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THE NOTEBOOK 

A warm, inviting, soothing call 
The swirling thoughts, the rise and fall 

The inspiration pulsing through 
Something so old can feel so new 

 
Pen to paper, page to ink 

Stop for a moment: stop and think 
Reach for the words that dance and sway 

Don’t ever let them get away 
 

Nothing can interrupt the flow 
Nothing you dream, nothing you know 

The notebook’s tug has taken hold 
You crave the stories yet untold 

 
By Erika Kyba   Grade 8 

	  

JUST WRITE 
The blank piece of paper stares me down 

As I wrack my brain for something to write. 
The whole world is at the tip of my pencil. 
I stare into the sky, waiting for an idea to 

Be delivered to my brain. 
My hand tires as my pencil hovers 
Above my white loose-leaf dying 

From lack of creativity. 
My mind is an empty canvas waiting for 

Someone or something to make a first mark. 
My palms start to sweat and 

I feel nervous that I may 
Never think of an idea. 

Suddenly I realize I’ve written 
A whole poem about not 

Being able to think. 
Sometimes, you have to 

JUST WRITE. 
Inspiration is everywhere. 

 
By Grace Nilsson Grade 6 
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I REACH 
I reach for understanding  
I reach for the words of the speaker as they 
float by  
I’m not just hearing them, but feeling them; 
each are painted a different vivid color 
showing me a different emotion and thought 
behind each one 
I reach for the speaker’s shoes and put them 
on  
I take a little walk in them 
I let them lead me places I’ve never gone  
 
I reach for opportunities 
I thrust my hand high when the teacher asks 
I reach out to grab the sign-up sheets as they soar by 
Little leaves on the winds of chance 
Reach higher, the wind whispers in my ears 
I chase them up mountains, grabbing one on every step 
Letting them lead me higher to the top, where my future lies waiting 
 
I reach for peace  
Inside I find my quiet and detach myself from the turmoil and 
commotion 
Like a veil’s been put between us, cutting us apart  
I’m left with the sound of my own breath and the slowly quieting 
thoughts in my head   
 
I reach for unity 
I reach up for the vines that hold us together  
From the tree whose seeds we all grew from  
I look past our differences 
I plant a seed, hope we could act in harmony 
Each our own note  
Playing the same song in our own tunes 
Together one melody, one chorus     
 
By Greta Cunningham  Grade 

I REACH 
I reach towards being okay with mistakes. 

My mouth burns with bitter disappointment. 
I feel jittery and restless, yet heavy and stuck. 

What do I do? 
I step into a tight hug, 

everything will be okay. 
 

I reach for independence. 
I am a shooting star, speeding off 

places to go, things to do, problems to solve 
rock hard determination fills My soul. 

I can do this 
 

I reach to always be on task. 
The worn, rubbery eraser fits perfectly in My grasp, 

I am a jigsaw puzzle, two pieces creating one picture. 
I stick to My work 

Until My work sticks to me 
 

I reach because I want to talk to new people 
A shaky conversation starter crawls into hollow air, 

A patch job at best, it doesn’t fill the gap. 
However, 

If I listen carefully, 
I’ll hear an answer 

 
By Frances Monroe Grade 7 
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REACH 
I reach for good grades. 
 pages rustling in a silent classroom 
  pencils skittering across clean sheets of looseleaf                                                 
   eyes flicking from one word to the next 
And then I am done. Page still, pencil still, eyes still 
 And my eyes sparkle, my mouth cracks into a smile, and I know 
I know I’ve done it. I know the work has paid off. I know, I feel, success.  
 

I reach for strong friendships. 
Hearing the sounds of two feet,  

racing towards each other, thumping with every bound. 
Seeing the ear-to-ear grins 

that break out on two faces from as far as yards away. 
Sensing the joy  

erupting from the conversation that begins as soon as we reach each 
other. 

And feeling the aura of pure friendship  
that comes from us,  

and the looks we share. 
I reach for independence. 
I see a single bead of sweat fall from my forehead as I push forward, proving 
myself.  
So close I can feel it.  

Reaching. 
Three…         
 ...Two…            
  ...One.                 
I feel proud as I finally see the approving looks from those around me.  
  I am independent. 

I reach for calm. 
Breathing fast, then slow. 

Heart beating fast, then slow. 
Mind moving fast, then slow. 

Hands writing fast, then slow. 
And I feel calm,  

even as everything else speeds around me, 
 I slow myself down. 

   
     By Bernie Latham Grade 7 
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REACH 
I reach for love. 
   I cherish the times spent with my sisters laughing and screaming on a roller coaster 
   I cherish the nights my mom comforted me when I had a nightmare 
   I cherish the times my dad and I washed the car together 
   I cherish the evenings I spent with friends riding down a ski slope, 

without a care in the world. 
 

I reach for calm. 
   I remember the nights I lay sprawled on the grass gazing at the stars 
   I remember the precious days I had with nature, smelling flowers and picking berries 
   I remember lying on the fresh smelling soil watching the clouds shifting 
   I remember the feel of the cool lake water  

running through my hands at sunrise. 
 

I reach for organization. 
   I need to clean my room. 
   I need to rearrange my cubby and bookshelf. 
   I need to use my planner much more often. 
   I need to procrastinate less.  
 
 
I reach for feelings. 
   I want to feel  

pride. 
   I want to feel  

peace. 
   I want to feel  

joy. 
   I want to feel  

hope.  
  

By Ella Leitner  Grade 7 
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MEMORY LANE 
I drift off into my own fantasy land. 

And stroll down memory lane. 
It really is a place. 

I recognize my favorite toy from when I was five. 
I see the house I came home to after I was born. 
I recognize the faces of my happy parents from  

When I first opened my eyes. 
To my right is the park I grew up playing at. 

I take a right and see my best friend from when I was four. 
I turn to my left and wave to myself making my first communion. 

I turn around and smile at myself tubing with 
My cousin at our cabin. 

Ahead of me, I see my family gathered  
Around the table at Thanksgiving dinner. 

I turn backwards and see my family sitting  
Together on the couch in front of our Christmas tree. 

As I continue down memory lane, 
I begin to see memories that weren’t so long ago. 
I see my basketball team at our state tournament. 
I see my happy face when I was having a sleepover 

 With my best friend in the whole world. 
I see a determined look on my face as I step up onto the  

Block to race in swimming. 
I realize I am nearing the end of my stroll down memory lane. 

The last thing I see is myself writing a poem about  
A stroll down memory lane. 

 
By Grace Nilsson Grade 6 

NIGHT 
Quiet night 
Silent night 
Nothing very 
Important   

Tonight.	   
Water flows like 
The whispers in  

The air but 
Still really nothing  

To share.	   
The leaves  

Fall as the ground 
Follows, 

Into the trees, 
Shadows, 

The sun shines  
Bright, like the moon  

In the night, 
But still nothing 
Very important  

Tonight. 
 

By Kellan Cragg Grade 5 
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MEMORIES 
Memories are some of the oddest things on earth. 
At least, that’s my opinion.  
I remember the weirdest things. 
I remember some kids being rude to me in first grade and a boy playing a silly prank on me in third. 
I remember myself being in a house, looking at a coloring book when I was really young. 
Yet, I do not remember where my pencil is . . . when it is right in my hand. 
I do not remember one of the finest soccer goals I have ever made. 
I only remember now, because my parents have reminded me. 
Memories are strange, mystical things that I will never understand. 
 
By Audrey Erickson  Grade 5 
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MY UNCLE’S CABIN 
Winter is drawing near. The cold and snow are almost here.  I’m remembering my uncle’s cabin to keep 
me warm. 
 
I taste the brats that we eat outside at the picnic table. 
 
I feel the green grass moving through my toes when I sprint down the hill to the dock. 
 
I hear the waves lap on the shore when I am sitting on the end of the dock with my toes in the water. 
 
I smell the smoke in the fire pit. 
 
I see the dogs jumping and running around in the lake to cool off.   
 
So when winter is here and I am knee deep in snow, I can remember my uncle’s cabin to keep me warm. 

 
                         By Paige Wieland  Grade 4   
	  

 
 
 

 
 

 
	  
	  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
Artwork	  by	  Grace	  Bettenburg	  	  	  	  Grade	  8	   	  

THE ELK 
It was twilight over the reflective pond when multiple 
massive mounds of muscle sauntered into the peaceful 
clearing. The starlight shone and glimmered off of their 
proud, regal racks. They took light, meaningful steps 
towards the soft and unfurling ferns. I heard their gentle 
calls as they whispered soothing secrets into the still 
night air. I saw the gossamer clouds of their white musky 
breath as they exhaled the sweet forest fragrance. With 
moist eyes, I watched as the herd pranced powerfully 
and peacefully towards the dusky pines. The forest was 
silent with reverent respect for such pure beasts as 
these. Their velvet lined ears swiveled softly to read the 
current of everlasting buzz gliding through the pondering 
sky. A young nose nuzzled the protective thigh of 
another who softly purred a sweet story of the 
unbreakable bond between mother and child. The 
comforting sound of beautiful, black hooves gently broke 
through the top layer of lush spongy loam. The moon 
danced across their wise thoughtful eyes as they gazed 
towards the Heavens. 

 
                                          By Siobhan Dobie    Grade 8 
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AN UNUSUAL TEAM 
 Mira ran through the woods, barefoot, in search of her friend.  
 “Gisa!” she called. “Gisa, I’m here!” 
 A figure leapt out of a tree and landed in front of Mira. It was Mira’s beloved friend, Gisa. The friends 
embraced happily. 
 “I see you’ve just come from the high courts,” said Gisa, gesturing to Mira’s elaborate dress. “How was 
it?” 
 Mira snorted. She was a noble girl from the kingdom of Prata. Because of this, she had to attend city 
council meetings and high court proceedings. All of it bored Mira to pieces. She was born a warrior, not a 
city official. Secretly, Mira was trained in the arts of combat (her teacher was an old soldier named Jim- 
she quite liked him; he was something akin to a grandpa to her). Her parents heavily endorsed her training, 
but they kept it under wraps; it was frowned 
upon in Prata for a girl, especially a noble, to be 
a warrior. It could cost her family their 
reputation.  

Mira did not care about reputation. Why 
should she depend on the opinions of others? 
 “It was the same as always,” Mira drawled, in 
answer to Gisa’s question. “Laws, regulations, 
fancy court language, more laws. Ostentatious 
people with fancy clothing, all trying to impress 
each other.” 
 “Did anyone mention a runaway elemental?” 
  “Gisa, they stopped hunting for you years 
ago.”  
 This was another one of Mira’s secrets: her 
best friend was an outcast. Gisa was in hiding 
from Prata’s officials on account of “witchcraft.” 
Witchcraft was strictly forbidden in Prata and 
punishable by death. However, Gisa was not a 
witch by any means. She was an elemental, 
someone in sync with nature. She could control 
fire, wind, earth, and water. She could talk to 
animals and plants alike. She had healing powers. These were innocent abilities, and Gisa was chosen to 
possess them. Real witches were the opposite. They had satanic powers obtained artificially. All that was 
good and natural; all that Gisa’s magic encompassed, was foreign to them. They used their magic for evil. 
Gisa used her magic for good. And Prata found itself incapable of distinguishing between the two. 
 “They still scare me,” said Gisa decidedly. “I’m not going back into town.” 
 “Town is boring anyway,” Mira agreed. “I would live here with you if I could.” 
 “Speaking of living here,” said Gisa, “I found a boy yesterday. He was injured, bleeding to death. I 
healed him with my magic. He’s been resting ever since.” 
 “Where is he?” asked Mira curiously.  
 “In the tree next to mine,” said Gisa. “I made a bed of leaves for him. Come on, I’ll show you.” 
 She slung her arm around Mira’s shoulder and propelled them up into the tree with a gust of wind. Sure 
enough, there was a boy there, fast asleep. He had dark brown hair and a smattering of freckles across his 
upper cheekbones. Gisa put a hand on his forehead gently to check his temperature, making his brilliantly 
green eyes snap open. 
 “Who are you?” 
 He pulled a small dagger out of his pocket, pointing it at them helplessly. Mira stared at his grip on the 
weapon, scandalized. 
 “You’re holding it wrong,” she groaned. “Wrap your thumb around the grip, for starters. That secures 
your hold on the knife.” 
 The boy lowered his dagger, surprised. “You know about weaponry?” 
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 “I’ve been around a bit,” Mira shrugged. She felt the weight of her own dagger in her pocket. She never 
went anywhere without it, always prepared in a survival situation. “Now put the knife away. We are not 
going to hurt you.” 
 The boy’s eyes strayed to Gisa and widened. “You’re the one who saved me. You can use magic.” 
 “I’m not a witch,” said Gisa.  
 “Of course not. You’re an elemental. Trust me, I’ve seen real witches. They don’t heal you and give 
you shelter. They hurt everyone they see.” He shuddered. Then a look of horrified recollection passed 
over his face. “Good gravy, I have to get out of here. I need to stop them.” 
 He struggled to get out of his bed, but Gisa and Mira stopped him.  
 “Not so fast,” said Mira. “Tell us what’s going on.” 
 “There are witches in the dark woods. Real ones. They plan to take over Prata. I heard them talking 
about it in their cave before they found me,” he told them. “When they discovered I was there, they 
tortured me and eventually tried to kill me. I was able to escape, but I was dying. When you found me, I 
had no strength left. I had given up trying to get to town. If you hadn’t thought I was worth saving…” he 
trailed off, looking at Gisa with admiration. 
 “Everyone is worth saving,” said Gisa softly. “No one deserves to die.” 
 “Should we tell the authorities?” asked Mira, grimacing at the last word.  
 The boy just laughed bitterly. “I can’t go to the authorities. Do you know what I am to them?” 
 “What’s your name?” asked Gisa. 
 “Rui,” he said quietly. “My name is Rui.” 
 “That’s a foreign name,” Mira observed. “You wouldn’t happen to be…” 
 “I’m an escaped castle servant,” Rui cried out in agony. “Born to serve royalty and live a life of 
constraint.” 
 There was a pause as the girls took in this new information. 
 “They took you from your homeland,” said Gisa, breaking the silence. “They forced you to be a slave. 
They stole your freedom.” She clenched her fists, taking a shaky breath. “It makes me so furious!” she 
screamed, fire and lightning sparking out of her hands.  

Mira was long used to Gisa’s ways. Gisa could not bear to see injustice. She got angry like this every 
time. 

Rui backed away, astonished with the girl’s temper. When she was finally finished, he breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

“Back to the main point of discussion, we need to stop the witches,” he told them urgently. “I was 
planning to sneak into the town library to get some books on defense against dark magic. I need to know 
their weaknesses.” 

“We’ll go with you,” said Gisa. “We can help. I’m an elemental; I can use my magic against them. Mira 
here can fight better than anyone. Name any weapon, she can use it to annihilate anyone she’s up against.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” said Rui, smiling for the first time.  
“I’m Gisa, by the way,” said Gisa. “The town’s magical outcast.” 
“I’m the town’s misfit,” said Rui. “And you are?” he asked Mira. 
“Mira. Noble by blood, but warrior by soul.” 
The trio shared a smile before embarking on the quest to the library. 

 
It was sunset when they reached the library.  
“The history section is our best bet,” said Mira, leading them up a flight of stairs. “I’ll bet they have 

information on the witch infestation--” 
“The library closed a while ago,” came a voice from behind a bookshelf. “I don’t mind you staying, 

though. It’s never too late to read.” 
A boy stepped out in front of them. He had untidy brown hair and dark eyes. He wore a pair of horn-

rimmed glasses, and he was tall and lean. He looked to be about fourteen, the same age as them. 
 His eyes scanned Mira quickly. “Your clothes indicate that you’re a noble girl.” He lifted up a lock of 
her hair, which was dark brown with red undertones. “And I’m guessing you’re descended from the Ramos 
dynasty?” 
 “How did you possibly figure that out?” asked Mira in amazement.  
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 “The Ramos Dynasty was a noble family notorious for their unique red tresses. If one of your parents 
was part of it, it would explain the red tint to your hair.” 
 “You know a lot about the noble families?”  
 His eyes twinkled with delight. “I know a lot about everything.” 
 Rui interrupted their conversation. “That’s all good and well, but what are you doing here if the library 
already closed? Did you break in, too?” 
 “You broke in?” the boy raised his eyebrows. “You could have just knocked. Sheesh.” 
 “Who are you?” asked Gisa, looking very much confused. 
 “I’m Francisco, the adopted son of the kingdom’s bookmaster,” he reached out to shake their hands. 
“The library is my home.” 
 “We were looking for the history section,” Mira explained. “We wanted to learn about witches.” 
 “Not that we’re evil or anything,” Rui interjected.  
 “First of all, don’t worry. I know you aren’t evil. Second of all, the witches have their own section. How 
to defeat them, what their weaknesses are, how their powers function...you name it. It’s in there.” 
 “Is that another one of the topics you know a lot about?” asked Gisa. 
 “Well, I know the basics,” said Francisco thoughtfully. He then proceeded to give a detailed 
explanation on the subject. 
 “The basics?” asked Mira incredulously. “You must be a human encyclopedia.” 
 “I’m not an encyclopedia, just a bookworm,” he said modestly. “Anyway, why are you looking for 
information on witches in the middle of the night?” 
 For some reason, Mira felt like she could trust him. “Because we need to fight them.” She exchanged a 
glance with the others, who nodded, so she told him about their mission, starting with Rui’s encounter in 
the dark woods.  
 “And now we’re going to fight them,” she concluded. 
 “I can help you,” Francisco offered.  
 “You would be a great asset to the team,” Rui mused. “But are you sure about this? It will be a long 
journey there. It took me two days to get to the part of the forest near town, where Gisa found me, and I 
didn’t even stop to sleep then. Not to mention the dangers; the dark woods can be lethal.” 
 “I know, but fortunately I did some light reading on surviving the dark forest last night. Plus, it would 
be so cool! I’ve always wanted to be like those heroes in the novels I read, charging into peril fearlessly…” 
he sighed wistfully. 
 “All right, welcome to the team, Francisco,” said Mira.  
 The four of them shared a grin, ready to embark on their adventure. 

 
By Erika Kyba     Grade 8 
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A DAY 
The sun woke up one morning. 

It peered around, sending spots of light dancing over the Earth. 
It slowly rose, stretching its rays, sending a streak of color across the sky. 

Extending its beams, the sun started its journey through the clouds. 
Once at the highest point of its route, the sun took a moment to look around. 

It saw poverty, slavery, injustice, and war. 
The sun, burning with anger, scorched the Earth. 

The crops wilted, fires raged, many starved, and devastation struck. 
When the sun saw what it had done, it wept with grief. 

Heavy raindrops hit the ground, bringing new life and hope to all the world. 
Food grew plentifully and fires were doused. 

The Earth rejoiced. 
The sun was relieved.  

Love and peace were restored 
The sun grew tired after a time and glided down through the trees. 
Red, orange, purple, and gold painted the sky as the sun departed. 
Finally, the Earth darkened, and the sun fell into a deep slumber. 
Glittering stars and a glowing moon came out to shine until dawn. 

Another day had passed. 
 

Grace Loonan   Grade 6 
	  

SUNSET PAINTER 
The painters of our sunsets must often change their minds 

For one minute our skies are pink then suddenly have purple lines 
I wonder where they get their paints because they’re something to marvel 

For nowhere could you find a brighter and richer color 
There is nothing quite as beautiful yet simple of an art 

It appears they simply smear the sky then let the clouds do their part 
Their brushes must be super soft so not to leave a bristle mark 

And big enough to draw one long smooth, fluid arc 
 

By Greta Cunningham  Grade 7 
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WINTER 
The change in weather has appeared, 

The sunny sky has cleared, 
Snow is falling crystal clear, 

The time of season is full of cheer, 
Lots of sledding in the snow, 

Into the winter season--here we go, 
Sipping hot cocoa in the cold, 

Building a snowman so big and bold, 
Winter has finally come, 

Let’s go have some winter fun. 
 

By Isabelle Kirchner, Lucia Michel, Molly O’Neill, Molly Smith 
Grade 5 

	  

WHERE IS THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT? 
You fly in on the scent of pine needles and dance in with 

the flash of Christmas lights.  
You hide within the tissue paper, holding our 

decorations tight.  
You sprint out with fresh cookies straight from the oven  

and sneak gently out when people are hugging.  
You flutter in softly with every snowflake  

and follow each skater as they glide across the lake.  
You slip in with the shimmering frost  

and run along with the bright wrapping paper we toss. 
 

By Greta Cunningham  Grade 7 
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THANK YOU GOD FOR . . . 
 Thank you for marshmallows plumped with hot chocolate 

For the feeling of picking up beads and letting them fall back through your fingers like little droplets   
 

For fresh morning dew like clear beads on green ribbon  
For the jumbo packs of markers that have all the colors, even blue Caribbean 

  
For the first frost like glittering lace draped on the ground 

For old art projects and childhood toys newly found  
 

For nighttime street lamps with peachy orange halos 
For brightly colored card stock that comes in all the colors of the rainbow 

 
The warm sweet smelling steam from hot apple cider  

The frenzy of clicks when you type, rapid fire  
  

The little bits of peal in your cuticles that make your hands smell sweet after pealing a tangerine 
The bright circles on the ceiling made by your Christmas tree in red, blue, and green 

 
Honey when your throat is sore like golden sunshine on a rainy day  

The scenes in books and movies that you can’t help but love even though they’re cliché  
 

Rereading a beloved book 
Paddle-boarding through a clear brook  

 
Wearing oversized cozy sweaters  

The noise when you rip off wrapping paper and the envelopes off letters 
  

Big open prairies  
Little mini things the perfect size for fairies 

 
Messing around with the mist gauge on a hose 

When lights change the color of the snow 
 

Listening to 80’s music and dancing around ridiculously  
Singing out loud when you’re home alone loudly 

 
For this and more . . . thank you 

 
By Greta Cunningham  Grade 7 
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MY PENCIL 
My pencil is the key to unlock my ideas. 

My pencil is a friend who is always there. 
My pencil is the only thing that can make home and 
Anywhere else in the world right next to each other. 

My pencil is the place where enemies  
Become best friends. 

My pencil can craft masterpieces from 
Everyday words. 

My pencil is extraordinary. 
 

By Grace  Nilsson  Grade 6 
	  

HIGHLIGHTERS 
Highlighters, those little neon friends, 
they help make things bold and bright 

so that they stick out to all. 
They help you whenever things seem dark and in 

need of something bright 
whenever this may  

happen they will make it right. 
Although not all will like them, to me they 

will forever be 
my favorite type of pen. 

 
By Will Cunningham  Grade 5 

	  

FROM MY PERSPECTIVE 
The world is big and I am small, from my 

perspective, 
Life is short but sweet, 

People deserve second chances, 
Nature is beautiful, 

Books are amazing, from my perspective. 
War is bad, 
God is good, 

Music is harmony, 
Respect is needed, from my perspective. 

Art is beautiful, 
Equality is important, 

Friends are dependable, 
Technology is fun, from my perspective. 

School is safe 
Love is bliss, 

From my perspective. 
 

By James Summers Grade 5 
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THE CALL OF THE DEEP 
He felt it, the call of the deep. An irresistible urge to swim downward. 

 Down, down, down into the unfathomable depths.  
Into the churning mass of the unknown, the deep.  

To be accepted by the dark-dwelling creatures of its depths,  
 “Come, join us in the deep!” a chorus of nonexistent voices whispered in his mind.  

 
Suddenly, he was falling towards those flowing abysmal depths of the dark deep.  

There was no turning back.  
Then, he felt a hand pulling back up, up, up to the light.  
The surface, the brightness, the air flooded his senses. 

 
 He looked down.  

Underneath his feet roiled the deep,  
Churning slowly as if it was one massive consciousness, 

 Brooding over the loss of another victim.  
He shuddered, shaking off the trance-like state that had come over him,  

As he thought of what might have been. 
 

By Charlie Treacy     Grade 8 
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THE ROAMER 
He looked back upon his home for the last 20 years, 

And smiled sadly to cover the tears. 
He remembered the houses he played among as a boy, 
All those memories filled with a new melancholy joy. 

And as he turned his back on it all, 
He gazed towards the road and did not stall. 

Off he strolled into the vast unknown 
Away from the streets he used to own. 

Under the eaves of the woods that isolated the town, 
The birds sang as they flitted through the forest’s crown. 

He camped by the base of an oak when night fell, 
As he started to fall asleep, he heard a frightening yell. 

And that was the beginning of a saga of which kings would tell 
About a brave spirit that evil could not quell. 

About a young man from a town that wasn’t on the map 
Who became a hero which fate had entrapped. 

He roamed around from land to land 
To correct injustice he could not stand. 

With no powers except a good heart and a healthy dose of luck. 
Although, once in awhile he got stuck in the muck. 

Making powerful friends and enemies, 
His fame made bandits fall to their knees. 

Never forgetting where he came from, 
In his heart the song of his past beat like a drum. 

He slept in the castles of kings and the huts of peasants, 
Even the lords of the court would tremble in his presence. 

He never even wanted or asked for this fame. 
The poor would ask for his blessing, even the lame. 

Although he faced many dangerous foes, 
That were always keeping him on his toes, 
The most dangerous foe he ever did face 

Seemed like just another one of the rat race. 
The Roamer met him one day on a deserted road, 
He looked like one more farmer with a heavy load. 

But in truth he was a Devil in disguise, 
Filled with wickedness and dirty lies. 

The Roamer said to him: “Hello good sir,” 
And then bowed with much grandeur. 

And to that the fiend replied: “Well met, my good friend. 
How are you doing?” and bowed with a bend. 

“Very well, thank you, and you as well?” 
“I am well, but I have a question for you that I might sell.” 

“Fire away,” the Roamer said, used to this fame. 
“Why do you travel away from whence you came? 

Why have you made it your task to roam  
So far from your old childhood home?” 

The Roamer was struck profoundly by this odd query, 
And the answers he came up with were varied. 
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But one of them stuck true to his heart 
So he straightened himself and tried to look smart. 

“I roam because it is my highest calling 
To keep the good in the land from falling, 

To stand up for those who can’t, 
To protect life down to the smallest ant.” 
A sly smile spread across the Devil’s face 

And to respond he did not race. 
But when he did, criticism he did lob. 

“Surely there are more qualified people for this job, 
The kings and knights who actually own this land, 

Shouldn’t it be protected by their hand? 
Your only power is your luck. 

And once that runs out you’ll be left in the muck, 
Abandoned by the people that once praised you; 

You will be a forgotten old cripple who is lonely too.” 
Now this inflamed the Roamer’s passion. 

He turned on the Devil, whose face turned ashen. 
When he saw the fire in the Roamer’s eye, 
The Roamer looked right at him and cried, 

“I have much more than just luck in my pack, 
I have such virtues I can see that you lack. 

Now I must be off, and good day to you 
I wish you well,” and off he flew. 

When he was gone the Devil grinned with evil delight 
For he had placed one of the hardest foes to fight. 

The niggling doubt that came from within, 
The one that told you: You cannot win. 

Ever since the encounter, the Roamer never was the same, 
He began to feel inside him a terrible shame. 

Many times the Roamer would wonder: “Am I doing what is right, 
Or should I lay down my arms and step away from the fight? 

Are there really better people for the job; 
Is fame making me a conceited snob?” 

For years the doubt ate away at his core 
Until one day he could take it no more. 

He was tired of the little voice in his head 
That seemed to weigh him down like lead. 

So he went into a quiet glade 
And proceeded to sit down in the shade.	   

Then he confronted the voice 
And gave it a choice: 

Either willingly leave him now 
Or try to stay, which he would not allow. 

When the voice finally came, this is what it said: 
“I am a part of you and will be until your death bed.” 
The Roamer retorted, “You are not and never will be, 

Now go and never come back, flee!” 
“You cannot stop me, don’t even try, 
If you do, I will crush you!” it replied. 

He searched every fiber of his being for proof, 
And repeated what, in his heart, he new to be truth. 

“I fight for the good in this land 
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But with you in my head I cannot stand. 
I do what is right, I should feel no shame; 

It is not me but you who should take the blame!” 
The time he waited for a response was long. 
Then he finally realized the voice was gone! 

The thing that had tormented him across the years 
Had finally left along with his fears. 

He was finally free to once again roam the land 
And no doubt or fear in his way would stand. 

And he did for quite a long time 
But into his final years he started to climb. 

So he made a pilgrimage to his old childhood town 
That would be his resting place where he would finally go down. 

When he emerged from the woods that isolated the place, 
A soft smile spread onto his face. 

As he looked at the town he had left for the last 50 years, 
He smiled happily and didn’t bother covering the tears. 

He looked back on the streets he used to own.  
He was finally here, finally home. 

 
By Charlie Treacy    Grade 8 
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MONSTERS WITH CANDY 
It was Halloween night, no light, no fear. 

I came upon a door, and they said, 
“He’s here, he’s here!” 

Old, wrinkly faces, scary but soft, 
“Would you like some candy, nuts or not?” 

I then realized as scary as they can be, they’re not here to do harm; 
They had candy! 

I wondered why they had frightened me. 
“Come on, let’s go trick-or-treating!” 

They didn’t have to hide. 
They looked like witches or Frankenstein, too. 

They all had stitches; 
They just needed screws! 

I dressed them up as Frankenstein’s family. 
“Trick-or-treat!” 

Then they had candy! 
 

By Katie Miller  Grade 5 
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HOPE 
There's a weight on my shoulders. I bear it patiently, and I carry it always.  

Sometimes it hurts, but I need it, so I don't complain.  
Today the weight was too much!  

I sagged and fell, and every time I rose, I was drained of my energy and cheer.  
Why?! I cried, curling up into a ball, still being smothered by that weight.  

Then as my grimy face was cleaned with my tears, I felt a warm hand on my shoulder. 
 “My child,” he crooned, “I am here.” 

 And I stood up taller than ever, the weight now comforting and easy to bear  
for there on my shoulder sat  

My Guardian Angel! 
 

By Siobhan Dobie   Grade 8 
 

WISHES 
 If you could wish for anything, what would you wish for? 

 You have probably been asked this question before. 
 But this time, really think about the thought.  

Think about it because wishes can’t really be bought. 
Even though wishes are not real, 

 Some might wish for all sickness to heal. 
Some might wish for superpowers, 

Or maybe to live for unlimited hours. 
Some might wish for themselves, they would 

Some might wish for other people, they should. 
 So ask yourself, does your wish do the world good? 

 
By Benny Treacy Grade 5 

	  


