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A RAINY DAY

Drip Drop Drip Drip Rain!

I love to play in rain

I get so excited when I see rain
I go get my pink rain coat and
My black boots on

Then I run outside and jump into a

Big puddle and make a big splash

Photograph by Camille D.

It is my favorite thing to do in the rain

Also I like to slip in the grass that is so Green and WET!

By Megan G.

NURTURE NATURE NOW

Snow glistens off the mountains like crystals in the early morning light
trees wind up the hill

Birds soar through the cloudy sky

rodents scurry across the growth sounding a stone on ice

Off in the distance the sun crawls up the horizon and peeks through the gray sky illuminating
it a sandy tan

Below the river winds and snakes through the land breaking the earth
Why have people polluted the beauty of nature with bulldozers, litter, and barges of garbage
As I wonder this the clouds part leaving the sky a shady red

Nurture nature now

By Forest T.




WHAT I AM

I’m lured by the moon

I am as pure as life

I’'m water

I have white and blue streaks

Like the painted sky

I glimmer like the

Stars in the Milky Way

I’'m a jewel to the eye

But also a source of life

I can carve beautiful art

But I can fill the empty space

I 'am a dream

Flowing through minds of dreamers
I am a wave

Of thoughts that help you seek wisdom
I’'m the key

To all life

The lock is

Their hearts.........

By Kiana P.

Painting by Jesse

PRINCESS

Her delicate paw against my face,

Her head coming close to mine,

Her eyes have a greenish glow,

I put my hand down to pet her velvet soft fur,
She lets out a light meow,

She presses her nose against mine,

Her whiskers brush against my cheek,

I hold her tightly,

I feel a tear gently roll down my face,

I snap back to reality.

Noticing that she isn’t here only the memories that she left behind.
She will always be in my heart.

By Ricci S.




DIFFERENT

I could continue down the hallways, letting life drag on
I find that around me, a million simpleton’s enjoy nothing
They think of things that do not matter

Those who do, make me sick

But how can I say that when...

I’m one of those people

Every day I look in the mirror

And see someone else, every time

I don’t want to be like the others

But I don’t want them all to leave me behind

While most of them beg for a love, just to leave them

I curse and pray, that they’ll suffer

I stand in their shadows, hoping I’ll be seen

Not many know how others feel, their secret, that can be

Trusted by none

But I know many, too many that shed tears Drawing by Camille D.
I dream of the day I’ll be smart
When I’ll be normal It is nothing I’m ashamed of
To be able to look into someone’s eyes But it could be I’'m afraid
And say I'm like them I have many questions for the world
But I’d lie But one is just
Cause I’'m nothing like that What'’s it like to be different?
By Hanna T.



Drawing by Henry

ONE WATER

I am slurped by many animals and sipped by many people. Many plants suck me up.
I control all those who live for they can drink me to hydrate themselves.

I am thee who drifts as snowflakes, downpours as rain, hugs the air who carries me to
join my brothers in the clouds above all mountain tops until the weight of us is too

great and we dive onto the ground.

I rush over mountains and glide through valleys, I make rapids and I roar as I go off
waterfalls.

I go under the earth’s crust, through permeable and porous rock until I either spout or
get brought up back to the surface. I am the one who glistens in the lake like crystals in
the sunlight.

I try to stay clean as nature itself, but I hate the oil spilled on me.

I let ducks and other birds, plus other surface swimmers on me and aquatic life swim in
me.

I am the one and only water, who cannot be duplicated. Those who try still have me in
them.

I am like each one of you who is special and unique in your own way.

By Allison W.




CLINICE’S HAT

Imagine a time when all animals could talk, and were always friends with humans
and gods. The earth never looked so pulled together; there was no hunting, no war, and
no carnivores. Grass stood tall, never doubting itself, trees never swayed under the blue
sunny skies, and the clear river called slow drift never went dry. Together man and
animal found food, farmed, and cooked. The air smelled of fresh baked pastries mixed
with stirred earth. There were little villages that dotted the earth, with many farms
surrounding it. The peaceful friends grew wheat, corn grapes, olives and so many more
things. Humans and animals could read, and do many things together that you could
never imagine. Humans could only write, so animals would ask them to write for them.
Animals could not write because they don’t have opposable thumbs. The gods influenced
the style of lettering. The many animals and people had many different accents, many
different languages. Animals were the best friend to man, and they loved them dearly.

On one of the small farms, lived a bright, curly strawberry red haired girl. She
answered to the name Sondea. She always wore a light yellow dress that ends at her
shins. When she does her work, picking berries for the pies at home, she usually sings a
little song she made up as a toddler. Some say that she has the voice of a goddess. A
single tooth has fallen out, and now the hole sticks out as if saying “look at me, I'm a
hole in a beautiful mouth. Sondea did her work with her one best friend, Bud, a light
young dog so big he could lift the lone wooden door of the farm barn, with his tail. The
two friends known all around loved to go out into the forest, where the trees stood tall
unashamed, almost blocking out the sun. They would have their tiger friends, with
glistening white stripes help to pick as many colorful goggle berries as they could. They
would fill their large green wagon with baskets and baskets of them. The horses pulling
the wagon were also great friends of theirs. There was a strong, sturdy horse called Sky.
She was light white with a tint to it that made it look blue. The other is an older colt,
whose name was Rusty. His coat was light tan, and he had a black stripe down his back.
They loved to come with Sondea and Bud to find berries for the pastries the families
made at home.

One day Sondea felt like something was watching her, but after asking her friends,
she found no one else did, so she dropped the topic. When they were on the way home, a
dirty cat, dressed in worn clothing stepped out of the brush, “Please help me, I am hungry
and cannot possibly get any further.” Of course Sondea felt pity for this stray cat with no
home, and no food to eat, and so did Bud.

“Come on, sit next to me. We will go to our farm and you can rest there.” And so the
cat jumped onto the wagon seat and they were off again.

What these young mammals didn’t know was that the cat’s name was Trouble, and it
was not just a cool name, it had meaning. No one knew her, but she knew them. She
troubles many people in many ways, making things disappear, stealing money, and
tripping them. Trouble usually tricked young farmers, who never expected a thing. Her
dark black fur hid her in the shadows and in dark areas all day and night.

Days later, Bud lay nestled on his soft cushiony bed in the corner of his bed, nose
facing the opposite side of the room “People are too stupid to see the truth! They don’t
know my real name, and will never tell them!” Bud slit his eyes and saw that the speaker



was “Patty” the cat speaking. He lay still waiting to hear more. Trouble went on, “My
ultimate plan will award me so much money, and I will never have to steal again!
Tomorrow it will be put in motion after I sneak into the god’s palace. Then I will steal
from goddess Clinice, goddess of truth, daughter of Nike. I will take her hat of wonder,
and then she will never know the truth! Then when they will set a high reward, I will
return it and get my reward money!”

Bud jumped up, “No, you can’t! The gods will be so mad! Zeus knows what they’ll
do. What if she finds out who it was for real? What happens then?”

“You heard me? Well, now I know who I’m going to blame it on, unless you don’t
tell. Then I will take it into consideration.” Trouble hissed as she galloped out of the
room.

Nike sat on her throne-like chair. Her flowing light pink gown draped all around her
knees. She heard a sudden scream come from her daughter’s room. She gathered up her
gown and ran to Clinice’s room, her heels clanking on the smooth rock floor. As she
rounded the last corner, she saw her daughter on the floor, her lime green gown spread
out in a frenzy of wrinkles and swift flares.

“What is wrong my darling?” Nike inquired.

“My hat, my all knowing truth hat, is gone! No truth can be found without my hat!”

“No! My own house robbed! But who?”” Nike cried, and then she looked at her
daughter. “But you can find the truth without the hat. I know you can. Be yourself, be a
detective, look for clues!”” And at that, Nike ran from the room, seconds later alarm bells
rang.

Clinice looked all over then she saw it. Clinice loved the feeling of sand on her toes,
how the soft sand tickled her feet and how it seemed to relax her when she laid on it. So
her floor was covered in it. In the sand, there was a footprint. The only thing she could
tell was that it wasn’t human, because it was too short in length. It was an animal
footprint. Even the creator of the animals wouldn’t be able to decode the print. It was too
smeared to tell anything about it.

A message came out from the gods to the animals late one afternoon, saying that high
treason had been committed and whoever helped, knew or was the committer of the
crime would be severely punished.

Day after day warriors and guards, and protectors of the gods came to ask animals
questions, and if they knew anything about the committer. But they always got the same
answer, no. After every animal had been questioned, the king of the gods, Zeus, made his
choice. “I suspect all animals fairing the earth, the sky and the seas have lied that they
don’t know the animal that did it, but they will never be able to lie again. From now on to
the end of time, animals lose their voices to the wind, never to get them back. Never
again will they lie!”

And from that day on, Bud could never discuss politics or play word games or even
comfort Sondea with his voice. He could no longer be as close to Sondea again. This is

the same all around the world, all because a certain cat wanted money.

By Amy H.



WATER

Take me to the ocean

Where waves

Flow to shore

Where you can go surfing

All day long

Where you can jump in the
Cold, cold sea

What a vast sea

I said myself

What a vast cold beautiful sea

Take me to the river
That is flowing so fast
Bumping

Into rocks

Making the river
Roar

What a rafting trip
I’m gonna go
Growling

Ranging waters
Take me right into
The rapids

I don’t care

River you are

Such a pig

A dinosaur

In fact

The way nothing can get in
Your way

Take me to

A calm small pond

Where I can relax and
Float on my back

Where nothing is disturbing me

Take me to some secret place
Where it has rain

Large seas

Ponds and rivers

I love all these things

So much

What a pleasure it would be
To have all these things

Just for me

And only me

By Bethanie H.

Painting by Walter

Painting by Noelle



Drawing by Yesenia

SEEN FROM SPACE

As we swim in the Great Barrier Reef
We stumble upon a Blue Whale

In just 10 feet of water

Can you spin to kill like an alligator?
Can you swim as fast as a sailfish?
Can you ‘fly like a flying fish?

You remind me of

A big playful dolphin

An aquatic human that can dive thousands of feet

By Skylar
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FLOWING WATERS

Dusk rises,

Opening,

Cracking its shell,

Shining slowly lighting the sky,
Diamonds fill the banks of rivers,
Crystallizing,

As if it was the Milky Way galaxy,
Rising higher over the mountains,
While dusk becomes day,

A crescent moon meets the sun,
As the sun cradles the moon in its arms,

Defrosting the dew and diamonds on the
surface,

The river like fondue melts downstream,
Flowing forward,

Side to side forming a dream,

A dream of water flowing in one ear and out

the other,
Winding my brain into a maze,

Finding its way through twists and turns,

Day becomes night and dew forms in the air,

Waiting for dusk to waken,
Everything normal,
Peaceful,

Silent

By Dylan A.




TSUNAMI

I’m a tsunami running wildly through the ocean animals fear me, buildings
hate me, I’m like a wild bear on a rampage. I love to destrpy things. People
try to surf me, fish live inside me, swimming freely. I’'m a bulldozer
running through hoses. I eat through the land swallowing everything in my
path. I’m a giant wave splashing the land. Ka Sploosh!

By Michael L.

Painting by Lucero

AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD

At the Edge of the World
It is dark, dark, dark
Very little light

No people only god
Nothing but wilderness

You do not know what you are touching
All you see are

Glowing eyes

Lost, you are lost

The entrance to space is closed Painting by Chantz
Yet, time protects all
At the Edge of the World

By Cory H.
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