
From the Middle 
September 14th, 2007 

 
Quotes of the Week: 

ÒIt's funny that you said a theme is like a thread running through this book, since it is set in a textile 
mill... ha ha ha.Ó -Ms. Copp 

ÒThat was too lame, Ms. Copp, even for you.Ó -Caleb 
 

Reminders: 

Health Homework (DUE Tuesday)-  
www.discoverfitness.com/why_exercise.htm 

You can email Ms. Tyler at: dtyler@chelseaschoolvt.org 

*Harvest Festival is October 3, at 3:00 PM* 
The middle school Chorus will be performing! Community Pot-luck as well, all are invited 

 
Counting on Grace poll 

by. Cody Perkins 
As many of you know, most of the school (and Vermont) is reading Counting on Grace. Its about these 
kids working in a mill and some are under age for working. We meet Grace when she is in school. A 
lot of workers are the ones that get pulled from school before they are fourteen, the legal working age. 
If you want to know more you might want to read the book. I asked some people if they liked the book. 

YES WHY 

Sam  Good story, it tells a lot about the 1900's 

Alex. R. About VT and back then 

A. J.   adventurous 

Hannah  exciting 

Hunter About VT 

Kyle About VT history 

Nikki  ? 

Taylor  Learn about life back then 

Andrea  ? 

                      NO WHY NOT 

Chris Boring..... 

Whitney Boring..... 

Jasmine  To easy to read & not catchy 

Conner Little kid book 

Alex. H. Boring..... 

Jacob  Some parts I like and some I don't 



A Day in the Life of Me 

by. Alex Hogan  
 
 ÒGet up now, Alex!Ó My 
mom yelled. ÒUgh!Ó I moan. (I 
could go on, but it would take 
many grueling chapters, so I'll 
just skip a few hundred pages) 
Finally, I roll out of bed and pull 
on my pants in the light of my 
static ball I got as a souvenir in 
Washington, D.C. But, that's a 
different story, so anyway, I 
put on a shirt and all the rest of 
my clothes and eat my usual 
cereal before catching the bus. 
 At school, I throw all my 
stuff in the locker and BANG! I 
slam th e door hoping the bang 
of the locker would wake me up. 
RRRIIIIIINNGGG! The bell 
goes as we go to English. 
Freewrite is on. For 7 minutes, 
I never know what to write, so I 
put my favorite songs down. Ms. 
Copp says to write what your 
first job was. (Mine was  washing 
the dishes) Then we go to Erik 
for Science and we dissolve 
stuff, and talk about mass and 
grams. Not the crackers, the 
weight. But, sadly (sniff sniff) I 
wish it was the crackers.  
 Then we go to break and 
sit, eat, and have some fun. 
Then... it's Math. I can barely 
keep my head up in there. It's 
sooooo booooriiiinggggggg. 
After perpetual boringness we 
go to P.E. It's fun! We play 
survivor and have an awesome 
time. Then it's the best, most 
bright time of the day which 
takes place in the shining 

cafe teria... LUNCH! I got a bean 
burrito, I got a bean burrito... la 
la la la la la... don't sit next to 
me in social studies.  Next, we 
have social studies...We have to 
talk about being a minority... 
and 9/11... was I actually in 
Kindergarten when that 
happened?  Never mind. So, 
anyway we learn that just 
because you're an Arab doesn't 
mean that you're a terrorist 
..................WELL moving on, next 
we have study hall and it's 
almost as boring as Math. Wow, 
huh.  
 So next we have Shop -  
it's awesome and we're  making 
tables (It's a wonder nobody 
has lost a finger yet... at least 
in Erik's class - sorry Terry). 
After Shop I go home and do 
my homework. Boring again... 
well no time to chat, I must do 
homework. Oh, and one more 
thing -  never go to middle school 
witho ut one huge binder that 
you can fit everything in. I have 
a puny one, but I still do it. 
Welcome to middle school life. 
I'm serious about that binder.  
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¥ Whitney Ladd  
 

¥ Hunter Trombley  
 
 
 
 

The Robot Teacher Chronicles 
Part 7 

by. Cody Perkins 

& Staff Writers 

 The robots move closer. I grab 
my anti-homework ray gun and I shoot... 
TING! Oh no, they have titanium Math 
shields. My ray won't pierce the armor. 
They get closer... I see their faces. It is 
the Evil Galactic Miss Copp, she gives 
all F's. I try to stay away, but her evil 
magnet that Erik, the Master Scientist of 
Doom built, sucks me closer. The Evil 
Galactic Miss Copp told me to do my 
homework. NOOOOOOOO! I scream 
like Luke Skywalker when he discovered 
that Darth Vader was his father. 
Somehow I manage to slip away from 
the Evil Galactic Miss Copp and Erik, 
the Scientist of Doom. Yes, I say to 
myself. No robot teacher will ever 
control students. 
To be continued... perhaps... if Cody 

decides to continue this freewrite... 
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