leave. It became less safe. Now some  cops leave and the grown ups start 



to party even more. Thousands and thousands of people are partying. But Bedminster 

next to Bernardsville said that it was okay to be loud and party. They thought it ended at 

11 pm but it ended at 2 am.  They sent cops over even though there were some cops in 

Bernardsville. They were staring at us. The music, lights and everything was shut down. 

It was so quiet in Bernardsville. Then me and thousands of my fans all screamed, 

̈Sorry for party rocking! ̈ and everything turns on again. The music, the lights and 

everything turns on. The DJ plays ¨Hit that Boogie ̈ very loud and then the cops leave. 

Now the Bedminster cops and people know that they can't stop Scott Day.    



        From Our Faculty. . . 

 
 
I am grateful to all the staff 
I have worked with over the past 
several years 
The laughter, banter, discussions, 
and support 
 
I am grateful for your patience 
when I have been difficult 
grateful for your support  
when I have been weak 
grateful for your professionalism 
when I need to be reminded 
 
I am grateful for our students 
who make me laugh, wonder,  
Proud,and sometimes cry 
I am grateful..... 

 
Mr. Vincent Terraciano 
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