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Mother  by Aubrey Spears Grade 6 

When I couldn't go to bed 

I would creep into my mother’s room 

To take her pillow 

On my tiptoes 

I was a mouse 

I would grab her pillow and leave her room 

So I could close my eyes 

To the sweet scent of my mother  

that carried me away 

 

I still take her pillow 

Just so I can smell  

Her sweet scent 

And think of the happy times  

we have together 

I replay the moments in my head- 

The moments so precious  

They could never be forgotten 

As I fall asleep 

 

When she is gone 

I sometimes cry  

into her pillow,  

When I miss her too much 

But the scent of her pillow 

Feels like she is there, 

By my side, 

Holding onto me,  

As if I was small again 

 

If I have trouble going to sleep 

My simple “cure” 

Is to be driven away 

By my mother’s sweet scent 

The smell that helps me feel like I’m never alone 

If one day my mother passes 

To a place beyond the veil 

I will keep her pillow in my possession, 

And I will never let it go 
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When I am Taking a Test 
By Aubrey Spears 

Grade 6 

 

Hushed breath 

Holding on tight  

Clock ticking 

Time passing by 

Mind racing 

Hard thinking 

Heart beating fast 

Palms sweaty 

Closed up inside- 

A forever going tunnel 

No way out 

But wondering; 

Can I pass this test? 

How will I succeed,  

when my second guessing leads? 

Will I pick the wrong choice and submit- 

Then when I remember the answer- 

should I just stay there and sit? 

No way out 

A forever going tunnel- 

Closed up inside 

Palms sweaty 

Heart beating fast 

Hard thinking 

Mind racing 

Time passing by 

Clock ticking 

Holding on tight 

Hushed breath 

When I am taking a test 
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Who I Am 

By: Christopher Nutzman 

I am passionate, 

I appreciate life as it is, 

I put everything I have into my work, 

I want to learn more about the world around me, 

I wonder how I can do more for the people I care about, 

I am a human being, 

I understand I won’t be perfect, 

I try to be my best self, 

I express myself in my percussion and writing skills, 

I hope I stand out not blend in with a crowd, 

I cherish my friends and family, 

I am a 

different 

person than I 

used to be, 

This is who I 

am, 

Who are you? 
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A War in Space 
By Jackson Rice 6th grade 

The giant starship shook violently, alarms screamed while people ran through the halls. 

The captain of the ship ordered Sargent Johnson to the deck. He walked up and almost fainted 

when he saw what was out the window. 

The captain said to him, “Sergeant, we have searched the galaxy for centuries for other 

sentient life forms and never found what we were looking for, but now, the winter contingency.” 

The ship out the window was in fact alien. The ship was about as large as theirs. 

They had tried to communicate, but it didn’t go very well. They were going to attack, and 

they needed something, Spartans. 

There was an elite Spartan team the two of them were thinking of, Blue team. The 

members are: John, Kelly, Samuel, and Kurt. They were down in the cryochamber room. 

Johnson went down, and let John out of his chamber. They spoke about what was about to 

happen,  they were up for it. After a few minutes of talking, planning and preparing, the super-

soldiers were ready. The team was on boarding crafts. The plan was somewhat simple. When the 

turrets fired, the aliens had to make holes in the shield. That meant the Spartans had to take the 

most dangerous route in. Once they were in, they had to find any type of power core, and destroy 

it. John flashed the green light inside his helmet that flashed in the others helmets. 

They went at what seemed like the speed of light into a huge firefight of plasma and lead. 

They aimed the aircraft's directly to the enemy ship. As they were, they realized that the conflict 

had only grown. They were outnumbered. But they might not be outgunned. They aimed for the 

largest ship. They dodged the huge fiery bolts of plasma some as big as trucks. They finally 

made it to the ship and they all came through the ship's shields. 
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They came in just in time as the shields replenished and covered the hole. They punched 

a hole through and went in. The halls were quiet, they walked for about 30 seconds and saw a 

lifeform 5 feet tall. It looked at them, let out a tiny squeal and spoke a language they couldn’t 

understand. They shot it almost immediately. 

“We’d better be quick,” John said. “That, thing, probably just called for help.” They 

started to sprint through the ship. They went into one large room. The docking bay. There were 

ships with odd shapes but very advanced designs. The Spartans started to get concerned. If this 

became something serious, it wouldn’t go too well, these beings were decades ahead of the 

human race's technology. 

Soon they discovered that these were larger and harder to kill than their “normal” enemy. With 

lizard-like faces and made of worms. Finally they came to the power core, it was guarded by 

massive creatures. They were disgusting, worms in armor. 

“How do we kill those?” Samuel asked. 

“I have no idea,” Kurt replied. 

“There seems to be hundreds of sentient creatures inside one set of armor,” Kelly said. 

Kurt didn’t look too encouraged. There were two of them, the creatures hadn't noticed them. It 

had weak spots on crevices, in the neck, legs and back. 

“Spartans!” John finally chimed in. “Take spearhead formation and attack!” 

The monsters quickly took action and used their gigantic plasma cannons. The Spartans 

surrounded one of the creatures shooting it from all sides and killing it. 

John shoved a grenade into the other aliens’ back. He saw it almost looking at him as it 

imploded. 

“Alright everyone. Plant the charges!” John said. 
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He set the charges for ten minutes. “Counting down, now!” Kelly came up with plans. 

“Here is what we do,” Kelly said. “They have many ships inside that docking bay. I say 

we move inside of a couple and set charges in there. When the charges go off, that is when we 

make a run for it with one of their ships. With all the chaos going on, they won’t know what hit 

‘em.” 

Moments later, the Spartans each went into different ships and set charges for 1 minute. 

Afterward, all moved into one, but before Samuel got in, one of the lifeforms spotted them. 

“Go without me!” Samuel shouted. 

It was almost impossible to leave him, but the Spartans knew what was necessary to get 

the mission done. They closed the door to the ship and started the engines. Before the door 

closed, Kelly looked at what was going on. All she could see was three tall aliens walk over to 

him and open plasma swords. Than the door closed. They flew out and it was just in time, as an 

explosion broke the ship in two. By the time they were out of the ship, the UNSC had won. As 

the Spartans landed, Marines were there to greet them, Johnson was there as well, he had noticed 

that one of them was missing. John looked at Johnson, he saluted. This war was going to be a 

nightmare. 
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Dreamstar 
  

                               I     dream    of   a    s t a r 

                                                        

                                                     so 

                                     

                                        Bright  as    l  i g h t 

  

                                                     so      

  

                                        pretty    as    g o l d 

  

                                                  It       is 

  

                                                T o n i g h t 

  

                                       I wish on one m o r e --- 

  

                                             I   wish  t o n i g h t; 

  

                                     I wish that  e v e r y n i g h t 

  

                                           Was  as  m a g i c a l 

  

                                                    As     it     is 

  

                                                    T o n i g h t 

  

  

By: Mercy Soly Celebrating: e.e cummings 
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Bubba 

By Emma Furr 

 

 

It was 6 years ago. June 6, 2010 started out like any other day, little did I 

know that day would change my life. That day would change my perspective 

on life, relationships, love, religion, and especially death. That was the day one 

of the of the greatest men I have ever known took his last breath. This 

wonderful man is/was my grandfather. He was loved and respected by 

everyone that ever had the privilege of meeting him; to me though he was just 

“Bubba”. 

  

“Normal Day” 

 This day started out like any normal day. I woke up, took a shower, got 

ready, and asked my mom “Where are we going to do today?” We decided 

after a while that we would go to a friend’s house. Normal Day! Later that 

evening we were playing cards, laughing, talking, and just having fun. Normal 

Day! Then it happened; the phone rang. It was my grandmother. “Why was she 

calling? It was so late!” I thought. Little did I know this was no longer going to 

be a normal day! 

  

“Why is she calling?” 

 I am not a patient person. Not as a child and still not at 14 years old. I 

followed my mom around begging her, “Please tell me what she wants. It’s so 

late! Oh my God, Mom, why are you starting to cry?” My mother hung up the 

phone and told me to get my dad. At this point even I knew not to question 

what was going on just to do what she said. My dad entered the room and my 

mom fell into his arms sobbing uncontrollably. I finally understood what she 

was saying; I finally knew why she was calling so late. 

  

“The Hardest Moment” 

 We had been called to quickly grandparents house “He was slipping 

away”. I thought that call was the hardest moment. I knew he was sick. I knew 

he was not gonna get better; not this time. I knew he was going to leave us but 
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what I didn't know was how to deal with the emotions I was feeling or about 

to feel. We got to my grandparents house. We walked inside. I thought “This 

has to be the hardest moment”. Family was there; lots of family. They were 

everywhere crying, tears, and silence all of it was so overwhelming. Now this 

has got to be the hardest moment. Boy I was wrong again. I made my way back 

to Bubba’s room. The hardest moment! I couldn't stay; God how I wanted to 

but it was to hard. I just couldn't be there when the struggle for breath ended. 

I kissed his cold cheek knowing in my heart even though his eyes never 

opened again he knew I was there, he knew I loved him, and that was 

definitely the hardest moment. 

  

“Acceptance” 

 Acceptance, wow that's a strong word! Sitting in grandparents living 

room my sister walks in and says the words “Honey Bubba is gone”. Again 

another very strong word, Gone! How can he just be gone? At 8 years old I had 

to understand and accept that he was no longer with us, that's hard to do 

when he is still in the other room. I looked at my sister and asked with all the 

innocence in the world “ if he is gone then why is his body still here?”. She sat 

down beside me and took me in her arms and simply said “Sweetie when 

someone dies their body stays here on earth with us but there soul goes to 

heaven”. He was now my angel. He was now looking over me in everything I 

did. He was not only going to protect me in life; he would protect me in death 

in heaven. This I could accept. 

  

“Life” 

 Life would not be the same holidays and family traditions; all of it would 

never be the same. Unlike before something always be missing. Like a hole in 

my life; in my heart. I know someday I will see him again. Until then I will 

hope for all the “Normal Days”. I will hope for no more late phone calls, I will 

pray that there are very few “Hardest Moments” and most of all I pray for 

“Acceptance”. I pray for the ability to live life to the fullest and accept things 

that don't go exactly how I planned it! 
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Galaxy   by Austin Kearney   grade 6 

 

 

A ripe apple. 

A sweet lemon. 

A cloudless sky. 

A bushel of grapes. 

An oil spill. 

A field of snow. 

A school of goldfish. 

A wad of cotton candy. 
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Head Lifted High 

By: Christopher Nutzman 6th grade 

A dog's pride cannot fade, 

 For his head is lifted higher, 

A person can hold so much confidence, 

 For his head will be lifted higher than ever, 

A fox will be very clever, 

 For his arrogance will lift his head higher, 

For if you bring someone down, 

 Someone else will bring them up, 

For if you lift your head your day will be brighter, 

Keep your head lifted high to show your pride, 

 For you may help someone lift their head higher, 

For do what you like and have your head lifted up, 

 To show that nobody can take it away from you, 

Keep your head lifted higher. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 

 
 

 

 



26 

The Glow 
By Rachel Collins  6th grade 

Prologue  

The stone was precariously balanced on the previous stone. A young girl stood 

back and looked at the tower of stones. She bowed and spoke ancient words, 

“Ancestors of the snow, accept me, lead me, and help me through my new life.” The sky 

was filled with snow, and as the girl stood up, her green eyes glowed. “My new life,...” 

she evilly murmured, “You have given me the life I chose……” Her fists glowed with 

green fire as she walked down the narrow cliff. “Thank you……” 

         The girl reached the bottom to meet a girl with blue glowing eyes, being their only 

differences. “Well done Vivian,” the blue-eyed girl praised. 

“Yada yada who cares? Now I can join you! Navi, you should thank me. I gave 

you your fire after all,” Vivian retorted.  

Navi just rolled her eyes. “Thanks. Let’s just go,” she replied. The girls walked 

away from the mountain, a thump behind them. “Oh well,” Vivian snickered. 

  

Chapter One  

         An old man walked up the cliff. He sat in front of the tower of rocks with a sad 

look in his eyes. “Whom I shall trust next? I don’t know,” he rasped. “No one will disobey 

the Snow Ancestors again.” His eyes clouded as he looked at the fallen stone. The man 

walked down the narrow mountain, sadness in his eyes. “She will be sad when she 

finds her punishment.” 

         When the man reached the bottom, there was a young girl, about 12, waiting for 

him. “I have come to take you home, sir,” she said in her British accent. “Mummy sent 

me.” 

“Well, I appreciate that. But are you quite sure you didn’t just come and say that 

to exit the trouble?” the man replied.  

“Oh father, you always get me!” she smiled. 

 “Ah Mary, I always knew you were the best daughter,” the father replied. 

         Mary walked home with her father, smelling the fresh bread and soup her mother 

was cooking with her sister. Mary looked into the woods, and she saw a green and a 

blue light. And also what seemed to be people. “Father, who are those people?” she 

asked when she noticed that he saw them too. 

“The ones whom we may never trust,” he flatly replied. 

 Mary gasped. The ones who disobeyed the snow. 
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         Vivian spotted the house of the snowleader. “Navi! Found it! Now we have 

Snowleader and Snow Queen, Marie and Mary.”  

The two girls sprinted to the house. She spotted Mary walking into the house. 

First victim, she thought. She jumped behind Mary. “You can’t escape now!” she 

exclaimed. Mary stared in horror. She turned around to the door to be blocked by Navi. 

“Welcome to the dark forest,” Navi murmured evilly. Mary’s gray eyes turned 

purple and glowed. 

“Thanks for inviting me,” she responded with clenched fists. Purple fire spawned 

there, and the three headed to the forest. “Bye, Snowleader…” Snowleader watched his 

daughter leave into the forest. 
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Don’t Quit 
By Emma Tootell grade 6 

 

Obstacles happen, yes they do 

They can be hard, 

Even scary at times 

But it’s like a mountain, 

There is always a way over, 

Usually not around 

You must get over, 

Don’t go around 

Can’t score a goal? 

Try, Try, Again 

What is accomplished with giving up? 

------ 

Exactly. 

Nothing. 

Take this as inspiration to keep going, 

Get over those obstacles because… 

Every single setback, 

Has a comeback. 
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Buzzer Beater 

By Delaney Renehan   6th grade 

 

 The scoreboard buzzed and annoyed my ears. People filled up the bleachers 

with known families, friends, and siblings. As their footsteps pounded the bleacher 

floors, it echoed with a creaking sound. My basketball game was about to start. My 

team name was the JayHawks. The people on my team were Kira, Sophie, Macy, 

Rebecca, Carly, Maddie, and Annalise. I was going to be in the first quarter of the 

basketball game. Before we started the game, the tallest person on my team did the 

jump ball. 

 The scoreboard buzzed again, my game was actually going to start. The crowd 

cheered while Annalise and someone on the other team did the jump ball. That was 

what started the basketball game. While the referee threw the ball in the air, they both 

raised their arms up, reaching for the ball like it belonged to them. Annalise caught the 

ball and threw it to Kira, the pointguard. She called our play, people set picks, dribbling, 

defending. A lot of things were going on at the same time. Kira passed the ball to 

Maddie, and she passed the ball to me. No one was guarding me at that second, so I 

immediately dribbled, and I shot. The ball went in! The score was 2 to 0.  

As the game went by at the fourth quarter, my team was losing 14-16. At eight 

seconds remaining, Sophie passed the ball to Annalise, and there were three three 

seconds remaining. She shot the ball. My heart was beating faster as the ball went 

closer to the basket. The ball went in the basket, and buzzer buzzed. Annalise did a 

buzzer beater! The crowd cheered and went wild! People were clapping and cheering; it 

was a miracle! My team and the other team were tied, so we had to do an overtime. An 
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overtime is when there are five minutes on the clock, and the team who shoots first wins 

the game. It was time to start the overtime.  

 There were three minutes remaining, neither one of the teams shot yet. The 

other team had the ball, but when they passed the ball to another teammate, I grabbed 

it, dribbled it to the other end of the court, and I did a lay up. The ball went in the basket, 

and the crowd went wild again! We won the game. That was one of the most 

memorable times in my life! 
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Parrot Sitting on a Plant at a Beach 
By Cate Northedge   6th grade 

A loud firetruck 

A lucky 4-leaf clover 

An endless summer sky 

A flimsy piece of cardboard 

A speckled eggshell 
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Who You Are 
By Jaimie Wall grade 6 

What makes you who you are 

Isn’t the clothes you wear 

Nor how much you weigh 

Or color of your hair 

  

It’s not if you’re popular 

And not about your skin 

It’s not based on your appearance 

Or on how many games you win 

  

It’s not if you are rich 

Or if you are poor 

It’s not about what you like 

It’s if you’re good at the core 

  

You are what you say 

And are what you do 

You’re that happy feeling 

When your friends are feeling blue 

  

You are all the laughs and cries 

You’re all the bonds you’ve sewn 

You’re that booming sweet voice singing 

When you know you’re all alone 

  

So remember this poem 

When you’re sad because you thought 

 Someone’s words used to define you 

Are true when they are not 
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