Name This Newspaper!!!
ELRO Observer
The Husky
The ‘Ro Gazette

The Roosevelt
The ELRO Essential
The Pawprint

A Ballin’ Competition

Letter from the Editor

by Jessica Schabowski

Now an annual competition, the Science Olympiad originally
began as an event held only in Delaware. After being discovered and presented to groups of teachers, it was agreed to be
made a nationally recognized competition. Eleanor Roosevelt
High School has had the opportunity to participate in this event.
The one held on February 10, 2007 has been ElRo’s fourth.
As a new school, ElRo has not been able to participate in all
of the events offered at the Science Olympiad event. However, with each additional year of participation, the growth
of the team allows for more students to be signed up for
competitions. During the latest event, ElRo’s team took part
in quite a few competitions including Chemistry Lab, Physic’s Lab, Scrambler, Sounds of Music, and Write-It Do-It.
With their team shirts on and butterflies in their stomachs, the
individual groups went to participate in their events. After most
of the team members had completed their events, the team
roamed Grover Cleveland High School, the host of the event,
cheering on our team. The Husky pride was obvious with the
blue and silver dyed hair and attire as well as face paint.
Though yelled at a few times, the school team was able to prove
their spirit was worth the sore throats gained by the end of the
day with the Spirit Award. Aside from this achievement, we
were able to win fourth place in the Sounds of Music event,
where the students needed to construct musical instruments
out of household supplies and play a music piece using them.
Congratulations to all of the ElRO Science Olympiad team!

   A.J, Sammie, Rashaun, George, Clement show their school spirit.

Dear ELRO community,
We are pleased to present you with the brand new, yet to be
named, Eleanor Roosevelt High School newspaper.  Because
of technical difficulties, this will be our one and only issue this
year.  However, we hope this issue will be a taken as a sign of
what’s to come next year when we (fingers crossed) produce a
monthly issue. In this issue you will find an article, interview,
short story, memoir, poetry and fun facts. Some of the material probably seems out of date, but bear with us as we learn to
master a new computer program.
Now we’re looking to the future and we need your help, starting with the name of our newspaper.  In the masthead you’ll
see options that we came up with as a staff.   Please check a
box, tear off the masthead and leave it with your advisor.  Next
year our goal is to make the ELRO newspaper an established
and respected student publication; therefore, we need more
committed staff members.  If you are unable to meet the demands of weekly (plus) meetings, we also need contributors of
both fiction and non-fiction material. Keep this in mind over
the summer.
Enjoy!
The “Name This Newspaper” staff:  May Aung, Angela Bryan
Brown, Kyra Gembka, Jessica Schabowski, Chloe Sobel, Isabel Stern & Ms. Korber

Ms. Tsu, Catherine, and Leonardo demostrate their instrument

Fun Fact
In his junior year Mr. D’Amico stepped onto the hockey
field feeling a rush of adrenaline as he was about to play
his first big game. He stepped onto the field and fell.
This memory remains to be embarrassing to this day.

An Interview With...

This month by Kyra Gembka
He’s there to greet you every morning when you
enter school and he has shooed you out of the front of
school at least once...yup it’s Mo! We interviewed Mo
and found out about all the scoop that you may want
to know.
Q: So, why did you choose to work at ElRo and when did
you begin working  here?
A: Well, working at ElRo wasn’t really my choice, because I was first assigned to a job at Life Sciences High
School. But, when I first began working at Life Sciences
I found out there was a job opening at a new school on
the upper east side (Eleanor Roosevelt) and figured since
I wasn’t yet attached to Life Sciences and no one else
wanted to take the job, that I would.
Q: What has been your favorite part about working here?
Least favorite?
A: My least favorite part about working here is having to
wake up at 5 o’ clock in the morning but, when I come to
school, even if I’m having a bad day, it’s great to see the
kids smiling when they walk through the door. The teachers and staff have also been very comforting and make
waking up easier than it could be.
Q: Do you have any kids at home?
A: Yes, I have a seventeen year old son who goes to August Martin High school and a three year old daughter
who is in pre- school.
Q: Do they remind you of the students you work with
here?

A: Well, I’m interested and involved in so many things but
just to name a few; I do stand up comedy, play the conga’s
and am a member of a variety of organizations.
Q: Do you have any life goals such as paragliding or writing a New York Times Bestseller.
A: The one thing I want to do at least once before I die is
bungee jumping, I once saw a movie with Queen Latifah
and she was going crazy and having a ball, which made me
want to try it myself.
Q: About how often do you have to yell at students to get
out of the front of the school?
A: Probably, at least twice a day and it’s not anything personal but it’s just that since this school is relatively new to
the area. Residents and business owners don’t understand
that kids need freedom. Whenever they see a whole bunch
of kids gathered on the corner, they immediately associate
it as a bad thing, never as a good thing.
Q: Have you formed many bonds with the students at
ELro?
A: No doubt, some of the students make my day every
morning, such as J.P. who gives me a pound every morning
and Chris Crowe is the man.
Q: Those are all the questions we have, do you have any
last comments?
A: It has just been such a joy to work here and I actually
may be leaving around June to go work at the Metropolitan
Transit Authority but working at this school has been a job
I’ll never forget.

A: Definitely, especially my son because everyone is so
full of energy and is determined to succeed, my son is
actually planning to go to Poly Tech next year.
Q: What about yourself, do you see similarities between
you as a high school student and the students at ElRo?
A: Of course, I was an Energizer Bunny in high school
and many of the kids here are like that too, but everyone
here also has respect which is one of the qualities I most
admire in them.  
Q: What type of activities were you involved in after
school?
A: I was involved in a lot of sports such as football, basketball, where our team won the City Championships in
‘86 and baseball where our team won the City Championships in ‘85. The one thing that I do regret though is
not getting involved in academic and leadership activities
such as student council because those activities can give
you experience for so many careers and I would definitely
recommend students to take part in those activities.

Mo fullfils his duties as he overlooks the front
entrance of Eleanor Roosevelt High School.

Q: When you were a little boy, what did you aspire to be
when you “grew up”?
A: I have always been a very people person and enjoy
interacting with a variety of types of people so being a
social worker or getting involved in politics is what I
wanted to do, but those dreams are not over yet because
I’m in school now!
Q: What special talents do you have?

Mo tells sophmore Tamara Turner to “get of the curb!”

their mother.  And by candlelight, her telling was enhanced so much
more.  It was indeed a beautiful thing to watch Brena tell a tale while
By Chloe Sobel
Alice shivered, emerald robe pulled tight around her body, curled up in her face was illuminated by flickering candlelight.
the dark brown chair. Before her, the fire was roaring in the fireplace,
hungrily eating up the wood and paper that gave it life.  In front of it It was not long before the tale ended, and the light in Brena’s eyes
was a carpet, woven with scenes of otherworldly people and animals, faded, and she seemed suddenly tired. “Camira, Dulcie, let’s go to bed
now, okay?” she cooed, hugging the twins to her as Alice watched.
on which Alice’s younger sisters sat.

Candlelight

In the chair next to Alice’s was her younger sister, Brena.   She was
leaning forward, hair around her face, speaking to the younger girls,
telling a story.  The two small, identical girls, Camira and Dulcie, were
listening raptly, staring at Brena as firelight illuminated their faces.
Dulcie, the sweeter of the two, had a faint smile on her face, as if it had
come into being without the child’s knowing.  Camira was not smiling,
but interest and pleasure were the two feelings that were plain to see in
her eyes, which also reflected the fire to her right.

Dulcie nodded slowly. “I’ll go first,” she announced. “I’m not scared
of the dark.”  Alice wanted to laugh a little, looking at Dulcie’s façade
of bravery.  The small girl stood, walking off the carpet and out of the
little area of light, into the shadows that swallowed everything else.

She soon returned, eyes wide and afraid.  “Dulcie, what’s wrong?”
Alice asked, seeing the fear in the child’s eyes. “There are demons
in the shadows,” she gulped, running to Camira and pressing herself
against her twin.  “I’m scared! I don’t want to go back out there! I
Despite the strong fire, all four girls were cold. They were cold, and don’t want to see the monsters!”
afraid.  It was a winter night, snowing heavily outside, and the electricity was out.  Their mother had not been seen since the four had gone Alice and Brena exchanged looks, and Alice stood.  “Dulcie, there
to their various schools that morning, and their father was on the other aren’t any monsters in the shadows.”
side of the country in a business meeting.
“Yes there are!” Dulcie gulped, squeezing her eyes shut.   Camira
held her twin protectively, looking up at Alice with wide eyes.  “They
In other words, they were completely alone.
hide in the shadows and try to eat your soul! The candles—they were
Camira and Dulcie’s fear had been showed the most.  Dulcie had near- protecting us while Brena told her story.  They were, Alice!”
ly burst into tears when the clock struck nine, and their mother was still
not home.  Camira, calmer, had tried to comfort her twin, but ultimate- Alice looked at the candles now, remembering the thoughts that had
ly Brena had been begged for a story. So Alice had lit the fire and they come to her after she’d lit the candles and Brena had resumed the
had gathered in the living room, listening to the tale of the children of tale.  They were valiant, brave, like sentries against the demons DulLir.  Brena was halfway through the tale, one that spoke of a king who cie was now insisting were in the darkness around them, lying in wait
for the girls.
remarried, and the jealous new wife turned his children into swans.
As Brena kept talking, the fire suddenly flared and died without warn- She picked up the little box of matches, looking at the cover.  A kind,
if rather eccentric woman from a café downtown, whose sister ran a
ing.
bookstore next door, had given the matches to Alice’s mother on their
Dulcie screamed, interrupting Brena’s still-calm voice. “The fire!” she last visit there.  With a wink, she’d said, “Your girls may need these
soon.”  And thinking about it, they’d been there not even a fortnight
shrieked, hysterical.
ago.
Alice swallowed.  “Dulcie, sweetie, stay calm.  Let me light the canAlice swallowed, stepping to another coffee table with two other
dles, okay?”
candles on it, and struck the match once more. It flared into fire easily, and she lit the twin candles that stood before her.  Twin candles,
Dulcie sniffled, her panic suddenly gone. “O-okay.”
it seemed, for Camira and Dulcie.  Looking back at the other two,
Alice leaned forward to the coffee table next to her chair, thankful for she saw that they were different, not matching—as if for Alice and
the dim light of the waning moon.  She picked up a box of matches, Brena.  How strange, and coincidental.
taking one out and striking it once, twice, until it burst into flame.
Quickly, so as not to let it disappear, Alice held it to the candle it had “All right, monsters!” Alice called out as her three younger sisters
been next to, and the one next to that candle as well, then blew out the watched.  “I’ve lit four candles, one for each of us—Brena, Camira,
Dulcie and I.  You won’t be able to get us now.  You know that, and I
match gently.  “See, Dulcie?”
do too.  You had better not touch us.  Even if our mother isn’t home,
The candlelight threw soft shadows around the room as Dulcie nodded.   that doesn’t mean we’re unprotected.”  As if in response, the shadCamira put her arm around her twin, both protective and comforting. ows moved a little, drawing back a tiny amount.
“Now, Brena, go on with the story,” Alice directed, settling on the And she picked up the candles, handing one to each sister, and walked
carpet, behind the twins.  Brena nodded, and began to tell her story out of the living room and to the staircase.   Her sisters followed,
little balls of light bobbing in the darkness that all but threatened to
again.
swallow them up.  The tiny candles simply burned brightly, sentries
As Brena’s soft voice wove the words of the tale together, Alice against the hungry darkness and the nightmares that dwelt within.
watched the candles.  The dark seemed threatening, but was pushed
back by their twin lights, brave and bright.  They were valiant, almost.   And as Alice, Brena, Camira, and Dulcie walked up the stairs, the
But wasn’t that a little silly? Candlelight didn’t have protective quali- candlelight flared and grew, four talismans of protection against the
ties.  And besides, there was nothing they could protect the four sisters shadows and their dwellers.
from.  There were no demons hiding in the shadows of the room, not
that Alice knew of or could see.  Alice smiled a little, as if to say How
The Sun No Longer Shines
silly of me, and turned her attention back to the story and her eyes back
By May Aung
to Brena.
The Sun, beautiful loving rays
No longer reaches
It was magical to watch Brena tell a story.  She got so wrapped up in a
Shrouded in impenetrable darkness,
tale, and as she would speak one could imagine they were in the tale.  
There is no returning
Her voice changed in accordance with the character that she spoke
To the childhood days full of light;
as, and she used hand gestures to help convey her stories.  It was no
The Sun’s embrace
wonder the little twins had wanted Brena to tell a story, to help the four
Loneliness a constant companion
sisters to get through this long, lonely night without their mother.  And
Driven to the point of no return:
by candlelight, her telling was enhanced so much more.  It was indeed
Sun,
even you with your heavenly glory
a beautiful thing to watch Brena tell a tale while her face was illumiCan no longer save me
nated by flickering candlelight.

We’re In The Car

Tantrums in the supermarket when he doesn’t get what he
wants.
Angela Bryan-Brown
Disconcerted stares from unaware passer byers.
We’re in the car,
He doesn’t want to hurt me, he doesn’t realize he’s hurtI’m plugged into my iPod sitting next to my brother, Alasing me both physically and emotionally.
dair,
And I wish I could help him,
who has suddenly realized he forgot his blanket and pilI know what it is to obsess and to thrive off control.
low.
Not to his degree,
Alasdair brings his blanket and pillow with him on long
but I can emphasize.
car rides,
We can’t communicate, conversations are one sided and
so he’ll be able to lie down on the seat all snug (I get
limiting.
squished in the process, but whatever).
And what about me?
He starts screaming, “Blanket and pillow!
    I love him.
Where’s my blanket and pillow?”
    But what about me.
“Ally, we’re sorry. You forgot it.”
    He’s stopped the screaming and crying. He’s
“No! Not in the country! Go back! Get
blanket and pillow!”
Mr. Gladding used to    breathing heavily but he’s calming down.
“Ally, we can’t. We’re too far away. We
dress up in a gorilla     Oh, Alasdair……
    There are wonderful things about him….he can
have to get home, you’ll get your blanket
suit, delivering the     be so happy.
and pillow another time.”
birthday song and     So happily unaware but happy.
And he screams and cries.
birthday balloons     Alive and loving.
He bangs on the windows of the car,
to birthday boys/     I open my eyes-I haven’t disappeared.
my dad has to pull over the car and yell
at him.
girls/men/women.     Never have.
    Never will.
Never really wanted to anyway.
Alasdair is twelve years old.

Fun Fact

I’m huddled in the corner of the car, plugged into my iPod.
‘Sometimes You Can’t Make It On Your Own’ by U2
comes on. I lean against the door and close my eyes, hoping I’ll disappear.
Ally has autism.
“Blanket and Pillow!”
Listen to me now,
I need to let you know,
You don’t have to go it alone,
And it’s you when I look in the mirror,
And it’s you when I don’t pick up the phone,
Sometimes you can’t make it on your own.
Just keep closing your eyes, Angie, you’re not here.
Pump up the volume and let the music soar.
What would it be like to be able to freely scream your
emotions and feelings in complete disregard to everyone
else? Just you. Just you. Just you. Just you. Just me. Just
me. Just me. Just me.
Listen to me now,
And to need something so badly……
You don’t have to go it alone,
That you pour all your security and thread of control in life
on,
And it’s you when I look in the mirror,
And to not have that, to have the order and control over
life just completely screwed…
Sometimes you can’t make it on your own.
And you feel so helpless and scared.
“I want my blanket and pillow! Go back, go back!”
The song switches, it’s The Eurythmics.
You hurt me!
And I hate you!
Completely freaked out by how well my shuffle is gagging
my moods and situations.
He’s banging his feet against the window again.
I wish he wasn’t so unhappy.
I wish he didn’t feel that he needs his blanket and pillow
I wish he wasn’t so routine dependent and obsessive and
impulsive.
Because yeah, it’s hard for me and my parents, but what
about him? Does he want to do the things he does…..or
does he have to do them?
Like putting pictures of people into that person’s room?
The night he threw his water on me at the dinner table for
no apparent reason?
Hitting me in the car.
Running away from home.

Twelve Angry Jurors

By Angela Bryan-Brown
“Watching that assembly yesterday, I felt like I was having
a doggone baby!” says Mr. Gladding to the assembled cast
of ’12 Angry Jurors.’ We burst into laughter, “I’m serious,
I’ve seen it! It’s very painful!” He persists. We’re not trying to be disrespectful, but we cannot contain our
laughter.
        He waits for the more obnoxious laughter to die down
before explaining how he was very pleased with our performance during the Earth Day presentation (despite the
fact the play itself has little to do with the celebration of the
Earth and its salvation, but lets ignore that detail)
there were moments of terror and wonder at how we had
managed to pull that 15 minutes together. Our previous
rehearsals for the upcoming presentation and admittedly
been frustrating as we tried to memorize lines, keep up
with the rest of the play as well as the rest of our school
work and commitments-all the while aware that our troubles were only over 7 pages
and there were 21 to go.
        “I feel the addition of the audience really helped us,”
Angela Bryan-Brown, a 9th grade cast member said. “A,
there is the rush of adrenaline and intensity and audience
adds. You’re completely concentrating and ready to flow
with whatever happens. B, it really proved to us that we
can in fact pull this off.”
        ’12 Angry Jurors’ is the gender friendly version of the
play ’12 Angry Men.’ It is a combination of the traditional
’12 Angry Men’ and ’12 Angry Women’ a version written
for an all female casts in many regional productions. In this
way the gender and lines of the character was determined
by the actor who seemed best. The play concerns a murder
trial with 12 jurors trying to reach a consensus on the guilt
or innocence of the convicted boy. The play grapples with
the ideas of ethics, justice,
motivation and perspective.
        There will be two performances the evening of

May 23 and 24th.
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