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THE RIPPLE 
When you throw a rock across a lake, a ripple spreads and spreads across the surface  

When we throw out a deed for better or for worse, it serves the same rippling purpose 
What we do affects all those around us at the very least  

It will take a very long time for the domino effect of consequences to cease 
So when you choose what actions to take  

Remember the powerful ripple they will make   
 

 
 
 
 

By Greta Cunningham Grade 7 
I received my inspiration to write this poem after  
reading a passage in a novel about the innumerable  
effects any action, no matter how simple, will have. 

	  

ART 
as I walk down the 

 street I see a flurry of colors that  
some look on with pride  

but scorned on by others it is art itself and a 
 forbidden show of pride  

notes and inscriptions line up together as if 
 being judged by the common citizen 

 that chooses to take the time to  
admire this work up close 

Graffiti. 
 

By Damian Devine Grade 5 
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O’ JESUS CHRIST  
O’ Light of Nations, who shines forth to brighten our darkness,  

help our eyes adjust to your light. 
 

O’ Flame in My Heart, who sets fire to our passion,  
help illuminate the path you’ve chosen for us. 

 
O’ Shining Dawn, who brightens our futures and gives purpose to our 

lives,  
help clarify the messages you’ve left us. 

 
O’ Heavenly Star, who helps us glimpse our final destination,  

help navigate us through our Earthly mission.  
 

By Greta Cunningham  Grade 7 
	  

 
 

THE WONDERS OF YOU	  
 You, no one will ever be able to understand the complexity of your thoughts.  You are so silent that 
not even the cool breeze can hear you, but also so loud that the sun and moon itself hide in the heavens. 
Your generosity is so great that all the trillions of stars bow down at your humble feet. Your gentle hands 
embrace me into your pure heart. How deep it is. If I jump for fear, I will never emerge. But I need not be 
afraid. Your all-knowing eyes point me in the right direction so that I might know your grace. You show me 
the world where I can be loved. Your tender lips whisper the secret that makes my heart open with joy, 
the words that pull every natural being to stand up and walk in the warm companionship of your side. Your 
strong spirit adjusts my eyes to see the world right. I see things that make my very soul bloom with 
happiness. How great is your compassion we will never know, until we try to absorb the complexity of not 
your thoughts, but your love. 
 
By Nora Crosby Grade 6 
 
 

YOUR LAUGH 
Sometimes I miss it so much that my heart feels like it is about to burst and shatter into pieces    
     that would fly over to where you are.  
Everything I hear reminds me of how people who heard us being so happy together were smiling  
     for the rest of the day. 
 
What keeps me joking is the hope that it might come back,  
     wrap me in a warm blanket of happiness,  
          and whisper that it will never leave again. 
 
   By Ruby Omann Grade 5 
    This poem is dedicated to my great-grandmother,  
    who was a great friend and companion. 
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THE DREAMER’S LAMENT 
The ebb and flow has gone on for years 

When I face my best hopes, and then face my worst fears 
It seems certain that my journey will end in tears 

When the fire is cold and the fog is clear 
 

I wish I could say I was sorry I lied 
It was spawned by the sin of my wounded pride 

I had almost drowned getting dragged by the tide 
And my wretched hope would not leave my side 

 
I’ve always loved hope: It was my dearest friend 

But it told me I was fine when I clearly saw the end 
I thought it would go away if I’d just pretend 

If the truth attacks, then the lies defend 
 

I was built from stardust, I am made of dreams 
How bright the luster of illusion gleams 

It can blind your eyes with its shining beams 
It is what it is and it is what it seems 

 
Dreams are not tidy: Their path is unkempt 
But they are a part of me I cannot resent  

They will stay, they will guide, they will not relent 
This is the plight, it’s the dreamer’s lament 

                                 
                                      By Erika Kyba  Grade 8 
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SKY 
I wonder if I could touch the sky just for one moment if it would be soft or hard sweet or sour 

plain or hot if I could reach up and figure out what is up there  
just the occasional airplane or an unfinished mystery waiting to be solved 

 
By Damian Devine Grade 5 

 
 
 
 
 

RAIN	  
Dull, gray, dreary rain. 

The small drops of water 
Pitter-patter on my window. 

The droplets start to get bigger 
And start falling faster. 

Then the thunder and lightning come. 
It is almost as if the rain is trying 

To calm down the arguing between them. 
Eventually it’s raining and thundering so hard, 

It seems like the world might end. 
But the thunder slowly rumbles away, 

And the lightning gets duller. 
Then the rain stops. 

And I go outside. 
The wonderful earthy smell 

After rain fills the air. 
I look to see 

A beautiful arrangement of colors. 
This is a magical thing I like to call a 

RAINBOW 
 

By Grace Nilsson Grade 6 
The idea for this poem came from the dreary gray weather of a rainy day. 
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AUTUMN                

as I look up at the trees, 

I see red, yellow, and orange leaves 

dropping so slowly as if time 

itself has slowed  

down and paused to admire this 

w 

      o  

           r  

                 k  

                          of art. 
 
By Damian Devine Grade 5 
	  

SPRING 
Colorful, beautiful, 

Blooming, raining, chirping, 
Flowers, Easter, weather, rainbows, 

Growing, shining, amazing, 
Exciting, enjoyable, 

APRIL 
 

By Gabe Sullivan Grade 4 
	  

WELCOME SPRING! 
Raindrops dropping on the flowers, 
Flowers growing from the green, 

Green layering over the hills, 
Hills standing beautifully under the sun, 

Sun setting dimly in the sky, 
 And all is welcoming spring. 

 
By Alayna Verdeja & Maia Bowman    Grade 5 

 
	  

SUMMER 
Softly, rain patters on the ground, 

Undisturbed water in the rivers running quickly, 

Many children frolic on the beach shore, 

Mostly flowers bloom in a wide field. 

Every day the sun beams down upon my face, 

Relish the days, for summer passes quickly. 
 
By Ben Treacy Grade 5 
Summer is my favorite season, and I wanted to express how nice it can be. 
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DEEP IN THE JUNGLE	  

In the deep, deep jungle where the panthers roam, a 
brand new ocelot has found a new home.  Deep, deep 
in the jungle, up high in the trees, the monkeys are 
scratching and eating some fleas.  Deep, deep in the 
jungle where the tiger hunts, he chases gazelles who 
do graceful stunts. Deep, deep in the jungle where the 
cougar prowls, the parakeet is frozen by spine-chilling 
growls.  As night rolls around within jungle grounds, a 
lost jaguar cub should soon be found.  The chirping of 
crickets, the croaking of frogs, soon brings the night’s 
mist and colorful fog.  Night in the jungle, the deep, 
deep jungle, the nocturnal animals are just 
awakening.  They are looking to find out, is the bush 
really shaking?  As dawn just arises, and the animals 
flee, out comes . . . Me!   
 
Deep, deep in the jungle, of many homes, we never 
know what undiscovered species still may roam.  
 
By Lily Noble
 
Grade 4 
The jungle is someplace I’d like to go to someday, to explore the 
treasures of nature. 
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WHERE I’M FROM 

I’m from books, bags, and muddy shoes scattered all over the front door rug. 
I’m from a bright green hose on the side of the house, an herb garden, and red  
   and orange curtains that decorate the porch. 
I’m from my long, fluffy pillow, the beanbag chair, and my clarinet that I love to play. 
I’m from the nacho dip my dad makes, the pizza my family makes, and the crispy   
   waffles that are the best with fresh strawberries. 
I’m from the Thanksgiving stuffing party, Easter egg hunts, and baking cookies with my family. 
I’m from Brine, Huss, and Hennis and from Germany, Sweden, and Saint Paul. 
I’m from “Good Morning!” and “Good night!” and all the hugs I love to give. 
I’m from a family that loves to go hiking, play tennis, and a family that loves to spend time together. 
 
By Cece Hennis Grade 4 
 
 

 
WHERE I’M FROM 
I’m from books spilling from shelves, a cabinet exploding with art supplies, movies, a  
   Wii and remotes galore. 
I’m from the small blue house I was born in and the big green house I live in now. 
I’m from a spiral staircase and stuffed animals all around the house. 
I’m from my grandpa’s chili and my dad’s French fries. 

I’m from my grandma’s house on Christmas Day and my uncle’s house for Thanksgiving dinner. 
I’m from Lux and Musolf and from Sweden, Germany, Poland, and Saint Paul. 
I’m from “Photo opportunity!” and “Aaaa!Chaaa!” 
I’m from church early on Sunday morning. 
I’m from a family that likes to watch movies together and a family that likes to laugh together. 
 
By Libby Musolf Grade 4 
I was inspired by my family and our loving, creative household.	  
 
 
 

NUTCRACKER DREAMS 
 “Do you want to be in The Nutcracker?” Those were the words I’d been waiting to 
hear since the moment I was born. I’ve always loved to dance. It is like a magical 
world with a door that never closes: the music like the wind, the audience like the 
stars, and the movement, my wings. What I wanted to do most was to be in The 
Nutcracker. 
 Around Christmas, when I was little, I would grab the nutcracker doll from the 
shelf upstairs, and my mom would turn on a video of The Nutcracker.  As the curtain 
rose, the door opened, and there I was. Instead of the ballerina on the DVD, I was 
Clara. I made every movement, every beat, as I danced into the doors.  With spins, 
then leaps, then twirls, the little nutcracker in my hands must have gotten dizzy by 
then. Down in the basement, with my little nutcracker, that’s where it all began. The 
dream I would never let go of. 
 Every year The Nutcracker would come at Christmastime. I’d spend about half of 
December in the basement. Then the summer of 2013 came.  I was five years old, and 
we moved. I was sad that I wouldn’t have the basement anymore to do my dancing. 
 What I didn’t know then was the best was yet to come. The words would be said 
that year, “Do you want to be in The Nutcracker?” And my response was an 
enthusiastic, “Yes!” 
        By Gigi Alexander Grade 4 
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A GOOD BEGINNING 
There stands a girl, 12 years young, 

Freckles from where she was kissed by the sun. 
Her backpack is full, and her hat droops in place, 

But a bright, happy smile lights up her face. 
 

There sits a girl, 11 years old, 
A dry sense of humor, a sweetness untold. 
Three girls, actually, in the midst of a talk. 

Silly as geese, clever as hawks. 
 

Here comes a girl, 12 years smart, 
Very sarcastic but with a kind heart. 

Other girls gather, swift on their feet, 
Can make anyone laugh, they never miss a beat. 

 
There stands a girl, 12 years young, 

Fanning the flames of a story just begun. 
So many words have yet to be said, 

A well-written book just waiting to be read. 
 

By Grace Loonan Grade 6 
 
 
 
 
 

Do you like Haiku? 
I believe that they are the 

Superior poems. 
 

By James Summers Grade 5 
	  
	  
	  
	  

MR. TOAD  
My polite friend, Mr. Toad, 

One day crossed a road. 
He said, “Excuse me,” to a truck 
Mr. Toad was then quite stuck. 

 
By Ruby Omann Grade 5 
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The magical world where anything is possible. 
The place where anyone can be a hero. 

The bubbly feeling of creativity. 
The home where everyone is welcome. 

The hope for a happy ending. 
The confidence that you can. 

The courage to try something new. 
The open door that leads to new ideas. 

The box that should always be thought outside of. 
The strength to persist through challenges. 

The dream to achieve your goal. 
The inspiration that sparks creativity. 

The light that shines through the darkest places. 
The love for new ideas. 

The faith that there will be a happy ending. 
The passion in your dreams. 

The door that must be opened to unleash greatness. 
The key to ultimate success. 

IMAGINATION 
 

By Grace Nilsson Grade 6 
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CIRCLE OF LIFE 
On a desolate, snow-covered tree branch, a single shivering bud poked out. 

The next day its friends followed, and soon there were several buds trembling on the branch.  
The tree was no longer bare. 

As the weather warmed and the sun poked through the clouds, their branch thawed. 
The buds could thrive now. 

A brave one shyly opened its petals the tiniest bit. 
It caught a glimpse of the world around it, and the bud was amazed. 

New life grew everywhere, and the sun was shining brightly through lush, green leaves. 
People were stepping outside to actually see their planet for the first time. 

Some animals woke up to find themselves in such a beautiful place called Earth. 
Others flew north, eager to be home again. 

Slowly yet surely, the buds said good morning to a welcoming world. 
They knew it was safe to fully open up and unfold. 

They were no longer buds. 
Now they were apple blossoms. 

 
Their leaves swayed peacefully in the light breeze, sending ripples across the horizon. 

Soft as silk, the blossoms were soothing to the touch. 
The light bounced off them, making their petals look even prettier. 

All was well . . . except . . . 
The air was turning brisk and cold. 

A chilly wind could send leaves flying in every direction. 
The leaves. 

At first they were nature’s greatest masterpiece which no artist but she could capture. 
Blazing red-tinted orange, deep clouded purple, and yellowish metallic gold. 

The colors of a sunset, only in clumps instead of streaks.   
Now the leaves were hanging to life by a thread. 

Frail as tissue paper, they were a muddy brown, unpleasant to the eye. 
If the leaves had already fallen, they would have made a sickening crunch when trod upon. 

The apple blossoms had also changed. 
Their softness lost, they were now smooth, heavy, bright red apples. 

The harsh weather would no longer affect them. 
They still could thrive. 

Then, one day a battered, rusty, blue pickup truck drove up. 
The apples were intrigued. 

They didn’t usually see cars, much less trucks, drive on the grass of their field. 
The pickup truck stopped at their tree. 

A man in patched overalls and a floppy hat stepped out. 
He leaned a ladder taken from the back of his dirt-crusted truck against their tree. 

The farmer climbed up until he was level with the lowest branch. 
The apples knew, even before the farmer had picked the first one,  

And had thrown it into a basket below. 
It was time to leave the Earth.  

Time to separate from life. 
It wasn’t a painful death, but rather peaceful. 

The apples were eaten, and the snow came, muffling the world, until . . .  
On a desolate, snow-covered tree branch, a single shivering bud poked out. 

By Grace Loonan Grade 6 
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Artists’ Page 
a special feature of original artwork 

Check out these works in color on the Nativity School website 
http://school.nativity-mn.org/ 

“Eclipse”	  by	  Clare	  Friar	   Grade	  8	  

“Untitled”	  by	  Clare	  Friar	  	  	  	  	  	  Grade	  8	  

Artist:	  	  	  Ethan	  Ruiz	  
Grade	  4	  

Artist:	  	  Liam	  Martin	  
Grade	  8	  
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CURTAIN CALL 

 
It's done, we finished the final show. 

Tomorrow is the first day of the rest of our lives, 
                     So let's appreciate all those who shared this journey, 

This crazy journey called Nativity. 
So here’s to the athletes and artists, 

To the freaks and the friends, 
To the jokers and the jocks, 

To the gamers and the gangsters, 
To the nerds and the noble. 
Here’s to the spotlight stars 

And the ones who work in the shadows, 
All who have made our grade what it is. 

Now we can take our final bow 
And let the curtain close. 

 
By Charlie Treacy Grade 8 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

	  

2017-‐18	  Editorial	  Board	   	   Production	  
Ms.	  Katy	  Lawton	  	   	   	   Mrs.	  Tracy	  Lewis	  
Mrs.	  Tracy	  Lewis	  	   	   	   Ms.	  Kathy	  McRae	  
Ms.	  Kathy	  McRae	   	   	   	   	  
Mrs.	  Chris	  O’Brien	  
Mrs.	  Claire	  Prescott
	  

Thank	  You!	  


