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This publication is dedicated to Mrs. Debby Menick.  
Mrs. Menick has been an educator for 45 years.  

In February, she celebrated her 30th anniversary of teaching at Ashley River. She has educated thousands 

of strings musicians. Her expertise, calm demeanor, and positive attitude will be missed.  

Congratulations on your well-deserved retirement! 



The Ashley River Creative Writing Club is proud to present the 2020 Unicorn 

Press. This literary magazine includes art and writing from students in kindergar-

ten through fifth grade. 

The Unicorn Press highlights the work of the Creative Writing Club.  

The club was formed to give fourth and fifth grade students at Ashley River an-

other artistic outlet and an opportunity to explore writing in a unique way. 

This year, the Creative Writing Club collaborated with the Drama Troupe. The 

group wrote poems that were performed at the Drama Troupe’s “Boo Revue.” The 

Creative Writing Club also created a take home holiday publication for all stu-

dents to enjoy. Students also practiced writing, editing, and revising their pieces. 

Many helped to type the writing featured in the publication.   

Mrs. Brandon and Mrs. Cook have guided the club in their creative endeavors. 

We hope you enjoy this publication. 
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Claire Britton Grade 5 

The Unspeakable 

 

The unspeakable times you wish you did smell 
The fresh clean Chilean air 

The rich cinnamon scent of my grandma’s perfume 

The fried croissants being made at the farmer’s market 
 

The unspeakable times you wish you did see 

The gushing waterfall at Yosemite  
The farms in Chile with many horses I wish I could ride 

The big apricot tree at my grandma’s house with thousands of juicy 
apricots 

 

The unspeakable times you wish you did hear 
The yelping of a fox when camping 

The crackling of the fire pit with the huge Christmas trees 

The barking of my lost dog who had a happy long life 

 

The unspeakable times you wish you did touch 

The nice thick leather made into a purse in Chile 

The soft fur of my exchange student’s dog  
The soft quilts that my Grandmother made 

 

The unspeakable times you wish you did taste 

The hotdog with mayonnaise and guacamole in Chile 

The disgusting chicken foot that made me gag 

The tasty ramen noodles made fresh in a Japanese restaurant  
 

Oh only if you did. 

The Blues 

 

When you step on your dog’s 

bones 

And you get cuts on your feet 

And you’re out of Band-Aids 

And your blood is a red as a 

beet 

 

When I get a bad grade 

On an important test 

I was so disappointed 

I was way too stressed 

Only If I Could 

 

I wish I could hear.  

I wish I could see.  

I wish I could use five senses.  

I can only use three.  

When I was little I got very sick.  

I lost my hearing and sight.  

My parents have sent me to five therapists  

They don’t work.  

My parents don’t think I can do anything.  

They think of me as half dead.  

My passion is to write about my life.  

I can’t tell my parents though.  

Though I am only twelve,  

I am intelligent and talk in my brain.  

That is good enough.  

Though how can I tell them?  

That’s what’s groaning in my brain.  

Only if I could. 

Blisters 
 

Blisters, they hurt like when you get a  

bad grade on a test. 

Blisters, appear after rubbing metal and  

rope with your hands. 

Blisters, big, fluid filled agony after  

a new pair of shoes. 

Blisters, teach a lesson hoping you learn. 

Blisters, coming when least expected  

like grandparents. 

Blisters, they pop, welcoming a bloody goo.  

Blisters, you can’t control. 
 



Farmer’s Daughter 
 

 Once I was a City Girl, but now... I’m a Farm Girl! When I lived in the city, I was a popular girl. Every-
body wanted to be my friend. I had a best friend named, Ava. Ava and I were inseparable, until one day when 
I was helping out a new girl at my school. Ava got jealous. She ignored me for a while. One day I heard her 
tell a girl, “You’re my real best friend.” So that was that. We were done!   

 

When I got home, my Mom told me we were moving! I got very upset about that and stormed up to my 
room. That night at dinner, I apologized and stated, “I don’t want to move.” My Mom rubbed me on the back 
and sighed, “We have to move, your Dad... well, you know what?” I knew. My Dad is in the military, so we 
move a lot. I was sad though because I actually liked the school I attended. I knew that day that my life would 
never be the same.  

 

After a week, moving day came and I told all my friends goodbye. I got in the car and off my mom and 
I went. The thing is, she wanted to surprise me with something. I thought it was going to be some man-
sion.  But then she stated, “You're going to have a big job!” I wondered what it was going to be.  

 

Finally, we were there, but it was not a mansion. It was… a farm! I was not hoping for that at all! I set 
up my room, and I was very mad. I do not want to be a farm girl!  

 

It was pretty nice outside if I do say so myself. I went outside, but my Mom stopped me on my way out 
and stated, “Follow me.” I followed her and I found myself in a barn and there in front of me was a horse. 
Mom claimed, “He’s yours now.” Now, I have a horse named Black Beauty.  

 

It’s my first day at my new school. I hoped everybody liked me. After arriving at school the most em-
barrassing thing happened. My teacher introduced me to the whole grade.  

 

I was feeling pretty left out after the first few days until Natalie Cook came up to me and whispered, 
“Want to be my friend?” I exclaimed, “Yes!” Natalie and I are best friends now.  

 

My Mom and I were at the store, and I saw an old lady selling chickens. They seemed like they were 
sick and needed my help, so I begged my mom to buy them. She sighed, “Sure.” I got ten chickens that day. I 
ended up having to care for them, and they ended up being my best friends, other than Natalie. That is how I 
became a farm girl. 

If the Creative Writing Club Were Flowers 

 

Mrs. Cook would be a vivid red rose that lasts through winter. 
 

Mrs. Brandon would be a light orange striking lily. 
 

Ellie would be a small purple daisy that always regrows. 
 

Reese would be a bat flower that is very flashy. 
 

Arabella would be a long tall bright sunflower that faces the sun. 
 

Keely would be a bird of paradise that always knows when the sun is up. 
 

Lucy would be a zinnia that never loses its petals. 
 

Lyla would be a cymbidium orchid that has a dose of dark green  

Claire Britton 



Arabella Carrigan Grade 5 

I’ve Never Told Anyone 

 

I’ve never told anyone 

How sad I am about how many people  
grow hungry each night 

 

I’ve never told anyone  
How deeply afraid I am about 

 the open ocean 

 
I’ve never told anyone  

I cut a long piece of my mom’s hair  
And tried to sell it on eBay 

 
I’ve never told anyone  

How much I want women to be equal  
The same way men are 

 
I never told anyone  

I almost burned my house down 

 
I’ve never told anyone  

About how much I take for granted 

 
I’ve never told anyone 

 

Living With The Moon 
 

Bare feet buried in the grass 

All thoughts being lost 

I’m getting something  
Getting a message from the moon  
Brushing off all the moon dust  
Into the palm of my hand  
Feeling the magic as it  
Soaks through my skin 
 

Mama Moon  
Hear me now  
Guide me through  
The essence of life 
 

Living with the moon  
Is like believing in fairytales 

Once you do,  
You will find yourself 

In a better place  
Than you  
Were before 
 

If you can't  
Live with the moon 

Because your parents said no 

Or you will miss your friends, 
She will always be watching 

And loving you  
As if you were her own 
 



Ellie Polk Grade 5 

Fear 
 

Friends protect me 

From my fears. 
But if a friend isn’t true, 
They become my fear. 

 

Stellar 

 

Usually, when somebody hears the word stellar, 

They imagine suns, 

Or stars, 

Or outer space. 

However, there’s another form of stellar. 

A sort of forgotten word 

That not many people use anymore… 

An adjective 

Used to describe things that are great, 

Or amazing, 

Or super, 

Or marvelous. 

There are many things that are stellar. 

Such as juicy pears, 

Or red foxes, 

Or blooming azaleas, 

Or nature walks, 

Or mechanical pencils, 

Or watercolors, 

Or scented candles, 

Or homemade pancakes. 

Most people are blind to how great these things 
are. 

They’re tucked away from those people, 

Visible only to those who choose to see them. 

And those people 

Are stellar. 

Sunset 

 

As the sun leaves the sky, 

Colors wash over the clouds. 

Bright and beautiful. 

Lavender and orange and magenta. 

Like squeezing huge fruits in the air, 

Until they explode 

Leaving only swirling puddles of juice. 

Then in a heartbeat, 

The colors disappear, 

Replaced by a dull blue sheet. 

Now the sky is resting, 

Saving her energy 

To be even more glorious 

Tomorrow. 
 

Staring Through a Fogged Window 
 

Like a fire in a winter breeze, 
I have died. 
Only to become anew 

In the water, I stare at my reflection 

It swirls and distorts 

Until I am looking at a new image 

I am no longer me 

Now I breathe through clear lungs 

A clean conscience 

And I see through fresh eyes 

A new perspective 
 



Reese Szymkowicz Grade 5 

Loneliness 

 

Most never have this feeling 

But for some 

It is the only thing they can feel 

The realization 

Is a wave of misfortune 

It is the worst feeling in the world 

Some hesitate to reach happiness 

But others will emerge from their lonely 

world 

And finally have joy 

 

Memories 
 

Memories are the things that make us who we are. 
Some are reminders of happiness and joy. 

But some are painful reminders of something bad. 
Memories can be anything in the world. 

Sometimes they’re things to remember when we are down. 
We can make memories by choosing our paths in the future. 

 

The Poem Outburst 

 

The Unicorn Press 

Where Creative Writers make poems so amazing 

Everyone hears about it, like drama, art, and even dance! 

It’s a place where I can write down what I feel 

Writing poems that are silly and fun 

Or maybe others, having a deeper, darker meaning 

The Unicorn Press is a catalyst to new ideas 

Writing your emotions on paper 

And letting people see how you made art 

 

Legend of The Land 
 

 Earth felt prosperous being the only one in its family to have life on her 
surface. She thought she was better than everyone else. Her twin sister Venus 
was in sorrow because of her toxic surface, and Neptune was always cold to 
others being so far away from their father. 

 Whenever the other planets complained about her being the luckiest, 
she always said, “Mercury is closest to father, so he is the luckiest.” Mercury 
had enough of Earth talking about him. Since he lived closest to their father, 
he was able to report Earth before she was able to hear. “I will punish her for 
such things!” Father spoke, his voice echoing throughout the Milky Way for all 
the planets, stars, and moons to hear.  

When he confronted Earth, she just replied, “That is not true, Mercury 
lies!” The other planets had chimed in though, explaining that Earth does not 
tell the truth.  

Outraged, her father raised his hands and used his solar flares and 
sent them down on Earth. The solar flares separated her center superconti-
nent, Pangea, into six pieces. Her guard was quick and able to protect her 
from more of the flares. His name was Atmosphere.  

Earth felt betrayed by her father. She now no longer called him father 
but the Sun. She proceeded to name the new continents formed as North 
America, South America, Australia, Africa, Antarctica, Asia, and its small broth-
er Europe. And that is the Legend of the Land. 

An Ode To Fevers 
 

Oh fevers are great 

When you are sick 

There is breakfast in bed 

A warm cup of tea 

Your nose all red 

Sleeping all day 

Five day weekends 

TV all the way! 

Pajamas to stay in 

The best thing of all 
School is not there 

Just from that wonderful 
fever 



Keely Yagel Grade 5 

Closed off from the outdoors 

Obstacles keeping me away from fun 

Rage over not seeing my friends 

Obscured from school 

Naive people not following rules 

Aloof sickness coming  

Violating the caution tape on the parks 

Injurious virus causing fatalities 

Regretting not doing something before 

Uttermost people getting infected 

Stuck in my domicile 

 

Waiting in Line 
 

Waiting in line 

At the local grocery store 

With sweet mother’s hands 

Holding mine 
 

Waiting in line,  
The wonderful smell of fresh-made bread greeting my nostrils. 
Shuffling my feet 
Across the fascinating checkerboard floor 
 

Waiting in line, 
Her hand slipping from mine. 
“I have to get one more thing,” Mom said, 
“Please hold my place in line.” 
 

Waiting in line, 
Alone. 
Holding her groceries with trembling hands. 
It’ll be fine, I thought. She’ll be back before our turn.  
 

Waiting in line, 
We’re next! 
Where is she? 

My stomach is twisting into knots. 
 

No more waiting.  
I take a hesitant step forward 

And just in time, a relieving grip lands on my shoulder. 
She was back. 
 

Imagination 

 

Imagination 

The ability for my mind to be free. 
 

Imagining my dream self 
Wishing for my curls to flee my dark, thick 
hair, 
Wanting to increase my height, 
Longing for clear skin. 
 

Watching clouds coming to life 

Chasing each other across the bright sky, 
Racing each other to the finish 

 

Having frivolous thoughts and 

Allowing my creativity to take control. 
Starting with a clean slate, 
Drawing out my feelings. 
 

The ability for my mind to be free. 



Smelly Revenge  
 

 It was 1942 and the sun shone over the state of North Carolina, onto the town of Asheville. It blazed onto the win-

dows of a middle-high school campus. It was almost the end of the school year. There were five hundred kids in the middle 

school building and eight hundred kids in the high school building.  
 Ash was currently in his seventh grade 2:30 algebra class, and everyone was complaining about the scorching heat. 

The teacher tried to calm everyone down, but it didn’t work at all. Ash saw a perfect opportunity to sneak down to the sci-

ence lab. He went there almost always after school because he loved trying new experiments. The lab was in the high school 

building, so he had to be sneaky. The door was wide open and no one saw him leave. Ash was lucky; no one was walking 

about the two buildings. Not thinking anyone was in the lab, Ash opened the door. He jumped in surprise when he saw a man 

in the room. 
“You’re not supposed to be here! Go back to class before I write you up!” snapped Mr. Miller, a tenth-grade chemis-

try teacher. Ash flew through the door back to his locker. Sadly walking back to class, the principal stopped Ash. Mr. Miller 

had told his principal! Ash had to call his parents on the phone and tell them that he snuck into the high school building. Ash 

was furious and angry at Mr. Miller.  
After a crummy day of school, something sparked in Ash’s head. He would get revenge on Mr. Miller. Ash thought 

about what Mr. Miller hates the most and that’s bad smells. Mr. Miller even provided deodorant for everyone at the begin-

ning of the school year! After thinking for a while on his bed, Ash had a perfect idea.  
The next morning Ash was so excited that he didn’t eat breakfast. His mind was focused on sweet revenge. As much 

as Ash loved biology, he skipped class to go to the school library. He checked out a book titled Science Experiments for the 

Creative Young Mind: Adult Supervision Required! He flipped through the book, trying to find a sulfur mixture. Ash came 

across a sulfur mixture at the very end of the book, and he.was so thrilled that having a day of classes ahead of him didn’t 

seem so bad. 
On the bus home, Ash studied the formula over and over again. He couldn’t help thinking it was a little complicated 

for a simple rotten egg smelling mixture. Even though he knew what he needed to do, he would bring the book and a flash-

light just in case.  
When Ash was sure that both of his parents were asleep, he snuck out of his bed through his window; the school was 

pretty close. When Ash arrived at the high school, the doors were locked as he expected. But there, standing tall, right next to 

the unlocked second-floor windows of the classroom, rose the best climbing tree he’d ever seen. He was inside the school in 

seconds and made his way down to the science lab in the basement.  
Opening his book, he grabbed all of the materials he needed off the shelf. He hurriedly mixed the ingredients togeth-

er. When he finished the solution, it smelt horrible. Just the way he liked it. He carefully went to Mr. Miller's room and 

grabbed a rope out of his book bag. Ash triple knotted the cup around the doorknob. Ash imagined Mr. Miller’s expression 

when he opened his door and the sulfur mixture spilled onto the science lab floor. Mr. Miller would probably vomit from the 

putrid smell.  Ash ran back home and snuggled under his blanket. He had completed his mission.  
The next morning, Ash skipped wildly into the kitchen for breakfast, ruffling his mother’s hair and giving her a kiss 

on the cheek. Ash usually bounced between silent, half asleep, or down and gloomy in the morning, so this surprised her.  
“Someone sure is happy this morning - who are you and what have you done with my son?!” Ash’s mother laughed. 
“Yeah, today I have . . . um . . . a field trip!” Ash lied. 
“Well, eat your breakfast before zooming out the door this time,” his mother pleaded. 
“Yes, mom.” 

 After eating breakfast as his mother told him, Ash ran through the door to his bus stop. Ash was so ecstatic that he 

couldn’t stop moving! After all, he had just pulled a huge prank on a tenth-grade teacher. During his first class, Ash heard a 

loud boom coming from the high school. If they could hear it in the middle school, it must have been deafening in the high 

school. Worrying, Ash opened the book Science Experiments for the Creative Young Mind: Adult Supervision Required! to 

the sulfur mixture. That’s when he realized that the harmless sulfur mixture was on the same page as nitroglycerin mixture. 

Nitroglycerin is a highly explosive ingredient in dynamite.  
Ash panicked as his class went over to the building. Ash fell into a crowd and saw Mr. Miller with his hand still in 

the form of turning the doorknob when the door had already flown off. His hair was wild and his face was covered in ash. His 

jaw was dropped so low that two mice could live between his teeth. Birds were flying into the school! Glass was scattered 

across the floor! The sound of the fire alarm and fire trucks off in the distance rung in everyone’s ears! Test tubes and chemi-

cals were spilled everywhere. The explosion caused much damage to the classroom, but after a lot of money being spent, per-

haps everything could be fixed. Thankfully no one was harmed, and Edward Yagel was never caught. If you are wondering 

who Edward Yagel is, he is my great grandfather and he earned the nickname Ash after the 1942 “accidental” explosion in 

the science lab.  
 

Keely Yagel  



Time is frozen. 
Hands on the clock come to a sudden stop. 
Everyone’s actions paused. 
Everything strangely still. 
A profound silence lingers in the air. 
No one speaks. 
Except for three, young girls. 
 
One is nine years old. 
Someone might’ve thought she would be curious; in-
terested in what happened. 
But, she took one step out of her bedroom. 
Staring at her frozen parents and siblings. 
She stood there for a while, 
Glaring with empty eyes.   
And then she stumbled ran back to her room, 
Planted her face into a pillow,  
And she started sobbing, 
And sobbing. 
 
Another is thirteen. 
She is more energetic; 
Jumping around from 
Person to person, 
Having a concert with her family. 
Her frozen family. 
Without anyone to tell her to turn the music down, 
While she rocks her heart out,  
Not concerned, not scared. 
And for a few moments, 
life felt unreal. 
 
The third was eleven. 
The sun shone on her long, silky hair, 
While she lay on her bed. 
Her freckles bouncing on her skin, as she 
Planted her lithe body on her bedroom rug, 
Her toes feeling a tickling sensation. 
She went to her backyard, 
Skipping in the grass, 
Picking up angelic flowers on the way. 
What a lovely morning, she thought, 
As she plopped onto her hammock, 
Enjoying the peace and quiet. 
Enjoying the peace. 
 
 

Even though the two oldest girls were enjoying these 
heavenly moments, 
The youngest wasn’t as lucky. 
She pulled herself from the pillow, 
Covered in dry tears. 
She ran out barefoot into the streets, 
Yelling at the top of her lungs, 
Until a languor came upon her. 
And she was 
Not able to move, and not able to speak. 
 
The girl in the hammock heard her rambunctious 
screams. 
And she ran,  
And ran. 
Until she found a little body, wheezing. 
“Do you need help?” she mumbled softly. 
No answer. 
“Are you okay?” 
The girl looked up, her eyes full of tears, and, 
The girl helped the other up, 
And when their palms touched, 
A powerful shock went between them. 
“Ouch!” the other one cried, “That hurt!” 
 
The oldest girl still sang. 
She didn’t hear the commotion outside. 
After all, she was delighted right where she was. 
On the other hand, the two girls went 
From door to door, knocking and knocking, 
And waiting for an answer. 
Practically driving themselves crazy. 
 
The two younger girls came upon the singing girl’s 
house, 
They knocked hard on the door. 
They were exhausted. 
And when the girl went to open the door, 
They were both on the ground, passed out. 
She held onto them, and she didn’t know why, 
She just did, and when she did,  
It wasn’t just a shock that she felt. 
It was a great force, 
So strong it knocked her over. 
And alas, 
Time had 
continued. 

A Peculiar Pause 

Keely Yagel  



Chloe Cangelosi Grade 4 

My World 

 

In my world, you can smell… 

Peppermint Tea Tree oil, the perfume so pretty and  joyful 
Forest air like a blanket full of the strong smell of fall 

The  fierce smell of sweat that comes on after tennis practice 

That's what my world smells like 

 

In my world, you can hear…  
The babble of talk that breaks out after school on the bus  

The crunch of dead leaves underfoot on trails  
The wind blowing and surrounding me in a faint whisper 

That's what my world sounds like 

 

In my world, you can see… 

People handing out food to the homeless  
Clouds swirling and twirling by the sea 

Pages flipping through books and more books 

A pencil touching my palm 

That's what my world looks like 

 

Peace 

 

 Dark 

 

Darkness pressing in  

Clouding vision  

Suffocating  

Surroundings covered in black 

Coldness touching bare skin 

Spreading fear that was not there before 

Dark 

Anger 

 

Anger  
It pulses through everyone  

You can't rid your body of anger 

Ever 

It hides in your very own veins 

When its unleashed it attacks  
Ripping through souls like shredded paper  

You can’t it let win  
It's everywhere 

In everyone  

Control it    

Queen of homeschooling  

Unseen virus coming 

Always in hiding 

Rarely sleep in the night 

Annoying sister barking at you to turn the music down 

Never allowed to see friends  

Totally not cool 

Inside is so very lonely 

Not fun, so boring 

Everybody has to stay six feet apart  



Lucy Frost Grade 4 

Playing Fortnite  
 

Staring at a screen for so long  
I try to remember what buttons to press. 

Every two seconds I’m asking my brothers,  
Is this how you build? 

Is this how you invite friends?  
And so on.  

I’ve been trying to learn for months. 
I wish I knew how to play. 
I still don’t.  

While I’m trying to chop down wood  
Or find a chest,  

All sorts of characters keep coming up to me 
and 

I just start dying. 

Eventually, I’ll come back to life.  
My brother makes it look so easy when he’s 

playing 

I wish it was that easy for me. 
It isn’t. 

When I Grow Up 

 

What do you want to be when you grow up? 

You can be anything,  

I want to be a veterinarian. 

So I can take care of animals 

When they need help. 

Where does your heart guide you? 
 

Christmas Tree 

 

Christmas tree, Christmas tree  

Was so perfect and pretty. 

It wrapped itself with colorful lights  

Put a star on its head and ornaments delight. 

My once happy holiday cheer  

Turned out to be filled with many a tear 

I took another look at the tree  

and saw my puppy lift her leg and pee! 
 

Summer Fun 
 

I was terrified,  
ten feet high  
Looking at water  
Trying to jump it was 

Too frightening. 
Watching my brothers do it 

Did not look so hard.  
Hours passed.  
My parents and friends counting 

One, two, three, go. 
It was my chance to shine by jumping 

Off a bridge for the first time. 
I finally did it,  
I was so impressed. 
Water was freezing but  
I didn’t care. 
I kept jumping off the bridge  
until I didn’t want to. 
 

Constantly washing hands 

Outbreak 

Rapidly spreading 

Online education 

No school 

Away from others  

Virus 

Infectious disease 

Running out of toilet paper 

Isolation 

Social distancing  



Lila Hayes Grade 4 

 
Wish Upon a Satellite 

Luna was laying on her back in her front yard. The starry sky seemed to wink back at her. Luna loved to 

stargaze. It was one of her favorite hobbies. Her parents were always fighting, and the outdoors was where she 

would come for peace and quiet. Suddenly, she saw a bright light. It was a star, much brighter than the others. She 

made a wish. After all, wasn’t that what you’re supposed to do? She wished that her family would go back to nor-

mal, and her parents would stop fighting.  
 Up in the night sky, somebody heard her wish. The bright star was not, in fact, a star, but a satellite. Her 

wish was heard through sound vibrations and brought back down to Earth, where a group of very surprised scien-

tists was waiting. The scientists discussed Luna’s wish for a long time. Then, one of the scientists stepped forward. 

He was a middle-aged man with a kind face and soft features. “ I will do it,” he proclaimed. “I will make this wish 

come true.”  
At Lucy’s house, she was still laying on the soft grass when she heard a car rumble into the driveway. She 

quickly ran inside to warn her parents. Soon, there was a knock at the door. Luna answered it. Standing there was 

a kindly looking man in a lab coat and suit. “Excuse me,” he said, “May I speak with your parents?” Luna called for 

her parents to come to the door. Soon, the three of them had disappeared into the living room and were speaking 

in hushed tones. Finally, her mother called for her to come into the room. “Luna, darling,” her mother began,” I 

want to start by saying that I never considered how much of an effect all of this fighting would have on you. Your 

father and I have been disagreeing on some things, and now I know how hard it has been on you. This is Dr. Jimmy 

Pimple. He heard your wish and wants to help. We have decided that the best thing for you would be for your father 

and me to divorce. The divorce will be official by next year. In the meantime, your father and I will be living apart.” 

Luna couldn’t believe her ears. A divorce! And so suddenly! 
 Later that night, when she was laying on the grass again, Luna’s father joined her. “Honey, I know how hard 

this must be on you, but your mother and I truly believe that this will be best.” And Luna believed him. It would all 

be okay. 
 

Ode to Scrunchies 

 

O beautiful scrunchies,  

Let us fondly remember 

All of the wondrous things 

 that you can grasp 

Shirts, 

Ponytails, 

Braids, 

Wrists, 

Pencils, 

Tree branches, 

Markers,  

And the beloved water bottles. 

 

Destiny 

 

Making choices 

Should I risk being late 

When should I complete my work 

To protest dinner or not 

What I want to do 

Versus what I should do 

 
Making choices 

Who I am inside 

   To follow my heart’s desired path  
Or my mind’s sensible option 

How I want to spend my life 

Fate 



The Island Girl 
 

 Twelve-year-old Luciana was doing her daily chores on her family’s farm the way she always did them. She daydreamed in 
between chores, which ended in quite a bit of water spilling from the bucket that she was carrying to the barn. Suddenly, Luciana 
heard her father calling her inside from the farmhouse. When she reached her home, she noticed that her mother was making an ef-
fort to hastily wipe tears off her face. She immediately knew that something was wrong. Her father cleared his throat and said, 
“Luciana, we want you to know that, as parents, this is the hardest decision we have ever made.” Luciana went a shade pale. She 
knew that this couldn’t be good. “You need to learn that there won’t always be somebody there to fix your careless mistakes. You 
must learn to quit daydreaming and do your chores. We have decided that you will be sent to the correctional facility for young girls. 
You will be taught to live on your own and stop daydreaming. You must start living in the real world,” her father declared.  

 
 The day she was dreading came too soon. On the planned morning, Luciana and her family loaded all of her belongings into 
the car, said their goodbyes early, and drove in silence to where she was to be dropped off. There was a filthy little pond on top of a 
thickly wooded hill. Her father told her to hike down the hill, and she would find the correctional facility. She would have to bring all of 
her belongings down the hill by herself.  

 
As her family left, she began lugging her things down the steep hill. When she finally reached the facility, her jaw dropped. In 

front of her stood hundreds upon hundreds of luxurious treehouses. She was met by a motherly woman who greeted her with a warm 
smile. “Hello, dear. As you have probably guessed, this is not a correctional facility. In fact, it is more like a safe haven for girls. You 
will be free to plan your own day as you wish. Now, go find an empty treehouse to call your own.” Luciana took a moment to let this 
information sink in before she took off running to the nearest treehouse.  

 
When she got inside, she couldn’t believe her eyes. There was a spacious bedroom with a full-sized bed that had beautiful 

cloud bedding that matched her dreamy style perfectly. Inside the closet, were wonderful new clothes and shoes, including pajamas 
and swimsuits. There was a huge kitchen with everything needed to make a delicious meal. To the left of the kitchen was a roomy 
living room with a couch, rocking chair, and a glass table. The only thing she didn’t have was a friend. As she climbed down the rope 
ladder that led to the treehouse, her eyes found yet another wondrous surprise. In the back of the treehouse was a pool with a 
waterslide and jacuzzi. Beside the pool was a small stable with just enough room for one…. horse!  

 
Inside the stable was a gorgeous palomino mare. As Luciana approached the horse, the mare whinnied excitedly. Luciana 

decided to take her for a ride. The little mare nuzzled Luciana affectionately as she tacked up. Luciana decided to name her Brie. 
When she mounted, Luciana chose to ride toward the forest. As she rode deeper into the forest, she heard faint crying. She turned 
toward the sound and decided to follow it. She pursued the noise until she came across a clearing. Sitting on a stump in the clearing 
was a young girl. She seemed to be about Luciana’s age and had blond hair and bright blue eyes. She was sobbing hysterically.  

 
Luciana dismounted and walked over to the girl. When Luciana began to talk to her, the girl’s sobs began to die down. She 

looked up at Luciana with watery blue eyes and asked, “What is your name?” Luciana replied with her name and then inquired why 
the girl had been crying. The girl told her that her name was Lilly and that she arrived in paradise one day ago. Her parents had never 
loved her and had abused Lilly from the day she was old enough to understand commands, and they had finally found a suitable place 
to dump her. She had been scared to death when she found out, but now she was simply homesick. Even though her parents were 
mean to her, she still loved them in her heart. Luciana comforted her and then suggested that they go for a ride.  

 
Lilly rode her mare who she had named Milly, and Luciana, of course, rode Brie. After the ride, the girls parted to go to their 

separate treehouses. Luciana planned to take a leisurely swim in her pool, but suddenly Brie started to whinny and make a racket. 
Luciana immediately went over to her to see what was bothering her. She caught sight of a shadowy figure. She chased it until the 
figure began to slow down. Luciana tackled the figure and gasped when she saw that it was Lilly. After threatening Lilly by telling her 
that she would tell the director, she finally got Lilly to tell her what was going on.  

 
Lilly confessed that her parents hadn't really dumped her. However, they truly were evil. They were part of a destructive or-

ganization that had heard about Luciana and had been tracking her ever since. Lilly revealed that the cause for this was that Luciana 
was a fairy. The organization was made up of witches and warlocks who wanted to rid the world of good by killing anyone who sym-
bolized good. The organization was now after Luciana.  

 
Finally, Lilly revealed something that would leave a scar on Luciana’s heart forever. She confessed that Luciana’s parents 

were the ones that had ordered her to be killed. Luciana broke down into tears. She finally recovered from the shock of being sen-
tenced to death by her own parents.  

 
Luciana ordered Lilly to go back to the organization and convince them that they didn't need to kill Luciana because she did 

not know that she was a fairy. Lilly protested, saying that they would never fall for it. Instead, they thought long and hard and eventual-
ly devised a plan to bring them proof that she was dead. They stained her clothes with ketchup to make it look like bloodstains. Lilly 
went back to the organization, and a few weeks later, Luciana received a letter from Lilly saying that the plan had worked and that the 
organization had stopped hunting Luciana. 

 
Thus the problem was resolved. Luciana celebrated by doing a cannonball into the pool, though she never really knew if the 

organization would find out about the trick and come for her again. But for now, she was content in paradise. 

Lila Hayes 



The American Flag 
 

I love my flag. Our flag is red, white, and 
blue. Our flag is old. It has 50 stars. It 
has 13 stripes. Our flag is big. It is bold. 
Do you have a flag? 
 

Grace Williams  K 

The American Flag 
 

Do you see our flag? I love my flag. Our 
flag was a gift from Frances Scott Key. It 
has 50 stars for 50 states. The flag has 
13 stripes for 13 colonies. It is big, bold, 
and old. It is red, white, and blue. It loves 
me! 

Rylan Sams  K 

Milana Pilgrim  K 

Nana Gotbeter  K 

Nishitha Talluri  K 

Zaiden Gadsden  K 



 

Olivia Wessel  K Lottie Donahoo  K 

Phoebe Pendleton  K Charlotte Souris  K 

Victoria Bauer  K 



Eisley Hough  1 Elijah Oakes  1 

The Amazing Blue Whale  

 
          Have you ever wanted to learn about Blue Whales? If you read my book you will be an expert on this 
subject. Come on!  
            First, let’s talk about the habitat. The Blue Whale lives in the ocean. The ocean is also known as 
the sea. Blue whales are known all over the world’s oceans. They  
especially live between Africa and North America. 
 Now we’ll discuss the diet. The blue whale eats 40 million krill per day. Isn’t that awesome? Krill is 
a meat, so the blue whale is a carnivore.  
 Enemies! I learned that the only sea creature known to attack the blue whale is the orca, also 
known as the “killer whale”. But, humans provide a much bigger threat to them by fishing them and turn-
ing them into oil for lamps!  
 The adult’s size can go up to 82-105 feet. The weight is 200 tons or more than 13,000 kg!  The ap-
pearance looks like this: blue whales are blue; They are really big, and they have gray spots all over them. 
The blue whale is a mammal. Did you know you’re a mammal too?  
 The blue whale communicates with clicks, whistles and pulse calls. These mean danger. Their tail 
is used to steer. Its fins are used to move and swim around.  
 The blue whales tongue weighs as much as an ELEPHANT! It’s heart is as big as a car. And it’s blood 
vessels are so big you can swim through them! 
 The life cycle of a blue whale starts as a calf. Then it grows into an adolescent. Finally it is an 
adult. Did you like my writing? I hope you did! Now you know everything about blue whales. Bye! 
 

Eva Lisi  2 



Tarun Shanmugam  2 

Mystery Flower 
 

These flowers  
Are like the sun,  
These flowers 

With black sprinkles. 
These flowers… 

Butterflies fly, fly 

Fly to them.  
These flowers… 

Sweet like candy 

For the hungry, hungry 

Butterflies. 
 

Lyla Cangelosi  2 

Marshmallows 
 

Marshmallows 

They’re sweet and warm 

In the night 

When you roast them 

Snowy white. 
They are 

Crunchy 

When you let them burn 

Crisp and brown. 
 

Piper Anderson  2 

My Bathtub 

  
The sky is in my bathtub. 
The sun's 

a rubber duckie. 
Clouds 

are soapy bubbles. 
Hot water fog rises, 
and cold water rains from the 
faucet. 
The sky is 

in my bath-
tub. 

Estella Arroyo  2 

Late and Early 

  
If you're a bird, 

don't sleep in late. 

Instead... 

wake up and catch a fish 

for a morning snack. 

  

But... 

if you're a fish 

sleep in late, 

or you will be a snack 

for an early bird. 
 

Emma Wilson  2 

The Four Wheeler Accident 
 

Two years ago I was playing around with Fabiana. 
We played checkers on the sidewalk outside. Then I 
could hear my cousin riding my brother’s four 
wheeler.  
 
Swoosh! The ground jiggled.  
 
Boom! Boom! My cousin crashed into the electricity 
box, but she did not get hurt herself.  
 
“That’s good,” said Fabiana. But my cousin was terri-
fied that she would get in bad trouble, but she didn’t.  
 
Fabiana said, “Whoa.” 

Braelyn Floyd  2 

One day in first grade I was at lunch. I 

was sitting on the bench in the school 

cafeteria eating pizza. I was sitting 

next to Holden, the joker. I turned 

around and Holden said, “Why did the 

chicken cross the road? Because it 

wanted to get to Chick-Fil-A!” Ms. 

James said, “No more jokes,” and I 

went back to class and worked.  

Tristan Sandel  2 



Stuck in New York 

  

Stuck in New York. 

The noise!  The people! 

Why can't I go home? 

Why can't I pet Duke 

or see my friend's mother? 

  

If you take me home, 

I will do all of your chores! 

I will go to ballet! 

I will practice the piano! 

  

Stuck in New York. 

The noise!  The people! 
 

Ellery Chapin  2 

Our Classroom City 
 

Welcome to our class city! 
The reading nook is the library. 
Check out three books for free! 
The cubbies are storage garages, 
and the tiles are roads and high-
ways. 
The posters are speed signs 

and stop signs. 
Follow the tiles... 
they lead you everywhere 

you want to go! 
Welcome to our class city! 

 

Grayson Swallows  2 

Preston Swallows  2 Chloe Heffner  2 

Braelyn Floyd  2 



Marshmallows 
 

Marshmallows 

They’re sweet and warm 

In the night 

When you roast them 

Snowy white. 
They are 

Crunchy 

When you let them burn 

Crisp and brown. 
 

Piper Anderson  2 

Hammerhead Sharks 
 

 Did you know that hammerheads can be deep in the water? Come on and learn more. I will teach you 
all about hammerhead sharks.  

Hammerhead sharks are 20 feet long and 991 pounds. Its color is grey and white. The fin is a dorsal 
fin. The experts have identified ten species. 
 The habitat of the shark is the oceans. Hammerhead sharks are widely spread in tropical or temperate 
areas. They live near South America. 
 Hammerhead sharks are predators!!! They eat small fish, stingrays, crabs, squids, and lobsters. They 
are carnivores. Carnivores mean that they eat other animals. Octopuses, squids, and stingrays are all ene-
mies. Hammerheads travel in schools with other hammerheads. They might fight sometimes. Bonnetheads 
are baby hammerheads. Normal hammerheads are adults. They live 20 to 30 years. Hammerheads are born 
in their moms’ tummies.  

I hope you liked my book. Mohit Lakshmi Narendar  2 

Zeke Eats 
 

I wait at the door. 
Meow!  Meow!  Meow! 

I wait a long time. 
  

Ivy appears at the door! 
I run to the chair 

right by the cabinet. 
Yum!  Yum!  Yum! 

But nobody gives me 

my food. 
  

I give up. 
I fall asleep... 

I dream of chasing 

a squirrel 
and of a big, cooked 

chicken 

right next to me. 
  

Olive Outlaw-Straight  2 

Meerkats 
Do you like meerkats? Come on! Let’s go to the world of meerkats.     
A meerkat is two feet high and two feet long. It weighs 25 kg. When you see a meerkat you see a 

black face, a tan body, brown stripes, and white around the eyes. The meerkat is a part of the mammal fami-
ly. 

You can find meerkats on the tip of Africa and in the desert. Meerkats eat beetles, caterpillars, spi-
ders, scorpions, small reptiles, birds, eggs, fruit & plants. Meerkats are omnivores which means they eat 
plants and meat. 

 Meerkats have many enemies. Meerkats’ enemies are birds of prey, hyenas, large snakes, and coy-
otes. When their enemies approach, meerkats go down into their holes so their enemies can’t get them. If 
meerkats are in grass, they can change colors to camouflage. If there’s danger, they make a sharp shrill and 
make purring sounds. These are both adaptations.  

Meerkats have a life cycle. Meerkats go from a pup to a yearling and finally to an adult. Once there 
up to a couple of weeks old they can leave their parents. Meerkats have a short life span of up to eight years 
in the wild. In zoos, they have a lifespan of up to 13 years where there are no enemies. Meerkats are im-
mune to toxins. To get toxins out they drag their prey such as scorpions on the sand. 

I hope you learned about meerkats. To learn more, read books 

Aiden Reoch  2 

I Have Dreams 
 

 Every night 

 I have dreams 

 About Legos 

 Dreams about 

 School tomorrow 

 Seeing all of 

 My friends 

 Having so much fun. 

 I love school! 

 I'll see you 

 In my dreams. 

 

Waylon Svendsen  2 



Evelyn McDaniel  3 

Riley Chambers  3 

Marble Race 

All the marbles are ready 

to win the marble race. 

They climb up to the top 

and go in their spots.  

3,  

2,  

1,  

go! 

  

The marbles run 

through the course. 

Who will 

the winner be? 

Red?  Blue?  Green?  Yellow? 

  

They speed 

to the finish. 

Clatter!  Clatter! 

The red marble 

sneaks 

into the last part. 

VICTORY! 

The red marble wins! 

 Ellery Fine  2 

Emmett and Oliver 
 

 About seven months ago I was lying in my bed. 
I was resting in my room. Then I heard my brother, 
Oliver, coming. I looked to see what he was doing. He 
was stomping upstairs. Bang! Bang! Bang! And he 
came into my room. I thought, “Why are you in my 
room?” Oliver said, “Emmy, wook at this.” Then he 
made a cute face, then a really funny face. I laughed. 

Emmett Webster  2 

How Plants Came To Be Colorful 
 

 Once there plants that came to be colorful. The 

plants were blank. There was a girl who loved plants. She 

wished that plants would be more colorful. One day the 

plants were clear. There was a girl and her name was Sofia. 

She had lots of plants, but one problem was that she doesn't 

like her plants because they were blank. Then a girl named 

Carla said, “Is something not right?” Sofia said, “Well, my 

plants are blank. Can you help me?” Carla said, “So you 

want me to make them colorful? I can.” Then they became 

friends. That’s how plants came to be colorful. 
 

Ava Hosey  3 

How Light Came to Earth 

 

 At first, life was very dark. No one could see 
unless they made a fire, but up in the sky the sun god, 
Carter, saw that the people on Earth were suffering so 
he created the sun. He moved it near Earth then the 
Earth was lit up. The people of Earth were happy and 
confused. Now the people could see.  Now they do not 
have to worry about making a fire and now all the 
people lived on and they lived without darkness. 
 

Brendan Torres  3 



How Flowers Got Their Color 

 

 Once upon a time, there were no flowers. Due to an extreme lack of colors, it was cool to dress vi-
brantly. Because of this people would brag about how colorful they could dress. There was one lady who 
took this to the extreme! One day she wore her brightest dress. When she started boasting the sky gods 
said, “You are hurting our eyes!” They turned the lady's clothes into all the flowers in the world! And that’s 
how all the colorful flowers came to be. 

George Suttle  3 

How the Sun’s Shape Came to Be 
 

 The sun was smooth until one day somebody had a bomb full of pizza. They said they had to catapult it into 

space. When they launched it, the gooey, cheesy pizza stuck to the sun. That is how the sun got its shape. 
 

Jon Thomas Perry  3 

How Cheetah Got Its Spots 
 

 A cheetah and its family were in their house. The cheetahs had no spots. The cheetah woke up and 
saw a tiger with a striped body. The cheetah ran so fast out the door. He was running faster than a car could 
drive. The cheetah ran into a mud puddle. The cheetah got stuck in the mud puddle but eventually he got out. 
He had spots all over him two days later! The spots would not come off.  They never came off and that's how 
the cheetah got its spots! 
 

Jude Beaudrot  3 

Katherine Tuten  3 

Lucas Kanapaux  3 

How a Chameleon Got Its Color 
 

 Once upon a time, chameleons were black!! And then someone got a flower that was super powerful and 
did so many cool things. One of the powerful things was to turn things white! Someone got three of these flowers, 
soaked them in hot, and made the water white and then guess what?? It turned white!! A storyteller was writing 
with berries on stones and the chameleon turned white and then the chameleon turned the color of the berries, 
which were all different colors! The colors were pink, turquoise, blue, light green, dark green, gold, rose gold, 
grayish blue, orange, teal, light purple, and dark purple. That’s how the chameleon got its color. 

How The Clouds Came to Earth 

 

 One day there was a kid named Layla. She loved when people talked about when they went to the 
highest mountain and saw the clouds. She was sad because the sky above her did not have clouds. So one 
day she asked her mom to tell her another story about the clouds. She secretly said “clouds”  when her 
mom did. Then out of nowhere, she heard a rumbling noise. Then she saw white things come into the air. 
They said those are clouds. What a miracle they said. The End. 

 

Kaylie Ireland  3 

How the Trees Came to Be 
 

It was a little magic tree. Only one tree does what you say you want it to. And one day a girl said she wants her 
own magical tree and also she said, “Magic tree, may you please make trees?” and the tree did. And that’s how 
trees came to be. 



How Grass Came To Be Green 
 

 Once there was only white grass. A woman named Sofia who did not like white grass. She wanted the 
grass to be green like bushes and flowers. She asked her mother if she could go around and ask and get 
money. She needed money to get green food coloring to dye the grass green. Everyone loved her idea. So 
that’s how the grass is green. 
 

Daphne Hughes  3 

Sydney Stubbs  3 

How Plants Grow 

 

 Once there was a village that had a girl named Aphne and a boy named Dabbigail. Dabbigail was 
selfish and greedy. Aphne was caring and helpful. The Sun God loved Aphne and hated Dabbigail. Aphne 
helped Dabbigail be selfless. Whenever Aphne helps, plants grow. That is how plants grow, so be kind and 
helpful. 

 

How Trees Grew 
 

 Once, a long time ago there were no trees. One day a man named Julius went around and collected dirt, the seeds 

of cabbages, the grass, and the bones of a lion.  He collected a lot of ingredients and put them in a big bowl, mixed it up, 

and then went to the coldest place in the world and let the mixture sit for 20 days. When it was time he had a lot of seeds 

so he planted them all over the world. Then everyone had a tree. 
 

Amari Williams  3 

Isabelle Nelson  3 Sophia Paulatos  3 



“A Sense of Peace” 

 

If I could hear peace, it would sound like… 

The soft chirping of a cricket at night 

The powerful call of a falcon as it soars through the sky 

The roar of a waterfall as it crashes to the bottom 

That’s what peace sounds like to me. 

 

If I could smell peace, it would smell like… 

The sweet scent of a bakery down the street 

The powerful smell of strawberries as the begin to bloom 

ripe red 

The smell of a soft delicate marshmallow when it’s done 

cooking 

That’s what peace smells like to me. 

 

If I could taste peace, it would taste like… 

The sweet taste of apples exploding in my mouth 

The rich delicate chocolate sweets as I put them in my 

mouth 

The soft chewy texture of salt water taffy spreading in my 

mouth 

That’s what peace tastes like to me. 

 

If I could touch peace, it would feel like… 

 The soft fuzzy texture of a warm velvet chair  

The warm sheets as I slip into bed 

The elaborate smooth lines on a whittled toy 

That’s what peace feels like to me. 

 

If I could see peace, it would look like… 

 Me and my friends as we cannonball into the pool 

A falcon as it lands on my gloved hand 

A group of people singing Christmas carols outside my 

door 

That’s what peace looks like to me. 

 

Darren Sundin  4 

“A Sense of Peace” 

 

If I could hear peace, it would sound like… 

Birds chirping at the crack of dawn 

Water dripping on me as I walk 

People talking as they walk past me laughing at 
jokes 

That’s what peace sounds like to me. 

 

If I could smell peace, it would smell like… 

 Flower petals blooming and giving a lovely smell 

The cheese-like smell of Mac and cheese 

The sweet sweet smell of sugar the one you put in 
candy 

That’s what peace smells like to me. 

 

If I could taste peace, it would taste like… 

The way I eat my grapes, slow and steady  

The candy jumping in my mouth 

Food riding down my throat like it is a slide 

That’s what peace tastes like to me. 

 

If I could touch peace, it would feel like… 

The grass tickling my feet  as I run around 

Me stomping in puddles while I see my reflection 

Petting every dog and cat in my way 

That’s what peace feels like to me. 

 

If I could see peace, it would look like… 

Rainbows going in front of another rainbow 

Paintings by the one and only Bob Ross 

Trees dancing while the wind plays music  

That’s what peace looks like to me. 

 

Saumiya Patel  4 



The Forest 

 
  Where am I? I thought. My name is Tomás Gomez. I got caught in a tornado and I heard 
that this boy named Ryder Roberts was in it too and was found in the woods. I think I’m in the 
woods so maybe I’ll be found. There was also another person in the woods, I think it was a girl and 
I don't remember her name. It doesn't even matter right now. The only thing that matters right 
now is getting back home to my family, except that I sometimes don't want to go back and it's all 
because of her. My sister. My sister is a baby, a newborn. I used to be the center of attention. My 
parents used to go to all of my soccer games, all of my PTA performances, and you should know 
what happened next: The baby came. They never pay any attention to me anymore. I feel like I've 
been trapped in prison ever since the baby came. Well, I guess I have to get going to go home be-
cause I don't know where I am. But as soon as I looked around and into the dark, thick forest or 
woods, I got pretty nervous. And to think that an eleven-year-old boy is nervous. Well, it's true, I 
get scared all of the time. As I was about to go to find my house, I had a feeling that something or 
someone was lurking behind me and I didn't want to figure out what it was.     
 
     It was getting closer. I didn't know what to do, it was about to reach me. But then, I saw 
that it wasn't harmless. It was just a lost wolf pup with an injured leg. I picked it up and it started 
whimpering. I started carrying it out the woods so I could find a town to find a band-aid kit so I 
could wrap this pups' leg up. I started walking and I finally came to a road that I recognized. 
I  started walking to Barrel Rd., which is where I live. I saw my house. I stopped walking. I stood in 
the driveway of my house. There was a sign on a lamppost that had a picture of me and some 
words that said: IF YOU'VE SEEN THIS BOY, PLEASE BRING HIM TO 3182 BARREL RD. I don’t 
care about the sign because I have been wandering around all day, and so far nobody has been 
looking for me and they'll probably forget about me as soon as they find me. I walk past my house, 
knowing that I am. But then I stop dead in my tracks because nobody is home and I have a key to 
get into the house. I could easily go unlock the door, go into the house and get a band-aid kit. So I 
do that. But the pup is gone.        
 

 I started to panic because I did not know what to do. I started to look around the house and 
I finally found the pup. It was in the bushes. I picked it up. But as I was turning around, a person 
started running towards me. And I recognized that person because it...was...my...MOM! She 
grabbed me and started to hug me, and then my dad ran to hug me. “Where did you guys come 
from and where is the baby?” I asked. They told me that they were napping with the baby in her 
crib and that they heard the door open and they went to go check what it was and they saw me. 
After we all talked for a little while, and then I showed them the wolf pup and I begged to keep him 
and they actually said yes. And so now everything is fine and it will always be that way. 
 

Lily Kate Foreman  4 

Jazmine Mendez Gomez  4 Clara Woolum  4 



School 
 

School is a cup of knowledge, 
waiting to be drunk from. 
The students are like baby birds, 
being fed by their mother. 
 

School is like a sibling, 
who can be annoying sometimes. 
But if they weren’t there for you, 
life would be difficult. 
 

School is like a parent 
who bosses you around. 
But if nobody was in charge 

chaos would unfold. 
 

School can be irritating, 
or maybe it might seem useless. 
But when you become an adult, 
it will be like the support of a building. 
 

School is the food we eat, 
the air we breathe, 
the sun that brightens our day. 
School is a family with open arms. 
 

Wylie Ireland  5 

The Night 

 

As the sun sets the moon comes out 
The wind howls and screams 

The animals scurry to shelter 
While the wind blows the leaves twirl in the light 

The moon comes out with no shame  
Crickets chirp and frogs ribbit  

 
As the wind blows over the ocean 

The ocean jumps up in the air 
The dolphin leaps from the ocean  
Baby turtles hatch and find light  

The light brings the turtles to the sea  

The night is the most wonderful time of all  

Srijita Roy  5 

I Have To Write a Poem for Class 
 

I have to write a poem for class  
But don't think I'll succeed  

Thinking this up makes me feel at times  
Like my brain is going to bleed  

  
I have to write a poem for class  

That will make everybody swoon  
But I don't think I'll succeed  

Then I'll just be a loon 
 

Hey, look at this  
I have a poem right here  

This poem is calling out to me 

It's whispering in my ear 
 

Now my poem is finished 

I can't believe I had wanted to flee 

I have my poem right here 

And now it is free 
 

Haven Flowers  5 

Becky Francis  5 

Hate or Love 

 

Some people hate or some people 
love. 

Hate is like a push or a shove. 

But love is like a gentle hug. 

Hate is squishing a beautiful bug. 

Love is finding your number one. 

Love will always be above. 

Why would you hate when you can 
love? 

 
Some people hate or some people 

love. 

If you hate you throw a rock at a 
dove. 

Love is always stronger than hate. 

Hate has never been that great. 

If there's hate you want to run. 

Love you want to be a part of. 

Why would you hate when you can 
love? 

 

Caroline Robinson  5 



John Radlee Whitworth  5 

Fire 

 

Fire  

 Gripping the lives of innocent children 

Fire 

Burning beautiful buildings to dust 

Fire 

Making loved ones forgotten 

Fire 

Turning anything in its path to smithereens 

Fire 

 People trapped with nowhere to go 

Fire 

The intense flames light up the night sky 

Fire 

Stealing family values in a flash  

Fire 

A devastating way to say goodbye  

Fire 

 

Ode to Anxiety 
 

Oh anxiety, thank you for choosing me. 

Each time I eat you make me check to see if the food is fully cooked. 

Oh anxiety, thank you for teaching me self defense. 

Keeping me alert and making sure no one attacks me.  
 

Oh anxiety, thank you for staying by my side.  

You’re as useful as a tree who makes a lot of oxygen. 

On anxiety, thank you for making me investigate corners in the night. 

Making sure there are no awful beasts lurking there. 
 

Oh anxiety, thank you for making me check my shadow. 

Seeing if it is just clothes or a man in my room.  

Oh anxiety, thank you for reminding me to analyze each rock. 

Inspecting each nook and cranny of each stone.  
 

Oh anxiety, thank you for ensuring that it is just a cold. 

Instead of some horrendous disease. 

Oh anxiety, thank you for being noticeable and prominent. 

Being clear as glass so that people can help me. 
 

Emmi Cence  5 

When I Play My Viola   
 

My viola  

in my hands  

with rosin dust fluttering away 

as I play. 

My chin gently resting up on the viola. 

My bow sliding across the strings  

making them dance,  

creating noise, 

sound, music. 
 

Even though I am the one playing,  

conducting the sound,  

I am spaghetti  

how loose I am. 

When I am on stage, 

playing like a little kid might 

when at a playground, 

I feel the music calming me, 

as my musical heart screams for 

more. 

I feel the viola. 
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We are the Earth’s Bullies 

 

We only have one 

It’s harder to breathe  

The trees are on fire 

We are thieves, 

Of our own future 

Everything extinct, 

No one is helping 

Like this is a joke. 
 

Trash in the water 

The ocean is dying 

Do you want clean water? 

It’s already leaving, 

Like kids moving out of the house at 18. 

I’m dying to see what we can change, 

We started global warming and killing the wildlife 

We are changing nothing, just making it worse. 
 

Since the 1880’s we are destroying the earth, 

Global warming, pollution, and trash, and more. 

The earth is whimpering something to us, 

To stop the effects of killing this planet. 

I’m sorry that you’re hearing all this, 

But it’s not too late to start changing things. 

Like to start recycling or use more paper bags 

Your future might be existing at last. 
 

A Sensational Swim 
 

My heart  
Beat, beat, beat 
Nervousness taking over 

500, terrifying 

Just swim l tell myself 
Tight body, keep that form 

I am like a torpedo 

I am only but eleven  
Others are twelve  
Start off easy 

Build 

Lap 4 out of 20 

Hands come in easy  
Lap 6 out of 20 

Trust the board holder 

Lap 8 out of 20 

I must not be disqualified  
Lap 10 out of 20 

Sprint like you never had 

Lap 12 out of 20 

I must not look or time is added 

Lap 14 out of 20 

My body wanting air more than ever 

Lap 16 out of 20 

I see no one next to me 

Lap 18 out of 20 

The pad begging for a finish 

Dart I tell myself 
I finish  
Finally 

First is the title given,  
To me  
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The Soaring Sky Chase 

 

As the sun rises, like an awakening child, 

The moon goes down to hide, 

Playing a game with the sun. 

The sun glides across the sky, 

Searching, smiling, seeking. 

As the sun goes down,  

It spots the moon and hides away, 

Leaving day behind in the shadows,  

Leaving moon to find her. 
 

Now moon comes up and must find sun. 

He rises, 

And the sky turns dark,  

Calling for the sun, 

Waiting for an answer. 

The sun doesn’t call back. 

The moon is a lonely, sulking child left behind, 

But the sun comes when she sees this frown, 

And he smiles. 
 

Good vs Evil 
 

I look outside and see my friend,  
I know we’ll be buddies ‘til the end. 
Kind and patient, always in style, 
I like it when he can stay a while. 

 

Obi is his given name, 
Chasing inVaders, his claim to fame. 

Though he is a skillful master, 
He still could be a little faster. 

 

The squirrels, they tease him like mean old pests, 
With all their tricks and unreachable nests. 

I try to help with all my might, 
And we both put up a real good fight. 

 

But when the chase is over, and it’s all done,  
We’re tired and spent, and still haven’t won. 

But it’s okay, he’s as cool as a breeze, 
He’ll take a nap right under the trees. 

 

Purr, purr, purr is the sound he makes, 
A scratch on the chin is all it takes. 
He is groovy, fluffy, cool and phat, 

Did you know, he’s my neighbor’s cat? 
 

Elizabeth Wheelon  5 

Nat Wohlfeil  5 

Softball 
 
Softball is the sun of my universe.  
It is the key to my door.  
Don’t let soft fool you.  
My game is hard as running 10 miles are. 
It doesn’t matter what gender you are.  
But when you’re on the field you are a ballplayer. 
 
You may not be the best, but you try hard to be it. 
You have to communicate. 
You have to listen. 
You may not win, but you learn. 
You make new friends. 
You make enemies too. 
You may get hurt.  
But it is worth it. 

The Beach 

 

Ah, the beach, 
So much fun,  
Let’s go and swim,  
Let’s go and run. 
 
The sun is smiling,  
The waves are happy,  
The wind is asking, 
“Let’s play, shall we?” 
 
Volleyball, sandcastles, 
Lots of shells,  
But then, “What’s that?” 
I see some swells! 
 
Dark clouds coming, 
As dark as the night. 
An obvious sign,  
that we can’t fight. 
 
Out of the blue,  
a storm blows in. 
“Time to hit the bricks!” 
“We can’t win!” 
 
“Crash! Boom!” 
The thunder roars! 
We run for the hills,  
With our surfboards. 
 
A glorious day,  
We had lots of fun, 
We’ll always come back, 
to have fun in the sun. 

Andrew Wohlfeil  5 
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Two Halves Make Me Whole 
 

Soccer 

Running down the soccer field is great 
Scoring goals is my fate 

Playing soccer is my breath 

If I didn’t have soccer, I would meet my death 

Soccer 
 

Dance 

Dance is like a craving 

The art of dance is definitely worth saving   
Dance makes me overjoyed 

If I couldn’t dance, I would be destroyed  
Dance 

 

Soccer 

In soccer I can just be me 

In soccer my hair blows wild and free 

My teammates are like kin 

They help me through thick and thin 

Soccer 
 

Dance 

Dance is amazing and fun 

In dance my hair is in a tight bun 

My dance mates are sweet and kind 

If I didn’t have them, it would be like dancing blind 

Dance 
 

I am complete 

I am half soccer player 

But as you can see, I have multiple layers 

I am also half dancer 

Put together, makes my whole answer 

I am complete 
 

Kayden Plair  5 

Foster Care 

 

Waiting, waiting for weeks on 

end                                           

Finally a call, telling us we 

can.                                              

But still we wait  

Until the day we get a call 

For a girl 

I will have another girl in the house. 

The next day she comes 

My dad picks me up 

And I know she’s arrived. 
 

She’s playful and petite  

Her hair is long black like silk 

She’s interested in reading  

And writing. 

She’s a shining star in a black hole 

The dark space  

Her life riding a bike  

Away from her mom 

That’s what she’s faced. 
 

We ride bikes until dinner  

And at our feast we eat as a family. 

The next day she arrives at school 

But does not come until Monday 

At school she makes friends quick. 

She meets my friends  

She enjoys them  

They love her. 
 

Two weeks have passed 

Finally, court 

They decide to let her go with her dad 

Then we say our goodbye  

We give lots of hugs and wishes. 

And even though it's been a second 

I miss her like family 

It's weird not having her by my side  

But I know  

This is the best for her. 
 



 One day, a kid named Micah was hit with striking news. The Glablorbs were raiding Malah land! 

Micah grabbed his weaponry and went off to defend Malah land. The first wave came and Micah took 

some of them out with a swing of his sword. He shot the rest with his Laser Blaster. The second wave 

came and Micah blew up most of them. He led the rest to the river to drown. The king Glablorb had 

came last. When Micah was nearly down, his imagination defeated the king! Micah had saved Malah land 

at last, with his imagination.  
Micah Kinne  5 

What I like best about myself is how I'm different from most people in the world, and how I can make a 

difference with people that are different. 
Olivia Bell  5 
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Tajari Green 


