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Orchestras will feature seniors at tonight’s concert

Today: Hot turkey sandwich with gravy

with mashed potatoes, squash and

applesauce cup with alternative of tur-

key and cheese sub.

Fri. June 13: pulled pork on a bun with

broccoli florets, baked beans and mixed

fruit cup with alternative of turkey and

cheese sub.

What’s for lunch?

What’s happening at
G. Ray Bodley High

School?
Junior prom photos are here! See Mr.

Lacey to pick them up.

All boys and girls interested in compet-

ing in cross country this fall need to sign

up after school Wednesday with Mr. Galek

in room 207.

Sophomore Victor Runeare, center, was the happy winner of a $50 Walmart
gift card last Friday when his name was drawn from the “Cool 2B in School”
initiative. Pictured with Victor are G. Ray Bodley High School Principal Mrs.
Parkhurst, left, and Home-school Liason Ms. Weston, right. (Jon Noeller photo)

When Victor Runeare arrived at school last Friday he had no idea he would receive an
award let alone leave school $50 richer.  Victor was one of many diligent, conscientious
students to be placed in the running for the “It’s Cool 2B in School” award organized by G.
Ray Bodley High School Principal Mrs. Parkhurst and School-home Liason  Ms. Weston.
   Victor was randomly chosen from a select group of students with 90% or higher atten-
dance who come to school ready to learn. The recipient of the award received a $50 Walmart
gift card. The intention of the award is to use positive reinforcement to increase the atten-
dance rate  at GRB. Now instead of “come to school and go to class or you’ll fail out and
ruin your life,”  it’s “come to school and you could win fifty dollars!”
    To be eligible for the award all a student needs to do is to sign a pledge at the start of the
school year stating an intention to maintain almost perfect attendance. So if a $50 gift card
interests you and let’s not forget the pride you’ll feel from being a productive member of
society, then keep your grades and attendance high. Who knows, next year’s winner could
be you!    By Seth Miller

Winner announced for Cool 2B in School

To end the school year the G. Ray Bodley
High School Symphonic and Concert Or-
chestras will be performing at 7:30 tonight
at their annual Senior Night Summer Con-
cert. At this concert, Mrs. Edele will bid fare-
well to 13 seniors.
   These 13 seniors have selected their favor-
ite pieces from over the years as their “Se-
nior Song.” Some seniors chose to play their
songs and conduct another’s piece. In the
Concert Orchestra, two seniors, Meriah and
Johnelle Dishaw, selected “Music from
Wicked” and “You’ll Be In My Heart.” The
remaining 11 seniors in the Symphonic Or-
chestra have taken a different approach to
the levels of their music. For example, vio-
list Emily Hyde chose “Incantations,” a level
four piece composed by Richard Meyer. Alec
Thomas chose the level five piece “Drifen”
composed by Shirl Jae Atwell while bassist
Ross Gardener chose a more common-
known piece, “The Best of Queen.” This
piece contains excerpts from the songs “We
Will Rock You,” “Another One Bites The
Dust,” and “We Are The Champions.”
   Violinist Tessa LiVoti chose a piece that
has been arranged again and again to many
different perfections, “Palladioi.” Mattie
Burdick, the only senior cellist, chose the
beautiful “You Raise Me Up” by Josh

Groban. Violist Julia Ludington chose a song
that many in the orchestra have played mul-
tiple times, “Nimrod” by E. Elgar. Another
violist, Taylor Rose, chose “Beauty and the
Beast” as her song, which brings back child-
hood memories for the majority of the gradu-
ating seniors.
   Violist Jessica Suphan had a very challeng-
ing pick with Morris Albert’s “Feelings.”
Violinist Paige Havener reached the conclu-
sion to use “Millenium,” also by Richard
Meyer. Bassist Anthony Semeraro chose

“Tango Trocadero,” composed by Merle J.
Isaac, which brings back middle school
memories for all of the remaining seniors in
the orchestra.
   Concert Mistress and violinist, Sarah
Halstead picked the short and sweet “Over
The Rainbow” from The Wizard of Oz.
   Come tonight to show support for the
graduating seniors as GRB bids farewell to
members of the Class of 2014. The concert
takes place in GRB’s auditorium at 7:30 pm
and admission is free.         By Alec Thomas
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“Senioritis” rears its ugly head (again)
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Quote of the day:
“The most dangerous risk of all - The risk of

spending your life not doing what you want

on the bet you can buy yourself the freedom

to do it later.”

By Jack Ryan

         Opinion

Senioritis is the expression used to describe
the nasty habit of slacking off by high school
seniors during their last semester or even
their entire final year of school. Plummet-
ing grades, dropping or blowing off classes,
coming in late consistently, general lack of
ambition, and far-off gazes are just a few of
the symptoms of senioritis. It is easy to catch and difficult to get rid
of, senioritis can be more dangerous than seniors realize to their
plans for the future.
   As many as half of all college students do not have adequate aca-
demic preparation and are required to take remedial courses and
extra classes just to avoid falling behind in regular school. More
than one quarter of the freshmen at four-year colleges and almost
half of those at two-year colleges do not even make it to their sopho-
more year.
   For some seniors, grades and schoolwork begin to slide not be-
cause of slacking off but because of another cause of
senioritis:obsession over the college admission process. Some stu-
dents spend so much time focused on applications and thinking up

ways to impress admission officers that everything else suffers.
   Besides possibly leading to a lack of preparation for college, and
a big shock when students arrive there, senioritis causes students’
grades to drop, which can jeopardize their chances of even attend-
ing a top-choice college. Every year, colleges rescind their offers of
admission, put students on academic probation, or change financial
aid packages as a result of senioritis and poor choices in their last
year of school.
   Colleges are looking for students who are continuously interested
in furthering their education, and striving for knowledge. Taking a
ìyear offî for your senior year and taking easy courses or coming in
late, or leaving early is not a good way to show schools that you’re
ambitious about your education.Taking higher level courses and
using proper time management skills in your senior year can help a
student appeal more to schools and improve their chances of greater
success.

   Senioritis is a severe and very real problem within high schools.
Kids lose ambition and become overly stressed about the whole
admissions and graduation process. With our futures closing in fast
we ask ourselves how weíve spent our time in school, and if there
was something else that could have been done.

In today’s society, people who sit five or more hours a day are con-
sidered to be a “couch potato,” but what if sitting for that amount of
time actually benefits you?
   A recent study shows that people who sit five or more hours a day
are significantly more comfortable than those who do not. Indi-
viduals who are always on the go and sit less than two hours a day
experience far less comfort when compared to those who sit for
longer periods of time. Studies show that people who sit for longer
periods of time can be up to 20 times more comfortable than those
who do not, which is quite a significant difference.
   People who sit most of the time usually experience comfort sen-
sations in their lower torso and leg region, where people who stand
for most of their day have achy muscles and uncomfortable feet.
Interestingly, the most comfortable people are those who sit for
most of their day and lay down for at least eight hours. In addition

to being significantly more comfortable, those lying down and sit-
ting during their day tend to be far more “cozier and snugglier”
when it comes to sleep.
   Although this goes against the popular belief that sitting down for
long periods of time is just plain bad for you, it can actually benefit
you in the long run.         By Emily Hyde

Take a seat...it’s good for you
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Going someplace cool?

Take with you and get your picture taken

for next year's Fultonian Yearbook

feature

"Where in the world
is The Raider? "

Japan hopes to make some noise at World Cup

‘

World Cup Soccer:

Looking for a sleeper in this year’s World Cup? Then look no fur-
ther than Japan. In World Cup 2010 Japan shocked many  with their
surprisingly impressive game play compared to recent years. How-
ever in the 2002 World Cup, located on home soil, Japan was able
to win their group which featured Russia, Belgium and Tunisia to
storm into the second round, only to lose out to eventual third-place
finishers Turkey by a solitary goal.
   They more than redeemed themselves at South Africa 2010 though,
progressing to the second stage at the expense of the likes of Den-
mark and Cameroon. They came close to stunning Paraguay in the
consequent round-of-16 clash, with the South Americans only ad-

vancing through a penalty shootout victory after regular and extra
time finished goalless. Key players for Japan are midfielder Keisuke
Honda and at the attacking line are Shinji Kagawa and Shinji
Okazaki, who finished the continental finals as the team’s top scorer
with three goals.
   At the heart of the central midfield alongside Honda is specialist
Yasuhito Endo while FC Schalke defender Atsuto Uchida is the key
man at the defense. For the 2014 FIFA World Cup Japan has been
placed into group C, also among this group are Colombia, Greece,
and Cote D’Ivoire. Japan’s first game will be June 14 where they
will be facing Cote D’Ivoire         By Jeff Waldron

Popular white deer heard may be in danger
The nation’s largest herd of white deer may soon have its home
destroyed due to development. The former Seneca Army Depot in
New Yorkís Finger Lakes region is home to a large herd of brown,
white and piebald whitetails that have grown up inside the tall fence
that has enclosed the 7,000 acre depot since 1941.
   The first white deer were seen on the depot in 1949. As the herd
grew the Army opened the depot to limited whitetail hunting to
prevent overpopulation, but placed the white deer off-limits. Today
there are about 800 deer on the depot and 200 of them are white.
The Army closed the depot in 2000, and it now belongs to the Sen-
eca County Industrial Development Agency. The U.S. Army Corps
of Engineers staff currently works onsite, cleaning up hazardous
materials and looking for unexploded ordnance.
   Once the area is fully cleaned up, probably in 2016, the Corps
plans to remove the fence, and the IDA will take over the property,
which will likely be opened to development, according to

Syracuse.com. Some local residents have formed Seneca White
Deer, a group that hopes to preserve the fence and the depot as a
wildlife area for birders, Eco tourists and those interested in the
history of the depot, which stored munitions from 1941 through the
first Gulf War in 1991.  The group has organized several sold-out
bus tours of the property and hopes it can be preserved as open
space and continue to be the home for the herd.   By Connor Relf

Coming tomorrow in

RaiderNet Daily
 * More final installment of

“The Fugitives”
Only one more edition to go!

Yet another school shooting creates headline news
In what has seemingly become a weekly event, a gunman opens
fire on an American campus and students, teachers and administra-
tors duck for cover while parents anxiously wait for their kids to
check in, praying for the phone to ring.
   It played out again Tuesday at Reynolds High School in Troutdale,
Oregon, a city of 16,400 people 12 miles east of Portland when a
student at the school shot and killed another student before appar-
ently taking his own life. The shooting happened just as classes

were about to get under way at Reynolds High School. The victim
was a 14-year-old freshman named Emilio Hoffman. Police have
not disclosed the shooter’s identity - or, more importantly, what
compelled him to carry out such a horrifying act.
   The shooting, the second in a week, is the latest in a long string
following an attack at Seattle Pacific University last week that killed
one person and wounded two others. By Cailtin Chrisman
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By Neal Burke

         Fiction

Last time on The Fugitives: Our Fugitives
succeeded in destroying the facility on
Ugwadule B and successfully escaped with
their lives. However, Lupo-still frightened
from being swallowed alive, has not yet re-
emerged, still leaving Opul in her place.
Opul is in the process of explaining and af-
terwards, will they all succeed in getting
Lupo to come back out? Find out now.

   Everyone listened intently as Opul explained what had happened.
She told them about the two warriors, the snake woman and the
hooded one, and how they had fought. When she got to the part
where Lupo had been swallowed, everyone gasped, except Silver
as he had been there when it happened. But he still shuddered when
she mentioned it. After that, Opul told them that she had tried to get
Lupo to come out but that she was still too afraid.
   “The only option is to go into the realm of our mind and talk to
her personally,” Opul said finally. “But first, I’m going to take a
shower and get out of these robes.” She looked at the clothing with
disgust before standing up and heading out. She was almost about
to exit the cockpit when Crystal stopped her, a desperate look in her
eyes.
   “Please,” She pleaded. “Please bring my baby sister back.”
   Opul smiled some and nodded. “I will, don’t worry.” She reas-

sured her before leaving to take her shower.
XXXX
   Meanwhile, on Mordris, Bala’s remodeling of the throne room
was complete. Instead of being black and gothic, the room now had
a bit more of a “royal” feel to it. It was now a bit more red and gold
and the skeletal statues had been replaced with gold statues of god-
desses. The throne had also been changed, from a giant seat to more
of an elaborate bench with a golden frame with wing like designs
and red cushions that Bala was laying on while three attendants
attended to her, a smile on her face. Even Bala herself had even
changed her attire to match the room’s new look. She now wore a
red dress with golden embroidery and was letting her hair flow a bit
more. She let out a sigh of content and closed her eyes as her ser-
vants attended to her every whim, one was filing and painting her
fingernails a blood red whilst another was doing the same to her
toes and a third was fanning her with a golden fan shaped like a

palm leaf. This was her idea of paradise. Then a member of the
Royal Guard came in and marched up the steps to the throne before
getting down on one knee.
   “Goddess Bala.” he said. Over the course of the past day, Bala
had evolved her title from Empress to Goddess. Given that her pow-
ers and abilities far surpassed those of most beings in the galaxy,
she believed herself to be superior to them and that they should all
worship her like the goddess that she was.
   Bala didn’t turn to him or even open her eyes when he spoke.
Instead, she simply stretched out her leg that wasn’t being attended
to and offered her foot to him which he obediently kissed.
   “What is it?” she asked him, still not opening her eyes.
   The guard swallowed hard and took a deep breath. He was the
once forced to be the bearer of the bad news that had just come in
and boy was it bad.
   “I” he began, trying to make sure she didn’t get to upset. “It’s the
ore facility on Ugwadule B.”
   “What about it?” Bala asked, still not opening her eyes but now
her smile had died down.
   The guard took another deep breath and prepared himself. He
wanted this to be as as painless as possible.
   “Well, it’s been completely, destroyed.”
   At this, Bala’s eyes snapped open and she ordered her attendants
to stop. Rising to a sitting position, she looked over to the guard.
   “When?” she asked, anger beginning to boil inside her.
   “About an hour ago.” he told her and seconds later, he wished he
hadn’t. Bala got to her feet extremely fast, grabbed him by his robes
and hoisted him up.
   “Tell me,” she said, her smile returning but much more devious.
“Why did you wait a whole hour to tell me what happened, hmm?”
   “I uh, w-we didn’t want to d-disturb you,” he replied, fumbling
the words a little.
   Bala chortled. “Well, at least you respect your goddess enough to
not want to disturb her,” she told him. “And for that, I’m not going
to kill you. However, you still didn’t tell me for quite some time
and I’m still punishing you for that.”
   Her grin growing even more sinister, she tossed him down and
when he landed, he landed on his right arm with a loud crack caus-
ing him to grunt loudly. Bala continued to laugh as he got up, his
arm now dislocated, before speaking to him again.
   “Now go, and find out who or what did this. Now!”
   “Y-y-yes G-g-goddess B-bala.” He replied, still shaken from his
injury. “I w-will not f-fail you again.” Then he slowly made his way
out of the room to fulfill his task.
   “Excellent.” Bala said to herself as she laid back down and with a
simple wave of her hand, told her attendants to resume their duties.
While in truth she was very displeased at the facility’s destruction,
especially since her Project Legion subjects most likely died as well,
she didn’t fret too much. Once she found out who did it, she’d make
them suffer for displeasing her. A new law reigned in the galaxy,
and she wanted to make sure every being under her command knew
that. She let out another sigh of content, thinking about what she
would do to the offenders as her servants continued to wait on her.
XXXX
   After Opul had finished her shower, she headed to the bunks to
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finally go inside the mental world to talk to Lupo and hopefully
convince her to come back out. She wasn’t wearing her robe at the
moment as it was currently drying in the shower because she had
taken a shower while wearing it first, then showered her body. When
she got to the bunks, Silver was waiting at the door, a concerned
look on his face.
   “So, do you think she’ll come out?” he asked her. “I’m really
worried about her.”
   Opul placed a hand on his shoulder. “I’ll try my best.” she reas-
sured him with a smile. “I’ll let you come into the room with me.
That way you’ll be the first person to see her when she comes out.”
   “Thanks,” Silver replied with a nod. “Do you want me to get Crys-
tal and Ordin? I mean, all of us are worried about Lupo.”
   Opul thought for a moment, then shook her head. “I think that
one person is enough.” she told him. “We don’t want to crowd her
when she comes to. That might trigger the fear again.”
   Silver nodded and followed her into the bunk room. Once inside,
Opul laid down on one of the beds and took in a deep breath. She

her. Twisted looking black rock formations and a blood red sky that
pulsated like the inside of the throat pushing something down into
the stomach. Loud swallowing sounds echoed through the land-
scape and Opul realized that this world was the manifestation of
Lupo’s fear.
   “Don’t worry Lupo, I’m coming.” Opul said quietly before pro-
ceeding forward. The ground clamped like stone with her footsteps
but at the same time, squished like flesh. Looking down, she saw
that the ground was a mix of black rock and red pulsating flesh.
Giving the ground a bit of a disgusted look, she continued on.
   As she walked, she saw eerie looking snake/human hybrids with
hissing-like laughs. She merely rolled her eyes at them and contin-
ued forward, deeming them not even worth her time. After a few
minutes Opul reached a severely twisted rock formation that seemed
to form some kind of  imprisonment around a large portion of pul-
sating red flesh and a figure of black. As she got closer to the “cage,”
she could hear the sound of whimpering and crying mixed with
swallowing sounds and could see a pair of white ears growing from
the shadowed figure, who appeared to be lying face down. Getting
a better look, Opul was shocked to find that the figure was Lupo.
The frightened girl was wearing her robes and was drenched in
saliva and digestive fluids. Opul couldn’t see her legs or tail and
upon further inspection, she saw that Lupo was consumed from the
waist down by the red flesh and each time it pulsated she was sucked
in a little more. That’s when it hit Opul. She already knew that this
world was made from Lupo’s fear, but she now knew why Lupo
hadn’t come out of here. The fear had been too much for her and
trapped her and now it was swallowing her up. This was very bad,
if someone was swallowed up by their fear, there was a good chance
they wouldn’t come back up. Kneeling in front of Lupo’s prison,
Opul reached out and grabbed her hand, holding it tight in hers.
Lupo gasped when she was touched and looked up at her, a terrified
expression on her face.
   “It’s alright Lupo,” she told her. “I’m going to get you out of
here.” Opul knew it would take a lot of talking and comforting to
get Lupo to come back but she also knew that she didn’t have a ton
of time. Lupo was already waist deep in the flesh and it wouldn’t be
too long before she was completely swallowed.
   Will Opul succeed in helping Lupo or will the wolf girl literally
be swallowed up by her fear? And what about Bala? She is already
displeased at the destruction of the facility, but how will she react
when and if she finds out that Lupo and her friends were behind it?
Find out tomorrow in our last installments of  The Fugitives.

Time is running out!
Get your yearbook from Mr.

Senecal before and after
school in room 102 and during

GSH in room 228
$60 make checks payable to

Fultonian Yearbook
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needed to fully prepare herself for this because traveling into the
mental realm, while not too difficult for their species, required the
utmost concentration. Silver had already pulled up a chair and was
sitting beside her. She looked over to him and smiled.
   “Hey, before I do this, do you think you could let Nightclaw out
for a second?” she asked, a puppy dog look in her eyes. “I just want
to see him.”
   Smiling Silver nodded and let Nightclaw take control again. Upon
seeing him, Opul sat up and hugged him tightly. Nightclaw chuck-
led a little and hugged her back, giving her an affectionate lick on
the cheek. Though it was her nature to be confident, Opul was ner-
vous and having Nightclaw here gave her a bit of a confidence boost.
She gave him a return lick on the cheek and kissed his lips gently to
which he grinned.
   “Good luck.” he told her as he hugged her again. Then he pulled
away from her and transformed back into Silver. He looked at Opul
who was smiling at him again.
   “Thanks.” she said, placing a hand on his arm.
   “You’re welcome.” he replied.
   Opul nodded before laying back down and re-preparing herself.
She closed her eyes and began to concentrate, concentrating on the
mental realm rather than physical, concentrating on Lupo. She Soon
got a lock on Lupo and her mind entered a dreamlike state. When
Opul’s eyes opened, she found herself in a world that almost scared



Meteorology and you
By Carson Metcalf

Former GRB student and current SUNY Oswego sophomore  Carson Metcalf is an aspiring
Meteorologist. Look for his daily weather forecasts for Fulton on RaiderNet Daily.

Tonight: Tomorrow:Today:

Cloudy with rain.

65º
Average: 55º

Record: 41º (1979)

Cloudy with  rain
showers.

77º
Average: 77º

Record: 91º (1999)

Cloudy with rain.

75º
Average: 77º

Record: 91º (1961)
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Mr. Green for sure."

Bridget LaPage

Greg Scerbo

Brittney Bivins


