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WELCOME
Five days a week, children spend seven 
hours a day with men and women who 
have devoted their lives to enriching the 
lives of boys and girls who are not their 
own. It is not unusual to find a few of them 
at sporting events, concerts, recitals, or any 
number of extracurricular activities of 
these children. Often, this is more time 
than those children spend with their own 
parents in a given week. The people 
responsible for such an important role are 
teachers. Teachers have a huge impact on
the people we become.

Teachers are a child?s first look at what 
exploration looks like. It is true. Some of us 
come to our first day of school knowing 
our alphabet, address, and maybe how to 
read a little. Others come not knowing 
anything. At all. Yet, teachers are expected 
to help each child explore new 
understandings every single day until each 
one is capable of amazing things. Let?s face 
it, skills like reading are
rather amazing. 

Teachers are a child?s first look at what 
discovery looks like. With each book, each 
lesson, new worlds are discovered. Past 
worlds, present worlds, and probably the 
most important, future worlds. Teachers 
help children discover the potential that is 
in each and every one of them. When a 
child starts school, he or she has an entire 
world of options available. It must be 
powerful to see so much potential come 
through your doors
every year. 

Teachers are a child?s first look at what 
acceptance looks like. Every color. Every 
size. R ich. Poor. It really does not matter. 
Each and every one finds acceptance in the 
eyes of a teacher. School is a safe place. 

The funny thing is that most of these 
lessons happen so naturally that we do not 
even realize from whom they came. What 
that means is that we never say thank you. 
So, on behalf of the hundreds of students 
each of you have reached through the
years, thank you. 

Emily Cappelli 
Austintown M iddle School
8th grade
 

Editor 's note:
This edition of Ohio Voices is brought to 
you by youthful voices in our state. 
Students throughout Ohio have worked to 
bring you their thoughts and to report their 
findings.  Each student worked with an 
OCTELA board member throughout the 
writing and revision process,  and special 
care has been taken to keep each student's 
voice authentic. Please keep that in mind as 
you read the articles--not all students have 
been introduced to certain grammatical 
and mechanical concepts yet and, in this 
editor's opinion, incorporating said 
concepts would take away from the 
original pieces.    Likewise, to please both 
parents and students, we have varying levels 
of author identification  in this edition.

I would like to thank our students and their 
OCTELA counterparts. I hope you take 
pride in your contributions to this 
outstanding spring newsletter.

Emily  Cappel l i
Aust int ow n M iddl e Sc ho ol
8t h Gr ade
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A FUN PART OF LIFE:  READING

What D oes Reading M ean to You?
I like reading because it is fun.  M y mom and I 
read books together which makes it fun.  R ight 
now we are reading the Middle School books by 
James Patterson.  We have also read Wonder, 
Auggie and Me, and 365 Days of Wonder recently.  
Sometimes, we do funny voices when we read 
funny books. Some of our funny books are the 
Pigeon books by M o Willems and most of the 
Corduroy books.  

I like to go to Barnes and N oble to get books 
so I can read.  I also like staying up late to read. 
I have a bedside lamp so I can read at night and
turn the light off when I am done.

M y favorite thing about reading is that it is
fun to do because it is entertaining.

H ow D oes School H elp You Becom e a 
Stronger Reader?
M y teacher M rs. West teaches our class more 
about reading.  She teaches us about point of 
view, theme, setting, characters? personalities, 
and characters? emotion traits.  She has taught 
us the important parts of the story and makes 
sure we underline them.  She reads books by 
Dr. Seuss to us.  She also read the class Sarah, 
Plain and Tall, My Father?s Dragon, and The Day 
the Crayons Came Home.  She makes reading fun 
by showing us good stories and encouraging us
to try our best.

What Are Som e of Your Favor ite
Books to Read?  Why?

All books by M o Willems:  
They are all funny!

The Fudge books :  
They are hilarious.  Fudge acts like me.

Wonder:  
It brings out a whole bunch of 
emotions.

Wimpy Kid books:  
They are funny because he talk about 
things most books don?t.

Auggie and Me:  
It has three different points of view. 

Car t er  Bisig
Hol mes El ement a r y  Sc ho ol

3r d  Gr ade
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THE GREAT ADVENTURE OF MR. MUNK

Today, my adventure begins, M r. Munk thinks. 

Yes, today is the most perfect day to do it! He smiles a little 
chipmunk smile, causing his whiskers to get in his eyes. Bleh, he 
thinks. I shoulda? gotten these things cut before I made my 
plan?  M y plan to run away, that is! He laughs, only sounding 
like little squeaks to human ears.
 
?Let?s see. Do I have everything I need?? M r. Munk asks, 
thinking aloud.

 ?Acorn helmet? Check. Chipmunk treats? Check. Teeny water 
bottle? Check. Weird, little chipmunk toy thingy? 
Uh-oh.

 N ot check.

 Definitely.

 N ot.

 Check. 

This can only mean one thing?  M y arch enemy must have it, 
yes! That must be it; that is it.  Yes, it must be! Because with 
every hero comes a villain. It?s?  M s. Whiskers! Or--as my owner 
calls her--?Dumb K itty?. 

Such strange creatures, those humans are.

This is bad. This is very, very bad. What on earth am I going to 
do?!  He sits there for a few moments, weighing his options. Only 
to find out--he only has one.

 He sighs. The only thing I can do, I guess...I have to go to M s. 
Whisker?s lair, and save Phillip! That?s right. I named my toy 
Phillip. N o need to laugh.

 Anyway! Yes, to save Phillip. That is, assuming I don?t get 
caught, or eaten, first.

 N O! N o, don?t think like that! You?re M r. Munk! I can?t get 
caught. Can?t get eaten! Heck, I?ll be sure that M s. Whiskers will 
fear me when I?m through with her! 

Yeah. That?ll be the day.

Today!

?I?M  COM IN G, PH ILLIP!!?

And with that, Mr. Munk starts the adventure, by going to save his 
beloved Phillip. Will he save Phillip in time, or will his adventure end 

sooner than he thought?

 To be continued?

Part Two
Continuing?  Now!
 
As M r. Munk goes along on his trip to M s. Whisker?s lair to 
rescue Phillip (Read part one for details), he runs into some?

 Uh.

 Obstacles.

Okay, fine. He fights a huge house spider named Larry! You 
shoulda seen it. It was AWESOM E! 

 What? 

 Ohhhhh.

You want me to tell you how it all went down?

Too bad!

We only get twelve minute to write today! I gotta get this thing 
done!

Eh-hem.

Anyway, after M r. Munk taught Larry a lesson he?ll never forget, 
he was exhausted, so he stopped for a quick snack.

?Forgive me, Philip,? he says, ?Chipmunks gotta eat!? 

Thankfully, M r. Owner man was disgusting enough to leave 
some food scraps lying around.

I really just don?t get humans, sometimes.

So, after M r. Munk finished off some chip crumbs (a bit too salty 
for his taste), he went down to M s. Whisker?s front door. He 
raises his paw, ready to knock, but stops himself.

?Wait! What am I doing? M s. Whiskers stole Phillip! I can?t 
knock! She doesn?t deserve my politeness! Still, I don?t want to be 
rude?

?Eh, what the hey? Let?s do it!? he says, backing up to get a 
running head start to crash into the door. 

At the last second, as M r. Munk was charging at the door, 
preparing himself to laugh at the shocked look that?ll be on M s. 
Whisker?s face, the door opened.
 
M r. Munk couldn?t stop running, so he ended up just crashing 
into the wall, inside the lair. ?Oof!? He grunted, as he landed on 
his back. 

Suddenly, he hears the most evil, most awful laugh, coming from 
a shadowy figure in the corner.

?Glad you could make it, M r. Munk.?

Uh-oh.

Who is this mysterious figure in the corner? Is it who you think it is? 
(Probably). What will happen next, you ask? No one knows. 

Except me, of course. 
 To be continued?  Again?

Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, 
walking out of the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, 
what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on 
the chubby side, with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue 
eyes that master the ?Death Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might 
also want to know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t 
remember getting invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a 
little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here 
for, so let?s get down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding 
something in her teeth. M r. Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the 
smartest cat of all time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his 
head. I thought she was ?Dumb K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I 
call you ?Dumb K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a 
low growl, drops Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs 
M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well 
then, this shall be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, 
and, again, his back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He 
groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty 
old?  Unlike me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old 
are you, exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you 
born in, M r. Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in 
August were you born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he 
wouldn?t fall back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the 
old one in the room! I was born August fourteenth! Whaddya 
think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. 
Munk pulls something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him 
off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. 
She immediately sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the 
room, picks up Phillip , and rips him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes 
that it?s coming from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers 
grumbles from her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to 
challenge M r. Munks for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s 
face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of 
Mr. Munk.? I really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody 

knows. Not even me?
I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do 

before he found out that Phillip was missing?
 

Viv ian D oak
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Except me, of course. 
 To be continued?  Again?

Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, walking out of 
the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on the chubby side, 
with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue eyes that master the ?Death 
Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might also want to 
know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops 
Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!

You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 
out that Phillip was missing?

 



N O! N o, don?t think like that! You?re M r. Munk! I can?t get caught. Can?t get 
eaten! Heck, I?ll be sure that M s. Whiskers will fear me when I?m through with 
her! 

Yeah. That?ll be the day.

Today!

?I?M  COM IN G, PH ILLIP!!?

And with that, Mr. Munk starts the adventure, by going to save his beloved Phillip. Will he 
save Phillip in time, or will his adventure end sooner than he thought?

 To be continued?

Part Two
Continuing?  Now!
 
As M r. Munk goes along on his trip to M s. Whisker?s lair to rescue Phillip (Read 
part one for details), he runs into some?

 Uh.

 Obstacles.

Okay, fine. He fights a huge house spider named Larry! You shoulda seen it. It 
was AWESOM E! 

 What? 

 Ohhhhh.

You want me to tell you how it all went down?

Too bad!

We only get twelve minute to write today! I gotta get this thing done!

Eh-hem.

Anyway, after M r. Munk taught Larry a lesson he?ll never forget, he was 
exhausted, so he stopped for a quick snack.

?Forgive me, Philip,? he says, ?Chipmunks gotta eat!? 

Thankfully, M r. Owner man was disgusting enough to leave some food scraps 
lying around.

I really just don?t get humans, sometimes.

So, after M r. Munk finished off some chip crumbs (a bit too salty for his taste), 
he went down to M s. Whisker?s front door. He raises his paw, ready to knock, 
but stops himself.

?Wait! What am I doing? M s. Whiskers stole Phillip! I can?t knock! She doesn?t 
deserve my politeness! Still, I don?t want to be rude?

?Eh, what the hey? Let?s do it!? he says, backing up to get a running head start to 
crash into the door. 

At the last second, as M r. Munk was charging at the door, preparing himself to 
laugh at the shocked look that?ll be on M s. Whisker?s face, the door opened.
 
M r. Munk couldn?t stop running, so he ended up just crashing into the wall, 
inside the lair. ?Oof!? He grunted, as he landed on his back. 

Suddenly, he hears the most evil, most awful laugh, coming from a shadowy 
figure in the corner.

?Glad you could make it, M r. Munk.?

Uh-oh.

Who is this mysterious figure in the corner? Is it who you think it is? (Probably). What will 
happen next, you ask? No one knows. 

Except me, of course. 
 To be continued?  Again?

Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, walking out of 
the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on the chubby side, 
with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue eyes that master the ?Death 
Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might also want to 
know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops 
Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



Uh.

 Obstacles.

Okay, fine. He fights a huge house spider named Larry! You shoulda seen it. It 
was AWESOM E! 

 What? 

 Ohhhhh.

You want me to tell you how it all went down?

Too bad!

We only get twelve minute to write today! I gotta get this thing done!

Eh-hem.

Anyway, after M r. Munk taught Larry a lesson he?ll never forget, he was 
exhausted, so he stopped for a quick snack.

?Forgive me, Philip,? he says, ?Chipmunks gotta eat!? 

Thankfully, M r. Owner man was disgusting enough to leave some food scraps 
lying around.

I really just don?t get humans, sometimes.

So, after M r. Munk finished off some chip crumbs (a bit too salty for his taste), 
he went down to M s. Whisker?s front door. He raises his paw, ready to knock, 
but stops himself.

?Wait! What am I doing? M s. Whiskers stole Phillip! I can?t knock! She doesn?t 
deserve my politeness! Still, I don?t want to be rude?

?Eh, what the hey? Let?s do it!? he says, backing up to get a running head start to 
crash into the door. 

At the last second, as M r. Munk was charging at the door, preparing himself to 
laugh at the shocked look that?ll be on M s. Whisker?s face, the door opened.
 
M r. Munk couldn?t stop running, so he ended up just crashing into the wall, 
inside the lair. ?Oof!? He grunted, as he landed on his back. 

Suddenly, he hears the most evil, most awful laugh, coming from a shadowy 
figure in the corner.

?Glad you could make it, M r. Munk.?

Uh-oh.

Who is this mysterious figure in the corner? Is it who you think it is? (Probably). What will 
happen next, you ask? No one knows. 

Except me, of course. 
 To be continued?  Again?

Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, walking out of 
the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on the chubby side, 
with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue eyes that master the ?Death 
Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might also want to 
know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops 
Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



Anyway, after M r. Munk taught Larry a lesson he?ll never forget, he was 
exhausted, so he stopped for a quick snack.

?Forgive me, Philip,? he says, ?Chipmunks gotta eat!? 

Thankfully, M r. Owner man was disgusting enough to leave some food scraps 
lying around.

I really just don?t get humans, sometimes.

So, after M r. Munk finished off some chip crumbs (a bit too salty for his taste), 
he went down to M s. Whisker?s front door. He raises his paw, ready to knock, 
but stops himself.

?Wait! What am I doing? M s. Whiskers stole Phillip! I can?t knock! She doesn?t 
deserve my politeness! Still, I don?t want to be rude?

?Eh, what the hey? Let?s do it!? he says, backing up to get a running head start to 
crash into the door. 

At the last second, as M r. Munk was charging at the door, preparing himself to 
laugh at the shocked look that?ll be on M s. Whisker?s face, the door opened.
 
M r. Munk couldn?t stop running, so he ended up just crashing into the wall, 
inside the lair. ?Oof!? He grunted, as he landed on his back. 

Suddenly, he hears the most evil, most awful laugh, coming from a shadowy 
figure in the corner.

?Glad you could make it, M r. Munk.?

Uh-oh.

Who is this mysterious figure in the corner? Is it who you think it is? (Probably). What will 
happen next, you ask? No one knows. 

Except me, of course. 
 To be continued?  Again?

Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, walking out of 
the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on the chubby side, 
with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue eyes that master the ?Death 
Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might also want to 
know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops 
Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



At the last second, as M r. Munk was charging at the door, preparing himself to 
laugh at the shocked look that?ll be on M s. Whisker?s face, the door opened.
 
M r. Munk couldn?t stop running, so he ended up just crashing into the wall, 
inside the lair. ?Oof!? He grunted, as he landed on his back. 

Suddenly, he hears the most evil, most awful laugh, coming from a shadowy 
figure in the corner.

?Glad you could make it, M r. Munk.?

Uh-oh.

Who is this mysterious figure in the corner? Is it who you think it is? (Probably). What will 
happen next, you ask? No one knows. 

Except me, of course. 
 To be continued?  Again?

Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, walking out of 
the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on the chubby side, 
with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue eyes that master the ?Death 
Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might also want to 
know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops 
Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



Part T hree
Continuing?  Now!...Again!

?Funny, I don?t remember inviting you over,? M s. Whiskers says, walking out of 
the corner. ?Last time I checked, we were?  Oh, what?s the word?... Enemies.? 

M r. Munk shudders at the very sight of her. M s. Whiskers is on the chubby side, 
with poofy, white hair all over. She has icy blue eyes that master the ?Death 
Stare.? 

Oh! She?s also a cat-- if the name didn?t already give it away.

If you didn?t already know that M s. Whiskers is a cat, you might also want to 
know, that M r. Munk is a?

Wait for it?  

Chipmunk.

I know. Real shocker, isn?t it?

?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops 
Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



?That is really funny!? M r. Munk starts, ?Because I don?t remember getting 
invited!?

She gives a strained laugh, and it sort of sounds like she?s trying a little too hard. 

?Oh, let?s stop this nonsense. We both know what you?re here for, so let?s get 
down to business, shall we?? She asks, holding something in her teeth. M r. 
Munk squints at it, then gasps. 
?Phillip!?

?Pft! You named this dirty ol? rag Phillip? That?s priceless!? 

M r. Munk looks around, and sees a poster that says ?I am the smartest cat of all 
time.? He grins, as an idea starts to form in his head. I thought she was ?Dumb 
K itty?, he thinks.

?Just give him back! I?ve had enough, M s. Whiskers! Or should I call you ?Dumb 
K itty???

Her eyes go wide with anger and embarrassment. She let?s out a low growl, drops

 Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



Phillip on the recently-polished floor, and grabs M r. Munk by the scruff. 

?You?ll pay for that, M r. Munk! You sleep in a cage, correct? Well then, this shall 
be no different.?

M s. Whiskers throws M r. Munk into a big cage across the room, and, again, his 
back slams against the wall. 

?Easy, will ya? I ain?t as young as I used to be, now am I?? He groans.

M s. Whiskers thinks. ?Hmm. I guess you?re right; You are pretty old?  Unlike 
me, of course,? she says with a proud-ish smile.

?You? Young?? M r. Munk rolls his eyes.?Yeah, right. How old are you, 
exactly??

?I happen to only be twenty-four, thank you.?

?Really? It so happens that I?m also twenty-four.?

M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



M s. Whiskers gasps. ?N o! That can?t be! What month were you born in, M r. 
Munk??

?August. What month were you born in, M s. Whiskers??

 She looks away. ?... August? ?

He snickers. ?And you know I just have to ask; What day in August were you 
born??

She lifts her chin slightly. ?August fifteenth. And you??

This time, M r. Munk bursts out laughing, hunching over so he wouldn?t fall 
back. ?Well, M s. Whiskers, it seems that I?m not the old one in the room! I was 
born August fourteenth! Whaddya think of that?  Grandma??

While M s. Whiskers was distracted by having a panic attack, M r. Munk pulls 
something out of his tiny carry-on backpack.

A grappling hook.

He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



He slowly aimed it at Phillip, ready to grab him, and snatch him off the floor.

Sadly, M s. Whiskers wasn?t as distracted as he thought she was. She immediately 
sees the grappling hook, and rushes across the room, picks up Phillip , and rips 
him in half with her bare paws.

M r. Munk faints, right then and right there.

Wow, what a man, M s. Whiskers thinks.

Two hours later?

M r. Munk hears an awful, desperate-like moan. Then he realizes that it?s coming 
from himself. 

?Wha? ? (Dramatic Gasp) PH ILLIP!? 

?It?s too late. He?s gone. Go home, M r. Munk.? M s. Whiskers grumbles from 
her cat bed.

He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



He sulks for a few more minutes, gets up, and trudges home. 

He saw Larry again, on his way back. Larry was about to challenge M r. Munks 
for a rematch, but the look on M r. Munk?s face told him otherwise.

He got to his room, and collapses on his pillow.

M r. Munk feels crumbling under it, and lifts it up.

There was a note, with something attached to it.

It was an exact replica of Phillip.

M r. Munk is more confused than anything. He reads the note.

?Take care of this one.
-M r. Whiskers?

Why would M s. Whiskers do that?

WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



WAIT A M IN UTE.

It says M r. Whiskers.

N ot M s. Whiskers.

What?

Oh, no.

Thank you for reading my not-so-short story ?The Great Adventure of Mr. Munk.? I 
really hope you enjoyed it! What happens next? Nobody knows. Not even me?

I don?t think I?ll make a sequel, but I do think I?ll maybe make a prequel!
You might want to ask yourself this; What was Mr. Munk planning to do before he found 

out that Phillip was missing?
 



MY VIEW OF THE CROSSOVER

BY KWAME ALEXANDER

Isaac  Or t iz
D ominio n M iddl e Sc ho ol
8t h Gr ade

The Crossover was a good book. 
It was interesting how the 
author was able to combine 
poetry, family, and basketball in 
one story. I was amazed how he 
used basketball as a base to set
the story. 

The story was about the life of a 
freshman basketball player. The 
conflict  was they let a girl get 
between brotherhood. JB didn't 
want to show up for practice. 
There is always a problem you 
have to face during a basketball 
season and this was a great
example of one. 

The poetry made the story easy 
to comprehend; therefore,  I 
would recommend this to 
anyone who is a basketball player 
at the middle or early high 
school level.  All in all, a great 
story. 



The poetry made the story easy 
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Henry Houdeshell and 
Zachary Landefeld

Zachary Landefeld is a high school English teacher at 
Buckeye Valley High School, where he also serves as the 
department's chair.  For the Member Spotlight, he was 
interviewed by Henry Houdeshell, a senior who plans on 
majoring in English before entering the teaching field.

What is your favor ite par t of teaching?
The feedback from kids, seeing the genuine 
enjoyment and the sense of accomplishment they 
get from learning in his class. 

D o you have a least favor ite par t? I f so, please 
descr ibe.
The disconnect from students at times, how 
different they are as people than he was at the 
same age, and not always in a good way.
 

What has been your biggest success as an 
educator?  Your biggest struggle?
H is biggest success as an educator would be 
hearing back from graduated students that 
something they learned in his class stuck with 
them for years. H is biggest struggle would be 
having students that didn't benefit at all from his 
class, by choice or by happenstance. Feeling like 
his time or their time was wasted is a major 
frustration to him. 

Why are you a m em ber of OCT ELA?  Please 
descr ibe som e of the benefits you see in 
being a m em ber of the organizat ion.
M r. Landefeld is a part of OCTELA because he 
appreciates the resources available to him. He has 
the ability to speak to other teachers and find out 
what things they might be doing that would help 
him with his classes, or what things he's doing 
wrong that can be changed. That source of 
information is the biggest benefit of being an 
OCTELA member to him. 

What did you enjoy m ost about this year?s 
conference?  Please explain.
Again, having access to all the information 
available and learning from so many other teachers 
about what they have done that has worked for 
them and what might work for him. He loves that 
he can find out so much from so many different 
sources, it's a wealth of knowledge. 

D escr ibe your favor ite teaching resource 
AN D /OR share a t ip for other teachers.
One of M r. Landefeld's favorite resources is a 
website called Rewordify. It takes complex texts 
and lowers the difficulty of the reading level for 
students, then shows the comparison between the 
two versions of the text. For other teachers, M r. 
Landefeld advises making sure your workplace is a 
social one. It's so much easier and more fun to 
work somewhere if the staff feels more like good 
friends or family than coworkers you wave at in 
the hallway. M ake sure it's a social environment, 
and a positive one at that. 

D o you have a favor ite genre of book, and 
what are you cur rently reading? 
M r. Landefeld doesn't have a favorite genre, nor 
does he read all that often. He feels more like a 
social studies teacher than an English teacher. If he 
did have a favorite genre, however, it would be 
sociological literature. Books centered around 
human conflict and sociological issues rather than 
fantasy or science fiction. 
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What has been your biggest success as an educator?  Your biggest 
struggle?
H is biggest success as an educator would be hearing back from graduated 
students that something they learned in his class stuck with them for years. H is 
biggest struggle would be having students that didn't benefit at all from his 
class, by choice or by happenstance. Feeling like his time or their time was 
wasted is a major frustration to him. 

Why are you a m em ber of OCT ELA?  Please descr ibe som e of the 
benefits you see in being a m em ber of the organizat ion.
M r. Landefeld is a part of OCTELA because he appreciates the resources 
available to him. He has the ability to speak to other teachers and find out 
what things they might be doing that would help him with his classes, or what 
things he's doing wrong that can be changed. That source of information is the 
biggest benefit of being an OCTELA member to him. 

What did you enjoy m ost about this year?s conference?  Please explain.
Again, having access to all the information available and learning from so 
many other teachers about what they have done that has worked for them and 
what might work for him. He loves that he can find out so much from so
many different sources, it's a wealth of knowledge. 

D escr ibe your favor ite teaching resource AN D /OR share a t ip for 
other teachers.
One of M r. Landefeld's favorite resources is a website called Rewordify. It 
takes complex texts and lowers the difficulty of the reading level for students, 
then shows the comparison between the two versions of the text. For other 
teachers, M r. Landefeld advises making sure your workplace is a social one. It's 
so much easier and more fun to work somewhere if the staff feels more like 
good friends or family than coworkers you wave at in the hallway. M ake sure 
it's a social environment, and a positive one at that. 

D o you have a favor ite genre of book, and what are you cur rently 
reading? 
M r. Landefeld doesn't have a favorite genre, nor does he read all that often. He 
feels more like a social studies teacher than an English teacher. If he did have a 
favorite genre, however, it would be sociological literature. Books centered 
around human conflict and sociological issues rather than fantasy or science 
fiction. 
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Virginia McCormac is OCTELA's Past-President.  
While Ginny has retired from Beachwood City Schools, 
she remains a vital part of ELA development in the state of 
Ohio.

What was your favor ite par t of teaching? What
was your biggest struggle?

M y favorite part was teaching project based units of 
study that included multi-cultural novels which 
encompassed all the different backgrounds of the 
students in the classroom. It gave every student an 
opportunity to showcase his or her background 
sometime in the school year and help others 
understand that culture. Some students brought 
food, clothing, slides, artifacts or stories to add to 
the conversation when discussing the novels and the 
setting. M y students felt the sense of inclusion in the 
classroom. Each person had something important to 
teach and it felt really wonderful to watch the pride
my students displayed in their sharing.

M y biggest struggle as an educator was having the 
insight and perception to meet the needs of all 
students and help them grow each day in reading 
comprehension and writing. Using the conference 
method of grading and teaching each student met 
with me gave me an opportunity to help the 
students be more articulate.  Another struggle I had 
was that I needed longer class periods to give each
person the attention he or she needed!

Why am  I  a m em ber of OCT ELA?

I am a member of OCTELA because they are a 
professional organization who works very hard to 
give excellent professional development at every 
conference. OCTELA cares about all teachers and 
provides information to help teachers be more 
effective in the classroom. I respect the time and 
attention OCTELA gives to the teachers of Ohio 
and I want to be a part of their accomplishments by
serving on the board.

What did you enjoy m ost about this year?s 
conference?

The 2017 conference had a very important theme: 
Diversity. I thought the speakers were well chosen 
for the topic because of their diverse backgrounds 
and the information they shared. Every one of the 
speakers was engaging and effective with their
stories and messages.

I also loved the number of students from colleges 
and universities who joined us at conference with 
their professors. I am so impressed with the excellent 
teaching of these college teachers because they are 
teaching two things: how to be competent and 
effective in the classroom and how to be 
professional. 

What am  I  cur rently reading?

I am currently rereading Outliers, The Story of Success 
by M alcolm Gladwell and a graphic novel, a new 
publication by M acmillan, The Lottery by Shirley
Jackson. 
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TIME FOR BOOKS--
REVIEWS FOR ALL

Gracie Denbow
Westerville South H igh School

Timekeeper by Tara Sim takes place in an 
alternate version of Victorian-Era Europe 
filled with more modern technology, a 
slightly different society, and clock towers 
that control the flow of time. The book 
follows Danny H art, a clock tower 
mechanic--that is, until he is injured in an 
accident while working on one of the 
towers. Because of his accident, he?s 
assigned to a smaller town called Enfield 
with a quiet boy named Colton as his 
shadow. After working a few jobs with his 
mysterious new apprentice, Danny finds 
out that this strange boy wasn?t his 
apprentice, but the spirit of Enfield?s clock 
tower. Clock spirits are somewhat of a 
myth, but Danny?s family friend M atthias 
told of falling in love with one before, with 
untold, mysterious consequences for doing 
so. By Danny letting his emotions get the 
best of him, history will eventually repeat 
itself. 

I think far too often, stories that have 
romantic plots within them either make 
them A) too shallow and rushed for the 
sake of making it happen, or B) the central 
focus. B makes sense if the story is mainly 
about love, whether it be romantic, 
familial, or platonic. However, when a 
story with a world full of opportunity for 
elaboration on it falls back on a simple 
romance plot, I usually lose interest. 
Timekeeper did a good job of avoiding 
both A and B. The story is full of action 
and suspense, but also contains a good 
display of character and relationship 
growth. Plus, having a well written 
representation of an LGBT+ relationship 
normalized within the story struck an 
important chord. Giving representation 
within a story where it isn?t the central 
focus, I believe, makes larger strides 
towards normalization in our society as 
well. 

* * *

Tori Perdue
Westerville South H igh School

The book Winger follows a fourteen year 
old junior, Ryan Dean West, at Pine 
M ountain, a boarding school where he is 
starting varsity on the rugby team.  H is 
teammates call him ?Winger? because that 
is his position; he is the rugby equivalent of 
a running back in football. He lives in 
?Opportunity H all,? or ?O-H all? for 
short, because he got in trouble and that?s 
where the troublemaker kids have to live. 
Ryan Dean starts to have drama with his 
friends JP and Seanie because JP was going 
to take Annie Altman, the girl Ryan Dean 
liked, to the H alloween dance that the kids 
in O-H all weren?t allowed to go to.  Then 
things take a turn for the worse.

Winger is very light-hearted, funny, and--at 
times--vulgar.  It frequently makes the 
reader laugh out loud. This book takes the 
readers on a roller-coaster of emotions 
which can range anywhere from cracking 
up to sobbing. Andrew Smith does an 
amazing job painting a picture in the 
reader?s mind, and it makes the reader feel 
like she is actually there with Ryan Dean. 
The characters are very relatable and it?s 
very easy to find yourself identifying with at
least one of them.
 

* * *

Sasha Smith
Westerville South H igh School

Milk and Honey by Rupi Kaur is a poetry 
book divided into four parts: the breaking, 
the hurting, the loving, and the healing, 
each dealing with its own sense of 
heartache.  It follows the stories of rape, 
sexism, and betrayal.  The novel will take 
you through the sweetest and bitterest of 
times.  Kaur helps you understand the 
sweetness in life?s more bitter moments if 
the reader is open to experiencing them. 
 The novel touches base upon the 
experiences of loss, love, abuse, and 
violence.  Through her poetic words she 
allows us to see the beauty in others around 
you and oneself.  Kaur heals a different 
heartache a different way.  She allows your 
mind and soul to escape within her poetry.

Milk and Honey is the first book I have ever 
cried multiple times over.  The novel 
especially connected to me and my past. 
 Milk and Honey really helped me 
understand the hurt and violence that goes 
on within me, the personal heartache we all 
deal with.  We as humans endure so much 
hurt from people we would never expect. 
 Some people would say we break our own 
hearts.  All of the hurt and pain from life 
brings about courage and wisdom.  This 
book really helped me understand that and
get past my own few heartaches.
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FROM THE GREEN ROOM-- 
MRS. WEBER'S STUDENTS ADVISE THEMSELVES 
THROUGH STRATEGY BOOKMARKS!
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