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Dear reader,

	The Arts of Art, our magazine, was inspired by how much we all enjoy art. We want you to feel the same way we feel about art – that you can be free and creative all the time and still be a great artist.
	This magazine is all about our experiences while doing art – having fun while creating a masterpiece. We hope you enjoy this magazine as much as we have enjoyed creating it.

					Sincerely,
The Arts of Art group – Audrey Cheng, Alice Rho, Nylah Ntwatwa, and Christian Katende.


People Should Enjoy Art by Alice Rho
	One reason is because you don’t need to be good to make good artwork. You don’t need to concentrate or get stressed out whenever you mess up. You can even just make a scribble and that would be art. If you mess up, you might even like the way you messed up. Or, you might even discover what type of drawing you like when you mess up. For example, you might have been drawing a sketch. Let’s say that you were drawing a big red apple. You are drawing the core when your sibling bumped your shoulder and the core went all long. But then, when you look it over, you find out that you actually like how the core is really long. And that’s why I think that you don’t need to be perfect to make good art.
	Another reason why people should enjoy art is because it improves your creativity. I think this because when you do art, you might draw fantasy. And if you want to draw fantasy, you need to use your imagination. In other words, creativity. And when you draw fantasy a lot, your creativity starts to seep through your brain and you get new ideas, like new characters. You might get a new idea of a monster, a fairy and a lot of other things. Another thing is that you can’t draw if you don’t have creativity because you need creativity if you are to figure out what shape the creature/person/thing. You also need creativity to shadow your drawings(If that’s what you want).
	The last reason why people should enjoy art is because there are styles of art that one can favor. Everyone has a style of art they like even though they might not know it because there are so many styles of art. There is drawing, sketching, and painting. And if you don’t like a style, than there is always another style of art that you can choose from. There is not only painting, drawing, and sketching, but also a painting made out of oil paint, a painting made out of regular paint, a drawing with shadows, and etc. And if you know what kind of style you like, then you can know what drawings you like even if you might just hear the drawing/painting’s name. For example, this might happen. Your mom asks you, “Do you want to go to a art museum and see the painting Mona Lisa?” Then you ask your mom, “What kind of painting is it?” “Well, I think it’s oil paint.” So then you might remember that you like oil paintings and say, “Let’s go! I think I’ll like it.” And then you probably will.
[bookmark: _GoBack]	People should enjoy art because you do not need to be good at art, it improves your creativity, and because there are styles of art that one person can favor. And because of all these great things, art gives you.
The Arts of Art
Art is Everywhere by Audrey Cheng
People should feel that art is everywhere. Some reasons are art is creativity, and creativity is everywhere, an art piece can be anything, and finally, because if you look closely, you’ll see something unique about everything, all around you.
	One reason why people should feel that art is everywhere is because art is creativity and creativity is everywhere. Creativity could be a pattern, texture, color, a picture, shapes, really anything! For example, can be a pattern on a fabric. Or colors on a box.
	 Another reason people should feel that art is everywhere is because an art piece can be anything. For example, scribbles on a ripped paper could be a beautiful piece of art work. You don’t need to have talent to do art. You need to have fun, and enjoy it.
	My last and final reason why people should feel that art is everywhere is because if you look closely, you’ll see something unique about everything, all around you. Art is everything, from colors to texture. Anything you make is art, and that means you have creativity inside you.
	I hope that you understand that art is everywhere, all the time. Creativity is great, and it does wonderful things to you. Art is amazing because it is creative, art can be anything you want, and finally, all ar is unique. Art can change the world.

Art is Great Becausde Creativity is Important 
By Christian Katende
[image: ::Covers and Ads:The Arts of Art COVER and ADS:AoA Logo.png]People should know that Art is great because creativity is important. If you don’t know a lot about Art, read here. If you do know a lot about art, you can also read here. Anyway, anyone can read this.
	Let’s move forward. Five things I love about Art is that it’s fun, you can illustrate what you want, if you make a mistake you can make it beautiful, or you can put colors where you want, which it still will be art, and last, at the end of your illustrating, you feel rewarded. You feel like you are surprised you could create artwork.
	Art is fun because you can use colors, recycled materials, etc. You can be abstract, or create things carefully. You can choose.
	If you make a mistake, don’t get mad, you can still get good at Art. Just don’t let people push you around because you are not the best at Art. Also, remember you will always have a special talent. Your special talent could be Art. Art, can be so many things. What I mean by that is that engineering, classes, etc., is all Art. The whole world is Art.
	There are many different Arts. Now let me tell why I love to illustrate what I want and you should too. You can be free with your illustrating. Let out colorful stray marks, and polka dots. Start off easy and work your way up. If you do Art that way, and you want to illustrate what you want, you’ll be able to illustrate what you want. But if you already know how to illustrate well, you will be able to illustrate what you want anytime you do Art.
	When you are done with your artwork, you should feel rewarded. The reason why you should feel like that is, because you should be proud that you created a beautiful piece of artwork. I’m sure your family and friends would be proud too.
	I hope you know Art is great and creativity is important. If there wasn’t any creativity, we wouldn’t have had inventions. Creativity can change the world. 

Creativity is Everywhere by Nylah Ntwatwa
People should feel that creativity is everywhere because you can make art out of recycled materials, you can make art from scratch and you can turn a blank room into a colorful one.
People should feel that creativity is everywhere because you can make art out of trash: Drums out of jars with sandpaper; A vase out of glitter, a jar and glue; and a Barbie doll dress out of tissue paper and glue. All the things used to make the products I listed above were things you would find in the trash called Recycled Art (Or it could be called recycling because when you recycle you reuse things that you can recycle.)
[image: ::Covers and Ads:The Arts of Art COVER and ADS:Audrey AD.png]Another reason people should feel creativity is everywhere is because you can make anything from scratch. You could turn a boring white into a colorful fun room that looks interesting! That’s how you start from scratch! You can turn a black and white cartoon into a colorful great movie! I started this essay with a blank piece of paper and I turned it into a page and a half of effort and 1 big, essay.
Finally,(the last reason) why people should feel creativity is every where is look around you. When you first moved into your house you looked at the place and it was empty. Now it’s filled with memories and special moments. That’s because you’ve turned a boring blank home into a home filled memories. That’s why people should feel creativity is everywhere. 
People should feel that creativity is everywhere because you can do recycled art, you can do things from scratch and you can turn a boring blank room into a fun colorful room. That’s why people should believe (and feel) that creativity is everywhere. 
Failing at Art By: Alice Rho

[image: Macintosh HD:Users:bruffchristopher:Desktop:PIctures for Magazines:Pictures for Arts of Art:Alice FICTION 2.png]	“Argh!” I moaned, throwing my carefully-concentrated  drawing away. “The face is too big and the eyes are too small and the legs are mismatched!” I wailed. “Be quiet over there!” snapped my sister from the other side of the room. “I’m studying!” I made a face in her direction. “I will never ever do art again.” I sweared in my mind.
[image: Macintosh HD:Users:bruffchristopher:Desktop:PIctures for Magazines:Pictures for Arts of Art:Alice FICTION 1.png]	And so a day passed, a week, a month, until finally my mom asked me, “What’s wrong?” “Nothing.” I replied, caught off guard. “You know what I mean, you never do art. You used to love drawing!” “I did?” I lied, pretending to be surprised. “Don’t lie with me.” My mom warned. “Okay, fine. I’m not doing art because I’m terrible at it. I also sweared.” “You’re terrible? I wouldn’t think so.” My mom said gently. “Really? You think that I’m good?” I asked, the surprise on my face becoming real. “Well . . . you’re not that bad but you’re not that good either.” My mom said, shrugging. “What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked, disappointed that my mom hadn’t said I was good. “And next time, just leave me alone.” And she did. Until June.
	“Do you want to enter the drawing tournament? It’s on October 14th.” Mom asked, doubtful. “I’ll think about it.” I said, trying not to crush my mom’s hopes at once.
	The next day, at lunchtime, I had mashed potatoes, green beans, sausages, and turkey for lunch. Soon, I fell in a trance, moving this and that around, not realizing what I was doing. When I finally looked at what I had done, I was stunned. I had made a scene by the beach. The ocean waves were green beans, arranged neatly, and the sand was mashed potatoes spread out on the plate, the sausages were acting as surfboards, and the turkey was acting like clouds in the sky. The kid next to me, Anthony, said, “Wow! Nice craftmenship!!” “Thanks, I know it isn’t great, so you don’t need to lie.” I said sadly, sighing deeply. “What? You’re great at drawing!” Anthony exclaimed, surprised. “Like my mom says, don’t lie with me. If you keep saying that I’m good, I’m going to prove to you that I’m bad.” I replied firmly. “Okay sure. But I think you’ll fail.” Anthony said, shrugging his shoulders.
	At quiet time, I did my best drawing, a flower pot full of daisies. When I finished it, I gave it to Anthony. “There’s your proof!” I said triumphantly, sure that I was the one who was right. “Hmm . . . besides the fact that there isn’t a background, well done!” “What!!!!!!!!!!!” I yelled, making the teacher glare at me. Anthony nodded. “Mmm Hmm, you’re good at art!” He insisted. “Well, I guess I can’t deny it, I’m good at art!” I realized, suddenly feeling really good. “I’m awesome!” “What about me?” Anthony asked, his voice full of hurt. “Aren’t I awesome too?” “Okay, okay, you’re good at art.” I said distractedly. I was already thinking about what to draw for the tournament.
Recycled Art by Audrey Cheng
	I walked around my neighborhood, grasping a garbage bag in my hand. The sun shined on me like a bright star twinkling in the night sky. I bended down and picked up some old cups. I was gathering trash for my sister who was doing a recycling club and wanted more trash.
[image: Audrey FICTION 2]	When I got to the next street, I spotted something gleaming clearly. As I reached and picked it up, I saw that it was a glass jam jar. “Cool,” I thought. “Maddie’s going to love this.”
	I hummed to myself while skipping along. Pretty soon I found tissues (new ones) in a box, old glue, and blue glitter in a old, dirty tube. “Huh, I guess people don’t [image: Audrey FICTION 1]want these anymore. Lucky me.” I laughed.
	Starting back home, I wondered. I could probably make something cool with these things, I knew. Instantly, it came together in my head. I could make a vase, with the glass jar and then I could glue on tissue paper to make the sun shine through, and I could also put on some glitter too! I raced home, delighted with my idea.
	As soon as I got home, I went to the sink with my belongings and started washing the jar. Good. Clean. Next, I brushed off the dirt on the glue bottle, glitter tube, and tissues. Finally, I could start.
	Sitting down at my desk, I laid a place mat on the wooden surface. “Okay,” I checked my materials. “Jam jar? Check. Glue? Check. Tissues? Check. Glitter? Check. Ready.” 
Picking up the jar, tissues, and glue, I spread a little glue on the outside of the jar and placed a small piece of tissue on it before the glue could dry. I painted more glue, then placed on a piece of tissue over, and over, and over.
After that, I painted glue over all the tissues just so that the tissues would stick. Quickly, I grabbed the glitter and sprinkled it on lightly. Luckily, it stuck and I could see sunlight pouring through the jar, the tissues, and glitter. It was almost as of the glitter was the sky, since it was blue, and the sun was just light, making the sky shine as brightly as fireflies at midnight.
“Now I will set this outside to dry.” I decided. As I walked out through the back door, I laughed. “Yay! The wind will blow on my vase.” I placed it gently on the table and ran off to play on the swings.”
“15, 14, 13, 12,” I counted. I couldn’t wait. For the last 15 minutes, I had: played on the swings, paced, ran around in circles, and stared at my vase. “11, 10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1!” I shrieked.
I sprinted over and lightly pressed my finger on it. Yes. Dry. “Yes!” I shouted, jumping in my excitement. I did it.
Seconds later, I was running through my mother’s garden, picking one of every flower I could find, all different colors!
The Substitute Art Teacher
By Christian Katende
“Hello everyone. This is the principal speaking. If you have art for a period today, I want to let you know Ms. Olsen, the art teacher, is absent because she is sick. So art is canceled.” The principal at the school had just finished announcing on the speaker in his office.
A tear drop fell slowly down my face. I was sad that art period was cancelled. I wiped the tear away and went to speak with the principal. “Hello principal. How are you doing?” I said.
“Good. How are you Joe?” He says to me.
“I’m good. Since the art teacher is absent, could you fill in for her please?” I thought to myself. The principal was thinking for a moment. “Well I have no meetings or paperwork…and I suppose the assistant principal could be in charge of the announcing and any other work that comes up. So…yeah, I guess I could fill in for Ms. Olsen.” He decided.
“Great. Thank you. You won’t regret it.” I say.
“You are welcome. I will see you in art period.” He says back to me. Time went by and art period came.
“Sit at an open stool with a canvas in front of it,” the principal speaks in a loud and clear voice. The white canvas was a four by eighteen. 
[image: Christian FICTION]I sat in the middle of the room and waited patiently to find out what we were going to paint.
“Ok class. What are we going to paint is me!” The principal started telling us what we were going to paint.
I thought to myself, what, why do we have to paint him? I will just wait for the rest of the directions.
The principal continued, “so pick up your paint brush, dip it in the paint, and start-“
	“Wait!” I yelled. ”Why do we have to paint you. We can all be creative and express our feelings into a picture and let out inspiration. We should just paint what we want and be free with our painting. Creativity is important and it is the impact that begins small and becomes large.” I just finished saying a speech. I felt good and tough about myself. 
[image: Christian FICTION 2]	After I said the speech, a kid named Freddy in our class, stood up and shook the table the canvas was on, and accidentally…all the cans of paint slid off the table and the paint flew out of the cans and onto the principal and the white sheet behind him. The cans fell on the floor. This was not good.
	“I am so sorry. It was an accident,” Freddy apologized.
	“I am so sorry this happened to you,” I say.
	The principal wiped the paint off his glasses and took them off. He turned around and looked at the white sheet. There was an outline of the principal standing. It was made with a lot of different colors. This happened because the paint splattered on the principal.
	“Don’t be sorry! This is a beautiful painting, and it looks like the paint went where it wanted to go like it has its freedom! Also, Joe taught me a lesson about creativity!” The principal was so happy. I was relieved that nobody got in trouble. I turned out to be happy like the principal. 
	We started painting what we wanted to, and express feelings and inspiration on a canvas.
	When Art period was over everyone packed up to go home. I went home feeling good.
	The next day when we had Art period, Ms. Olsen was there. I told her that the principal was the substitute Art teacher yesterday. I also told her about my speech. She said she was proud of me because I said a speech.
	From now on Art was like my speech.
Fictional Narrative by Nylah
As I walked down the hall, I shook with so much fear you could tell I was nervous from a mile away. Oh, I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Jasmin. I was just about to enter The Arts contest (The Arts are such things as music , art etc. ) “Did you enter?” Sophie asked “ Not yet” I replied “Jasmin you know you love the arts so why are you being so shy?” she asked. Sophie always insisted that I should enter because she thought I was very talented. And to think all this started when I used to sing for fun when I was 5 !
And as soon as Sophie asked non other than Miss Stephanie just had to show up and boast all day long about how her family owned a huge yacht, and how they went to the Bermuda Triangle, and lie about how she and her rich family found hidden treasure, and then she would show her trio of friends a gem that she just pulled off one of her mom’s really expensive rings, and pretend it’s the only thing she could keep from that trip to the Bermuda Triangle. “Oh, and I’m entering The Arts contest and I already started on my project. My daddy let me record my song in the studio and now he is making a CD.” Boasted Miss Bitterness (yeah I said Miss Bitterness) looking over my shoulder 
“Mom, I’m going to Sophie’s house! I’ll see you at 7:30 PM” I yelled And we walked to her house; a 2 minute walk from my house. “We should have a snack” said Sophie “snack, snack , snack” said Max, Sophie’s little brother. And after snack we played soccer and I won the first round. I was so hyper from snack that I won the next 4 rounds! I was having so much fun I didn’t realize that It was nearly 7:30 pm.  “Dang it! I wish I could stay but I promised my mom I would be home by 7:30” I said 
“Oh, you again.” said Bitterness (I’m just calling her plain Bitterness now) “What do you want to boast about now? Your new boast magazine? You discovered a place called New Boast City? Start a boast-a-thon? You have a new dog named Boaster and she or he boasts all day long just like you do?” I joked. You know it feels good to let your feelings out on the meanest girl in school. The whole class laughed at my comments. Huh. I guess 2 days to come up with those comments and 1 day to come with it actually does pay off. “You’re nothing. At lest I’m not the one who gets all shy whenever someone says something directly at you. Right…… Jasmin?” said Bitterness. I was speechless. “That’s what I thought.” She added 
AFTER CLASS…
“What was that all about at the beginning of History Class.” Sophie asked “I got nervous.” I said “Again? That’s the 3rd time this week.” “Is it that bad that you have been keeping track?” I asked “Yes! Jazzy you need to stop her. You also need to work on that music piece.” Sophie reminded me. “Oh so now you are acting like my manager?” I asked “Am I really nothing?” “Of course not. You are talented and smart like everyone else I know.” Said Sohpie. “No but seriously, what Bitterness said really hurt me. And I’m starting to think that I am a nothing” I said. “But you are not and you know that so stop acting like it. But then again you sometimes do act like it.” Sophie sounded hopeful but I was still kinda hurt from what just happened.
	When I practiced my music sheet I kept messing up a lot because I couldn’t focus. My piano teacher scolded me for not being abale to focus during my lesson. And my punishment is to practice an extra 30 minutes. No wait make that 1 hour. And I can’t even practice 20 minutes straight! Then my memory started getting sloppy. Mr McDonald got upset and even most of the biggest problems he would still put a smile on his face. I must have really upset him. I hope I didn’t damage his mood because before he left he said these words: I am very deeply disappointed in you Jasmine.”
THE NEXT DAY…
[image: Nylah FICTION]“Sophie I think I’m losing my swag. Because I can’t seem to focus during my music lessons. I couldn’t sleep well last night.” I said “How do you know that?” asked Sophie “You could have just been thinking about your crush during your music lesson and thinking about the things around you when you went to bed.” She added “I don’t know I don’t think that is the case. I just can’t focus and it’s really irritated me a lot.” I said nervously “Sophie, I don’t think I can do this The Arts contest anymore. Sophie I lost my swag.”
AN INSPIRATION
[image: ::Covers and Ads:The Arts of Art COVER and ADS:Christian AD.png]When I went to bed that night I had a weird dream. An inspirational dream. I never thought I would have a dream like it after what had just happened. Here is the dream: I was on a boat in the I don’t know what ocean and several minutes later and I was in a whirlpool and I ended up meeting Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart. I heard “Ugh” and “why did I even write this in the first place” I did not know what to do. You wouldn’t walk up to the one the most famous composers of all time and say “Oh hey Mozart I liked composition Queen of the Aria it was awesome!” then I heard a voice saying “Even the most famous composers makes mistakes. No one is perfect.” 



[image: ::Covers and Ads:The Arts of Art COVER and ADS:Alice AD.png]
Mosaic
By Christian Katende

Mosaic.
Mosaic is one design,
[image: ::Covers and Ads:The Arts of Art COVER and ADS:Christian AD.png]You make a picture out of different colored tiles.
The texture could be hard or soft.
Thump, thump, thump,
Goes the feeling of you sliding your fingers
Across the small and hard tiles,
Also known as…

Mosaic.
Smooth, smooth, smooth
Goes another feeling of you sliding your
Fingers across the foam tiles.
You can make the moon, a sun, the sky, 
Or land…
Mosaic.
(Mosaic is a type of tile 
that can be hard or 
soft.)

Splatterpaint by Christian Katende
Splat, splat, splat!
Abstract painting.
The flick of your paintbrush,
The paint takes off,
As fast as…
Light, 
Through the air,
The slight sound of paint hitting the paper or canvas, 
blue, orange, green,
any color you want

Splatterpaint.
Scribbling
By Audrey Cheng

Wiggle, wiggle,
Says my pencil.
Only
Two lines
On my paper.

Scratch, scratch,
I smile,
Liking each and
Every
Wiggle.

With two
More strokes,
Finished.

Texture by Alice Rho

My paintbrush skims the paper,
Leaving red streaks behind.
Gliding smoothly,
Like a skater.
Like a skater,
In a big ice rink,
Free to go anywhere,
Without a single bump.

Oil paintings by Alice Rho

I dip my paintbrush in oil paint,
Bracing myself for the first stroke,
I place my paintbrush on top of the canvas,
Which was blank,
White,
Not drawn.
I swivel and swirl,
Spiral and plummet.
Toward the bottom of the canvas,
Leaving streaks of blue,
Red,
Yellow,
Green.
Dipping my paintbrush in oil paint,
Then I,
Swivel and swirl,
Spiral and plummet,
Dip,
Swish,
Swivel and swirl,
Spiral and plummet.
When I soon finish,
I step back to admire,
How the canvas,
Which had been blank,
White,
Not drawn on,
Had transformed.

Washing my Paintbrush
By Audrey Cheng

[image: Audrey POEM 1]
 	Swish,
Swish.
My paintbrush swirls 
Like a dark tornado.

	Dab, 
		Dab.
My paintbrush pushes
Like wind pushing clouds 
Far, far away.

	Wipe,
		Wipe.
My paintbrush scrapes 
Like my pencil
On a canvas.

Swish, swish

Dab, dab

Wipe, wipe.





Coco Painting By Audrey Cheng
	“ I know its here. I just saw it yesterday.” I was looking for our Christmas card. Emily, my art teacher, Maddie, my sister, and I were going to paint a portrait of my dog, Coco.
[image: Audrey POEM 2]	Soon we were all settled, paints and all. I slowly looked at Coco’s picture, drew a red wagon, and turned to Emily. “How do draw a dog that’s as fluffy as Coco?” Coco was not exactly on the bald side. I mean, the vet had said that she had at least one pound of fur. See what I mean?
	Emily guided me through some diffucult steps to draw Coco. Slowly but surely, I began to see Coco form into Coco. The picture was now covered with my pencil and eraser markings. I was ready to paint.
	Squirt! The paint made a noise as I squeezed it out of the bottle. “There! Now I have red, black, and blue for my background, and all different kinds of brown. For Coco, obviously,” I cried triumphantly.
	Okay. Back to the painting. I dipped a rather large paintbrush into the water, and I swooshed it into the red. Amazingly, the drawing on the canvas disappeared as a red wagon appeared on the smooth surface.
	Excited, I painted the wheels. More! More! I laughed. “I didn’t know that Coco would look so…uuuummmm…Coco.” 
	After the red wagon was finished, I glanced over at Maddie’s canvas. Pretty good. Right now she was struggling in painting Coco with all the different browns, and still make it fluffy. It looked hard. And now I had to do that.
	First, I started with the lightest brown, and painted a good deal of Coco with it. That part was her back, since the sun was shining on it.
	“C’mon, Audrey. Focus. Next lightest brown?” I blended in the light brown with the slightly darker brown. ”There.”
	I leaned over and inspected Maddie’s painting. She was mixing a purple for her background. I wanted to catch up to her. I found the next lightest brown, and the next, and the next. Perfect.
	 My painting was starting to look like the awesome, famous, art, in my eyes. I mixed a bluish-green, the color of sea just before sunset. I layered the blue paint on the canvas, making Coco stand out more than ever before. It was almost done.
	Once ten minutes passed,the background was completely blue. I stared down at it. “ Hmm… Somehow, it just isn’t finished,” I thought. Oh! Did I forget something super important?
	My signature! I grabbed the sharp, black pen and signed with a florish. “ Ah. Perfect.”
	I was so proud of my work I looked ready to burst the buttons off my shirt. There, right in front of me was the spinning image of Coco. Or close enough, anyway.
Paper Maché by Christian Katende
	
When I got to Art class, everyone was sitting on the rug. Then Ms. Goldfarb, the Art teacher said, “Today we will be making Paper Mache birds.  Paper Mache is the French word for chewed paper.  The way I want you to make a Paper Mache bird is to get a paper party bag and a newspaper, which some students will pass out.  They will also pass out a rubber band, a pencil and cardboard.”
	I wondered what we were going to do with all those materials.
	We went to our tables and took our stools down to sit on them.  When the students were finished passing out the materials, Ms. Goldfarb started talking again.
	“Alright. What I want you to do is to open up the bag so it says open.  Set the bag on the table.  Pick up the newspaper and fold it into fourths in every direction you can.  Then tear one fourth of the newspaper and roll it in a ball.  Now tear the other fourths.  Put three-fourths in a group, and one-fourth in another group.  Now, put the group with the three fourths in the bag.  Make sure there is no air in the bag.  Also, make the part of the bag that has no newspapers smushed flat.  Then twirl it around.  Put the rubber band around the bag and slide the rubber band down the outside of the bag until you feel the part of the bag with the newspaper in it.  Make sure the rubber band is tight enough, but not too tight.  Now, take the one-fourth of the newspaper and put it in the left over part of the bag.  After that, tape the top part of the bag closed.  I want you to cut out the cardboard into wings that you are going to tape onto the bird.”
	I had so much fun doing these steps couldn’t wait to do more work next week.  
	The next week of Art came and I found out the directions were to use a paintbrush and brush clear modge podge on the table in the shape of a square.  The square had to be big enough for four strips of a paper towel.  We were supposed to put the four strips of the paper towel onto the square of clear modge podge.  Then you put another layer of clear modge podge on the paper towels and put as many paper towels as you can to cover your bird.  
	I had fun making part of my bird again.
	The third week of Art came and we got to use different colored tissue paper to put on the bird.  What my class and I had to do was to put white modge podge on the bird, put the tissue paper on and put white modge podge on the tissue paper.  When you’re done covering the bird with tissue paper, put another layer of white modge podge all over the bird so when it dries, it will be evenly shiny on every part.
	I saw that some students were making Blue Jay birds and other students were making Red Cardinal birds.  I made a Parrot.
	The fourth week of Art came and all my class and I had to do was put the eyes on and tape on a wire so we can hang our Paper Mache.  The way we would do that its to cut out two white circles and cut out two black circles for the pupils.  The black circles are supposed to be smaller than the white circles.  Now, you would glue a black circle to the center of a white circle.  You would do the same with the other two circles and glue them to the bird.  For the finishing piece you would tape a wire to the bird.
A Personal Narrative in Art 
by Nylah Ntwatwa

It was another ordinary Tuesday in art class and Miss Goldfarb taught us about ‘’Point of view’’. We were doing a picture, which involved a nice, dark shade of dark blue and white. The theme was under the sea. So we had to make the picture look like the point of view was at the bottom of the sea and the white part was some kind of light in the middle of the night or the bright, hot sun during the day. 
I painted and painted until time was up. We couldn’t take the painting home just yet. A week after that Tuesday, we cut out black pieces of paper into sea animals (like turtles and dolphins and sharks etc.) to make the painting look MORE like under the sea. We could cut out any animal we wanted. The reason why it was black was so that when we glued them on it looked like you were at the bottom of the sea. And it looks really cool when it’s done. It looks like only an “under the sea” camera would make a picture like that 
“What do you think of this dolphin?  I really really like dolphins! Only the funny thing is I’ve never seen one before. Id like to, but I’ve never seen one before. I’ve seen one in commercials but never in real life.” I said “ Why dolphins?” a student asked “ I just said ‘I really like dolphins’ ” I replied. Satisfaction came to my face and I continued working “ I’m not sure but I’ll glue this shark on. But first I have to make this shark look perfect. And Viola`! So what do you think?” I said. I bet you could clearly tell that I was extremely happy. Miss Goldfarb gave us twenty minutes to finish up our paintings People who haven’t finished something that they need to get done ( and they’ve already finished their paintings ) can work on those things. That’s usually what happens when you finished your assignment early “ I’m almost done. I’ve just got a few more sea animals to glue on.” I remarked 
I was so into my work I never realized most of my group was done, except me. Time was running out and thought I’d never be able to finish. I finished gluing my shark 10 minutes, I cut out my dolphin 7 minutes, I glued it on 5 minutes, I turned it in 3 minutes I was done and I still had time to spare. And I sat and read on the rug. 
To this day that painting is still in my room. My lesson: always keep track of time 








Dear reader,

	We hope you enjoyed The Arts of Art. It has been a learning experience for all of us, working, talking, writing, and illustrating together, as a team. We worked hard for weeks, and we have to say, it has totally paid off! We are so proud of our work.
	Our goal was to show you and other people that creativity is important. Well, we hope that we have expressed that enough through all our writing and illustrations.

							Sincerely,
Audrey Cheng, Alice Rho, Nylah Ntwatwa and Christian Katende – the Arts of Art group.
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