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Congratulations to Madison Coleman, who recently won 6th in the nation for an 
essay contest associated with the Stock Market Game, Investwrite. 

7th Grade students who played the Stock Market Game this spring were 
allotted a fictional $100,000 with which to invest in stocks.  After receiving 
several weeks of instruction on stock market basics, student’s teams made 
their first investment in late January.  Our region had approximately 95 
elementary, middle, and high school teams playing the game.  Although we did 
not have any teams place 1st this year, we did have 3 teams placing 3rd, 4th, 
and 5th in our region.  Those teams are:  

3rd place in region:  Caitlin Chamberlain, Victoria Colon-Lopez, Celeste 
Yancey, Joslyn Bair, Giselle Luna 

4th place in region:  Anthony Desso, Parker Goolsby, Jaylan Richardson, Kaleb 
Santos, Dalton George 

5th place in region:  Jada Clark, Joe Durden, Justin Hughes, Dylan Kinard, 
John Nabers, Khalil Wimbish 

https://webmobilefusion.leadpages.net/local-seo/
http://www.excel-build.com/
http://www.ramtechpcs.com/
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Orchestra News – TAKE NOTE! (May) 

Howdy! 

Congratulations to the Woodland Middle School Orchestra for presenting a 
wonderful Spring Awards Concert! Although our practice, study, and rehearsal 
time was very limited due to the recent testing schedule, the students should 
be proud (I am, too) for presenting a successful performance! In additional to 
the music, awards were presented. All of the students received a special 
certificate of participation and those who performed at LGPE received their 
blue ribbon for their Superior rating!  

The following 6
th
 graders received ribbons for participation in the GMEA 6

th
 

Grade Orchestra District Honor Clinic: Rayna Alexander, Lindi Benton, Cayla 
Butler, Jasmine Butler, Nadia Coile, Courtney Davis, McKenzie Gower, 
Katelynn Nguyen, Isaak Ojeda, Ashley Okosun, Bella Ortiz, Jasmin Palacios, 
Rosietta Stephens, and Bryan Yong.  

The following 8th graders received ribbons for Superior ratings at the GMEA 
Solo and Ensemble Performance Evaluation: Chloe Yong, Akira Greene, 
Nichole Golden, Michael Lowe, Austin Purcell, Kyle Poe, Terralynn 
Payton,  Josh Ortiz, Zaria Brown, Tanny Whitman, Bimpe Olaoye, Elise 
Scudder, and Jamaal Streeter.  

Additional trophies were presented for the following: 

Most Improved 6th Grade: Cayla Butler  

Most Oustanding 6th Grade: Kayelynn Nguyen and McKenzie Gower 

Director’s Award 6th Grade: Lindi Benton 

Most Improved 7th Grade: Morgan Epps 

Most Oustanding 7th Grade: Celeste Yancey and Katelyn Butler 

Director’s Award 7th Grade: Divine King 

Most Improved 8th Grade: Cody Smith 

Most Oustanding 8
th
 Grade: Chloe Yong and Elise Scudder 

Director’s Award 8th Grade: Michael Lowe 

Congratulations to ALL of the Woodland Middle School Orchestra students for 
a very successful year! 

Please don’t forget to contact Mr. Lowder for information on Summer Music 
Camps and/or Private Lessons! 

Have a safe and enjoyable summer and as always, thank you for your support 
of the Woodland Middle School Orchestra Program! 

Sam Lowder 

Orchestra Director 
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More to Come 2 

This year’s Wolfpack Writers have been busy, and their new 
book More to Come 2 is hot off the press. You can get your own 
copy here. This year’s book has seven short stories. Below is a 
sample of some of them. 

“The Shadows of Earth” by E. Scudder 

Prologue 

A pale, dark haired boy, dressed in all black rounded a corner and raced down a 

dark, narrow ally. His twin blades strapped to his belt clinked softly against his wooden 

bow and silver-tipped arrows strapped to his back. It wasn’t until he reached the huge, 

towering, brick wall that he realized he had run into a dead end. 

He turned around saying “Aw man,” under his breath. 

Before he could run back to the entrance of the ally a man dressed like a living 

flame came running around the corner followed by two boys flanking his left and right 

side. All three of them had fire for hair. 

“Ha, Ha! I’ve got you now you now, boy!” the man declared in triumph. 

The dark haired boy chuckled darkly, smiling, and stepped backwards into the 

shadows of the brick wall behind him. “A little tip for next time, hothead; never trap a 

shadow, in the shadows!” and with that he disappeared completely into the darkness. 

“I’ll get you next time Prince, and your filthy, disgusting father too!” the fire 

haired man shouted to the tall brick wall, shaking his fist!!   

https://www.facebook.com/HealthHutMcdonough?rf=343447635766103
http://www.gymtech4kids.com/
http://www.hardingplumbingsupply.com/
http://www.thebookpatch.com/BookStoreResults?search=more%20to%20come%202&ddl=any
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“The Unexpected” by Katelynn N. 

 The door cracks open. Walking in and closing the door, I stare at the 

abandoned house. It is trashed with, well, trash. I decide this would be a nice place to 

hang around for now.  

Obviously, I couldn't stay here for long. They would always find me. Looking in 

my backpack, I take out the blankets sitting there. There is a bed there already. I cover 

the bed with blankets and open my computer case. As I start to set up my new 

computer area, I look outside the window. The sun is blinding me and I cover my eyes. 

The outside world seems so much better than sitting in an underground base, training 

to kill each day. 

It had seemed disgusting to me the minute I walked into that horrible place. 

Teenagers trained to kill innocent citizens. My plan was to bring that place down. I 

walk back to my computer and open the internet. I look at the most recent news. Of 

course. The title of the latest news: Couple Brutally Murdered behind Factory. I take a 

guess: it wasn't any ordinary couple; probably a security threat to the black ops group. 

People call that place Domination, mostly because they plan to dominate the world. I 

was going to take down Domination, no matter what. Five years ago, I was brought in 

to that place. They don't pick random teens; just teens that have been abandoned, 

usually ones that were addicted to drugs. I was one of them. They trained me well. I was 

one of their best. But I eventually looked at the big picture. Domination was an illegal 

group, training teens to be killers. 

I went rogue and escaped. Now guess what? I'm on the top of their MOST 

WANTED DEAD list. I smirk and say out loud to myself as I remember my name 

printed at the top,” I really would like to see them kill me." I hear a footstep and grab 

my pistol in one hand and throwing knife in the other. My back is pressed against the 

wall ready to shoot anyone who walks in. 

A shuffle of footsteps corners my doorway and I bring my gun to face who came 

in. 

"Michael??" I say in surprise. He came alone and unarmed. Something was 

very wrong. 

http://www.carpentercpas.com/
http://www.pinstrikes9.com/
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“One Way Road to Death” by Ashleigh C. 

“So what are we supposed to do next?” Caleb asked. 

 “I say we make a break for a Target strip mall. Not the clothing kind of strip, 

Mikey. But, there is one I know of with a Home Depot, I WANNA CHAINSAW!!!!!!!!!!” 

Nicole said. 

After everything that happened and with the mutated people, it was just the 12 of 

us. 

There was Bella, she could NEVER look up from a book. Unless she’s done. Zoey, 

twin sister of Nicole, she’s funny, smart, awesome, spankin’ hot, and just plain out 

perfect. I like her. A lot. There’s also Nicole. She is a weird, zombie book loving, and 

battle supreme, sharp shooting girl. Amy, she’s our food scavenger, along with Caleb 

and me. 

 Then there is Sierra, the girly girl. When I say girly, I mean GIRLY. She wears 

make-up, even though none of us care how the heck she looks. Though, she is a good 

fighter. Caytln, she’s Caleb’s younger sister. She’s our assistant leader, in case Rob dies. 

 Speaking of Rob, Rob, our fearless (I think), selfless (maybe), and strong (have 

you seen those biceps!) leader. Then there’s Mikey, he’s got a bad boy rep. He dated 

Zoey, Bella, and Amy at the same time. The three girls became best friends after that, 

and Mikey got a scar above his right eye after he met Zoey’s sister. Coincidence, or no? 

So, after that, he went with whatever Nicole said. 

 Next Caleb, oh Caleb. He’s been my best friend since our 4th birthday, where we 

ended up sharing a party room. But now, things are awkward. He also likes Zoey, but he 

doesn’t know I like her. So, I’m confused. Charlie, the peacemaker hippie boy with 

REALLY long hair. I’m surprised it hasn’t gotten him in trouble. Then Elijah. He’s that 

person that keeps everyone on point. Nobody hates him, nobody wants to kill him, and 

he doesn’t hate anyone. Lucky duck. Last there’s me, Joey, people call me the “guy 

that’s there to help you but isn’t exactly important.” At least that’s what people used to 

call me. It wasn’t even clever. 

“I’ll back up you Nicole,” Mikey said.  

“Of course you will, you’re always worried she’ll beat you for anything,” Amy 

said.  

“We need to focus guys,” Elijah said. (See what I mean by keeping us on point?)  

Caleb piped up with, “Well, maybe we could go to this huge shopping mall I 

know of, it’s up north somewhere.”  

Sierra said, “Yeah, I’m running low on make-up.”  

Nicole, very angered, said, “WE DON’T CARE HOW THE HECK YOU LOOK SO 

SHUT THE HECK UP AND ACTUALLY LOOK AT REALITY!!!!!!”  

Sierra took a stumble backwards. “I-I-I-I-I-I’m-m sorry,” she stammered. Nicole 

had been tired of Sierra being worried about her appearance.  
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“Ok, are there any other places someone would like to announce before we make 

a decision?” Rob asked. Everyone was quiet.  

“Ok, all in favor of Target, raise your hand.” Nicole, Mikey, Zoey, Amy, and Bella 

raised their hands. The majority won. We were going to the mall. 

“Uuuuuuuuggggggggggghhhhhhhhhhh,” Nicole said for about a minute straight. 

“Oh, wait.” She was getting that weird smile on her face that meant something 

dangerous. “Yeah, let’s go to the mall. Bella, when we get there, remind me to get my 

jumper cables, just in case,” Nicole said.  

“Nicole, that would get us killed if we went there,” Zoey said, knowing what 

Nicole was thinking, even though I didn’t. “At least it would be around my second 

favorite food, rotten or not.” Then Nicole jumped into the driver’s seat of our van. The 

van was surprisingly big enough to fit all of us. 

“Alright kiddies, who wants to go to the mall!!!!!!!!!” Nicole said. “What are you 

planning little girl?” Rob asked. “Hmmmmmm, wouldn’t you like to know,” she replied. 

And then, we took off. 

“One Way Road to Death” by Ashleigh C. (continued) 

“Because of the Secret” by Shelbi F. 

I was sprinting through woods, about to take flight when an arrow flew by my 

ear. A hunter!!! These guys mean business, and I knew I had to do something.  

I’m a runner, which meant I was born with speed, and I had just applied new 

wings in case I run into one of them. My speed jumped from 50 miles per hour to 150 

mile per hour. I ran to the right, using my same method (just in case) and there was the 

same cliff. I did what I had to do. I jumped.  

Latching onto a branch, I soon let go, opening my wings so they could hold me 

in the sky like a parachute. I soared through the fog, feeling the cold wind and grey 

dark fog hitting my face. My wings flapped up and down as head toward the hideout.  

A pain burst through my left wing. It felt like a stab to the heart, and I start to 

dive toward the ground. Looking to the side to see what was going, I saw an arrow 

pierced through my left wing.  

As I got closer to the ground, the river got louder. The rushing water started to 

roar in my ears, and I crashed! My wings were soaked, and my clothes drenched with 

water. I have to get out of here! He could be here any minute to pierce an arrow 

through my stomach and not my wing.  

The heavy current of the water pulled me back, and my wings were heavier 

than ever. I hauled myself out of the water, which was now beet red, and I left with my 

bag almost empty. My whole body was in pain. I dragged myself and what I had toward 

the camp, hoping that I could get there without another injury. I heard the "Bang," 

right before everything turned black. 
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“Three Girls and A…” by Sasha K. 

There were three really good friends Sierra, Jasmine, and Nicky but that was all 

going to change in a single day… 

Sierra, Jasmine, and Nicky were having a slumber party but as they called it a 

“SLUMBER PARTAY!” While the three friends were at Sierra's house they heard 

strange knocking coming from her brother’s room. 

Okay I know, I know, why would they go explore her BROTHERS 

room in the middle of a slumber party, especially if they heard strange 

knocking coming from the door? I don't know. All I know is they are really 

stupid for doing that. You'll understand later.  

Sierra opened up her brother’s room slowly and quietly with Jasmine and 

Nicky trailing right behind her. Sierra looked to see what was going on and why her 

brother was making strange knocks. First Sierra looked then Jasmine and last but not 

least Nicky looked. All three girls were stunned but you want to know who looked the 

most shocked of all? Nicky. Nicky was the type of girl who is a dumb blond and very 

fragile. All three girls stood there staring at some creature they thought was Sierra's 

brother. 

SOOOOOO who was that "creature" the three girls were looking at? 

Was it Sierra's brother or someone else? 

"Nate!" Sierra called out to her brother.  

The creature turned around to see who was yelling in HIS territory. He saw 

three girl’s. One girl, was tall and skinny and was the person who called out his name. 

The middle person was short and a little stubby. That made the creature laugh. The last 

girl was the blond and looked the most frightened of Nate. She just stood there with her 

eyes WIDE OPEN.  

So Nate said in his best human voice possible "Who are you people?" Since 

Nate was not very good at talking it came out to sound a little more like, "Who lar oouu 

pleeuople?" He did not recognize them because of the shock he felt. 

Okay so if you were a monster, why in the world would you ask 

"Who are you people?" Oh excuse me. I mean "Who lar oouu pleeuople?" 

Okay so answer this, if you were a monster trying to be in peace, would you 

ask who are you people? Or, would you just pretend to be scary and make 

them run away? Guess what I would do, I would actually try to be scary and 

make my victims run away!!! While you're thinking about your answer 

read to see what happens next...  
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“Death Is the Only Way Out” by B. Wade 

It was alive. At least, that was what it seemed like. Its claws were seizing every-

thing in its way. I ran through the smoke, hoping it wouldn’t get to me. As I ran I 

looked back. There it was hungrily devouring everything in its way. I got to the door, 

practically falling through it in the process. The cool night air swept across my face. I 

looked back and saw the orange, yellow glow dance across the black, black night. That 

image was permanently pasted in my brain for the rest of my short, sorry, life. I jerked 

up, sweating and screaming. 

…………     

Nurses swarmed into the room like bees attracted to  honey. One of the nurses, I 

think her name was Emily, asked,” What’s wrong? Are you in pain?” 

 I couldn’t answer, knowing it would just get worst. ” I’m OK, I had a nightmare,” 

I said, wishing dearly that it was true. I was always having nightmares these days. I 

think the nurses were tired of me waking up screaming then going back to sleep, wak-

ing up then going back to sleep. Sure, I have a sad story, but I think they don’t care, 

they get too many sad stories here. 

…………    

The Atlanta Hospital OF SMILEY FACES. Smiley Faces! What idiot thought of 

that? It would’ve made me laugh, except for the fact that it would hurt like ****. My 

lungs or something were burned and all. Oh yeah, everyone I knew was dead. 

 Yep. Pretty sad story, of course you haven’t even read the whole thing. My family 

died blah, blah, blah. My friends died blah, blah, blah. I mean do you really need 

friends? Sure, the doctors say this is a stage of depression, but I think that it’s stupid. 

After all if anyone is reading this, then I’m dead… 
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“Bass” Darin Harris 

Bubba Tidwell’s crack was showing. Totally gross! He stowed the tackle box 

under the seat, straightened back up, and hiked his pants.  His “Redneck and Proud” t-

shirt stretched like a balloon over his massive gut. Bubba smiled at me, nodding and 

then looked out over the lake.  He’d come over from Alabama to fish on my dad’s lake. 

I’ll let you know this, my dad doesn’t own Lake Eufaula, but he does love to fish 

on it.  He loves to fish on Tenkiller Ferry Lake, and on Robert S. Kerr Reservoir, and 

Fort Gibson, Hudson, and Oologah lakes too.  My dad even likes fishing in Old Man 

Jenkins’s pond.  You may not have picked this up yet, but my dad loves to fish.  You 

don’t have to believe me.  You can look at the bumper sticker on his truck. Not the 

Harley-Davidson sticker or the Kyle Petty sticker, but the one that says, “I Live to 

Fish.” 

Dad’s a professional angler, that’s a fisherman that fishes with a pole instead of 

nets.  He also works as a fishing guide, and according to Mom that’s what pays the 

bills. He was on some fishing show last year, and his guide business has picked up 

quite a bit. That’s what brought Bubba Tidwell over to Oklahoma, and why I’d had to 

carry that big, blue tackle box down to the dock behind our house.  I was glad when 

Bubba had taken it from me, ‘cause it smelled something fierce. That means it stank, in 

case you didn’t know. 

“So, you gonna show me where the big fish are hidin’, Boy?” Bubba eyed me. 

“That boy hates fishin’ if you can believe it.” Elwood “Bubba” Davis, my dad, 

blurted out.  He’d come up behind us carrying his own supplies. 

“You gotta be kiddin’ me. Really?” Bubba Tidwell and my dad stood there 

examining me as if I were some kind of unknown species of fish. 

“Yeah, he really does hate fishin’. I don’t know what’s wrong with him. Can’t 

figure him out.” Dad was shaking his head, looking down at his feet. 

Bubba Tidwell slapped my dad on the back softly and gave him a serious look. 

“I’m real sorry about that, Bubba.” 

I started crawling away like the worms do when I tip over the bait bucket.  I hate 

it when I have to meet one of dad’s clients and he talks about me like I’m not even 

there. I’ve decided I must be a worm, ‘cause I’m pretty sure that worms don’t like 

fishing either. In fact, worms and I may be the only know creatures to hate fishing, 

besides Mom. 

“Bass, you tell your mom I’ll be home directly.”  

“Yes Sir.” I didn’t explain to my dad that directly was not a time.  He wouldn’t 

understand anyway.   

I’m not sure he’s really my dad – even though he and Mom both insist that he is. 

He’s six foot four and weighs over 250 pounds. Thick, course, black hair covers his 

head, and arms, and chest, and… well, let’s just say he’s hairy. He may not be the 

missing link, but I’m pretty sure he’s related. 
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“Bass” Darin Harris (continued) 

But not to me. I’m going into the ninth grade and I’m only five-three. I weigh a 

hundred pounds soaking wet, and my hair is blonde like my Mom’s.  Sometimes I think 

maybe I was adopted, but only my dad would name a kid Bass. I guess it’s better than 

Trout or Perch, but come on, no one should have to be named after a fish. And, to make 

it worse, some people who aren’t into fishing think my name is Bāss, you know like 

tenor and alto.  Thanks Dad. 

And Mom. Do you know what she said when I asked her one time why she let 

Dad name me Bass?  Of course you don’t ‘cause you weren’t there. 

She said, “Honey, your Dad and I could never agree on a name, so finally we 

decided that if you were a boy he could name you and if you were a girl I would. You 

would be Gardenia Marie Davis if you were a girl.” Mom is president of the garden 

club. “Gardenia Marie is so pretty, so much better than Bass Evinru….” 

“Mom! Don’t ever say that name. Remember?” Luckily I’d stopped her so I didn’t 

have to hear it. If you think Bass is a bad first name, you should hear my middle name. 

No you shouldn’t! In the 3rd grade I made my Mom go up to the school and have them 

delete my middle name from the school records. It’s that bad, trust me. 

Tori was walking toward me from our house, as I slithered away from Dad and 

Bubba Tidwell.  I waved.  She waved back and shouted something, but I couldn’t hear 

her because just then my dad started up the two big motors on his boat. 

Tori Strickland is my best friend. Her mom and my mom have been best friends 

since high school, so we’ve known each other pretty much since we were born.  She’s 

the closest thing to a sibling I have.  I’m the closest thing to a sibling she has too, even 

though she has a little brother. His name is Zach and he’s two. Mom says he’s an “oops” 

baby, since both Mom and Mrs. Strickland decided “no more kids” after Tori and I were 

born. 

Once I asked Mom if I was ever going to have an “oops” brother. 

“Not on your life, Bass. No more babies are passing through these hips. I made 

your daddy get a vasectomy a long time ago.” 

Mom’s not really one for keeping things from me, but sometimes I wish she 

would. I asked Tori if she knew what a vasectomy was.  She didn’t. So, we looked it up 

on the internet. Trust me, that is not something you want to read about with a girl, 

even if she is your best friend. 

Mom and Mrs. Strickland still see each other almost every day, just like they did 

in high school. They were sorority sisters in college too, which I guess is kind of like a 

club with sleepovers, and about ten years ago they founded the Texanna Garden Club. 

Mom’s still the president and Mrs. Strickland is still the vice-president. 

What I think is funny is that Dad and Mr. Strickland were friends back in high 

school too. They were both starters on the school’s football and baseball teams, and 

they dated the same ladies they’re married to now. But, after high school Mr. Strickland 

went to college and got a degree in business while my dad fished. Mr. Strickland went 
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More to Come 2, continued... 

“Bass” Darin Harris (continued) 

back and got an MBA, which is some other important business degree, and now he’s 

vice-president of the Hart-Johnson Company here in town. He wears fancy suits and 

has important meetings and even Champaign brunches. My dad became a fishing 

guide, wears flannel shirts and jeans, and drinks beer in a boat on a lake.   

Tori’s dad had a vasectomy right after “oops” Zack was born so there would be no 

more “oops” siblings. I think those vasectomies are the only thing my Dad and Mr. 

Strickland have in common anymore. 

Anyway, Tori and I stood on the dock watching my Dad and Bubba Tidwell 

cruise away. About thirty yards from the dock, Dad gunned the two big engines and the 

boat seemed to jump. The lake’s green water looked white in the frothy wake the boat 

churned up. 

“Where’s your Dad taking him?” 

I shrugged. “I reckon he’ll take him down to Ziegler’s Cove, but he didn’t say.”  

The boat began to angle to the left and I was pretty sure I was right, Ziegler’s Cove.  As 

we watched the boat go around the point I had no idea that I would never see my Dad 

again. 

Order your copy of More to Come 2 at  

www[dot]TheBookPatch.com 

http://www.thebookpatch.com/BookStoreResults?search=more%20to%20come%202&ddl=any

