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By: Lexi McGary, Cayson Thatcher, and Zac Coble 

 

Welcome to our new article “The Whiteboard Society”! This 

is an article where we come together every two weeks and discuss 

school issues. Enjoy our 1st Edition! 

 

This week's problem is the school bathroom cleanliness. “MR. 

AYRE CAN’T DO EVERYTHING”. We as a school need to come 

together and use the bathroom like a normal human person. We 

need to become our own janitors and clean up after ourselves.  

 

We might just sound like a ton of bums to you, but this is a 

serious problem that we need to fix. 
 

 Tune in next time for more. 
 

~Sincerely, The Whiteboard Society 

 

November 15, 2019 



 

  

Where The Flowers Grow 
Part One 

A Poem By Laasya Shrikari Valasala 

Author’s Note To Reader: Do NOT use this poem as 

an informational source! 

Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the 
place where the water lilies grow 

In the clear water of the pond below is a place where the 
biggest water lilies grow 

In the bright sunlight they open the white 

That is hidden under the palest green leaves at night 
And when the sun sinks under where the water lilies grow 

the flowers fade from orange to the faintest white glow 

Then they hide their color a brilliant white 

Under the palest and most colorful green leaves at night 
Though their roots reach down to the muck in the deep 

The flowers still don’t make a peep 

Though the fish and the eels and water critters sleep 

On the roots in the muck swaying in the deep 

 
Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the 

places where the moonflowers grow 

The vine stretches out across the brick wall 
With green leaves and red buds richer than all 
Though through the heat and scorching sun  

The vine is where it all has begoun 

And the vine with roots in the sticky, smooth soil 
The rich red buds prepare to uncoil  

And when the colorful sun sets beyond the hills  
Through the darkening sky  

The thick brick beautiful buds prepare to open their frills 

Alas when the flower is finished there is a sight to behold 

We have a brilliant sight to see that may never get old  
And when the golden sun warms the earth  

The worms start to dig writhe  
Then when the sun scorches and glares  

So much that is wakes the bears  
The brilliant flowers then shrivel and fall  
And then finally lost is the flower and all  

 

Would You Rather? 
With Ms. Kochensparger 

By: Sarah Mays 
 

Sarah: Cheddar cheese or 
Queso?  
Ms. K: Hmmmm queso 

 

Sarah: Eggs or Chicken? 
Ms. K: Which came first? Just 
kidding. Eggs are better. 
 

Sarah: Tortilla chips or Potato 
chips? 
Ms. K: Potato 

 

Sarah: Carrots or Salad? 
Ms. K: No answer 
 
Sarah: Cake or Brownies?  
Ms. K: Brownies!!!!! 
 

Sarah: Volleyball or Soccer? 
Ms. K: Soccer  
 

Sarah: Viola or Cello? 
Ms. K: Viola. Both are cool but a 
bunch of my friends from when I 
was in high school still play 
viola.  

 



  
 Interviewing Fifth Graders 

(What they wish they could 

do in 5th grade instead of 

waiting for 6th grade) 

 

By: Julianne Sherin 

(Grade 6) 
 

Rosie: 6th grade camp 

Heather: 6th grade camp 

Izzy:  6th grade camp and 

drama club 

Anna: camp and being at the 

top of the school/being the 

highest grade 

 

FYI: a bunch of people said 

camp. I hope that is okay for 

the readers reading this. 
 

 

            VS   
       

Hot Cheetos Versus Takis 
 

By Kaylee Matias 

 

I did a poll on 25 people of 
what they preferred including Mrs. 
Ewing and Miss Kokey and Mrs. 
Hill and they said…drum roll 
please…wait, a little background 
knowledge. 
 

On one side we have Takis. 
They came from Mexico. It's a 
great kick into spicy food and the 
best part is that when you finish 
the bag there is some chile left 
over on your fingers. Takis come 
in different flavors. 
 

          And on the other side we 
have Hot Cheetos and they came 
from California and yes I did my 
research and there are only 2 
types of Hot Cheetos.  
 

  
 

And the winner 
is…..TAKIS!!! 

 



  
Where The Flowers Grow 

Part Two 

A Poem By Laasya Shrikari Valasala 

Author’s Note To Reader: Do NOT use this poem as an informational source! 

Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the place where the Orchids grow  
High in the mountains or the valleys low  
are great places where the orchids grow 

In the depths of the rainforests and the heights of the trees 

 there are no places where the orchids cannot be  
In the sauna of a summer and mist of spring   

There is great beauty an orchid can bring 

The flowers can grow big and small  
only the world has grown them all 

Clinging to a tree  
Any size it may be  

Sucking food out of the air  
But of course there are other plants that do the same or it would not be fair 

What a little leathery plant that is strange and funny too 

Because you cannot smell many at all just a funnier few  

 

Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the place where the dahlias grow 

Its leaves have a zinnia’s green  
You would wonder where in has been  

And notice a folly when the flower blooms  
Another flower was what you assumed  

The palest purple flower or one pearly white  
The flower would normally be just right  

Do notice the flower  
The dumbfounding dahlia  

Could be short and fat or shaped like a tower  
Some may know how it will grow  

It's a dumbfounding dahlia don’t you know  

 
 

 



  
Where The Flowers Grow 

Part Three 

A Poem By Laasya Shrikari Valasala 

Author’s Note To Reader: Do NOT use this poem as an informational source! 

Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the place where the lavenders grow  
And their scissor foes  

And scented woes  
In Provence France where most lavenders grow 

The petite purple petals unfurl  
Smoothened from their purple curls  

The purple white color schemes  
Glow brightly in the sunlight beams  

The aroma in the humid breeze  
Is unlike the salty air overseas 

The thin sticks of purple white flowers  
Look just as majestic in the gloomiest showers  

 
Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the place where the apple blossoms grow 

And the trees are so 

We play under them though we are foes 

Eating the fruit and trashing the seeds 

And cutting them down for wood  
Those lovely trees 

Showering us strange people with petals  
And fruit that go down in our plates and kettles   

The trees are so  
And the apple blossoms grow  

We may be foes  
And play under them though 

There they go  
The flowers are pink 

And prettier than we think 

The trees are just so  
And the apple blossoms do grow 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

GIG 

(Glitches In Games) 
By Alyssa Taylor and Jeremy Rhoades  

 

 Hello! 
 

 Did you like the last glitch? Did you try Stardew Valley? I forgot to mention it costs money… 
Sorry! 
 Anyway, we’re doing another Minecraft glitch, so pay attention!  
 Load a Minecraft world (oh and you may want it to be in creative mode), grab an anvil and a 
few name tags. Grab a sheep spawn egg, any random animal egg, and a Vindicator spawn egg. 
Place the anvil down and click it. Put one name tag in the first slot. Rename it to “_jeb” and collect 
the name tag. Exit the anvil and spawn the sheep. Click on the sheep with the name tag in your 
hand. The sheep’s wool should be rainbow! Unfortunately when you shear the sheep you don’t get 
rainbow wool! Well, that’s that one! 
 For the second one, open your anvil and put the second name tag in. Rename it to 
“Dinnerbone.” Collect the name tag and spawn the random animal you picked. Click on the animal 
with the name tag. Your animal should now be upside down! I find this one good for pranks. 
 For the last one, put the last name tag in the anvil and rename it to “Johnny.” Collect the 
name tag and spawn the Vindicator. Click on the- You get the idea. Well, if you spawned the 
Vindicator in a village, it should go around killing everything. Anyway, that’s all! 
 

 Seez ya! 
 Alyssa and Jeremy 

 
 

Where The Flowers Grow 
Part Four 

A Poem By Laasya Shrikari Valasala 

Author’s Note To Reader: Do NOT use this poem as an informational source! 

Stars and planets and great big black holes take me to the place where the Hydrangeas grow 

Along with their rooted pale pretty toes 

The flowers are the palest blue 

Yet they are so pretty too 

In clumps of flowers 

On thick green stems 

 Beautiful in showers 

Are these plentiful gems 

 
 


