
          
	

 
 
 

 
 
 

REMEMBERING THE SUNSHINE! 
Winter is drawing near.  The cold and snow are almost here.  I’m remembering the sun’s warm rays  

down on the lake.  I see the loons, as graceful as can be. 
I hear the splashes from my family jumping into the big, beautiful lake. 

My stomach rumbles as I smell the steak cooking on the grill. 
I touch the sparkling water when I jump into the lake. 

I taste the cold popsicle on my tongue.   
So when winter is here, I can remember the warm rays  

of sunshine at the lake to keep me warm. 
 

By Samantha Johnson      Grade 4 
 

	 	 	 	 	 The Scribe 
 
       Nativity of Our Lord Catholic School 
 

    Fall  2019                                          Volume 32 

 
Nativity of Our Lord Catholic School 
             Fall  2018                           
Volume 30 

	

PURE POLOCROSSE 
Exhilaration, excitement, and nerves 

Build in my body, 
Making my heart nearly beat out of my chest. 

Everything is moving so fast, 
Yet feels so slow. 

The  sweet beast made of muscle and energy 
Practically jumps out from underneath me, 

Bounding towards the two poles 
That mean everything in this game. 

I hear a voice shout my name, 
Another tells me where to go, 

And the last tells me things I’ve heard 
Hundreds of times before. 

“Use your area!” 
My teammate throws the ball 

Right into my racket 
 And I dispose of it between the poles. 

SWOOSH! 
As I slowly gain control of my horse again, 

I pat her sweat covered neck. 
Another goal. 

 
By Sarah McKeown Grade 8 
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THE VIEW THROUGH THE WINDOW  
IN GEOGRAPHY CLASS 

A Haiku Chain 
 

October 24 
Flaming tongues brush air, 
Beacon of graceful fury, 
Autumn’s blazing dance. 

 
October 30 

Corpse of rotting hues, 
Weary remnants hung to die, 

But time marches on. 
 

November 4 
Powdered roof shingles; 

Pixie serpents weave through wind, 
Ghosts of snow to come. 

 
November 8 

Brown leaves litter yards, 
Drear graveyard of condemned muck, 

Fallen, heed the rake! 
 

November 13 
Streaks of ice paint roads, 

Glittering snow-globe blizzard, 
Holidays are near. 

 

By Grace Loonan Grade 8 

	

GRATEFUL 
I’m grateful for a family to love me each day 
Siblings who are silly and make me laugh 
Kind loving parents to guide my way 
And all of their help on life’s long path 
 

By Cecelia Frost Grade 5 
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                                               A LOG, A HAMMER, AND SOME NAILS 
 Hammerschlagen is a German game that my family and I 
usually play on St. Patrick's Day. To play, you find an old log, a 
hammer, and some nails. Then you see who can hit in their 
nail with the least amount of strokes. Of course, as a hyper 
five year old, this looked like the best game ever. I told my 
dad that we needed to get a log for our cabin so that we could 
play whenever we wanted. This took quite some time, but 
finally one of my uncles got my dad a log and a new hammer. I 
was so excited! 
 After a year of playing hammerschlagen in the morning, 
afternoon, and evening, anyone could effortlessly tell that it 
was a big part of my life. I moved from using two hands to 
hold the hammer, to only one. I started to put to use the 
skinnier side of the hammer. Before long, we had to turn the 
log over because no one would have been able to put another 
nail in if their life had depended on it. My brothers and I 
started going through the packs of nails really fast. So it 
became a mindless job to refill the nail bag every week. That 
is what I was doing when I did something quite stupid. 

 After I had filled the bag with some new nails at the end of the day, I decided to start 
practicing hitting in one or two nails. I threw the first nails straight into the top of the log. Then 
I put a nail near the center of the board. I raised the hammer to my chest, and then I swung. 
BANG! My pointer finger swelled to the size of a mini-hotdog. The handle of the hammer had 
rammed my finger into the board. I saw the blood that started to flow down my fist.  

 I slowly walked up to the deck of our cabin and opened the door. I showed my hand to my 
mother and aunt, who was visiting from Washington, D.C. My mom said to grab some ice, while 
she went to find some ibuprofen. My aunt asked if it was hurting, and I said that it just felt 
numb. Later it was fine, and it wasn’t broken, just swollen and sore.  
 The next day I went on like the bandaged finger wasn’t there. I wrestled with my cousins, 
went biking in the woods, and built a treehouse. The only thing that was different was that night 
when asked to play hammerschlagen, I politely declined. Again the next night, “No thank you,” 
was what I told them. I didn’t want to accidentally hurt myself again. After about a week of, 
“No thank you’s” and “Maybe tomorrow’s,” the last night of summer had suddenly arrived. My 
parents and my older cousins talked around the fire pit while my brothers and younger cousins 
played hammerschlagen. I decided that just because I hurt my finger once didn't mean that it 
would happen again. So, I walked up and put in a nail. We went around once, then twice, and by 
then most nails were either bent sideways or so far in I could barely see the head. We all 
pounded those nails in as far as they would go. 
 After the small accident with my finger, I worried about playing hammerschlagen because I 
really didn't want to hurt myself once again. It had caused me to stop doing something that I 
loved to do. When I hurt myself with something that I loved and felt like I was good at, it caused 
me to feel stress because I worried that I would do it again, and it started to ruin 
hammerschlagen for me. I know that I have some time before I am as comfortable with 
hammerschlagen as I was before, but I know that in the future I will continue to love playing this 
game. I hope that I will come to feel more trust in myself for I know that I will be more careful 
in the future.  

 
By MJ Dougherty Grade 7 
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REMEMBERING MY OLD BACK YARD 

Winter is drawing near, the cold and snow are almost here.   
I’m remembering the warm sunny days in my old back yard.   

I see my brothers playing kickball with the neighbors.   
I hear the neighbor’s chickens clucking in their coop.   

I smell the flavorful veggie burgers my dad makes on the grill.   
I taste the cold water after a long day in the sun.   

I touch the warm, soft turf when I’m sitting, admiring the clouds.   
So when winter comes and the snow falls.   

I can remember the sunny summer days in my old back yard. 
 

By Mairi Ling          Grade 4 
	

BEING BLOBBED 
I never really thought I would be brave enough to do something like this. But I proved myself 

wrong. 
 As soon as it was my turn, I raced up the tower. The water was cold but I didn’t mind 
because  I knew I was about to be launched 30 feet in the air and fall into the water. As soon as the 
lifeguard gave me the ok to climb up the tower, I started. Each step I heard a small screech until I 
reached the top. I patiently waited while the other blobbers crawled to the end. I looked back at 
the lake. There I knew the way back to my cabin by heart. I heard the lifeguard shout, “Ready?’’ 
and I answered “Yeah!’’ 
 The person at the end of the blob was ready. I felt the freezing wind hit my face.  I took a 
deep breath and shouted, “3,2,1!” Then I jumped off the tower, ready to launch someone sky-high. 
That was one of the longest three seconds of my life and suddenly, “WHUMP!” I hit the giant water 
pillow. I could hear the shrieks of the other person before it was silenced by the water. I smiled and 
said to myself, “That was awesome!” I wanted to do it over and over and again and again. 
 I carefully crawled to the other end of the blob, trying not to fall off. Once I reached the 
end, I nervously looked back to see who was blobbing me. Then, I knew I had a terrified look on my 
face. My camp counselor Joseph decided he wanted some fun. My heart was racing, I was going to 
be blobbed to the moon, and maybe higher. “Ready?’’ he shouted. I swallowed and said, “Yes.” 
 “3,2,1,” he counted down, and then silence. It felt like I was stuck in slow motion, but suddenly I 
just started picking up speed, up and up and faster and faster. Then I stopped. For a second I was 
floating in mid air. At least 35 feet up, but like a rocket, I shot down and smacked the water. 
“Again!’’ I shouted. 
 Now, I felt like I could do anything, and all it took was a little bravery. I overcame it. That 
was actually fun. Who knew? 
 
By Nick Rosga         Grade 5 
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ICE FISHING                                
We got all of the ice fishing gear, 
walked onto the lake, 
set our stuff down, and grabbed the auger to drill some holes. 
 
Then I went to grab the bait and tip-ups. 
We set up all of the tip-ups, 
and I started to drill a hole. 
Then I started digging the slush out of the hole. 
 
After three minutes, I saw a flag go up, 
and I ran as fast as I could to the tip-up. 
When I got to the tip-up, I waited for the fish to eat the whole bait. 
 
Then I took the tip-up out of the water. 
I set it down on the snow, 
and I yanked on the line. 
I felt the fish pulling hard. 
After awhile, I saw the fish and pulled it out of the water. 
 
I felt the freezing cold water and the slime on the fish. 
It was a Northern Pike. 
I was very happy! 
 
By Luke Michels Grade 6 
	

WINTER JOY 
Winter is drawing near, the cold and snow are almost here.   

I’m looking forward to being jolly in this time of year.   
I see the tree being cut down.   

I hear the sound of Christmas music that pours all around me from every angle. 
I smell the tree’s beautiful pine. 

I taste the delicious gingerbread man that was decorated by hand. 
I touch the cold, but lovely snow when I’m sledding.   

So when summer goes away and the days begin to get colder,  
I can look forward to all the wonders of winter. 

 
By Lilly Parr Grade 4 
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THE SURPRISE BIRTHDAY CAKE! 
 Right as my mom opened the door to our hotel room, my siblings and I raced down to the lobby. 
  “Bump, bump!” went the feet of my siblings as they slammed on the ground.   
 I always thought that adults never cried, but my mom says they do. I never believed her until that day 
in Florida. 
 “Hurry up!” we yelled to my mom who was walking down the stairs. “Come on!” we shouted angrily. 
 “I’m coming!” she exclaimed.  
 When she got there, all of my siblings ran out the door even though they didn’t know where we were 
going. “So where are we going?” I asked even though I knew that we were going to a restaurant.  
 “A sushi restaurant,” said my mom.  
 “What?!” I cried excitedly. I loved sushi. 
 Finally we arrived at the restaurant. We waited for my mom to arrive. By the time she came, we were 
already seated. The waitress was very nice, and kind. “What would you like to drink?” she asked politely. 
 “Oo! Kiddy Cocktail!” I said excitedly. Kiddy Cocktail is my favorite drink!  
 “All right!” the waitress said.  
 My sister ordered lemonade, my brother ordered Sprite, my other brother ordered root beer, and my 
parents ordered adult drinks.  “Okay I’ll be right back with your drinks,” she said. 
  It took her about three minutes to get our drinks. “Here you go,” she said as she handed me my kiddy 
cocktail.  
 Right as I got it, I started slurping it down.  
 “Here are your menus,” she said.  
 “It’s my mom’s birthday, you know,” I said to the waitress.   
 “Really?” she said, acting surprised.  
 “Yeah!” I said. My mom looked embarrassed.  
 “Can I talk with you for a minute?” the waitress asked. “Over here?”  
 “Uuum sure?” I said questioningly. 
 We walked over near a table and she asked, “How would you like  
to get a surprise treat for your mom?” 
 “Of course! Wait, is it free?” I asked. 
 “Of course it’s free! It’s your mom’s birthday. I wouldn’t want to  
make your mom pay for something that's a present,” she said. “That  
would be mean.” 
 “Okay,” I said as the waitress held up a dessert menu. 
 “That one,” I said pointing to a mini dark chocolate cake. “I know  
she likes dark chocolate,” I said.   
 “Good,” the waitress said.  
 I walked back to the table. She’s going to be so surprised! I thought. 
 “What was that all about?” my mom asked.  
 “Nothing,” I said. Then she looked at me like she didn’t believe me. “What?” I said.  
 The waitress came to take our orders. Of course we all ordered sushi. When she came back with our 
food, we all scarfed it down. It was so good.   
 When  the waitress came back she was carrying a cake. “Happy Birthday to you,” she started singing, 
“happy birthday to you, happy birthday dear, Mom, happy birthday to you!” We all sang. Right at that 
second, my mom started crying.  I was surprised that she did.  
 After eating the cake, we went home. We brushed our teeth and got into bed. My mom came over to 
my bed and kissed me on the cheek. “Tomorrow is another day. Lucy, thank you for today. It was really 
fun. I love you,” she said.  
 “Love you, too,” I said. 
 In that moment I realized that my mom was right. Parents do cry. And ever since then, I’ve seen lots of 
adults cry. It is a good thing to know in the future. Also another good thing to know is that sometimes they 
cry about others and sad things, but mostly it’s about you and happy things. They cry about you not 
because they are tired of you, but because they love you.  
 
By Lucy Nash    Grade 5 
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VOLLEYBALL 
Be careful not to hit the net, 

You have to bump, spike, or set. 
Don’t forget to call, 

Or you won’t hit the ball. 
If you have the nerve, 

You will make the serve. 
If you try your best, 

You will have success. 
If you are a good sport, 

You will get to stay on the court. 
If the ball is going out, 

Make sure to shout. 
These are the rules if you want to play. 

Come and play volleyball today! 
 

By  Megan Buri and Katie Weber  Grade 6 
	

MY FIRST HOMERUN OF 2019 
    Have you ever hit an inside the park homerun in baseball? If you haven’t, this is what it feels 
like.   
    After the inning began, I was leading off getting ready to bat. The pitcher was warming up as 
well. I was ready to hit a homerun, specifically an inside the park homerun. This was my moment. 
I wasn’t nervous at all because we were up by a couple runs. 
    The umpire yelled, “Play Ball!” I stepped up to the plate, and I cleared the batter's box with 
my foot. The pitcher went into his windup and threw the first pitch. “Strike!” The umpire yelled. 
He threw the ball right in the corner off my sweet spot. I really wanted that one back. I stepped 
out of the batter's box and took a deep breath. I could hear my mom cheering for me in the 
stands. All my teammates were cheering me on. 
 I stepped into the batter’s box, and I touched the plate with my bat. The pitcher went into his 
windup, and he threw the pitch. “Ball one,” the ump said. That one was way outside. I knew the 
pitcher was afraid of me because he was throwing everything outside, and I had hit a triple when I 
was last at bat.  
 It was a 1 and 1 count. I stepped out of the batter’s box again, and this time the third base 
coach, my dad, gave me a sign. He was telling me to swing away. So I stepped back in the batter's 
box. The pitcher threw the pitch. “Ball two,” the ump said. “This pitcher is wild,” I thought to 
myself. It was a 2 and 1 count and the pitcher would not throw a strike. I stepped into the 
batter’s box yet again. The pitcher went into his windup and threw the pitch. “Ball three,” the 
ump called. I didn’t think I was going to get a hit because the pitcher threw three balls in a row. I 
stepped out of the batter’s box again. The pitcher went into his windup and threw his fifth pitch. 
“Strike two!” the ump yells.  That one was close to being called a ball.  
 This time I knew I had to protect the plate because it was a 3 and 2 count. I stepped out of the 
batter's box. I took a deep breath. This time my mom yelled extra hard. I stepped back into the 
batter's box and the pitcher threw his sixth and final pitch. “WA! BAM!” I crushed the ball over 
the center fielder’s head. I didn’t know if it was gone or not, so I ran as fast as I could. By the 
time I was at first base, the ball had hit the fence. I was running like the wind to second base. 
When I was at third, they got the ball in, but I didn’t care. My dad was waving his arm, telling me 
to go home.  I was running hard. The next thing I knew, the ump shouted, “Safe!” The crowd went 
wild. My team jumped on me. 
 That is my story of what it is like to hit a homerun, specifically an inside the park home run. 
That was the best thing that happened all summer.  
 
By Alex Salvato Grade 5 
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A BOOK REVIEW	
A Long Walk to Water, by Linda Sue Park, is a 117-page book that is 
based on a true story. This realistic fiction novel is told by two different 
narrators within two different time periods, and the stories share how 
two young kids from Sudan are experiencing challenges within their 
country that is torn apart by war.  Salva, the young boy who is the main 
character from the earlier time period, faces challenge after challenge 
as he tries to stay safe after he gets separated from his family.  Salva’s 
story makes you want to cry and makes you want to cheer him on as he 
overcomes different challenges and perseveres during the most difficult 
times.  Nya, the other main character from the most recent time period, 
also has a hard life and faces many challenges each day as she searches 
for drinking water.  Her story also is heart-breaking but also ends with  

hope. Both Nya and Salva provide hope during the most difficult times and teach others what it means to 
never give up, even when faced with a difficult challenge. 
 
Strengths:  The descriptions of the setting in Sudan were very visual, and I could tell how hot and dry it 
was there and how water would be not easily available. The conflict in both stories seemed real and made 
me feel sorry and sad for the characters because of the challenges that they faced. I especially enjoyed 
Salva’s story and was very interested in how he was going to overcome each challenge that he faced. I 
kept reading the book because of Salva and really was curious what was going to happen when he had to 
lead the group himself. I kept reading because I had to make sure he made it through okay. 
 
Weaknesses:  I don’t think Nya has an actual story. She is just there. I definitely think that Nya’s story 
didn’t have to be there.  I also don’t really understand how Salva’s story relates to the title A Long Walk 
to Water because that’s not what his story line was about. Some of the things in the book weren’t really 
appropriate for the age group for which it is meant to be.  
 
Recommendation:  I give this book 4 out of 5 stars because some of the events in the book were a little 
too gruesome for me, and I didn’t think Nya had a real plot to her story. I definitely feel like this is a great 
book though, and everyone should get a chance to read it in their lifetime. This book teaches a valuable 
lesson about perseverance and never giving up when facing difficult times. I think  you will be glad you 
read this book and enjoy the surprise ending! 
 
By Maggie Kane Grade 7 
	
	
	
 
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

 
A NEW PENCIL 

The possibilities of a new pencil.  
It could be the first words of a famous 

novel. 
The first strokes on an awesome 

painting. 
The lines on a battle plan to win a war. 

The letter that will inspire a famous 
inventor. 

This pencil will make history! 
(Or this poem) 

 
By Maria Dyer   Grade 5 
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*IT STILL FOLLOWED* 
He ran down the hall 
*It still followed* 
He ran all the way home 
*It still followed* 
He jumped in his bed 
*It still followed* 
He shivered under the covers 
*It still followed* 
He walked in school the next day 
*It still followed* 
He handed in his work, incomplete 
*It laughed* 
The deadlines always win 
 
By James Summers      Grade 7 
	

 
PATROLLING 
You may ask, is patrolling hard? 
And this is what I’ll say: 
It’s not easy being a crossing guard, 
But walking a line is okay. 
The only problem is the pole. 
It’s not very light. 
When it’s hot, it feels like burning coal. 
And the flag is blindingly bright. 
In the morning it’s really cold. 
Other than that, patrolling’s alright. 
 
By Cecelia Frost  Grade 5 
	

 
COAT HALL 
The crowded, rancid, and loud coat hall. It 
drives me bonkers. Elbows flying in every 
direction, textbooks falling on my vulnerable 
toes, pencil cases dropping and colored pencils 
scattered. Classmates become warriors at the 
beginning and end of the day, pushing and 
shoving to get to their coat hook at the opposite 
side. If the coat hall was one word, it would be: 
madness. 
 
By Robbie Wollan    Grade 8 
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RETURNING HOME 
I rummage around an old, forgotten closet in my dingy Brooklyn apartment, still not quite sure 

what I’m looking for. I feel lost, drifting aimlessly in a sea of despair. I haven’t looked in this room for 
five years since my mom’s sudden passing, unwilling to face the pain of these memories. Yet, avoiding 
them has not made my grief go away. 

Now, I pull out boxes upon boxes, all coated in a thick, suffocating layer of dust, hoping to 
somehow find the answers I seek by remembering a past I tried so hard to forget. I tear through each 
box in a wild frenzy, desperate for some sort of sign or reassurance. Peeling open the lid of a blue 
plastic bin, I freeze, staring in disbelief at a cone-shaped shell. The opaline treasure sits atop a stack of 
photo albums marked “Florida home.” I cup my hand to my mouth as waves of sadness, nostalgia, and 
even joy rush over me. Pressing the conch shell against my ear, I listen to the familiar roar of the 
ocean, tears streaming from my lonely eyes. 

I remember when I found this shell. 
 
The hot Florida sun shone upon her damp hair, creating strands of sun-kissed blonde mixed in 

with the ginger locks which framed her freckled face. Her fair skin, the product of Irish ancestry, 
reddened in the broad daylight of the afternoon. Small ripples rushed over her toes, grasping at the 
wet, grainy sand before retreating back into the water. The foamy surface of the Atlantic Ocean 
sparkled, reflecting a serene sky, yet its mysterious depths expanded far beyond the distant horizon.  

The little girl squatted down, peering curiously at the endless body of water in front of her. 
She watched, mesmerized, as brightly-colored sea shells and smooth pebbles seemed to dance under 
the frothy waves.  

As she gazed in wonder at nature’s lustrous ocean collage, an especially iridescent shell caught 
her eye. The spiral shape of the shell loosely resembled a traffic cone turned on its side, with a round, 
pearly structure and jagged edges dulled from the rhythmic tide. The girl reached into the water and 
picked up the shell, admiring its beauty. Her deep blue eyes grew wide as she looked with awe upon 
the shell’s crystalline features. 

“What did you find, sweetie?” The child looked up as her mother walked toward her, a tall, 
slender young woman with auburn hair tied back in a bun and understanding brown eyes. The mother 
smiled warmly and knelt down next to her daughter. “Is that a conch shell, honey? You know, if you 
press it against your ear, you might be able to hear the ocean through it. Isn’t that neat?” 

The girl giggled. “But Mommy, I can already hear the ocean.” 
The mother laughed and replied, “This shell will remind you of home, even when you’re not 

near the sea.” 
“Where is home, Mommy?” 
“Home is right here, sweetheart. No matter how far you travel, your home will always stay 

right here.” 
 
 Twenty-five years later, those words resonate in my mind as I collapse to the floor, 
overwhelmed with gratitude: I have finally found my answer.  
 
By Grace Loonan  Grade 8 
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SUMMERTIME 

When frigid icicles disappear 
When schoolchildren give a deafening cheer 
When the sun is bright and the sky is clear 

Summertime 
 

When neighbors come and knock on your door 
When people stop and smile more 

When there’s nothing to do except explore 
Summertime 

 
When badminton becomes a contact sport 

When there are frequent trips to the airport 
When jackets are replaced with t-shirts and shorts 

Summertime 
 

When laughter fills the sweltering air 
When kids relax without a care 

When anything can happen on a dare 
Summertime 

 
When spontaneous songs are sung 

When it’s most important to have fun 
When the pressure is off and the work is done 

Summertime 
 

By Grace Loonan Grade 8 
	

	
OCEAN 

The waves roll over the sandy beach, 
The water is cool, and it feels good on my feet. 

The turtles swim briskly all around, 
I feel the soft sand instead of the ground! 

The creamy white foam blends in with the blue, 
There are so many things I’m hoping to do. 
The crabs crawl slowly on the ocean floor;  
I see a ship while standing on the shore. 

As I get on the boat, 
It begins to rock, but we are afloat. 

I see a whale that flips and a dolphin that glides; 
I spot a fish but it’s off to hide. 

I pick up a shell and this one is lumpy, 
My feet touch some rocks that are grey and 

bumpy. 
As the sun sets the water shimmers, 

I see a chest and it shines with glimmer. 
As I leave,  

I can feel the calm breeze. 
I hear the roar of the waves, 

It’s very faint and reminds me of a cave. 
The night is coming, 
So I started running. 

As I do I say, 
“Goodbye beach, see you another day.” 

 
By Megan Buri  Grade 6 

	

 
THE DANDELION 

Face of the Golden Sun 
worn as a crown. 
     Bent over softly 
     oh so slightly 
       Smells of nature, 
       smells of the garden. 
          Brushes against my hand, 
                                 as he lays in the grass. 
       Light as air, 
  floats like a feather. 
   Listens to the wind his friend, 
       loves the garden his home. 
 The Dandelion. 
 
By Liam McLay         Grade 8 
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A CRAZY DAY AT THE LAKE 
 I was flying in the air haphazardly. I was flipping, diving, and spinning in all directions. Never would 
I ever have thought that on that cold, cloudy day at the lake, such a big event would have happened! My 
brother Jack, our friend Marie, and I are still talking about that day.  
 It all started on a gloomy, chilly, Labor Day weekend. My brother Jack and I had been pleading all 
day to go on the last tube ride of the summer. Finally, with a lot of asking, we got our Grandpa to drive 
the boat. Our friend Marie was also up at the cabin that Labor Day weekend and volunteered to go on the 
tube with us. “I love a good tube ride,'' she said. It was very wavy on the lake. Waves were crashing along 
the shoreline of our cabin. It was a beautiful sight! “I’m so excited!” I said to my brother. “I am too,” he 
said as we were getting ready to board the tube. We had a huge tube called Big Mable. We had gone on a 
lot of tube rides that summer, but little did we know this was going to be a special one! Then I started to 
feel a little bit nervous when my dad threw the tube in the water. CRASH! Next we all climbed into the 
tube. It was rocking and shaking. I couldn’t sit still. I was so anxious to go on a tube ride. “Here we go,'' 
Marie said as we were all in the tube. I also claimed a spot by the wall because I knew I would never fall 
out. Plus I really didn't want to fall in the cold, August water. If I would’ve known what would have 
happened next, I might not have been so enthusiastic!  
 Finally, my grandpa started the motor. “Are you guys ready?'' he screamed at us from inside the 
boat. “We were born ready,” we screamed from inside the tube! By now Jack, Marie, and I were in our 
normal tubing positions: legs out in front of us and arms hanging onto the handles nearest to us. We were 
ready! Then, the motor started, and it sent water flying up from it. Everyone standing on the dock 
cheered, laughed, and waved us off. The tube started slowly moving. Then it jerked forward and sent us 
spinning out towards the middle of the lake. My grandpa increased the speed of the boat, and we were 
going really fast. We were going so fast that water was flying in our faces, we couldn’t see! We were 
having too much fun to even let an ounce of worry enter our minds.  
 We were cheering and flying high into the air! Then suddenly I saw this dangerous patch of waves. 
“Guys,” I said to Jack and Marie. But they had their eyes fixed on the giant waves in front of us. “Guys,” I 
said again. But before I could finish my sentence, BAM! We hit this huge wave that sent the tube flying so 
high in the air I almost fell off the back. The only thing that saved me from flipping off the back was the 
one handle I was holding on to. Then I looked and saw my brother Jack bouncing up and down. I felt the 
whole tube rock to the side my brother Jack was on.  My vision got blurry and time started to slow down.  
 It felt like hours before I finally touched something cold and wet. I wasn't bouncing on the tube 
anymore. I wasn't screaming, laughing, or having fun. I was alone in the dark, cold, deep water. It felt like 
forever before I finally saw something that wasn't black. I saw something that was bright and lively. 
Something that was colorful like all my markers sitting on my desk at home. I saw color. Then I opened my 
eyes fully. I saw everything that was around me. I saw huge waves crashing into me, I saw Jack and Marie 
bobbing above the surface of the water, I even saw our tube that was still bouncing from the big wave we 
hit. Then finally to break the silence, I heard someone talk. “Is everyone okay?” my grandpa yelled from 
the boat. Usually I am very quick to talk, but for some reason I didn't know how to answer this question. 
Yes, I am okay, but what just happened was so stunning. It happened so fast even though it felt like it took 
forever. I knew I had to say something so I finally said, “I'm fine.” Then before I knew it, the boat came to 
pick me up.  
 My grandpa lifted me out of the cold water, and brought me into the boat, where I wrapped up in a 
warm towel. We made a loop and picked up Jack and Marie. They seemed to be confused too. We had a 
lot of questions! I felt bad that my grandpa had to answer them all. I don’t know why my grandpa had to 
answer all our crazy questions. Plus he was driving the boat. How could he have seen what happened? 
When we got back to the dock there was a lot of cheering and whooping. It felt awesome knowing that so 
many people were cheering for me!  
 Going back, I think the lesson I learned from this is to always be prepared for whatever life might 
throw at you. Because I would have never thought that on that cold, cloudy day at the lake, I would have 
had such an interesting story to tell.  
 
By Emma Tracy Grade 5 
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A FEW THOUGHTS FROM SALAD . . . 

 Hey. Salad, here. What the heck is wrong with you people? 
Recently, I have become a very popular food in restaurants and homes. People think that I’m 

“healthy,” or that I “taste good,” but really, I’m just a bowl of leaves, drenched in some weird sauce, 
with some random vegetables hidden at the bottom. 

To put it simply, I’m a garden in a bowl. And I’m gross. I mean, you must be really desperate to 
be healthy if you’re willing to eat me. I’d actually like to apologize for all the pasta meals I’ve made you 
miss. 

Truthfully, I’m probably not even that healthy. Before I became what I am, I was just some 
leaves, growing somewhere in the middle of a dirt field. Imagine all the furry animals that mistook me 
for a bathroom, or all the little creepy crawlies that scurried over me. Do you think that a quick rinse in 
some water can get all of those germs off? 

But don’t worry, you are probably a cheapskate, not spending the money on organic leaves 
anyway. So you don’t even have to worry about Goldy the Gopher pouncing on your potatoes or 
Charlotte’s web all over your watercress. That forty-cent head of lettuce you’re eating has been so 
drenched in dichloropropene, glyphosate, chlorpyrifos, chlorothalonil, chloropicrin, and atrazine, it 
probably glows when the lights are off. No living organism ever came within ten feet of it until you put 
that fork to your lips. Yum! 

And arguably, my only redeeming quality is croutons, so why not skip all the vegetables and just 
eat those? But, I understand if you want to be healthy. So maybe, instead of eating me, you could have a 
smoothie, which probably tastes better (not that I would know, of course, because I am a salad). 

If you’re reading this, please, never eat me again. If you do, you’re only encouraging the food 
companies to continue making me. Well, “making me” is an overstatement.  Really, they are just ripping 
me out of the ground and sticking me in a plastic bag. And who’s to say they’ll stop at salad? If they 
think that using leaves is a good way to make money, maybe they’ll decide to just use the whole tree 
and make chips out of bark. Maybe they’d call them wood chips. But you’d never buy a bunch of wood 
chips in a bag, right? Right? 

  Sincerely, 
  Salad 

 
By Bella Brondum    Grade 8 
	

MY HALLOWEEN STORY 
   I was home alone on Halloween night. My parents said I was too old to go trick-or-
treating, so they stuck me with handing out the candy. It was getting dark, and I 
hadn’t had anybody come to the door for at least fifteen minutes, so I thought it was 
time to turn off the lights and head upstairs to my room. Boy, I was wrong! Just as I 
opened the door to my room, I heard the strangest noise. It sounded like “creek...” 
It was the door downstairs; someone was in my house! I asked, “Who’s there?”  
   The person started walking up the stairs! As I stumbled to lock the door, I noticed 
something. Oh no! My worst nightmare...a TEENAGER! I started wondering what I 
should do. I had a perfect option in my head.  Turn off the WiFi! If you turn off the 
WiFi, the teenager would probably go to a café that has WiFi!   
   The switch for turning off the WiFi was just on the other side of the hallway 
outside my room. How was I going to make it across without getting caught? I had to 
think of ideas of how I could distract the teenager. I got it! We could tell her that her 
boyfriend broke up with her, that would leave us around five minutes of time to flip 
the switch for the WiFi.  
   I rushed out of my room and told her that her boyfriend broke up with her and ran 
to flip the switch. The teenager rushed out to a Caribou, and I was safe.  

 
By Lucia Mellum Grade 5 
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THE REMARKABLE RAT CURRY 
Amidst the darkened, silent brush, 

Where a brisk wind never dares to rush, 
The shrubs are yellowed, drooped, and blear, 

The dystopian peace is dismal and drear. 
From the trees comes a rustle unheard, 

Twigs crack and brown leaves are stirred. 
A flash of red rippling like fire, 

The cape is spotless despite the mire. 
A glimpse of soft fur, freshly combed, 

A shine of sharp teeth where the lips have foamed. 
The head of a rodent pokes out through the gloom, 

With a sly smile, of which no one could assume. 
The rat is of slight stature and frame, 

With Steph Curry shoes to quicken his game. 
A finely-crafted sword in his belt, 

In a tightly-sewn sheath made of beaver pelt. 
With a flick of his tail, and a hop in his stride, 

A sinewy branch becomes the rat’s ride. 
Swinging on a vine, the beast cries aloud, 
“Rat Curry is here! Proficient and proud!” 

He leaps to the ground, where few have tread, 
The rat is fearless and ventures ahead.  

The shadows crawl forth, thirsting for light, 
But Rat Curry’s roar compares not to his bite. 
The rat is soon swallowed by a midnight hue, 
Yet the rascal proves quite difficult to chew. 
He clouts the shadows, avoiding their slashing 

’Til all but one sinks downward, thrashing. 
A glint in his eyes, which are a startling green, 

Rat Curry battles the Shadow Queen. 
And oh, tis a harrowing, heinous fight, 
The enemies clash like day and night. 

After hours of combat, ruthless and rough, 
The rat decides he has had enough. 

He surrenders his cape, his sword, and his sheath, 
But during the exchange, he stabs from beneath. 

The brawl continues and the stakes double, 
And finally a figure emerges from the rubble.  

The Shadow Queen awaits her demise, 
Fearing the mischief in Rat Curry’s eyes. 

 
By Grace Loonan Grade 8 
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GOING TO THE GROTTO 
 It was a glorious day, and the sun was shining on the drops of dew in the 
morning. We walked down the steps to the place that my mom and dad were 
engaged about 14 long years ago. As we got there my mom asked us, “Isn’t it a 
beautiful place?” It was the nicest place I had ever seen in my life.   
 One lovely summer day in August when my family and I went to Notre Dame, 
we decided to go to the Grotto. It was a warm day. The Grotto is a beautiful 
place that has a statue of Mary in it. My dad told me that there was a gorgeous 
lake behind it, and he said that he just couldn’t wait to go there again. My 
mom told me it would be beautiful at the Grotto. She also told me that it was 
outside and the floor would not be made of dirt, but stone. All these things 
made me so excited to go, but I never could have imagined that it could be so 
beautiful.  
 It was a wonderful day to take a walk from our hotel to the Grotto. We 
walked along flowered pathways, and my mom and dad pointed out some of 
the buildings that he and my mom went to while they went to college at Notre 
Dame. As I walked along more of the flowered pathways, I felt like singing. It 
was so enjoyable. When I was all the way down the steps, I realized that it was 
one of the most wonderful places I had ever seen. That moment could never be 
replaced. It was too special to be replaced. I now know why my mom and dad 
got engaged there. 
 The Grotto had thousands of candles, and they were all glowing with a glow 

that for some reason seemed so peaceful. There were not too many people, so it was quite quiet. Only a 
couple people were lighting candles. Right behind us was a beautiful lake. There were flowers all around 
us, and the grass looked so ripple-ly green. The steps were made of marble and there was a part of rock 
that looked like a shallow cave, and inside was a lovely statue of Mary. She was partly in dimness but some 
light got in too. All the candles around her, glowing, made her look like she was gleaming. I just couldn't 
take my eyes off her. It was truly the most glorious sight I had ever seen. The candlelight, flickering, was 
the perfect match to a statue of Mary and a pristine, sparkling lake in the background.  Then, my 
mom asked my siblings and I if we wanted to light a candle each. We all said, “Yes!” I lit one that was very 
close to Mary. After I had lit it, I prayed by mine, and my siblings prayed by theirs. My parents lit candles 
too. I had a very happy feeling in my heart as I finished praying, and I think that feeling will never be able 
to be replaced. I looked at the lake from a bench nearby and thought about how lucky I was to be able to 
see the Grotto and have a family. I was soaking in the wonderfulness of the marvelous place that I never 
wanted to leave. I knew I would have to, but I didn’t want to think about that at the moment. I was so 
content and happy at the Grotto. 
 A moment later I heard my dad calling my siblings and me together. He led us all over to a bench with 
my mom and took out his rosary from his pocket. It had shiny black beads and a silvery cross with Jesus on 
it. The silvery cross glinted in the sunlight, making it look a little like the candles only a few feet away. I 
looked at his rosary for a moment and then looked up at him. The rest of us had not brought our rosaries 
with us but he had brought his. He told us we were going to pray for the persecuted Christians. I was a 
little confused because we usually prayed for them every Friday night, and we did the glorious mysteries 
on Sundays, but we did it anyway. It started as always, “In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy 
Spirit, amen.” When we finished, we looked at the beautiful lake. It seemed so sparkly, even more than it 
had before. We all took turns taking pictures and having them taken of us until our cheeks were sore. The 
sun was still shining over us, but I knew it was time to go soon. When the sad time came to finally leave, 
we all said our good-byes to the Grotto. It was time to walk up those shiny, marble steps, once again. 
 I was sad to leave the Grotto, but I could not believe how wonderful it was to go there. I also could not 
believe how lucky I was to see it. It was definitely the most beautiful place I have ever seen in my entire 
life. I thought it was so interesting to see one of my parent’s favorite places in Notre Dame. It was a 
wonderful day, and I can’t wait to go again.     
 
By Katie Nobrega Grade 5 
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    Thank you! 

WINTER’S SONG 
The raging howl of winter wind breaks the silent midnight lull 
as frost paints its fractal fingers across my window. My 
slumbering form frolics through a figment winter wonderland 
in the beyond, trapped in a dreaming state of ignorant bliss. 
The snowflakes, composed of silvery wisps of imagination, 
flutter through the icy gales. The eager breeze lashes out 
with its frigid bite at any patch of exposed skin foolish enough 
to face the bitter, energetic gusts. A carpet of white veils the 
once-green grass, withered with melancholy for a long-
forgotten youth. I wake from my reverie and open my eyes as 
the artistry of surreal imagery fades into an abandoned void. 
As I sit up in bed, I can hear the December breeze subside. 
The wind has moved on, carrying with it, winter’s song. 
 
By Benny Treacy Grade 7 
	


