The Egalitarian
e·gal·i·tar·i·an
adjective
relating to or believing in the principle that all people are equal and deserve equal rights and opportunities.
"a fairer, more egalitarian society"
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It’s Back!

Ask Fleury
Dear Fleury,
I am a cat too, but my name is Mr. Fluffypants. My owners think my name is hilarious, but the
other cats I live with make fun of me. What do I do?
Sincerely,
Mr. Fluffypants
Dear Mr. Fluffypants,
I have to say, I think your name is cool in all seriousness. I think that being fluffy is a wonderful
trait, and I think that you should be proud of it. It is easy to be self-conscious and let others'
opinions control you, but in the end, they are your “pants,” and I think you should love them. I
want you to look in the mirror and think to yourself, “I am Mr. Fluffypants, and I am proud of it!”
Hope this helps,
Fleury
____________________________________________________________________________
Dear Fleury,
My cat sheds all over my clothing, and I can't get the fur off. What should I do?
- Gone-Insane Cat Owner
Dear Gone-Insane Cat Owner,
Embrace it! Let the cat hair cover you, and let everyone know you have a cat.
My owners have a magical sticky rolling brush thing that picks up all my hair. Don’t worry,
though, I make sure to jump on them and rub all over them immediately afterward.
Hope this helps,
Fleury
____________________________________________________________________________
Message from Fleury:
Hi Eagle Rock Elementary! It’s me, Fleury! Thank you for reading the advice column of our
newspaper. Send me your questions! They can be about anything, I love helping you all, and I
need more questions to answer. Spread the word to your friends too!
Hope to hear from you in the next edition,
Fleury :)
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(P.S. See my announcement at the end of this newspaper edition about the prizes I'm giving
out.)
Fleury’s email: askfleury@gmail.com
(Send questions!)
For those of you who don’t know, Fleury is the advice columnist for the school newspaper.
He is a cat. (9 years old, male, brown short-hair tabby) :)
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Breaking News!
By Ellie Cole-Calderon
Recently, in Room 31, Mr. Cugley’s class was faced with a crime. Someone had
stolen a Chromebook charger!
Keep in mind that these chargers are not cheap. Whoever did this intentionally
stole it, put it in their backpack, and took it home with them! So I decided to
investigate and find out who stole it.

I started by trying to recall what had happened that day. I remembered Mr.
Cugley had announced after someone had needed to charge their computer. He said
that the behavior was unacceptable, and if it continued to happen, we wouldn’t get
computers at all. So the stakes were high. But the last thing I remembered was that
he’d asked the class if there was a thief and who thought they knew. Almost everyone
raised their hands.
I’d gotten a lead, so I decided to follow it. I asked around and got varying
results. Some people agreed on who the culprit was, but most had differing answers. It
was impossible to tell who had actually stolen the charger, but I had an idea. I guess
that story will have to wait for the next edition, though…….

4

Short Stories
By CAMILLA LAHMEYER and ALONDRA ESQUIVEL .

Blackwood Falls
January 1st, 2005, England. ******** ********* By Alondra & Camilla

Amber sighed and crammed her iPad
into her backpack. Because they left the city, there was no internet. Amber and
her mom were moving to Blackwood Falls after her great-aunt Marly died,
leaving the miserable wooden mansion to them. She was forced to leave the city
and her friends behind for some stupid house in the middle of nowhere.
“Amber, honey, please get off the iPad and enjoy the scenery. You’ll be
living in a redwood forest from now on, so you may as well learn to appreciate
it.” said her mom, Ms. Piers.
“There’s not even wifi, and my iPad died like, two hours ago.” Amber
groaned, “How much more time do we have?”
Mrs. Piers looked down at her watch. “Fifteen, maybe twenty minutes?”
Amber turned her head and looked out the window. “There’s nothing here
besides trees and more trees and more trees.
“Honey, I know it’s hard, but you need to get in touch with nature. And
your great aunt left us with a magnificent house. And here we are!”
In front of them was a huge, old San Francisco-style home. It was two
stories high (excluding attic and basement) and had a lovely balcony, and was a
very pale yellow. It had a large round pond about three times the size of a
swimming pool and small waterfalls surrounding the pond, with small streams
everywhere. It had been her dream home ever since she had visited aunt
Marley’s house when she was five. Towering over them were extraordinary
redwoods with red-brown bark and pine-like leaves.
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“This house looks like it’s about to collapse. And the wood is rotting.
What about termites? Or rats? Or cockroaches? Mom, eww, I just can’t live in a
house with cockroaches and rotting wood. Ewww.”
“Sweetie, it’ll be fine. We can always remodel the house.” Ms. Piers sighed.
“Still, this place will need a lot of love. Let's go see the town and get you some
furniture. You’ll need a nice bed and some lights.” Amber sighed. “Ew, gross, just
get it over with already. I’ll go check out the house- I mean, the boring shack.”
Ms. Piers gave her daughter a sharp look.
“Amber, I would really like you to be more appreciative. Honestly, with a
few tweaks, we can look rich with this house. And no, I don't want you catching
rabies, and darling, you really should see the neighborhood. I heard there's a
potluck coming up next week. Hey, maybe there can be a girl your age!”
“Ok, fine. What street are we on?”
“We’re on Maple Ave.”
“Address?”
“666. Remember, 666 Maple Ave.”
“Got it, mom.”
Amber left down the block. Small maple trees dot the street with leaves
the color of fall; orange, red, and yellow.
“666 Maple Ave!”
“MOM!”
“SORRY!”
Amber walked a quarter mile until she reached an old, abandoned park.
The dull swings creaked, and the springy ride bobbed up and down. Chains
littered the ground littered with cracked cement. Amber was getting cold, so
she quickly ran a couple of blocks back to her house.
“Hey!” A girl about her age with medium-length curly blond hair and a
blue lace dress ran to her. “Don’t go to that park, ok? It’s abandoned, and the
cement isn’t stable. There’s a huge hole under it, so don’t go there.”
“Ok. First of all, if this is a joke, it’s not funny. Second of all, why are you
dressed like you’re from like, fifty years ago?”
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“Excuse me? This is chic, formal.”
“German?” Amber asked. She only knew a little from her second-grade
teacher.
“Um, yeah. It’s a hobby. I learn new and old languages.”
“I really should go, Maxine.”
“Ok, Amber. Remember, stay away from the park… and your basement….”
“What was that last part?”
“I…um…nothing.”
The whole way home, Amber thought about what Maxine had said;
maybe, ‘Stay away from your pavement’ or ‘Stay away from your basement.’ But
the first one didn’t make sense, so that left the last one, so why on earth would
she go in her basement anyway? Out of curiosity? Maybe she should go there,
just to see… She pushed the thought to the back of her head.
The house floorboards creaked under her shoes. She quickly scrambled to
the kitchen and grabbed a glass of orange juice and a handful of crackers.“Hey
mom, I’m home!” she said, halfway between bites of sesame seed crackers.
“Oh, hey honey, just doing laundry!”
“But we haven’t even worn any of our clothes!”
“Uh, the luggage must’ve melted, and there’s black glue all over them.”
“Like Elmer’s glue? It must’ve come from my slime. You’re overreacting,
Mom. Our luggage wouldn't have melted in seventy-five degrees weather.”
“Yeah, honey, but I doubt that because it’s stronger than superglue.”
“Yeah. Right.”
“Come and see it for yourself.” Amber sighed and went to look.``Mom, maybe
it’s just that you’re tired. I told you, there’s-no gl-!” All the clothes like Ms. Piers had
said, were covered in black goo. “But there are no pink, white, and gold sparkles.
Mom, my slime has-”
“HONESTLY, Amber Tulane Piers! I’m tired, and I’m trying to do laundry!
Can’t you just go to the park? Didn’t I tell you?”
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“A girl called Maxine told me not to go to the park. It’s abandonnée, and the
pavement is mauvias.” I said, waving my hands to go along with the french words.
Mom wasn’t listening, though. I sighed. Honestly, all I wanted was to go to Davy
Gravy Grill with grand-mére and grand-pére, then go to Sunny Day Ice Cream with
Heather, Jess, Angela, and Avery, the only people who would listen to me.
And then Amber remembered. Down. Below. Under. The basement. She turned
on her heel and, gathering her courage, went to confront whatever was there.

A NOTE TO READERS
Hi, this is CAMILLA LAHMEYER and ALONDRA ESQUIVEL .
We wanted to tell you that we’re working really hard on this. Please keep
reading our book. The first twenty-two pages took us about two weeks of
dedication and concentration. This story was based off of Alondra’s idea for a
book called Blackwood Falls, where everything mysterious and scary happens.
We both thought it would add a good touch to the newspaper. To join the
newspaper, go to Mr. Cugley’s classroom, Room 30, every Wednesday after
school. Go to https://www.eaglerockelementary.org and scroll down to The
Egalitarian for newspapers and new chapters of Blackwood Falls! We will be
releasing new chapters every edition. Keep reading! We need your support!
Thank you eagles, and enjoy our newspaper!
Signed with love,
Camilla Lahmeyer & Alondra Esquivel
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Art Apocalypse
We have all types of art, from all grades!
Art by Willoughby:
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(askfleury@gmail.com)
Art by Annie:

Art by Andrea:
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Art by Zoe:

Art by Catherine:
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Animal Facts
by Ulysses Scharch von Sydow

Tasmanian Devil
Did you know that the Tasmanian devil got its name because of
its otherworldly scream?
What Does a Tasmanian Devil Sound Like? ←
Right here, you can hear what the Tasmanian devil sounds like!
:D
The Tasmanian devil’s diet consists of sheep, rabbits,
wombats, and sometimes insects. It is a scavenger and will eat
its prey whole (bones and fur). The creature is nocturnal and
mainly hunts at night. It can only be found in Tasmania and

lives in coastal scrublands and forests.
Tune in next week for information about a very interesting
frog!
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Book Recommendations
Fablehaven is a fantastic book. It was
recommended to me by a friend. It is about a
girl named Kendra and her brother Seth. They
go to stay at their grandfather's house but
find out their grandfather runs a preserve for
magical creatures. He got the preserve from
another person. Kendra and Seth go on many
adventures, but I won’t give any spoilers. There
are five books in the series. I read them when
I was in 4th grade, but you might be able to read them in third.
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ANNOUNCEMENTS!
Join the Newspaper! Discover the magic behind these editions. If you are interested in
making friends or being creative, join us! You can join anytime during the school year.
Meetings are every Wednesday after school from 2:45-3:30 pm. Meetings are held in
Mr. Cugley’s Classroom/Room 30. We hope to see you there!

+
Hi! Fleury here!
Congrats! You read to the end of the newspaper >:3
As you may have already read in my advice column, we have an ‘Ask Fleury’ pin
giveaway! These pins feature my adorable face on them!
If you submit a question and it is published in the newspaper, you will get one!
My email: askfleury@gmail.com
(Send me questions!)
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