
         	
               

	
 
 
	 
 

  

THE WIND AND HIS WALTZ  
The sun is setting  

Rays of gold and pale yellow to set the tempo for the evening’s 
engagement  

The wind grabs hold of his partner  
The dance begins 

The leaves swing on the tips of their branches  
Dancers on the tips of their toes  

The wind gives his partner a spin sending her spiraling to the ground 
The shadows bend and sway as the receding light filters through the 

twirling leaves  
The wind begins to sing  

Whistling 
The leaves throw back her head and joins in  

Rustling 
The tree is lit on fire  

The sun glinting through layers of red and gold  
A phoenix’s nest  

The shadows lighten and darken 
Baring a whisper of orange trim as the translucent leaves block the 

sun’s last dying embers  
It sounds as if it is raining  

As if claps of thunder are sailing over the houses  
Whipping past windows  
Rising and falling gently  

Like waves of a wall of rain sinking and swelling 
A beautiful song  

Heard only once a year  
 

By Greta Cunningham Grade 8 
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  . . . Rem
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   REMEMBERING BASEBALL 
 

Winter is drawing near.  The cold and snow are almost here. 
 

I’m remembering playing baseball on a hot summer day to keep me warm. 
 

I hear the crowd cheering when someone makes a great play. 
 

I taste delicious hot dogs and popcorn. 
 

I see the spinning baseball coming right at the sweet spot on my bat. 
 

I smell the beautiful scent of a fresh victory. 
 

I slap my friend’s hand after he hits a home run. 
 

So when Christmas comes and it’s cold outside,  
I can remember playing baseball on a hot summer day to keep me warm. 

 
By Ike Crouser  Grade 4 

 
 
 

	

             REMEMBERING GRANDMA’S HOUSE 
 

Winter is drawing near.  The cold and snow are almost here. 
 

I’m remembering a summer visit with my grandma to keep me warm. 
 

I hear the splashing waves at the beach. 
 

I taste the sweetness of the popsicles we eat in Grandma’s kitchen. 
 

I see the red raspberries growing in the back yard. 
 

I smell the hotness of the fire in her fireplace. 
 

I touch the handle of the squirt gun when I’m playing with my cousins. 
 

So when it’s cold outside and I’m sledding down a hill,  
I can remember warm, sunny days at my grandma’s house to keep me warm. 

 
 

By Nolan Lilja  Grade 4 
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REMEMBERING HAWAII 
Winter is drawing near. The cold and snow are almost here. 
 
I’m remembering the nice, warm beaches of Hawaii to keep me warm. 
 
I hear the waves gently splashing at the sand. 
 
I taste the salty seawater on my tongue. 
 
I stare at the never-ending ocean. 
 
I smell the fiery smell of hot dogs on the grill at our campsite. 
 
I feel the warm sun upon my face. 
 
So when it’s winter and the snow is up to my waist, I can remember the 
nice, warm beaches of Hawaii. 
 
By Maria Dyer Grade 4 
	

MY FAVORITE PLACE 
My favorite place to be  

Is sitting in a beach chair by the sea.  
Feeling the sand in my toes,  

The fresh smell of saltwater in my nose.  
The sun beating down on my relaxed face,  

Oh, how much I love this place.  
Shells stacked in piles, scattered across the sand,  

A huge ice cream cone melting in my hand. 
Hearing the waves crash against the shore,  

I could stay here forevermore. 
My favorite place to be  

Is sitting in a lounge chair by the sea. 
 

By Grace Nilsson Grade 7 
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TREASURE HUNTING 
Patter  
Patter  
Snicker  
Snicker  
Running around twisting corners  
We’re trekking our way down alleys flooded in a scorching sunlight 
Heat waves bounce up off the glistening, baking black top  
Thorns poke us  
And the sun roasts us  
And the brittle grass itches us  
As we break through the cage that surrounds our treasure  
The bars are made of winding vines ranging from the color of a parakeet's emerald feathers or that of 
evergreen needles to pistachio and the beige colors sand and Hazelwood claim  
 
Together guarding the treasured rubies inside  
 
We pry apart the interlocking creepers   
Our nimble figures working as keys through each level of security 
The first shows just the remains of a birds hurried meal and the tiny stone hard beginnings of our prized gem  
The next guards those colored like red lollipops and maraschino cherries  
Not quite good enough  
They still are pale rouge and porcelain colored where they meet their stems  
We look deeper and deeper into the cage  
 
Gracefully slipping our arms between the twists and turns of the labyrinth within the throned wall to avoid 
prickly traps  
 
To pluck only those in deepest scarlet 
The color of classic red lipstick and the roses stuck on love letters 
They droop heavily on their pristine stems  
Their chains leaking 
Their juice onto our greedy figures  
The color of the blood beading up on the cuts the thorny guards gave us  
Unable to prevent our eager spirits from reaching their coveted riches  
 
Our tiny plastic bowl is our loot bag  
Steadily being filled to the brim with our glossy crimson prize 
Each of our precious rubies is like a red beehive 
Where each comb is filled with  
 
Sticky 
Scarlet 
Juice 
Instead of  
Glutinous  
Golden  
Honey  
 
We wind our sneaky way to and from each bush cage  
Eating from the bowl even though we promised not to this time  
We just can’t resist the taste of our beautiful rubies... 
 
Garden alley raspberries  
 
By Greta Cunningham Grade 8 
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      The Silent One 

 
A hungry roar churning inside, 
A feeling she is unable to hide, 

But alas, her lips are tied, 
All she can do is let out a sigh. 

 
Unable to move with the speed of time, 

Forced in a corner off to the side, 
Watching the others pass her by, 

All she can do is wonder why. 
 

Why can’t the world slow to her stride? 
Why can’t the ocean settle its tide? 

A narrow box in which she’s confined, 
All she can do is know she tried. 

 
Wait, what is that, shining so bright? 

Slicing away the relentless night? 
Could it be the end of her blight? 
All she can do is continue to fight. 

 
A blank notebook with pencils inside, 

A bridge across the endless divide, 
Above stormy waters and into the light, 

All she can do is write and write. 
 
 

By Grace Loonan   Grade 7 
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From vacation to school, 
We’ve forgotten the rules, 

And homework is back in our lives. 
Mazes made of corn, 

Caramel apples galore, 
And pumpkin carving with knives. 

 
The dark waits no more, 

It knocks at the door, 
So we turn all the clocks ahead. 

The change into Fall, 
Amazes us all, 

Even those who want Summer instead. 
 
 

By Grace Loonan   Grade 7 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

FALL 
Leaves falling, crunching 

Trees crimson, gold and brown hues 
The colorful fall 

 
The air is fresh 

Clouds drift lazily by 
The slow- moving fall 

 
Pumpkins and apples 

The sweet scent of tasty pie 
The fragrance of fall 

 
Wind getting colder 

Leaves blow off trees all day 
The harshness of fall 

 
Warm inside the house 

Family and friends come for food 
The beautiful fall 

 
 

By Benji Brunner Grade 6

 
 

The warm air turns brisk, 
Putting Summer at risk, 

And so, the transition begins. 
From green to orange leaves, 
From grain stalks to sheaves, 
And candy up to our chins. 

 
Wind whistles and blows, 
Calling murders of crows, 

And songbirds retreat to the South.  
You’d best put on a coat, 
To avoid a sore throat, 

For soon, you’ll be needing your mouth. 
 

FROM SUMMER INTO FALL  
	



ALL AIR  
Sweet from dying leaves, earthy and light 

Pungent of sweet crab apples bursting from their stems and old ones rotting on the ground  
Crisp from the cool whisper of winter 
The faintest rumor of ice and snow 

Busy with birds sailing away  
A flight of ships racing the sun through the sky 

Filled with the crunch and crinkle of last year’s too small boots on spring’s withering forbearers  
Wrapping itself around your neck as it whistles by like the wrinkled scarves that had been bunched up 

and shoved into your closet until last week  
Bringing with it a sense of anticipation  

Whipping fall’s adorning petals into every cranny and corner  
It picks up every yelp and holler of the small ones as it swishes by  

Running as they kick up the leaves with discordant feet  
In boots too big with jackets sliding off their shoulders  

A paintbrush of change, using its cold bristles to paint all the green to match the sunsets sinking down 
in the west  

Causing our breath to billow out in glittering, gray fog before us  
Turning our cheeks pink and our hands dry as it rubs us raw  

Weaving its way through our hair like a mother swirling our locks around their fingers Whispering in our 
ears like a friend leaning over our shoulder  

Causing us to smile softly to ourselves as the world whips around us  
As if to say “It’s only the beginning”  

 
By Greta Cunningham  Grade 8 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE COLD 
The Cold is a smug, little fellow. 

Sometimes he whispers and sometimes 
he yearns to bellow 

He creeps under the door and inside 
your mitten. 

Wrap up warm or you just might be 
bitten. 

The Cold comes softly, slowly as he 
falls,  

And when he does, he doesn’t move at 
all. 

His freezing charm, 
Will warn you of harm. 
But, do not be afraid, 

For in this snowy glade, 
The beauty and silence will only steal 

your breath away. 
 

By Sarah Clyde Grade 7 
	



 
 

THE VOICE 
Slowly, softly, the Voice whispers to all. We always wonder, but never question where it comes 
from. Like the rustle of leaves, and the gentle flow of a river, it never stops calming us. The Voice 
speaks of home, the longing call that pulls us to greatness we don’t even know we have. It is inside 
each and every one of us, uniting us with the ties of one family. Sinners, it forgives. Saints, it 
welcomes. Sometimes it is as loud as a lion; sometimes it is as quiet as the wind. No matter who you 
are, we all hear it. Some hear it clearly, some have to find it, deep within themselves. The soothing 
Voice of God. 
 
By Benny Treacy Grade 6 
 

 
  

WOODS 
Deep in the woods where the deer run, 

The birds fly high having some fun. 
 

Deep in the woods where the pine tree grows, 
Bears are born in the silver snow. 

 
Deep in the woods where the flowers bloom, 
You can hear the call of a Minnesotan loon. 

 
The hoot of an owl and the chirping of the cricket, 

Soon brings night’s nocturnal “snickets,” 
 

Deep in the woods where the animals are free, 
We never know what other species there may be. 

 
By  Megan Buri  Grade 5 

	



 
I AM CALLED TO SERVE WITH A JOYFUL HEART 

I pet the beautiful black dog as she wags her shaggy tail.  
I walk her every night even in the sharpness of cold nights. I pour her food quickly moving out 
of the way when I hear Haddie barreling toward it. I felt as though I could not give up this 
sweet dog, though I knew she would be going to a new home that loves her just as much as I 
do. So I kiss her goodbye knowing I had done the right thing for my first dog. 
I serve my foster dog with a joyful heart.  
 
I open my violin case ready to start my performance.  
I skip out to see rows and rows of older men and women waiting to hear my music. I see them 
swaying to the rhythm as I play my first song. I sense their happiness as they radiantly smile 
at me and the other children playing. I laugh as they hoot and whistle, putting away my 
instrument quickly, ready to enjoy cookies and punch. I leave hoping to have the chance to 
come back someday.  
I serve the people at the nursing home with a joyful heart. 
 
I bustle through clumps of tables to serve the sweet smelling food.  
Balancing trays of turkey, mashed potatoes, and pie, I hurry seeing the long line of people 
waiting. The room is loud and crowded, people devouring their Thanksgiving feast while 
giving to those who need it the most. Though tired after a long shift, I am comforted by the 
fact that I made the world a better place today.  
I serve at Little Sisters of the Poor with a joyful heart. 
 
By Sophia Katras   Grade 7 

 

 

 

 
WHAT HAPPENS 
Dreading that moment. 
Ready but not quite. 
Eager? A bit. 
Am I ready? 
Mostly scared. 
In and out and back again. 
Nervous. 
Giddy. 
 
WAIT!!! 
 
Waiting for that happy moment. 
Inching closer and closer. 
Still don’t really know but then I do. 
Having a great time. 
In and out but still happy. 
Nervous? Nope!! 
Giddy. 
 
By Josie Katras   Grade 4 
 

!!! 
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LETTER TO THE TURKEYS      By Ruby Oman   Grade 6 
 

 

Dear Mr. G. Obble and Mrs. S. Tuffed, 
 
 Congratulations! You are invited to our first annual Thanksgiving 
dinner as our honored guests. Feel free to invite family, neighbors, 
friends and enemies. This new holiday invites us all to give thanks. 
Also, if you don’t mind, please make a point to arrive at 2:00 P.M. We 
do realize this is four hours early, but, um, we want to, uh, make sure 
you are as comfortable as possible in the…special honored guest fire 
pit chairs that we designed especially for you!  
 We hope our inviting you will be taken the right way, given our 
previous, um, relationship. Thanksgiving is a chance for a fresh start, 
Pilgrims and Turkeys living in harmony. To further insure that you 
are as satisfied as possible, we have taken heed of your traditional 
food choices. There will be plenty of corn and grain because we want 
to supply a satisfying last meal Thanksgiving dinner for everyone. 
 Mrs. S. Tuffed, all of my fellow pilgrims and I owe you a great 
apology on behalf of your nephew, Tee Urkey. My friend Bill 
certainly did not realize that Tee was a turkey and would rethink his 
decision if he had the chance. Bill is currently working on his aim. I 
am extremely sorry for your loss. 
 Thank you for considering our offer, and good day to you, future 
honored guests and allies. 
          Sincerely,  
           
          The  Pi lgr ims  
 
P.S. Dress for the weather. We hear it’ll be practically roasting.		
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BOOK REVIEW   
 

The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn, a 308-page historical fiction novel by Mark Twain, follows 
the life of Huck Finn, a mischievous teenager in the 1830s as he runs away from his drunken father 
to pursue a life of grandeur and adventure. At the beginning of his journey, he meets a runaway 
slave named Jim, and they head north where Jim will be free. Along their voyage to freedom while 
rafting on the Mississippi River, they meet many ragtag characters such as thieves, slave-hunters, 
and devilish con men. 

 
Huck Finn is set In a time when slavery was acceptable, and Mark Twain did an amazing job of 

capturing what life was like back then. Jim, the slave, seemed so real due to Mark Twain’s use of 
slang and accents such as “mos’” (most) and “gwyne” (going). I really felt like I could relate to 
Huck because he is my age and we share several interests such as exploring, swimming, and 
camping. One particular scene I enjoyed was when Jim and Huck were carefree and relaxed on 
Jackson Island because it was a break in their exhausting journey. 

 
Even though the book’s ending was surprising, it was a little bit confusing and felt rushed. 

While I found two minor characters interesting, I found it hard to differentiate the characters of 
the Duke and the King and, therefore, I found myself constantly flipping back to the beginning of 
the book to set the two of them apart. 

 
I give this book 4.9 stars out of 5. I really liked the feeling of adventure and exploration, and 

thought the main characters were well thought out and relatable. I recommend this book to kids 
my age and older because it uses hard to understand slang terms and accents.  
 
By Bennett Wartner    Grade 7 
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CRAFTING 

When I get bored, I go to the store, 
I buy some pom-poms, tape and more. 

 
When I get home,  

I use cardboard and tape, 
I add some more details, now it looks great. 

 
My project is finally coming together. 
I love to craft, no matter the weather. 

 
Now I’m done!  I’m finally finished.   

I glance at the clock, and it’s about 1-ish. 
I stop for lunch, I’m hungry, that’s right.  

Crafting all day works up an appetite.  
 

By Maria Dyer   Grade 4 
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
 
      “Cheetah”  
      By Bryn McSherry       Grade 5 
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