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Optical Art Explanation
By: NJHS Art Teacher, Rayven Hatchett

Op Art-a form of abstract art that gives the illusion 
of movement by the precise use of pattern and color

Our classes learned about Op Art and created their 
own designs. They learned how to blend colored 

pencils to create a bright and smooth masterpiece. 

Artwork by Matthew 
Puryear

Artwork by Rakiya 
Rogers



VICTIM
By: Isabella Devereux

V is for the various ways you hurt me.
I is for how I feel worthless.  
C is for the countless times I couldn’t bare to look at 
myself in the mirror.
T is to all the people like me.
I is for how impossible it felt to get out of your grasp.
M is for my life is mine, not yours, so stop worrying 
about it.

There are so many victims.  This is what you made me 
feel.  If you have ever felt like this just know there is a 
hope, a light.  Remember life is a roller coaster.  It has 
twists and turns, but in the end it all comes together.  

Artwork by Rehanna 
Blocker

Artwork by Miranda 
Bishop



Whisper in 
the Trees
Cover Art and Poem by 

Xadie Hogan
Once upon a time 
In a far away land

With enough forests to last a lifetime
Right in front a girl stands

But she is anything from ordinary
She looks kind of like a deer

She has a smile that looks friendly
But she doesn’t look familiar 

The second she saw me 
Her smile disappeared
And she decided to flee

So I went home and tried to forget what I discovered

But I wanted to actually meet her
I don’t remember much

Except for her giant but beautiful antlers 
So to the woods I rushed

When I got there
I saw her antlers through the trees

It turns out that she has gorgeous green hair
But I can't see anything except her hair in the breeze 

I took a few steps towards her
And she turned and immediately spotted me

“Hey,” I whispered
And she looked at me with curiosity

“What do you want?” She softly asked
“I want to get to know you,” I told her

She looked as though she had been unmasked
“Why would you want to get to know me?” She asked 

bitterly

“I want to be your friend!” I replied with a smile
She looked at me with fascination in her eyes

A few seconds later she asked “well would you like to 
stay for a while?”

“Yes!” I replied without needing to think twice 

That day we got to know each other
And soon enough we were meeting everyday 

Until people were talking about a great danger
And I decided the trees was a place to stay away

Since then I have never gone back to the whispering 
trees

But I am still thinking about her
About how she might still be the one who watches

Us with her soft whispers in the trees



Digital Self-Portrait by: Reagan 
Nelson

If you are interested in 
having your creative 

work published, 
please email Mrs. 

Bradway 
(heather.bradway@net
tletonschools.net) for 

more information!

An interesting fact or 
reference from the article. 
-Something you don’t want 

them to miss! ! 

Photograph of an original canvas painting 
by Marley Jensen.
Artwork was inspired by Disney Princesses

Epic Showdown 
Stop-Motion By: James 

Harold III

Use your Phone Camera 
to Scan the QR Code to 

view the video

The Raider Rambler accepts poetry, short stories, 
photography, essays, and all forms of art.  

mailto:heather.bradway@nettletonschools.net
mailto:heather.bradway@nettletonschools.net
https://drive.google.com/file/d/1QhemgvI3nipkYdX1qf-nD0MzPVcC3w_J/view?usp=sharing


Quarantined 
Destiny

By: Keith Dungog

Self Portrait Digital 
Drawing by Matthew 
Puryear

Self Portrait Digital 
Drawing by: Camron Austin

Have you ever Wondered 
How animals feel in captivity 
In zoos for years, 
just so to entertain 
People. 
Humans have now feel 
What it’s being like 
Quarantined.
In these days of fever
And fear we keep our 
Distance, resist the 
Timeless call of flesh to flesh.
Life goes on even if we go through 
This deadly virus together.
Life is short for regrets.
We can do this together.
We can be better than we have ever been.
We can secure it. Let us take the task, and
Let us be worthy of our best destiny.



2020 Poem
By: James Harold III

Digital Self-Portrait 
by: Deven Isbell

 

Digital Self-Portrait 
by: James Harold III 

It’s 2020, the year of the mask
Oh, I need to go to the store

Nope, gotta have a mask
The year that takes DIY to its peak

Now it’s time to get creative
Instead of going to school, kids are going to the lake

I’m bored let’s go to my friends house
Nope, no gatherings or anything 

Satan is attacking
In California, you can go to the store but not church

I’m so confused
Now, you will see more people sitting on their porch

People are taking advantage of people
On Disney+, you have to pay $30

That’s just for early access to the movie Mulan
2020, the year of the crash

The economy has had a great decline
Decreasing pretty quickly

The year of riots
Just because of a death of an African-American

There are plenty of white people that die due to cops 
There are riots for defunding the police

You are basically saying, robbers rob me
So why, why, why

Taking action for something that happens all the time
You are showing the real you this year

You used to blend in
Now you don’t 



Short Story by: Raegan Smith

Ring! Ring! Ring!
I suddenly woke up to the sound of the school bell ringing, signaling the end of the school day. I must have 

fallen asleep in class.
“John Matthews, wake up!” my 7th grade social studies teacher scolded. “As I was saying, tomorrow, you 

will present your social studies presentations. Be prepared; these are worth one hundred points!”
I gathered my things, shouldered my backpack, and headed out of the classroom with the rest of the students. 

I made my way out of the school and started walking home, which was only a couple blocks away.
I enjoyed the walk home. The weather was nice outside. It was a brisk autumn afternoon. I could feel the 

sunlight on my back.
“Hello?” I said as I walked inside my house. “Is anyone home?”

What if your lost items weren’t lost but stolen from a 
person from a parallel dimension?  What if you had to go 

there to retrieve them?  What if you didn’t know how to 
return?

Interdimensional 
Lost & Found

Photo by:
Miranda 
Bishop

Photo by:
Miranda 
Bishop



No one answered. I figured that my parents were still at work, so I grabbed a snack from the kitchen and 
headed upstairs to do homework.

I finally finished all of my homework and decided to work on my social studies presentation. We had to bring 
something important to us to school and talk about it. In my opinion, it sounded like a glorified show-and-tell.

I had already chosen what to bring and what I would say about it. I had chosen a souvenir from a family 
vacation to a state park. It was a rock, about the size of my palm. It wasn’t really interesting, but the rock reminded 
me of the vacation—which was really interesting.

I decided to gather the rock and my presentation together for tomorrow. I found my presentation script on my 
dresser, right where I left it. But, I couldn’t seem to find the rock.

I checked under my bed, on my dresser, on my desk, and everywhere else I could think of, but I couldn’t find 
the rock. I started getting worried. The rock was a requirement of the project, and the project was worth one hundred 
points! If I failed the project, it would seriously hurt my grade. I did not want to repeat seventh grade social studies.

I had just finished looking through the house for the third time, when I concluded that the rock wasn’t in the 
house. Out of desperation, I decided to look outside the house.

I checked the front yard, the fenced backyard, and the rest of our property, but I didn’t find the rock. I sat on 
the back porch in despair. My eyes drifted to the small woods behind our house. Suddenly, an idea began to form in 
my head. If I couldn’t find the souvenir rock, there was bound to be another cool rock that I could use. Sure, it was 
probably cheating, but I still did the project. Besides, no one would know the difference.

I looked at my watch, which showed 4:30 pm as the time. My parents wouldn’t be home until 5:30 pm or 
later, which was good because, technically, I wasn’t allowed to go into the woods—even though I had done it a 
thousand times since I was a kid.

I carefully made my way to the edge of the property, the woods right in front of me. Slowly, I trekked into the 
woods.

Interdimensional Lost & Found

Photo by:

Miranda Bishop



I enjoyed the walk in the woods. I could see the sunlight shining through the orange leaves on the trees. I 
could hear birds singing and animals walking through the small woods. I loved the feeling of the freedom of the 
outdoors.

After a minute or so of admiring the scenery, I remembered why I was in the woods. So, I started looking 
on the forest floor for rocks that looked similar to my previous one.

Once I was deeper into the woods, I came across a small pond. As I came closer, I saw a deer running into 
the thicket. I must have startled it. I walked up to the pond, thinking that there might be some interesting rocks 
near the shore. I could see my short brown hair and blue eyes in the clear blue water. I searched along the shore, 
but there weren’t any rocks to my liking.

Abruptly, I heard a noise coming from the woods to the right of the pond. It sounded like nothing I had 
ever heard before. Quietly, I walked over to the noise to investigate.

I walked through the forest for only a few seconds, when I found the cause of the disruption. 
Standing before me was a girl of about my age, with her back to me. All I could tell was that she had dark 

hair. She was too far away to get a clear description.  
The girl was standing in front of what looked like a portal. Of course, I wasn’t sure what it was. It was a 

circle—about the size of a doorway—swirling clockwise with a range of purple and blue.
The girl stepped into the mysterious circle. The circle started slowly closing. Before I had time to think it 

through, I followed the girl through the mysterious circle.
I’ll admit that blindly following a strange girl through a possibly magical spinning circle might not have 

been a good idea. But, when I got through to the other side, I seemed to be alive and in one piece, which was a 
good sign.

I was surprised by what I saw on the other side, not because of how different it was, but because of how 
similar it was. I was expecting the portal to take me to a world overrun by robots, zombies, or a world of elves 
and dwarves.

What I got instead was a world exactly identical to mine, except that I was now in a big city, rather than 
my small town.

Interdimensional Lost & Found

Image created 
by:

Xadie Hogan



I took a look at my surroundings. It seemed as though I was in a large city, with skyscrapers, electronic 
billboards, and a traffic jam on the roads. The sky was a cloudy gray color. I could see muddy snow on the sidewalks. 
It seemed as though it was the middle of winter.

I was standing just outside an alley. I could see people shuffling around on the sidewalks, with large winter 
coats.

I realized how cold I was. The cold wind stinged my face and made me shiver. I tightened my jacket, but my 
thin jacket didn’t help much.

I looked to my left, where I saw the girl that I had followed heading towards the center of the city. I quickly 
followed her. I would need her help to get back home. This city was nice, but I didn’t want to stay here forever.

I followed the girl at a safe distance. She didn’t look back, but I didn’t want to take any chances. After a few 
minutes of walking, she made a circle around the block, now heading away from the center of town. I continued to 
follow her.

After a few more minutes, we were in the outskirts of town. The girl walked off of the road, and started 
walking into a forest. I had no clue where she was going, but she was the only connection to my world.

Suddenly, the girl stopped walking.
Before I had time to process what was happening, she had pinned me against a tree.
“Who are you?” she yelled at me, a look of anger on her face. “Why are you following me?”
“Who are you?” I asked her in return. “Where am I? What was that circle that we went through? And, could 

you please stop choking me?”
The girl reluctantly let me go. “I asked you first.”
“My name is John Matthews,” I told her. “I followed you through that portal thing, or whatever it was.”
“You what?!” she responded. “You're telling me that you followed a stranger through a strange floating circle 

when you had no clue what it was?”
“Well, it doesn’t sound so good when you say it like that.”
“Well, then,” she sighed, exasperated. “I’m Amber.” 
I thought that it was kind of ironic that Amber didn’t have amber-colored hair, but I kept that to myself. 

Instead, Amber had shoulder-length, wavy black hair and dark brown eyes. She had pale skin and a serious look on 
her face—one that made me want to run away, but I needed her help.

Amber and I introduced ourselves. Apparently I was in a parallel dimension, or something. I didn’t really 
understand the details.

The city, Sky City (named after all of the skyscrapers), seemed a lot like cities from my Earth. There were no 
robot overlords or zombie viruses. It was a normal, average city . . . except for traveling between dimensions.

Amber explained that some people traveled between my dimension and their dimension. It was rare, but some 
people had the supernatural ability to summon portals between dimensions. Amber was one of those people. 
Scientists were trying to use technology to do the same thing, but their technology wasn’t any more advanced than 
my Earth’s, so they were having no luck.

“People travel through dimensions?” I asked. “So, let’s say—hypothetically—that I lost a rock for a school 
project. Could it possibly be here?”

Interdimensional Lost & Found



Interdimensional Lost & Found
“Hypothetically,” Amber mocked. “Yes, it could be here.”
“And, where would it be . . . hypothetically?”
“There’s a junkyard a couple of miles from here,” Amber explained. “The guy there often travels between 

dimensions, stealing things and selling them at a higher price here.”
“Could you take me there?” I asked Amber. “I have a friend who lost a rock.”
“Yeah, right,” Amber replied sarcastically. “It totally wasn’t you who lost the rock. But, yes, I could take you 

there. We’ll need to eat first. I’m exhausted after summoning the portal.”
I happily obliged to eating food. So, Amber and I walked to a small diner where we had cheeseburgers and fries.

I was soon standing in front of a large sign on the side of the road advertising, “Ed’s Junk Yard”. Next to the sign 
was a pair of open iron gates. Beyond the gates, I could see an old building with the same name as the sign. Next to the 
building were piles of large items: old cars, tires, shopping carts, golf carts, and other random objects that were too large 
to put inside the building.

Amber led me through the gates, into the building. 
The inside of the building was dark with flickering fluorescent lights. The walls were gray stone, with white paint 

peeling off. The floor was concrete. The place was very cold. It seemed like the kind of place that would be the perfect 
setting for a horror story.

The items for sale, though, were what caught my attention. To say that the place was unorganized was like saying 
that being in a parallel dimension was “weird”. (Seriously, I still could not wrap my mind around being in another 
dimension. I kept having to tell myself that it was all a dream to keep from going insane.) There were things 
EVERYWHERE. There were books, scrap metal, old wood, rugs, and even furniture.

Amber led me towards the back of the store, where we found a man behind a brown wooden desk. The man was 
old, with white hair that was thinning. He had wrinkles and a pair of very thick glasses. The man wore a white collared 
shirt with khaki pants.

“Ed,” Amber called.
The man—who was apparently Ed, the owner of the store—looked up with a smile on his face. “Amber? How 

may I help you?”
“I’m looking for something from . . .” Amber stopped and lowered her voice. “I’m looking for something from 

the other dimension.”
“Oh? And why would I have something from another dimension?” Ed asked in mock surprise.

Photo by:
Jessica Price



Interdimensional Lost & Found
Amber glanced at me, then turned back to the man. “Don’t worry about him. He’ll keep his mouth shut.”
Ed glanced nervously at me, then decided that the sale was worth a little risk. “Follow me,” he said as he led us 

to a back room.
The back room was hidden behind a door disguised as a large painting. Inside was a room smaller than the main 

store. The back room was decorated much more mindfully.
The concrete floor was covered by a fancy red-colored rug. The walls had been recently painted white. There 

were matching shelves lining the walls, and decorative curtains to match the rug.
I had expected to see expensive valuables in the room. Instead, there were items that I could have easily found at 

a dollar store: children’s books, toys, pencils, hats, cheap clothes, and even fast food wrappers.
“Why is there trash?” I asked Ed.
“Trash?!” Ed exclaimed defensively. “This isn’t just any trash; this is interdimensional trash.”
Being interdimensional didn’t make me think of the trash as anything more than . . . well, trash. But, I decided to 

spare the man’s feelings and pretend to be interested.
“Ed, we’re looking for something in particular,” Amber informed the old man. “Do you have any rocks by 

chance?”
“I think I have a few rocks somewhere in here. Where did I put them?” Ed started searching through the shelves 

and piles of junk on the floor.
After a few minutes, Ed resurfaced from the expanse of random objects, looking pleased with himself. “Here it 

is!”
In his arms, Ed held a clear plastic container. He walked back over to me and Amber. Ed carefully removed the 

lid to the box, and delicately set it on a nearby pile of children’s toys. It wobbled precariously.
“Take a look at these. The best I could steal—” Ed paused. “Er, I mean find, are all right here.”
I looked inside the box and started going through the contents. I found about two dozen rocks of all different 

shapes and sizes—and even a couple of pinecones.
Finally, I found what I’d been looking for. A small round rock—about the size of my palm—that was perfectly 

round. Okay, I guess it was impossible for it to be perfectly round, but you get my point. Anyway, the rock was 
brick-colored. I turned the rock over, and found where I had scratched my initials into the rock.

“This is it!” I exclaimed. “This is what I—I mean my friend—was looking for.”
“Great,” Ed said with a smug look on his face. “Now you can pay for it.”

It took a lot of negotiating for the rock, but me and Ed compromised a deal. (I didn’t see why I had to pay for the 
rock that Ed stole from me, but I did.) After I had convinced him that I was from the other dimension, he agreed to give 
me the rock for my jacket. Sure, I was then cold, but at least I had the rock back.

Amber led me back to the woods, where we wouldn’t be seen trying to open a portal.
“So, can I go home now?” I asked Amber impatiently. It was already 6:00 pm, and my parents would be worried 

if I didn’t get home soon.
Amber gave me an annoyed look. “It’s not as simple as saying ‘abracadabra’. It takes time—and energy—to open 

a portal, especially if I’m trying to open one in a specific location.”
“Well, can you do it?” I asked worriedly. I didn’t want to be stuck in another dimension for the rest of my life. 

Although, I hadn’t wanted to go to another dimension in the first place.



Interdimensional Lost & Found
“Just be quiet,” Amber told me. “I need to concentrate.”
After a few minutes of Amber—unsuccessfully—trying to open a portal, I decided to sit down. I started to get 

worried. What if I couldn’t get home? Would I have to live in another dimension for the rest of my life?
Stop it, I scolded myself. It doesn’t do any good to worry.
Finally, I heard the familiar swirling sound that I had heard in the woods. Before me was a swirling portal, and 

Amber grinning. “Well, I guess it’s time for you to go home.”
I stood up and walked towards the portal.
“Maybe I’ll see you around,” I told her casually. “Thanks for helping me find this rock, and for opening another 

portal.”
“Bye, John!” Amber called after me as I stepped through the portal.
I found myself in the woods behind my house. I could see the sun beginning to set. I walked towards my house 

and went inside.
I put my rock safely inside my bedroom and headed downstairs, just as I heard the front door opening.
“Hi, John!” my mother greeted me. “Sorry I’m late, but I had some extra work to do. Your father still has some 

things to get done at the office. How was your day?”
I didn’t know what to say. Finally, I found the word. “It was . . . interesting.”

Thank you for reading!
This first-ever edition of the Raider Rambler was compiled 

of student created material by Nettleton Junior High 
Students in the 7th and 8th grade.  If you are interested in 

having your art, photography, poetry, or writing featured, 
please email Mrs. Bradway 

(heather.bradway@nettletonschools.net) or Ms. Hatchett 
(rayven.hatchett@nettletonschools.net) 
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