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Meet The PrinciPALs 
By Sarah Racine and Caitlyn Hartman 

Dr. Julie Charles grew up in New York on Long Island. She graduated from her first college in 1984, but that was 

not the last. She went to three schools to receive her B.A, M.A, and Doctorate. She was once a theatre major and 

then went on into education. She is married and has two teenage sons.  She moved to Las Vegas in 1994 and 

joined Odyssey in 1999. She decided to come and work at Odyssey because of the possibility of a new challenge, 

and what a challenge it was.  She loves working with kids, which was another reason why she wanted to be a 

teacher.   Her favorite thing about Las Vegas is that it is so close to so many special places like the Grand 

Canyon, Red Rock, Zion and Bryce.  Dr. Charles enjoys Thai food and just good food in general.   Her husband 

proposed to her in Thailand! How romantic!  She loves to travel and see the world; in fact she is planning a trip to 

the Middle East sometime soon! One other thing that you may not know and it may surprise you is that she loves 

60ôs music like the Rolling Stones and Bob Dylan.  We love the fact that Dr. Charles chose Odyssey and we  

would just like to give Dr. Charles thanks for all of her hard work and devotion to our school. 

Mr. Carter is the assistant principal for the K-8 program at Odyssey Charter School. He also teaches history in the 

high school at Odyssey. Mr. Carter has been married for 16 years. He has 2 boys in 7th and 8th grade. Mr. Carter 

was born September 4
th
 in Anchorage, Alaska. One of his favorite childhood memories is when his family went 

to Hawaii. He said he remembers it being very warm after a long winter in Alaska.  He went to college at the 

University of Oregon and graduated with a Bachelorôs degree in Geography and a Masterôs in Education. He has 

been teaching at Odyssey for 6 years. He doesnôt know why Odyssey hired him, but he said they probably were 

desperate (but we know better, they hired him because he is awesome).  He said he loves his job here at Odyssey 

because he likes the kids because they keep him young. He has many hobbies such as traveling, hiking, and 

running. Mr. Carter likes track, field, and lacrosse. He was in track for 2 years and then he injured his knee and he 

had to stop. Mr. Carter has been to many places in the world but his favorite place is China. He has been there 3 

times! Mr. Carter is a very positive person, who loves laughing, and spending time with his family. Mr. Carter is 

well known on the Odyssey campus for his big laugh and his huge smile which always seems to be on his face. 

Thanks for all your hard work Mr. Carter! 
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A rose grey stallion stood on a cliff that over looked a valley full of happy, wild horses. 

The stallions name was Zandalar. He was the leader of the greatest herd in the west. Though he 

was the greatest stallion, he did have rivals. The other stallions hated him, in envy of his herd 

and his power. Most mares, however, loved him and wanted to be in his herd and his territory. Of 

all the mares Zandalar only loved one. Her name was Rose. She was one of the most beautiful 

mares of all the herds. Her coat was a stunning red with a blanket of pure white on her 

hindquarters. She had four long black stocking, and a black muzzle. Then there was her foal. 

Pepper was a young leopard appaloosa with black stockings just like his mother. He would 

become the new leader once Zandalar stepped down. 

One day Zandalar was standing on his cliff as usual when he saw his rival sneaking over 

to Rose. It was Shaton, his most hated rival. Like a shadow he snuck closer and closer to 

Zandalarôs beloved mate.  Zandalar screamed a war cry of fury and charged down the path to the 

valley.  

ñYOU!ò he cried.  ñHow dare you come here and try to steal Rose!ò 

ñOnly the best for the best I always sayò, said Shaton. 

ñThen why are you trying to get her. You are certainly not the bestò, Zandalar shot back. 

Watch itò, growled Shaton. 

Zandalar grinned at him. He knew he was getting to Shaton.  Suddenly Shaton neighed 

angrily and reared up high. The battle had begun. Teeth flashed, hooves pounded, and angry 

screams echoed through the air.  Zandalar struck out with a large hoof. This caused Shaton to 

crash to the ground.  Zandalar stood over him with triumphant gleam in his eyes.  

ñI want you to leave and donôt come back or elseò, said Zandalar.  He let Shaton up and 

chased him out of his territory, but luckily for Shaton he did not bring his herd with him. 

Otherwise he would have lost his herd to Zandalar in battle.  Rose ran up to Zandalar and 

nuzzled him. 

ñThank you Zandalar. I would have not liked, living with Shaton, he is cruel" 

ñItôs but my job.  I would hate it if you were taken from me.ò 

[tvt}s ~u ¤wt a~©p{ Wt¢sI ip}sp{p¢Ą£ ct£¤ 

By Caitlyn Hartman 

 

 

2 



Back at Shatonôs small territory he took his fury out on his mate, Midnight.  Midnight 

was a pure black mare, without a speck of white on her. She was quite pretty, but not as pretty 

Rose.  

ñZandalar shall pay for humiliating me!ò  

ñI know he willò, said Midnight flatly. 

Most of the Royal Herd was sleeping as it got darker except Pepper. He was standing on 

top of his fathersô cliff, watching over his future herd. 

ñPepper, what are you doing up here? You should be down sleeping with your motherò 

said Zandalar. 

ñYes, Dad, I know. I just wanted to see what it was like to stand up here, like a leader,ò 

Pepper replied. 

ñIôm proud of you, Pepper. You will make a good leader some day.ò 

ñThank you, Dad.ò 

ñNow go back to bed. Itôs getting late.ò 

Pepper trotted back down to his mother, to settle down for the night. Zandalar watched 

his son proudly, and he felt that ease because when it was time to step down a great leader would 

step up.   

Dawn approached, and the herd slowly rose ready for a new day. Little did they know 

today would change their lives. As Zandalar scanned the horizon he spotted dust rising in the 

distance. He walked down the path to inform Rose that he was going to investigate the dust.  ñI 

need to go investigate something. Iôll be back later.ò 

ñMmm,ò She replied sleepily. 

Zandalar galloped off. He ran for awhile, and then he heard the sound that would strike 

fear into any mustangôs heart, human voices.  He saw them coming and he knew their intent in 

coming so deep into mustang territory. They wanted them. The wild horses of his herd. 

ñI cannot let them get anywhere near my herd!ò Zandalar snarled. 

He took off toward the humans in an attempt to lure the humans away from his territory. He ran 

as fast as he could, but suddenly had to slide to a stop as the plateau came to an abrupt drop.  He 

was trapped. The humans rode closer.  He had to think of something and quick, but there was no 

way to escape.  Humans blocked the exit, the canyon walls towered over him menacingly and at 

the end of the plateau a river raged some two-hundred feet below.  

ñAlright mustang youôre trapped.  Give it up,ò said one human while he twirled a rope 

over his head. 
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Zandalar charged towards the humans. To avoid being trampled the humans jumped out 

of the way.  Zandalar shot like a bullet out of his trap and galloped at full speed.  He looked over 

his shoulder and saw the humans far off in the distance. He came into view of his valley. 

ñYes freedom,ò he said. 

When he arrived Rose rushed over to him looking frantic. 

ñWhere have you been?  What would I do if you were captured?  I was so worried. You 

have been gone for hours!ò she yelled furiously. 

ñCalm down, love. Itôs ok, Iôm home, love,ò he said in a soothing tone. 

He was jerked off his feet and landed in the dirt.  No, I will not be deprived of my 

freedom any longer he thought. So he struggled to his feet and reared, lifting the man off his feet. 

He flung the human away and sprung towards Moonbeams stall. He didnôt bother to unlock it; 

instead he reared up and bashed the lock with one mighty blow, the lock shattered and an excited 

Moonbeam busted out of the stall. Together they both jumped the fence that borders the ranch 

and they were finally free. 

ñMidnight!ò roared Shaton. 

ñYes, my mate?ò she replied. 

ñRound up Zandalarôs foals and herd them to the end of the valley. No foals of 

Zandalarôs will be in my herd.ò  

ñWhat do you plan to do with them?ò 

ñDispose of themò, he said evilly.  Midnight gasped but did not object. She trotted off to 

do what her mate ordered. But the more she thought about it the more it seemed wrong. How 

could she help dispose of those innocent little foals. A sneaky plan formed in her mind, but it 

involved disobeying her mate, and he would not like that. She knew she had to do it. She hurried 

off to where the Royal mares stood clustered together. 

ñRose, I must speak to you nowò, said Midnight. 

ñWhy?ò asked Rose warily. 

ñJust come hereò, snapped Midnight. 

ñShaton plans to kill Zandalarôs foal. I cannot let him do that, so we are going to send 

them to the Great Plains until this passes.ò 

ñWhat! That cannot happen. I agree with you, but they cannot go alone.ò 
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ñI know that. I am not stupidò, Midnight snapped, ñThat is why we send a mare with 

them.ò 

ñWonôt Shaton notice if a mare goes missing?ò 

ñI am not sure, but I will take his wrath if so. We need to move quickly, he wants them in 

an hour.ò 

ñI will call Mary, she can go with.ò  Rose called the old flee-bitten grey over and she and 

Midnight informed her of their plan. 

ñOf course I will go with the foalsò, said Mary.  The three mares told the rest of the 

Royal Herd about the plan to protect the foals. They gathered the foals and sent them and Mary 

off to safety. Before long Shaton began to wonder where Midnight and the foals were. So he set 

off to find her. 

ñWhere are the foals?ò he snarled when he finally found her.  

ñI took the liberty of disposing them myselfò, said Midnight.  Satisfied Shaton strolled off 

to go graze.  

ñHere it is my home. Welcome, Moonbeamò, said Zandalar.  They stood over his proud 

territory on the far side of the valley. 

ñWait something is not right. I can smell Shatonò, he growled, ñHow dare he come to my 

valley!  Moonbeam, stay here.ò 

ñBe carefulò, she whispered as he charged down the slope.  What is that smell, wondered 

Shaton.  He was suddenly rammed off his feet by a furious Zandalar. He scrambled to his feet 

and stammeredé 

ñZéZéZandalar! Yé youôre backò, he said looking terrified. 

ñYes and if you donôt leave I will kill youò, said Zandalar. 

ñFine Iôm leaving.ò  Shaton turned around as if to leave, but when Zandalarôs back was 

turned he rammed into his side. Throwing Zandalar off his feet and into the grass. 

 ñDid you really think I would go back to my pathetic cave just because to told me too, 

just like that?ò  He rose up on his hind legs ready to crush his fallen rival skull when Zandalar 

rolled out from under him narrowly avoiding those sharp hooves.  He got to his feet and the 

battle began.  Their teeth flashed as they tried to rip each otherôs flesh. They struck at each other 

with their deadly hooves, all the while screaming blood curling war cries.  Zandalar kicked 

Shaton in the chest causing the black stallion to buckle.  Soon Zandalar was standing over him 

with one hoof raised, perfectly positioned over his skull. 
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ñIf you promise to NEVER come back I will not kill you.ò 

ñYes, yes. Anything just please donôt kill me. Have mercy.ò 

ñYou are a cowardò, Zandalar snapped.  He let him up, but not before biting the already 

worn tip of his ear off as a mark of lost battle. 

ñDonôt EVER come backò, Zandalar snarled.  Shaton fled. Zandalar turned his head 

towards his herd. Both the new and old members greeted him with respect. Rose threw herself at 

her beloved mate.  

ñIôm so glad you are back. I thought I would die if I did not see you againò, she said. 

ñI missed you as well my love. Where are my foals?ò  Rose told him the story about 

sending them away to protect them.  

ñRose Iôd like you to meet Moonbeam. A new member for the herdò  The herd settled 

down and went off grazing. They would send a mare to retrieve the foals tomorrow. The new 

herd members were doing well and were happier. The king and queen of Royal Valley stood a 

top Zandalarôs cliff, and as the sun set Zandalar saidé 

ñMay the eagle fly above the stars before I leave you ever again.ò 

 

 

  

Storm for Beauty   
By Jessica OôConnor 

 
Majestic and colorful, 

Bright and beautiful, 

 

 

The end to a dark story  

The beginning to a new day, 

The closing to a harsh fall, 

Soft and gallant, 

Brave and valiant, 

Amazingly wonderful, 

Wonderfully amazing, 

Hovering above, 

 

Smiling at the heavens 

Guarding earth, 

Watching the people, 

Undisturbed nature, 

You can't have beauty,  

Without a storm. 
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Time 

By Jessica OôConnor 

It can be painfully fast, 

Or heartbreakingly slow, 

Time is of the essence, 

Time is precious, 

Time is what we need more of, 

Time is wasted, 

Time is passing, 

Faster each second, 

Slower each heartache, 

Faster each year, 

Slower each tragedy, 

Focus is not key, 

Love is needed, 

Time is reality 

  

 

 

 

Forever 

By Jessica OôConnor 

Good things don't last forever, 

Great things do, 

Moments can't last forever, 

Memories can, 

Wounds last forever, 

Pain doesn't, 

Stress doesn't last forever, 

Neither does relaxation, 

Weakness doesn't last forever, 

Triumph does, 

Life lessons can be remembered forever, 

Defeats can fade away, 

Move on from the right things, 

Forget the right things, 

Remember the right things, 

The best things last for ever. 

 

 

 

The Book Nook 

In this book, Murder on the 

Orient Express, Agatha 

Christie employs the object 

of probability and 

association with a 

devastating crime in the 

past. The one of whom is 

murdered had a boat load 

of clues on the train and on 

his body. This imposes the 

fact that multiple people on 

the Orient Express have 

murdered this man.  While 

Hercule Periot, a French 

detective ponders the 

evidence, the other 

passengers try to protect 

the evidence of their doing.  

I recommend this book to 

all mystery lovers like me.    

Submitted by Mariah OôConnor 

 

 

 

If you have artwork, short stories, poetry, book  reviews, or other creative 
work youôd like to tell others about submit it to the literary club.  

Send submissions to canderson@odysseyk12.or g 
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Community Corner By Caitlyn Hartman 

  

During the month of November at Odyssey we have 

had some special appearances. A very important man 

came to our school: Mayor Oscar Goodman! On 

Nov-16-09, he came to our school and read to a small 

group. He also auctioned off several books, of which 

he signed. ñI was nervous about accepting a gift from 

such an important man," says Amanda Miller, a 

Monday PM 8th grade student, "but it was an honor." 

Another special appearance was by Kevin Janison. 

He read a book wrote by him called ñDeputy 

Dorkfaceò. It was originally a bedtime story that he 

once told his kids. It took him a whole year to get his 

story published! He featured the original sketches of 

his book, and discussed the process of publishing 

books. He too auctioned off several books that he 

signed. 

 

 Mayor Oscar 

Goodman With 8
th
 

Grade Student  Zach 

Edrington During  the 

November Book Fair 

 

 

 

You may not be a writer or an 

artistðbut you may be the 

most creativeðand creative 

people have their cleverness 

recognized in the Name our 

Magazine Contest. A panel of 

esteemed judges will survey 

all the magazine names and 

decide on their favorites. The 

winner receives an award to 

display on their refrigerator, 

and the person will also be 

honored in our Magazine with 

a photo and an article written 

about them and how they came 

up with such a great idea.  

Heck there may even be other 

prizes awarded as well.  Soé 

get those creative juices 

flowing and send your ideas to 

the Literary Club at 

canderson@odysseyk12.org 

 

Kevin Janison prepares to 

read to Odyssey students. 

Local firefighters also visited the school during the book fair, and kids young and old got into the act.  Students 

and administrators alike REALLY enjoyed the plastic firefighter hats that were given out. 

 

Pictured left to right  

Mary Mc Donough 8
th

 

grade student, Mr. Rob 

Carter  K-8 assistant 

principal, and former 

8
th

 grade student 

Sarah Racine. 

Mr. Rob Carter, 

Firefighter, Dr. Julie 

Charles K-8 Principal 
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Elizabeth Algret Kristen Frye 

Elizabeth Algret 
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