
R
IP

PLES
Edition

Summer
Spring is here of summer,

recap
vergeand we’re on the

so let’s what happened the past few months!

The Battle of the Books
competition took place
during the end of March, and
was held at Lincoln Middle
School. Lakeside’s 7th grade
students won first place and
the 6th grade won 2nd out of
14 other schools. The Battle of
the Books club readmany
books includingDeenie by
Judy Blume and The Giver by
Lois Lowry. Without Mrs.
Gaddis and Ms. Holland as
their teachers, they wouldn’t
have won the competition!

The Battle of the Books Competition
�����ByGabriella Liscio



SAVANNAH WILLIAMS
CRUSHES HER DANCE

COMPETITION

Created by Jordan Depack

Savannah has been
dancing for 5 years now.
She dances/practices for
long hours each day and
her favorite skill to do is
an aerial. At her dance
competition she competes
against many other
people. There are
different types of dances
like group dances, solos,
duos and trios.
Depending on the type of
dances that are in the
competition, she
competes at different
times of the day and at the
end there are awards.
There are also different
types of awards to win
such as 1st in categories,
overall awards and best
group dances. Savannah
is very talented and
enjoys what she does.



DANCE
COMPETITION

CAMERON DELLALA
BIG ATWINS

Dance competitions take a lot of time, effort, and practice to make it on stage.

Best Dancer. She spends hours practicing and choreographing for the event. After
constant hours of practicing, rehearsing, and polishing, she makes it as JUMP’s

2023, first place winner with the title of Best Dancer. Congrats Cami!

Cameron DeLalla is a dancer who spends hours working with her teammates in
order to provide the best performance that they have to offer. When she has the

time, she ispreparing the finest solo dance the judges will witness. Dance
competitions, specifically JUMP’s dance conventions, are a stressful environment

and one can simply break under all the pressure.
But not Cameron DeLalla.

On March 17th, 2023, Cameron went against 80 soloists to compete for the title of
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Butterflies

count,

fly.

We are all butterflies,
flapping our wings,

learning to fly,
even though we are sometimes
deeply struggling on the inside.

Our colors shine brightly,
without a doubt.

Sometimes we have no time to

count the hours we are alive,
and thank the sky for letting us

By: Leah Colavito (6th grade)



one day, i’d

to

visit the moon.
it kinda seems world will end

soon
caving in on one big boom

no more life grow and
bloom

like to

or things
itself with

like the

to

on

with no

imagine that, see from
here

live on earth so clear
nothing annoying or negative to hear

on a giant
atmosphere!

there and see the

floating rock

the moon we

imagine the
we see

to
to

who cares if don’t have
anything eat

there isn’t even any air breathe
all have is the stars to

just how no-weather
will be!

if you

to

we

therunning through craters must be
so fun

endless amounts of places run
every earth law is gone, completely

done.
the best is throw

them at the sun
could’ve done

any
the

flying around with barely gravity
being on let me escape

reality
go of deeply saddens

me
along with the sunless half

would shadow me

everything that

moon, the

moon will

let

with

the

disappearing a like a cartoon
i’d forget such homework and

school
in order to gone very soon

so goodbye forever, to moon.
do that, i’ll be

i’m going

things like
spark just



warm……

eaten?

yourself?

myself……….

If I was a _______________ I would be……..
Mom, I want to be a turtle……

But turtles only eat vegetables
Mom I don’t want to be a turtle I don’t like vegetables…..

Mom, I want to be a cheetah…..
But cheetah’s live out in the desert it will be to warm
Mom, I don’t want to be a cheetah. I don’t like being

Mom, I want to be food…….
But people and animals eat food. Do you want to get

Mom I don’t want to be food I don’t want to get eaten…….
Mom, I want to be an owl……

But owls sleep during the day and are out during the
night when it is dark

Mom, I don’t want to be an owl. I don’t like to be
outside when it is dark………

Mom, I want to be a unicorn………
That sounds so fun but don’t you just want to be

Mom I don’t want to be a unicorn I want to be



People like me
When I was young, I never really saw people like me anywhere.
On TV, in movies, in school, at restaurants, and in public were
the same recycled faces I’ve seen many times before. They had

white pristine skin. Mine was a discolored tan and ever so
slightly bumpy. Their eyes beamed and radiated in a childlike
manner. Mine had sharp corners. They had sandy blond hair

or chocolate brown curls. Mine had black tangled strands.
They had picturesque families and homes with white picket

fences. Mine had rice cookers and messy rooms. Their parents
spent time with them. Mine were always working. Their flaws
were canonized and admired, mine were simply exacerbated.
As I grew, I saw. I saw Koreans. I saw Chinese. I saw Japanese.
I saw Latinos and Latinas. I saw African-Americans. I witness
every shade of color under the sun. I saw everyone else. But I
never saw myself. And while I look back to see those Koreans

and Chinese and Japanese and Latinos and African-Americans
were created in an amalgamation of ignorance and passed

ideals, I still wished that I had people to look at that resembled
an inch of me. People I could dress up for Halloween. People

I could look up to. People that made me feel as if I belonged in
a grand scheme of things. People I could connect with on a

deeper scale.
People like me.
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