
"November comes  
And November goes,  

With the last red berries  
And the first white snows. 

 
With night coming early,  
And dawn coming late,  
And ice in the bucket  
And frost by the gate. 

 
The fires burn  

And the kettles sing,  
And earth sinks to rest  
Until next spring.þ 

 
- Elizabeth Coatsworth 



The Person I Wish to Be  
The School We Wish to Be 





Respect From Self 

Who will I be if I do it? 



Quality World 





Self Control 
The only person that I can control is myself. 





 



Punisher 



Guilter 



Buddy 



Monitor 



Monitor 
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Manager 





Communication 






