
1 

Middle School Magazine 
Southwestern Middle School 
Fall 2018 

Volume 1, Issue 1 

This Issue: 

The Thing Out the 

Window by Katrina 

Linkous-Joy 

Vampire Boyfriend 

by Phoebe Rutter 

Pumpkin Town 

by Payton Swartz 

Just a Taste 

by Miss Zdrojewski 

Red Balloon 

by Alyson Dalton 

Artwork by: 

Katrina Linkous-Joy 

Marley Ohl 

Trent Casselman 

Olivia Pappalardo 

Breauna Bull 

Brianna Simon 

 

 

Cover artwork by 

Katrina Linkous-Joy 

 



2 

The Thing Out the Window 

By Katrina Linkous-Joy 

The thing out the window. 

It was tall, dark, and slim. 

I could not see the facial features, 

As the outside was very dim. 

The thing out the window watches me, 

With red glowing eyes. 

I watch the thing out the window, 

With my NORMAL eyes. 

The thing out the window, 

Never lost my sight. 

It would follow me to every window I went to, 

Each and every night. 

The thing out the window, 

Never comes out in the day. 

It never goes away from the window. 

It never comes inside to play. 

The thing out the window, 

Does have claws, 

But it does not have fur or paws. 

The thing out the window, 

Seems to have hair, 

And the hair sticks straight up in the air. 

It looks alone, 

While it stands like a stone. 

The thing out the window, 

Doesn’t make a peep. 

It wonder if it watches me sleep. 

The thing out the window, 

Has an arched back, 

I can see its spine, 

Popping from its back, 

Colored and outlined in black. 

The thing out the window, 

Waves at me, 

Then opens my window, 

With a creak. 

I hide under the covers, 

Super scared. 

Then I hear it with a voice of my father’s, 

“Go back to sleep.” 
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Vampire Boyfriend 

By Phoebe Rutter   

 Phil went out for the night, leaving his 

boyfriend, Dan, alone in their apartment again.  

Phil has been doing this for weeks.  Dan thought 

that maybe Phil was cheating, so he followed 

him expecting to see him with someone else, but 

what Dan saw was even worse… 

 Dan followed him through the cold fall 

night, careful not to be caught by his boyfriend.  

Phil went into a dark alley.  Dan peeked his head 

around the corner.  He saw Phil stalking a man in 

his early 20s like a lion stalking his prey.  Dan no-

ticed that Phil looked different…almost like a 

changed form.   

Phil’s normally pale skin looked even 

paler.  His eyes were bloodshot, but the thing 

that made Dan’s insides turn to mush was the 

fact that Phil had fangs.  Phil was a vampire.  

Suddenly, Phil attacked the man, biting his 

neck, draining the life out of him.  Dan turned 

to run but Phil grabbed his arm.  Dan tried to 

scream but no words came out.  Phil looked at 

Dan in the eyes.  Phil said to Dan in a voice that 

wasn’t his own, “You should have stayed home 

Dan..” 

 

This story contains characters based on Youtubers Dan 

Howell and Phil Lester. 
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Pumpkin Town 
By Payton Swartz 

 One cold October night, Alex and her 
friend Tilly went on a walk and they saw a glowing 
orange, purple, and black light around the next 
corner.  They were curious about what it was, so 
they turned the corner, and were blinded by the 
bright light, they shielded and closed their eyes, 
and when they opened them they were in a place 
they didn’t recognize.  They were greeted by a 
colorful looking skeleton.  They didn’t know what 
to do, so they screamed.  
 “Well, that’s not a very nice way to greet a 
ghost,” said the skeleton.  Too shocked to say any-
thing Tilly and Alex were silent.  “I guess I’ll have 
to be the polite one here.  I’m Oswald, but no one 
calls me that, mainly because I don’t like it when 
anyone calls me that, anyway, I’d prefer if you call 
me Ozzie.  I will be here to help you and to answer 
any questions you might have about Pumpkin 
Town.”  
 “I-I’m Alex, and this is my friend Tilly.  I 
have a question.”  
 “What is it?” asked Ozzie.  
 “Where are we?” asked Alex.  
 “Didn’t you play any attention to what I 
just said?  You’re in Pumpkin Town, of course!”  
 “How did we get here?” asked Tilly.    
 “Well, somebody was crossing over to the 
real world to retrieve a spirit and bring it here, 
because ghosts aren’t supposed to go to the real 
world, but when they came back they left the por-
tal open.”  
 “Portal?  What portal?” asked Tilly.    
 “The portal that can bring you to the real 
world, and in your case to Pumpkin Town,” Ozzie 
responded.  
 “Let me give you a tour, but don’t even 
think about running off.  Got it?”  Alex and Tilly 
nodded.  “Over to our right is the neighborhood 
where all the ghosts live, and over to our left is 
where we have all the shops and festivities.  Let’s 
explore the town first, shall we.  
 “This gigantic building is the Town Hall.  It 

holds all the information about Pumpkin Town 
and its history, and next to it is the ghoul 
school.”   
“What is the history of Pumpkin Town?” asked 
Alex.  

“You two sure ask a lot of questions,” said Oz-
zie.    

“Isn’t that your job...to answer all our ques-
tions?” Alex said.  

 “I suppose so,” Ozzie answered.  “One 
Halloween night, a man by the name of Mon-
roe Wiveler went to the cemetery and disturbed 
all the graves.  When he dug up the final grave, 
the town clock struck midnight, and all the spirits 
came to life and were free at last, until ghosts of 
the underworld decided that ghosts weren’t sup-
posed to be free and sent us all here.  
 “I think it is time to explore the inter-
esting part of Pumpkin Town,” said Ozzie.  
 Alex and Tilly agreed.  
 “Over here is Esme’s Witch Hut.  She sells 
things like magic brooms, potions, and other 
witchy things.  There are more shops, but I want 
to show you my favorite part of Pumpkin Town, 
the Firelight Café.  On Fridays and Saturdays they 
do fireworks, and on Tuesdays and Wednesdays 
they open the arcade area, but my favorite part 
about The Firelight Café is the clock strikes mid-
night Halloween night and they turn on all the 
colorful lights and they reflect off of the lagoon, 
and they light a campfire by the cherry blossom 
tree, and you can just come here, and get baked 
goods, and make s’mores, and just relax.  They’re 
going to do it today when the clock strikes mid-
night.”  
 “Sounds amazing,” said Tilly.  
 “It is,” answered Ozzie.  
 “I think we should focus on the biggest, 
most important question.  How are we going to 
get home?” asked Alex.  
 “Well, you two came through the wel-
come portal, I need to get you to the exit portal, 
but it’s a very dangerous trip for two hu-
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mans.  Along the way is the Bottomless Pit, and the 
Valley of No Return, and many other things that 
could potentially kill you.  That’s how you can leave 
Pumpkin Town,” answered Ozzie.  
 “Let’s do it!” said Alex.  
 “Are you insane—you could die!” Ozzie re-
sponded.  
 “We want to go home!”  
 “Fine.”  Ozzie let out a sigh.  “Don’t say I did-
n’t warn you, but we’re going to need some 
help...from Toby Wiveler, Monroe Wiveler’s son.”  
 “Where can we find him?” asked Tilly.  
 “He lives in the old haunted mansion, right 
down the street.  He’s going to say no, so we’ll bring 
him an offering: one of Sabine’s freshly baked stru-
dels that nobody can resist, not even Toby,” said Oz-
zie.  
------------------------------------------  
 When they knocked on Toby’s door, he an-
swered.  
 “What do you want?” asked Toby.  
 “Let me do the talking,” Ozzie whispered to 
Alex and Tilly.  “We need your help.  You’re the only 
one who can keep the Wivel Beast that guards 
the Bottemless Pit from hurting anyone.  We need 
you to keep him distracked while we cross the 
bridge.”  
 “No,” said Toby.  
 “Will you do it for one of Sabine’s freshly 
baked strudels?” asked Ozzie.  
 “Fine, I’ll do it, but on one condition: you have 
to get me one of the fireworks from The Firelight Ca-
fé.”  
 “Ok,” said Ozzie.  “But if we’re going to do it, 
we have to go now.”  
----------------------------------  
 By the time they reached the Valley of No Re-
turn, they were tired and hungry, but they couldn’t 
stop now, because they had just reached one of the 
most dangerous places they could be.  
 “Ughhhh!  Can we stop now?” whined Tilly.  
 “Not yet.  We just reached the Valley of No 
Return,” Ozzie said sternly.  
 “Why did I agree to this,” Toby mumbled to 
himself.  
 “We have to cross the Valley without the devil 
dogs, pollywogs, and Blobby noticing us.  It’s going to 

be very difficult, but I think we can do it,” said 
Ozzie.  
 “How?” asked Alex.  
 “To fool the monster, you have to think 
like the monster,” said Toby suddenly.  “We need 
a disguise.”  
--------------------------------  
 After an hour of hard work, Toby, Alex, 
Tilly, and Ozzie managed to create a disguise out 
of hay, some twigs, and a couple other items, but 
while they were going through the valley there 
were some complications.  Alex got cut by a 
sharp twig and let out a yelp.  They hoped that 
the monsters wouldn’t notice, 
but unfortunately they did.   

 “I’ll be back,” Toby said, as he slipped out 
of the devil dog costume.    
 “Wait!” said Alex, but he was already 
gone.  
 Just then the costume broke and they 
were revealed to the monsters, and the mon-
sters all started closing in on them.  Out of no-
where there was a loud noise, almost like an ex-
plosion.  It was an explosion!  It was Toby.  
 “Go!  I’ll catch up to you!”  
 They ran and after a while they reached 
their final destination, the Bottomless Pit.  
 There was the Wivel Beast, and Toby was 
nowhere in sight.  
 “What are we going to do?” asked 
Alex.  “I’m hurt, and we need Toby, but he’s not 
here.”  
 “Just wait,” said Ozzie.  
 Then there was Toby, saving the day 
again.  He had an elytra and was using the fire-
work that Ozzie gave him, and he shot an arrow 
at the Wivel Beast.  It wasn’t dead, but it would 
give them just enough time to cross the bridge 
and go home.  
 They ran across the bridge, and Tilly and 
Alex went through the portal.  
 When they were finally home, the clock 
struck midnight.  They ran to Alex’s house and 
burst through the door.  They said hello to Alex’s 
mom, pretending like nothing had hap-
pened.  They were expecting her to yell at them 
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for getting home too late, but she didn’t.  She didn’t 
even know they were there.  
 “Mom!” Alex yelled.  Still nothing.  
 They ran upstairs to the bathroom and 
looked in the mirror, and saw nothing.  They were 
there, but no one could see them, not even them-
selves.  
 “I think I know what happened!” Alex ex-
claimed.  
 “What” asked Tilly.  
 “We came back, and the first thing we heard 
was the clock tower bell, and the bell only ever tolls 
at midnight.  That’s the same time that Mon-
roe Wiveler finished digging up the graves.  Tilly, 
we’re ghosts!!!”  

By Miss Zdrojewski 
 
Life used to be really awful if you were a zom-

bie. I mean, eating brains? Come on. They can’t taste 
good. Plus, people were always going after you with 
baseball bats and torches. 

But once they figured out how to make fake 
brains from “modified food starch” and a bunch of 
chemicals I can’t pronounce, things got a lot better. 
Like, now zombies could stop chasing people all the 
time and trying to eat them, and they could go back 
to school and jobs and all of that. Sure, sometimes 
one still goes a little crazy and bites people, but it 
doesn’t happen as much as you think. 

Like last year, when a zombie went nuts at 
one of our school basketball games (it was Derek Al-
bright’s dad, and Derek was so embarrassed he 
skipped the next two practices), he only bit two peo-
ple before the crowd took him out. 

One of the people who got bitten was my 
friend Archer, but, like I said, life isn’t as awful now 
for zombies. Archer’s never eaten real brains, and he 
says he’s pretty sure he never will. 

At lunch, while we’re all eating whatever the 
hot meal of the day is, Archer brings out his lunch 
box and his Tupperware container of SynthBrainz, 
and the cafeteria ladies take it back in the kitchen 

and heat it up for him. 
Archer’s SynthBrainz are always the 

cheap purple-gray kind, but if you look in the 
grocery store they make fancier kinds in differ-
ent colors. 

“Do they taste different?” I asked Archer 
one day at lunch. 

He shrugged. “I don’t know,” he said, 
“These are the ones you get with ZAP card, so 
these are the only ones I’ve had.” ZAP stands for 
Zombie Anticomposition Program, and it’s basi-
cally like food stamps for zombies, so no one can 
claim that they can’t afford SynthBrainz. 

 “But, what do they taste like?” I asked. 
“I don’t know.” Archer shrugged again, 

“Like brains are supposed to, I guess?” 
Having a best friend who’s a zombie 

sounds kind of exciting, but, really, Archer is as 
boring as ever. 

I tried to convince my mom to buy me 
some SynthBrainz to try the next time she went 
shopping. I don’t remember her exact words, but 
it was something along the line of, “You already 
eat a hundred dollars’ worth of food every week 
and now you expect me to spend money on 
some zombie food so you can taste one bite and 

Just a Taste 

Artwork by Trent Casselman 
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throw out the rest? I don’t think so.” 
I did have some money left from mowing 

lawns last summer, so I could have just bought myself 
some, but I had no idea how you were supposed to 
cook the stuff. The most I’d ever cooked on my own 
was a Hot Pocket. 

So I didn’t get to taste SynthBrainz, and I fig-
ured I was out of luck and would just have to forget 
about it, until I opened the new Sports Illustrated to 
see a full page ad for SynthBrainz Popz. Apparently, 
they’re sliced and fried and are supposed to be the 
perfect snack for watching a football game with your 
zombie pals. 

It sounded perfect; I’d get to try SynthBrainz 
and I wouldn’t have to cook them. I headed to the 
minimart afterschool. They had three flavors of 
SynthBrainz Popz but I grabbed the Original and head-
ed to the cashier. 

The cashier raised her eyebrows and looked at 
me. “Those for you?” she asked. 

“Um, they’re for a friend,” I said. 
“I don’t think so,” the cashier said. “You put 

these back and get yourself some nice normal potato 
chips or something.” She glared, and a smile and a 
“please?” was not going to get me anywhere. 

But the next day, when Archer showed up at 
lunch, besides his Tupperware bowl he also  had a 
little ziplock of, you guessed it, SynthBrainz Popz. 

I didn’t even have to ask. Archer glanced at 
my pleading eyes and said, “Fine. You can eat one. 
One. That’s it.” 

I reached into the baggie and pulled out 
one chip. It was the same purple gray color of reg-
ular SynthBrainz, but it had some brown edges 
that let you know it had been perfectly fried. 
What would it taste like? I couldn’t wait. 

I put the Popz in my mouth and chewed. 
Would it be delicious? Would it be disgusting? 

But it was just kind of…bland. 
“It doesn’t taste like anything,” I said to 

Archer. “I thought it would taste like…something.” 
Archer shrugged. “What do you expect?” 

he said. “Zombies don’t have taste buds.” 

Spookly the Square Pumpkin 

By  Olivia Pappalardo 
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Next Issue:  Winter 
Start working on your poetry,  

stories, articles,  

and black and white artwork for 

our next magazine.   

Our theme will be  

“Winter” and winter holidays. 

Submit entries in the library  

or through the form  

on the library webpage.   

Entries are due by 3:30 pm on  

Thursday, December 13. 

Stop into the library 

if you have any questions  

or suggestions! 

Middle School Magazine  
Needs a New Name 

This magazine needs a  

more creative name!   

Bring your name suggestions  

to the library by November 9.   

Stop by between November 13  

and November 20  

to vote for your favorite! 

By Alyson J. Dalton 

 I remember that night clear as day.  My 

friend Lyla and I were walking home from school 

and…we heard a whistle, but not just any whistle – 

a creepy one.  Then we saw it – a clown walking 

and whistling behind us with a red balloon in his 

hand. 

 As we are running toward Lyla’s house with 

the clown following behind us we keep hearing the 

whistle. When we get to Lyla’s he and her mum ask 

me to stay over and I say yes because I’m so 

scared.  We call my mom just to ask, but we get no 

answer.  Instead, we get a busy sound.  Five 

minutes later we get a call (666)666-6666, but we 

don’t answer because we don’t know who it is.    

 About 9:30 pm the phone rings again.  The 

call is from an unknown number. Being the idiotic 

person that I am, I answered it, and here’s what he 

said: “I’m here.”  We hear a knock on the door and 

that’s the last time I ever saw Lyla again. That’s all I 

remember.  Now whenever I see a red balloon I 

scream and run away. 

Red Balloon 

Artwork by Breauna Bull 


