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Who was August Derleth? 
 

 August Derleth was Wisconsin’s most prolific writer, producing over 150 books in 
his lifetime. He wrote poetry, short stories, journals, historical and romantic novels, 
mysteries and books for children. He was also an editor, publisher, and the owner of 
Arkham House, a publishing house devoted exclusively to the publication of ghost 
stories, fantasy, science fiction and the macabre. 
  
 August Derleth was a man of simple needs. He was very generous in sharing his 
talents and interests with students and aspiring writers. 
 
 Derleth was a born naturalist and a realistic critic. His complex nature made him 
the subject of controversy, but those who knew him well defend his nonconformity. They 
point out his fondness for another nonconformist, Henry Thoreau, and would liken them, 
forgetting that Thoreau was a much more reclusive man. 
 
 August Derleth loved his small town, Sauk Prairie, and the people who lived 
there. He loved his people, not in spite of their human qualities, but because of them. 
Many of his writings tell about life in Sauk Prairie and he saw and experienced it. This 
may well be the measure of his writing stature. 
  



Tom Pease 

“Tom Pease has an infectious sense of fun 

and community building.  With movement, sign 

language, humor, and joy, he creates concerts 

that leave audiences laughing and singing.  

He’s performed full time since 1982, often 

giving more than 200 performances per year.  

He’s also a frequent presenter at early 

childhood and environmental conferences, 

keynoting and leading breakout sessions that explore the role of music in shaping our 

lives and the world we live in.  Tom connects and inspires with every show he does.” 

 

Biography 

Tom was born and raised in Burlington, Iowa along the 

Mississippi river and its surrounding bluffs gave him 

foundation love of the natural world.  Eventually this led 

him to teaching environmental education for 3½ years in 

California which is where he first started singing with kids. 

He then moved to his brother’s farm in Wisconsin to teach 

a bit and learn animal husbandry, carpentry and masonry 

skills.  After a few years of working with his hands, he 

began to miss working with kids.  Music was his vehicle 

back to them. 

He now resides in rural Amherst, Wisconsin on 75 acres of rolling woods and fields with 

his wife, Louise and their sons, Broegy and Morgan and their dog and cat.   
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Death 
Emily Klezcek , Grade 5, Baraboo, Poetry 
 
When you must say goodbye  

to the world you always knew 

the pain and the suffering 

no matter how hard 

in the end the brightness will consume 

to stay strong is bold  

or you can rot like a dangerous mold 

never fearing what is to come 

this is the world of some 

but if you are intimidated by the wheel of life 

with this you will strife 

so remember when I tell you  

without this knowledge your life will end blue 

 

 

 

Spring: A personification poem 

Teagan Londo, Grade 5, Baraboo, Poetry 
 

Little baby animals 
Come out to the world 

To look and see 
What the world will bring 

 
Flowers wake up 

From their winter nap 
They are colorful  

And cheery 
 

All ready for the season 
With no apparent reason 

Ready to sing 
Beautiful songs 

 
Happy and ready 

For fun little things 
Ready for what 
Spring will bring  
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Biographical Poem 
Adam Bristol, Grade 6, Fall River, Poetry 
 
 
Adam Bristol 
Hazel eyes, sporty, and smart 
Son of Regina 
Who loves friends, food, and family 
Who needs family, friends, and fried food  
Who feels good about gym class 
Who gives advice, presents, and help on answers 
Who fears death, bad grades, and big animals that eat meat and live in the water 
Who would like to see Paris 
Who dreams of scary monsters that will eat me, live in the water and are big 
A student of Mrs. Schanke 
Adam J Bristol 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
My Room 
Haley Romano, Grade 6, Fall River, Poetry 
 

 

There are art projects on the wall 
With a medal and ribbons from swim team 

They remind me of a trophy room 

There are two mirrors 

They reflect the H that is on the wall above my window 

There is a desk and pink chair 
a pink garbage can 

There is a tv 

I would normally watch Good Luck Charlie 

There is a pink butterfly chair 
with books, games, and art kits 

It is in my house 
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Ninjas  
Connor Frank, Grade 5, Fall River, Poetry  
 

 

Ninjas so silent, 
Hiding everywhere. 
 

Somewhere we don't know, 
They don't give a care. 
 

Hiding in the courtyard, 
Hiding in the trees. 
One could be hiding, 
Right in front of me. 
 

Somewhere in the darkness, 
Hiding everywhere.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

BUTTERFLIES 
Aleya Oppor, Grade 5, Fall River, Poetry 
 

 

The sun shining on a butterfly, 
so beautiful in the sun’s light. 
 

You see that butterfly up in the sky, 
look at it dance up with the clouds. 
 

The butterfly is so graceful and fragile, 
like a glass statue on a stone shelf. 
 

Butterflies and rainbows on a summer day, 
look in the sky, butterfly fly away. 
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The Vast Land 
Savannah Cooper, Grade 6, Portage, Poetry 
 
The vast land,  
from water to water, 
uncertain to change, 
with uncertain weather. 
  
As the rocks fall down, 
and the grass plain grows, 
will it shake, and rock, or rumble? 
Will the land still be here tomorrow? 
 
But the vast land, 
as it slowly changes and dies, 
as it regrows, 
and reforms. 
 
We will stay, 
on the ground that was made for all who inhabit it, 
for the young and old, 
to discover the vast land we have today.  
 
As we grow and move, 
as we change with the seasons, 
as we stay in our home, 
the vast land.  
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Minecraft 
Jasmine Herbert, Grade 6, Portage, Poetry                         
 
 
I wake up in a blocky world 
wondering how I got here 
it does not matter I have a feeling 
that something unpleasant is coming at night. 
 
 
I quickly go to the nearest tree 
and start punching a block at a steady pace 
I collect the wood breaking it 
and make it into 16 wooden planks 
 
 
I make a crafting bench 
place it down and make four sticks 
now to make a wooden pickaxe  
three wooden planks across the top 
and two sticks down the middle 
 
 
I must get cobblestone blocks to make better tools 
and a furnace to cook food 
I pass by a mountain where pigs, chickens, and sheep gather 
I mine the cobblestones - - 32 to be exact 
 
 
Placing my crafting bench down 
to make a stone sword 
I sneak up to a pig and three sheep 
I gain two raw pork chops and three wools          
 
 
The sun is setting I must hurry 
picking up my crafting bench 
I dig into the mountain for shelter 
a five foot square room 
 
 
while digging I uncover coal 
useful to help cook the raw porkchop 
crafting torches to give light 
to my nocturnal resting place 
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War is… 
Colton Kapel, Grade 5, Portage, Poetry 
 
 
War is death shaped like a gun. 
War is a flaming sword of one hundred deaths. 
War is blood dripping off a man’s uniform. 
War is gun powder burning your throat. 
War is the miserable pain and suffering they went 
through. 
War is the mistake of not working together. 
War is a painful thing to see and to be in. 
Cherish the freedom we all have.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Poems 
Madi Routson, Grade 5, Portage, Poetry 
 
 
Rain 
Some may say rain is  
Scary or ruins my day 
But, you can play 
Until the skies get too gray 
And chase all your fun away 
But hey, you can come again another day 
      
 

Dream 
You live in a little world inside your head 
Where anything can happen 
You can climb the Eiffel Tower, 
Jump from France to Germany 
Reach to touch the sky 
Anything can happen 
You make up the story as you go 
It’s the best part of your day 
Until, you get woken up for school 
Wishing you were still there, 
In that world where anything can happen. 
Your Dream! 
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Smile 
Tabitha Crase, Grade 6, Poynette, Poetry 
 
 
A smile.  Like a wildfire that spreads for miles.  It burns you with happiness until you 
give in, and you can’t help but widen your cheeks and smile back. 
 
A smile.  Like quicksand, pulling you down to the depths of the earth.  Can’t hold your 
breath, no way to escape a smile, and that nice warm feeling inside. 
 
A smile.  Like a tornado that swirls and pushes you, crashing up against your feelings.  
You have to let it out; you have to grin and show your happiness. 
 
A smile.  Like ocean waves drowning you with feelings of joy.  You need to swim out, 
and break away from the crashing and roaring of it.  You need to take a breath of air, 
and grin. 
 
Your storm lies inside of you.  It surrounds you, like a deep black cloud that can’t stop 
raining.  It’s just that one moment of a feeling, when a small ray of sunshine breaks 
through the clouds. 
 
That’s when you feel hope, rushing through your heart. 
That’s when you know, you have to smile back.  
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Snowstorm 
Casey Fountain, Grade 6, Poynette, Poetry 
 
 
In the winter air 
Quarreling by angry flakes 
First one down will win 
 
The trees, blowing now 
Jealous of bold surroundings 
So skinny and bare 
 
Frozen with sadness 
Watch the world collapse above 
River down under 
 
The small white tail deer 
He’s prancing in happiness 
Hiding ‘til spotted  
 
The little white cup 
Holds a mystery to all... 
The steam floats along  
 
Padded winter coats  
Children speechlessly await 
As the snowstorm falls 
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Olympian 
Ella Erdman, Grade 6, Reedsburg, Poetry 
 
 
I stand waiting  
waiting for what 
I ask myself 
I am waiting for  
My muscles to burn   
My mind to say, 
“Give up, Give up” 
But my heart will say, 
“Go, Go you are the best  
You are the fighter”  
I go racing past every person 
Until I am the only one all along 
Listening, listening 
Listening to my heart beat  
My legs burn 
My arms turn into jelly 
But I keep going 
I keep going 
Because I am strong 
I am a fighter  
I am the best 
I am the strongest one, inside and outside 
I work, I work, I work hard 
I open my eyes 
What am I you ask me 
Well I am  
An Olympian 
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Wind 
Grace Harsch, Reedsburg, Grade 5, Poetry 
 

It can whisper quietly as a mouse. 
You can feel it’s gentle hands come wandering in your house. 

It can roar loud as a bear, 
Or the strong gusts that send you up in the air. 

It can give you a cool breeze on a hot summer day. 
It pushes a sail boat along its way, 

Or the freezing air that stings your nose. 
The wind, well it comes and goes. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Family 
Paige Poulton, Grade 5, Reedsburg, Poetry  
 

 
 
Life is like a math book, 

there may be an addition to your family, 

and a subtraction to your family, 

or a multiplication like twins, 

or a division like a loss, 

but you can always, 

no matter what, 

solve all the problems.  
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Morning 
Max Tully, Grade 6, Reedsburg, Poetry 

 
Morning doves sing their song 

So peaceful so quiet so beautiful. 

Over the hill the sun rises 

As the sun rises people do, too. 

The earth has risen so have you 

Now it’s not quiet, but it’s so fine. 

Know the cars roam along 

Now the morning is gone, but not forever. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Christmas Oops! 
Requel Anglemyer, Grade 5, Rio, Poetry 
 
It was December,           
And I was awaiting, 
The arrival of Christmas Eve. 
Oh, how intimidating! 
 
“How much longer?” 
“Three weeks,” was the reply, 
So I had to keep waiting, 
I thought I would die! 
 
Then, that night, I heard a noise. 
I wonder what will appear? 
I thought and raced to the window, 
There was a sleigh and eight tiny reindeer! 
 
Wait! I thought  
In my mind, 
And then I realized that 
My family had been three weeks behind!  
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Seasons 
Autumn Rippl, Grade 5, Rio, Poetry 
 
 

Seasons come and go 
Faster than you know.  

 
 

Spring is filled with rain showers 
Which helps to bring the beautiful flowers. 

 
 

Summer sun so warm and fun   
To be outside, to play and run. 

 
 

Fall is full of leaves so bright  
And apple picking in the daylight. 

 
 

Winter snow, cold and white 
Sit by the fire, snug and tight. 

 
 

All seasons come again 
So we can have a new chapter to begin! 
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Love 
Kaitlyn Brickl, Grade 5, Sauk Prairie, Poetry 
 
 

A memory that is not to be forgotten. 

A gift from up above. 

From that first introduction to a wedding dress 

Love invented tears of joy. 

Something you could only dream of until you have it. 

The definition is just as it is said in fairytales. 

A warm and tender liking or a deep feeling 

of fondness and friendship. 

Also, great affection or devotion. 

It’s every superhero’s weakness. 

It melts hearts faster than ice-cream on a hot summer day. 

You can never forget love. 

You will always find it again. 

Love has so much more meaning, but it would fill up too many pages. 
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A Messy Room 
Cora Dunnum, Grade 5, Sauk Prairie, Poetry 
 
 

Dirty and messy 

Is my room 

Clothes here 

Clothes there 

Toys scattered across the floor 

Time to pick up 

Just thrust it in a corner 

Soon, messy after clean 

Take pride in a messy room 

Then cleaning comes again 

Stuff everything in a corner 

Then play and play and play 

and play 

Until I have to part with my pride 

My joy 

My messy room 
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Jake 

Olivia Erickson, Grade 6, Tomorrow River, Poetry 

 

The puck is sliding down the rink. 
Everyone rushes down the ice, 
Crushing anything in their way. 
He makes the winning goal. 
His team cheers in happiness. 
 
A few years later he makes a move on the love of his life. 
He puts a poem in her stocking Christmas Eve night. 
He says, “You are the love of my life, will you be my wife?” 
He gets older and has a kid, not one but two. 
 
He cheers on his daughter at her basketball games, 
But she doesn’t know she’ll never see him again. 
Until she closes her eyes and goes to bed. 
She dreams of him and his big bright smile 

 

 
 

 

 
 
 

Joy 

Grace Peterson, Grade 5, Tomorrow River, Poetry 
 
 

Joy is a beautiful thing 
Joy brings happiness to every day 
Joy is laughter, smiles with no lies 

Joy is squealing out loud with bright, sparkling eyes 
Joy is cheering someone up when their day is sad 

Joy is cheering someone on when they’re feeling bad 
 

So smile 

Say “hi” 

Or just simply wave 

And maybe you can bring JOY to someone’s day.  
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Poems 
Sam Aiken, Grade 6, Wautoma, Poetry      
 
 
 
 
 Last Winter         Falling 
The last winter leaves      Rose petals crumble 
Clinging to the black branches      Falling silent in the dark  
Explode into birds        Mocking my teardrops 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Angels 
High desert darkness 

Illuminates the white star 
An angel awakes! 

   
     
 
 
   
 
 
   
 
 
 Trees         Life 
Trees in the rough winds      Reality strikes 
Blowing everywhere and way     Wish I could stay forever 
Trees they break apart       But that’s not my choice 
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Christmas 
Emily Bohn, Grade 5, Wautoma, Poetry 
 
 
Presents surrounding the tree,  

Wrapping paper with Santa Claus,  

Ribbons and bows, 

Lights everywhere,  

White trees, 

Smiles,  

Kindness,  

Laughter,  

Love,  

Penguin pajamas,  

Hugs, 

Yummy breakfast,  

Sausage,  

Eggs,  

Pancakes,  

Mama’s birthday,  

Colorful ornaments, 

Rudolf, 

The camera out ready for pictures. 
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Everlasting Joy 
Julia Kapp, Grade 6, Wautoma, Poetry 
 
 
The robin in the tree,  
he looks at me,  
singing so gracefully.  
While he chirps,  
I stare at the woods,  
mesmerized by beauty.  
The flowers,  
so vibrant,  
against a green background.  
The robins,  
swooping, diving, chasing,  
against the blue sky,  
and puffy white clouds.  
With widespread wings,  
the bird takes off,  
landing on my finger in a poof of red and brown. 
He sits there,  
resting his tired little wings,  
eyes trained on my face.  
Up again,  
into the deep blue sky,  
chirping happily.  
Night falls,  
black and gloomy,  
a pale white moon rising.  
Finally dawn breaks,  
making the sky pink and orange.  
Over to the east,  
the sun rises,  
and the whole world rising with it,  
casting a warm glow on the landscape.  
Children come out to play,  
squealing with delighted laughter.  
Everlasting joy does nature bring,  
each and every day.  
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He Entered the Family 
Dayana Rodriguez-Caballero, Grade 5, Wautoma, Poetry 
  
He entered into the family at a sad time, 
but we didn't care, 
he made the family complete. 
Someone was not born that's why he came into my life. 
He made all of us as happy as can be. 
He isn't a replacement.  
He’s just making my family whole and happy. 
He’s that one special thing, 
we all know as the fluffy and boring one. 
But with me he’s as wild as can be. 
I love him so much. 
He is just like a brother to me, for now. 
He was the one we were waiting for. 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Wolf Wolf    

Daniel Gordon, Grade 5, Wisconsin Dells, Poetry 
 
WOLF WOLF EYES SO BRIGHT,     
 
WOLF WOLF FANGS SO SHARP, 
 
WOLF WOLF NOSE ALL INSTINCT, 
 
WOLF WOLF EARS LISTENING WELL,     
 
WOLF WOLF STOOD SO PROUD, 
 
WOLF WOLF HOWLS AT NIGHT WITH THE PACK, 
 
WOLF WOLF WALKS ON ITS TOES, 
 
WOLF WOLF FILLED WITH BRAVERY, 
 
WOLF WOLF QUITE STEALTHY, 
 
WOLF WOLF STALKS ITS PREY, 
 
WOLF WOLF RUNS SO FAST. 
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Haikus from the Heart 
Benjamin Mayer, Grade 5, Wisconsin Dells, Poetry 
 
 
 

Memories 
Things to remember 

Old, happy 
Playing, dreaming, loving 

It felt like it was just yesterday 
Memories 

 
 
 

Love 
The best gift of all 
Sweet, precious 

Adoring, helping, caring 
Directly from the heart 

Love 
 
 
 

Sunshine 
Light 

Bright, hot 
Shining, heating, growing 

This little light of mine, I’m going to let it shine 
Sunshine 

 
 
 
 

Bunny 
Stuffed animal 
Fluffy, colorful 

Snuggling, sleeping, playing 
As soft as a lamb 

Bunny  
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The Day I Met My Half-Brother 
Macy Henry, Grade 5, Baraboo, Personal Narrative 
 
 
It all started like this.  One day we had a cook out with our neighbors.  A boy named 

Trayton and his sister stopped by.  My Dad said they were old friends of his.  They 

stayed and had pizza with us, talked for awhile and then left. 

 

The next week we went out to eat with my Mom’s old college roommate who was 

visiting from Florida.  We were on our way home from dinner that night when my brother 

Brady wanted to know about Trayton, the boy that came to our cook out.  My Dad 

started talking about Trayton and told us that Trayton was our Half-Brother.  My Dad 

and Traytons’ Mom were married and got divorced when Trayton was little.  Trayton has 

been living with his Mom in Janesville ever since. 

 

This summer Trayton came to stay with us a few times.  We went fishing, swimming and 

did lots of other things together as a family.  We even got to celebrate his birthday with 

him!  He has also come to stay with us this fall and winter on the weekends and once 

for a long weekend when he didn’t have school on a Friday.  When he was here he got 

to watch my basketball games! 

 

It is fun having an older half-brother.  I’m so happy to have him in our lives, he is 

awesome!!  
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A Strange Day in July 
Hannah Wieczorek, Grade 5, Baraboo, Personal Narrative #5 
 
 One July day Emily and Grace were skipping stones at Grason Pond by Emily’s 
house.  When the fifth stone Emily and Grace skipped at the same time came right 
back……  
  

“It’s probably just the fountain that it hit and came back,” said Emily. 
 
“Yeah,” said Grace. 
 
“Come on let’s go back to my house,” said Emily. 
 
They picked up their stones and headed back to Emily’s house. 
 
The next day Emily, Grace, Lilly, Kylie and Jason (Emily’s older brother) went to 

Lincoln National Park and went swimming.  Emily and Grace brought their stone bags 
with them and started skipping rocks with Lilly and Kylie while Jason and Emily’s mom 
and dad went swimming.  It happened again when Emily and Grace skipped the fifth 
stone at the same time it came right back again…… 

 
“It’s just the waves,” said Grace.  
 
“Yeah,” said Emily. 
 
“Oh my gosh it’s magic,” said Kylie. 
 
“Yeah it’s magic,” said Lilly. 
 
“You guys could sell those rocks for trillions of dollars.” said Kylie and Lilly. 
 
“It’s just the waves,” said Grace. 
 
“NO!” said Lilly. 
 
Fine then if you guys don’t believe us then let’s find out what’s doing that then. 

Emily went up to her dad and brother and told them what happened, when Jason 
started laughing. 

 
“What’s so funny Jason,” asked Grace. 
 
”Ok,” said Jason.  Me and dad knew you and Emily were going to skip stones at the 

pond and at the lake so when you guys skipped the fifth stone we skipped them back”. 
 
“Ok but next time tell us when you do something like that okay?”  Then they all 

went swimming and had a wonderful time. 
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The Time I got a Foul, got on the JumboTron, and Hung Out 
with Manard Mallard All in the Same Baseball Game 
Austin Blevins, Grade 5, Fall River, Personal Narrative  
 

 

At my school, we do the W.K.C.E. test.  Whichever class gets the highest score 

gets to go to a Mallards baseball game.  In 3rd grade we won and again in 4th grade.  

So we were headed to Madison. 

 Before the game, we went out onto the diamond and got a few pictures.  I’m a big 

baseball guy, so for me that was awesome! 

 The game started out slow.  But by the 5th inning the boredom was over.  

 Music started up, my class and I started up.  We were jumping up and down.  

Then it happened.  The camera for the JumboTron looked down on us.  I went crazy. 

Never in my wildest dream did I ever think I’d get on the JumboTron. 

 Later a Mallards player hit a foul.  I ran down to get the ball.  I didn’t expect to get 

it, but I tried anyway.  

The ball was still rolling when I saw it.  I ran over as fast as I could. I saw it go 

under a car, real slow and not come out the other side.  There was a few other kids 

chasing it, too.  Speed and strength didn’t matter now… it was down to wits. 

 The other boys looked in the grass.  ‘Yoo Hoo,’ I thought.  ‘If the ball goes 

UNDER a car and NOT out the other side, it’s under the car.’  

 And sure enough, there it was, right under the car.  So I knelt down under the car 

and grabbed the ball… still not trusting my senses that I had a foul ball!!  I ran to the 

stands and held up the ball.  Everyone started cheering.  I was the 4th grade hero for 

the day. 
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The Bahamas  
Helena Nashold, Grade 5, Fall River, Personal Narrative 
 
 

The best trip of my life was when I went to the Bahamas.  First I had to drive to 
Milwaukee, where my cousins, Tristan (11) and Cian (9) lived.  When I got there they 
told my sisters, Julia (9) and Georgia (4) and I that my grandpa had to go back to his 
house (4 hours away) to get his passport and he would have to drive four hours back 
again! 
 The next morning we were all there (my grandpa had gotten back at 11:00 P.M.) 
and we headed to the airport.  We got on our first plane and headed to Atlanta, Georgia.  
When we got there we ate lunch and got on our next flight, to the Bahamas!  I was sooo 
excited!  About two hours later we landed on Nassau! 
 We got in a taxi and drove to our little cottage with four coconut trees in our yard.  
We hurried to get our swimsuits on!  Our beach was all rocky with tiny little craters, 
perfect for tide pools.  There were 100s of snails all over the place!  We got our snorkels 
and jumped in the water!  We found lots of sea urchins and tiny little fish, and then my 
mom yells, “BIG FISH! BIG FISH!”  We ran over to see what it was but it swam away. 
 The next day I woke up and ran down to the beach, but I was in for a surprise.  It 
was high tide and the waves were big!  The water was going into our yard!  It was too 
dangerous to swim.  At lunch time the water had gone down and it was okay to swim.  
We discovered something awesome on the neighbor's property, a huge trench!  We 
swam around and then I heard Tristan yell, “LIONFISH!!!!”  We all swam as fast as we 
could to shore and my cousin told us all about it.  He said the lionfish was three feet 
away from him and it had huge spines sticking out of it, but luckily he didn’t get hurt. 
 We were all really cold so we stayed on the beach except for Tristan who was 
missing!  We found him in a big tide pool.  The water was super warm, like a hot tub!  
We found hermit crabs, and then we saw something scuttle across the bottom of the 
pool.  We all jumped out and I lifted a rock to see what it was.  A little baby crab!  I 
caught it and took it to a tide pool in our yard.  I lifted another rock and about 10 crabs 
crawled out.  After that we went on a crab hunt and we even named each of them! 

We snorkeled almost every day.  We saw fish in different colors, shapes, and 
sizes.  Julia and I were swimming around and we saw the big fish my mom told us 
about!  It was huge! My uncle also said a 6 ft. barracuda was following him and he got it 
on video!  

By the time we left we had seen thousands of fish.  We went to the airport and 
found out our flight was delayed by two hours!  When we got to Atlanta, we had to run to 
where our next plane was but the people said that we weren’t on the flight!  We got on 
the plane at the last minute but there weren’t many seats!  We were scattered all around 
the plane.  Julia and I had to sit with strangers.  When we landed, we couldn’t find our 
luggage, so we drove home without it.  That was the best trip of my life!  
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My First Pair of Contacts 
Madison O’Brion, Grade 6, Fall River, Personal Narrative 
 
 
This is the story of when I got my first pair of contacts. It was so exciting to get my 

contacts. I have had glasses since I was three, and now I am twelve. So I have had my 

glasses for quite some time.  

 
I have been begging my mom for them and finally she made an appointment. They had 

shown me a video on contacts and then showed me step by step how to put them in. 

They showed me how to tell if it is inside out or correct. They also showed me the 

proper care for my contacts. Then it was finally time for me to put them in. It was so 

nerve racking, but I was determined to put them in. I had done the steps they had 

shown me very carefully.  I looked in the mirror and tried it about maybe three times and 

after that I got my first contact in! I was so proud of myself and so was my mom.  Then I 

attempted to get my second contact in. It took about the same time to put it in as the 

other one.  

 
Then they checked if the contact fit my eye correctly, so they looked at my eye and saw 

that I needed a different kind of contact that fits my eye better. They got the other pair 

so they could see if it fit better. I sat down and took the other pair out. I thought it would 

be harder to take them out than put them in but I was wrong. It was way easier to take 

them out than put them in. Right after that I put the pair in that fit my eyes better.  I was 

so happy that they found the right pair of contact for my eyes.  So that is my experience 

when I got contacts. 
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Braving the Stage 
Eliza Peetz, Grade 6, Fall River, Personal Narrative 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
One Sunday, my Sunday school teacher told the class that we were going to put 

on a Christmas church program.  I was very excited about this.  My mother gave me a 

great idea that I should play my trumpet for the program.  

The next day, I asked my band teacher if he had some church music that I could 

play.  He thought that this was a great idea, so he handed me the song, “Little Drummer 

Boy”.  It looked pretty tricky, but nothing is impossible.  When I got home, I practiced 

and practiced.  After a couple weeks full of trumpet practice, I finally had it down.  

Before I knew it, the day of the program was here.  Up until that point, I was 

excited but then my excitement turned into nervousness.  When we reached the church, 

my heart was pounding out of my chest.  I grabbed my trumpet and headed to the back 

room to practice.  I only had a couple of minutes before it was my turn to play.  I went up 

on the back stage, so no one was facing me.  I liked that part.  Now my heart and head 

feel like they are trying to run to China, but my body refuses.  I’ve never been more 

nervous in my life.  The organ was playing and I wasn’t sure when to start.  It felt like it 

was an hour before it was my turn to play. 

I grabbed my trumpet and started playing.  I messed up a lot, missed a lot of 

notes, and I was breathing into my trumpet which made a soft noise that the 

congregation could hear.  I felt that I couldn’t get out one right note.  I had to stop, take 

a deep breath, and start over.  Before I knew it, my turn was over.  

I know that I played the notes wrong and goofed up lots of times.  When I was 

done, I walked over to where my parents were sitting.  My mom told me that I had lots of 

guts and that she would never be able to get up on stage in front of people like I did.  

That cheered me up a little.  The rest of the program went well.  When it was all over, 

lots of people complimented me on how well I did.  

On the ride home, I realized that it doesn't matter if I did a good job, it only 

matters that I had the guts to get up on stage, and try my very best. 
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My Cat Sabashton 
Kassidy Hauersperger, Grade 5, Montello, Personal Narrative  
 
 
 When I was little my brother Cameron’s cat had kittens.  I got to pick kitten out. 

They were all different colors and shapes.  Out of all of them I picked out an all black 

kitten that had a little white on his neck and a birthmark on his eye.  That’s how I knew 

he was my cat.  My mom picked the name out because I was too little.  I never knew 

when Sabashton’s birthday was.  So when it was a new year I would pick some random 

day and that was his birthday.  

 Every time I went somewhere he would always wait for me by my door and 

scratch at my door and meow because he missed me so much.  But when I went to 

school it was different.  He would wait for me on my couch.  I would always dance with 

him, but he never liked it.  I would put him about my neck.  He would sleep by me and 

we would always cuddle together.  

I treated him like he was my own kid.  He was my everything.  He was eight 

years old, so I had him for eight years.  We had good time and bad times, but mostly 

good. There was something special about Sabashton.  He was not an ordinary cat.  He 

made me the happiest girl in the world that I had a cat like that.  

Then one night my older brother Justin came over because he was moving out 

and he was getting the rest of his stuff.  Then he left the door opened and Sabashton 

got out. I screamed “Sabasthon!”  My mom said he was fine because he normally 

comes back.  But not this time.  

The next day I came home from school and he was not on the couch or 

anywhere else.  So I went to my friend Belen’s house. I knocked, she answers, and I 

come in.  She says, “have you seen your cat?”  My heart drops. “No, why?” “Oh, 

because my aunt saw a cat in the road.  It may be your cat.”  My heart is pounding and 

pounding.  o we go to see if it was Sabashton.  

I started crying and crying like my life was over, like I had nothing to live for.  I 

cried the whole night. I had a funeral for him.  Sabashton died November 2, 2013.  I will 

always remember him and the time we had together.  I love you Sabashton.  
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My Goofy Footed Wipeout  
Sekai Toppin, Grade 6, Montello, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 I remember my goofy footed wipeout like it was last winter in January (which it 
was).  This is how it all started.  First, I went to Cascade Mountain for my usual 7-8 
snowboarding lessons.  I remember it being hard for me at first because I was goofy 
footed, which means right foot forward and everyone else was left foot forward.  
Anyways, it had been raining just before I got there.  Everything was wet, slippery and 
slushy, and there were a bunch of ice patches.  I remember it smelled really wet, like 
after a giant downpour.  It looked like a winter wonderland.  I remember walking to the 
magic carpet and I was slipping and sliding before I even got there.  
 Once we got to the magic carpet, we did some drills that my teacher Amiley 
taught us, like to start, turn and always bend our knees.  There were a bunch of people 
eager to go down the magic carpet which was a tiny little foothill that was for beginners.  
I remember a couple guys before me, when he went down, he hit and almost had to go 
to the hospital because it was so hard.  But he shook it off.  
 Then, when I went down, I remember slipping and getting hurt on the exact same 
ice patch, where at least everyone has slipped at least once in my group.  This is how 
my fall happened.  First, I was going down and I tried to stop, but I leaned the opposite 
way I was supposed to.  So then, down I went on that ice patch.  Once I hit that, I did a 
360 degree turn in the air and landed on my shoulder.  It really hurt. I remember that I 
started crying, but I didn’t want to show it.  I wanted to be brave and tough.  I told my 
snowboarding teacher Amiley and she asked how much it hurt on a scale from 1-10.  I 
said 7.  She asked if I wanted the ski patrol to come and I said no.  I wanted to stay 
strong.  I don’t give up over one little thing. No one should.  Unless you really need to, 
you know how that goes, but you need to keep trying.  I remember specifically feeling 
like a gazelle that a lion bit its arm off.  It hurt that bad.  After that class, all my clothes 
were soaked from how wet it was, and that my shoulder really hurt.  But on the bright 
side, I got a hot cocoa, which makes everything better.  I remember telling my mom that 
it really hurt.  She told me that if it still hurts in a few days, she’d take me to the doctor.  
 A few days went by and the pain started getting worse and worse.  I realized that 
my right arm was two inches longer than my left arm from falling on it.  And so we went 
to the doctor.  My doctor said she doesn’t think it’s broken, and she didn’t want an x-ray 
because they are expensive and she doesn’t want extra radiation in my body.  She told 
me to go to physical therapy.  I could go to Divine Savior or I could go to New Life.  I 
chose New Life because it is next to Jimmy Johns.  She told me I would start in two 
days.  
 Even though I hurt myself with snowboarding, I really love it.  It’s important to 
keep trying, even if it hurts.  I love snowboarding.  And guess what?  My arm is almost 
back to where it belongs, and I graduated from physical therapy a long time ago.  
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The Woods 
Emme Urbaniak, Grade 5, Montello, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 One day I was playing outside. I got bored so I decided to take a walk in the 

woods.  The trees were suspiciously swaying back and forth.  It was kind of creepy, but 

I just kept walking.  Suddenly, I heard voices, like “help, I…”  Then they just stopped. 

Now that was even creepier.  So this time I started jogging.  Then I heard footsteps 

behind me.  Was somebody following me?  I didn’t think so?!  I turned around and 

nobody was there.  In all seriousness, I was freaked out!  This time I started running.  I 

tried to stop thinking about it, but the fear was merciless.  I couldn’t get it out of my 

head!  I missed my mom, dad, and I don’t even like my sister, but I missed her too.  

Then I started crying. I asked myself why I even came into these woods.  I really didn’t 

know how to answer that question.  

 Now I’m lost too.  Lucky me, everything is going wrong!  I remember last time I 

was walking in the woods there was a curved tree.  That’s how I got out last time.  Oh, 

but where is it?  There it is!  It’s in a far distance though.  (30 minutes later)  Finally, I 

see my house.  I’m lucky I found my way back.  My family walked out and asked me 

where I was.  I didn’t answer.  All I did was hug them and they hugged me back.  So 

everything was okay.  All I know is I’m never going in those woods again.  
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That Time, It Broke Me… 
Belen Welch, Montello, Grade 6, Personal Narrative 
 
 

It was December 17th, 2009.  A winter day.  My family got a call and I didn’t know 

who was on the phone.  About ten minutes later my great grandma told me the news. 

“Belen, I’m sorry to tell you, but your grandma Sue died.”  I started bawling my eyes out.  

That was my first grandma.  She was my own mother’s mother, and she was only 43 

years old.  

 I miss her so much, but I guess it was her time to go.  Everyone has to leave 

sometime, and when they do they will always watch over and will always be with you in 

your heart.  Just because you can’t see them doesn’t mean they’re not there.  

 December 22, 2009.  This was the day of the funeral.  It hurt me so bad going up 

to say “good-bye” because I wasn’t ready to let her go.  I just wanted one last hug, just 

one.  I went up there and yes it was hard.  There were pictures of her life, and boy, she 

was a happy person.  I was really looking forward to spending time with her on 

Christmas.  

 By the time it was over I thought about the good stuff, not the bad.  I realized 

she’s still with me in my heart, and I will see her sometime, some day.  
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My First Soccer Goal 
Chloe Druckrey, Grade 6, Portage, Personal Narrative  
 
 
Ever since Kindergarten I’d never scored a goal in soccer.  It wasn’t that I was bad.  It 
was because I was always on defense.  For five years I simply wanted to make one 
goal, in a real game.  So, I decided I would.  
 
It was the first soccer practice of the year.  I thought it would be just like every year, I 
wouldn’t be a star player, but I would be good enough.  When I walked on to the field I 
noticed that there were new and inexperienced players on our team.  That’s when I 
figured out that I could be a higher level player.  All through the practice I did my best 
and tried showing off, hoping that I would be good enough to be on offense.  It wasn’t 
until two long weeks later, that we’d find out what position we would be for the games.  
 
We lined up, anxious to look at the sheet.  That’s when I saw my name and it wasn’t by 
defense.  My name was by forward, which was positioned right next to the goal!  
Everyone would pass to me and I would shoot the goals. It was the perfect place for me 
to score a goal.  
 
I got the ball many times during our first game, but I never got close to the goal.  The 
second game I was really close to getting the ball into the net.  Unfortunately, the soccer 
ball hit the post and bounced out of bounds.  The third and fourth games were the 
same.  I would get so close to making my first game goal and then I miss by inches.  
We only had two games left and I was starting to doubt if I’d ever score a goal.  What if I 
didn’t make a goal and next year I would be put back on defense again?  
 
It was the 5th game and I was ready to play.  We were playing a hard team, so I didn’t 
get my hopes up much.  The air was cold, but I didn’t bundle up much because I knew I 
would be running around.  It was close to the end of the first half when I saw one of the 
mid-fielders running towards the goal.  I started running to back her up in case she 
didn’t make it.  She kicked the ball and it hit the goalie.  It bounced off the goalie and the 
goalie tripped.  At that very second the ball was sitting right in front of the goal.  So I 
kicked it.  The ball went in!  It gave my team a point!  I was so excited I jumped up and 
down.  Everyone was cheering and giving me high fives. I had just made my first goal! 
 
This experience helped me realize that if you really want something and you put your 
mind to it, then you can do almost anything. 
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The Day I Faced My Fears 
Genna Garrigan, Grade 5, Portage, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 Have you ever switched schools before?  Well I have.  I thought no one would 
like me.  I thought I wouldn’t make any new friends.  I was horrified, sick to my stomach, 
I even thought the teacher wouldn’t like me.  I was completely wrong.  I have so many 
friends and such a wonderful teacher.  This is about the time I switched schools.  I was 
so scared.  I had been in scary situations before but nothing had prepared me for this. 
 It was a warm sunny day the sun was shining super bright.  Beep, beep, beep, 
beep.  My alarm clock woke me up.  I got out of bed and got dressed.  I ran down stairs.  
My stomach felt like it was about to explode!  I thought I was just hungry but, I soon 
found out it was because I was super scared.  I ate a bowl of Rice Crispies.  I told my 
mom my stomach hurt.  She told me I would be okay.  And then she left to go to work. 
(She is a teacher.)  After she left, I got my jacket on and grabbed my backpack.  “See 
you guys later have a great first day at school.  You’ll love it,” my dad told my brother 
and I.  I gave my dad a big hug.  Soon the bus pulled into our driveway and we got on it.  
My brother and I didn’t know anyone so we sat together in the first seat.  We didn’t talk 
to each other, because we simply had nothing to say. 
 When we got off the bus, we walked inside the school.  It smelled like fresh 
sharpened pencils and cleaning oil.  My brother and I went our separate ways.  He is in 
second grade and I am in fifth.  He looked normal as if everything in the world was 
perfect.  I was the role model so I didn’t want him to see how scared I really was.  I 
found my locker and shoved my backpack into it.  You see, I wanted my first day to be 
perfect so I had made a list of things to do before I started the day: 

1.  Make sure you don’t look funny (do hair and other stuff).  
2.  Make sure you’re wearing your tennis shoes (It was a gym day).  
3.  Get in the classroom.  You don’t want to be late for class! 

 I took a deep breath and entered the classroom.  “Hey, Genna I have a spot for 
you over here by Maddy,” my teacher exclaimed.  A girl with brownish blondish hair 
smiled and waved at me.  I half smiled and waved staring at the ground.  I sat down in 
my chair.  

“Hello my name is Madelynne!” 
“Hi,” I mumbled.   
“I’m from Lewiston. What was your old school?”   
My throat suddenly felt dry.  “Fort Winnebago,” I managed to choke out.  My 

stomach was killing me. I wanted to go home and hide.  I was extremely quiet.   
Throughout the day my class learned what to and what not to do.  It was finally the end 

of the day.  I got on the bus and we drove home.  “How was your day?” my mom asked 

when we got home.  For the first time I realized that I didn’t die; that Lewiston wasn’t 

that bad.  I had a great day and I always will.  Lewiston is amazing, and I will miss it 

when I go to the middle school next year.  It is a great school!  
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Clink, Clash, Crash!  
Sierra Kollath, Grade 5, Portage, Personal Narrative 
 
 

One sunny, cool day, there I was in Hayward, Wisconsin relaxing along the 
Nancy River.  It was quiet, calm until, Clink Clash Crash!  There was something or 
someone over in the shed.  My dad and I carefully walked over to the shed with the 
leaves crunching under our feet.  It was the only sound being made besides the waves 
on the beach.  We looked in the shed and it was just a little bunny, so we walked back 
and relaxed once again.  

About a half hour went by, my dad and I our eating cheesy crackers, and all of a 
sudden, Clink Clash Crash!  It was that noise again, except this time it was coming from 
the behind the brush pile.  My dad and I walked over thinking it was that bunny rabbit 
again.  This time it was a sunfish in a tin can.  We let the sunfish go and went back 
inside to eat some more cheesy crackers.  

Another half hour went by and the sun was almost setting.  We were all at the 
table eating a juicy steak and fluffy mashed potatoes.  Right when I was going to take a 
bite of the scrumptious food, Clink Clash Crash!  We heard the banging again.  This 
time it was far away.  We didn’t know what it was, but my dad wanted to check it out.  In 
depression of leaving my meal, I went with my dad anyway.  We went up the road a little 
bit and saw big mud tracks.  We went up the road and listened.  We heard the noise 
again, Clink Clash Crash!  Standing there in the middle of the road was my dog, Chief, 
and he had a tin can tied to his leg.  I jumped out of the car got the tin can off of Chief 
and hugged him.  I was having so much fun with my dad that I totally forgot to tie Chief 
up.  I whispered to Chief, “I will never do this again.”  

Then we drove home.  We walked in the door and my mom smiled and said, 
“There is our little spy.”  Dad was telling mom the story while I snuck Chief a piece of 
meat.  After that was Chief not only saved, but my heart was too. 
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My First Buck 
Konnor Smith, Grade 6, Portage, Personal Narrative  

 
 
It was 3:25 AM and my brother said, “Come on let’s get dressed for hunting.”  I 

put on my thermal shirts and two pairs of sweatpants.  I walked down stairs where my 
mom had breakfast of biscuits and gravy ready for my brother Spencer, Dad, Uncle 
Dan, and me.  After that we rounded up the guns and ammo.  I grabbed my 7mm 08 
Browning, ammo, and a knife for gutting the deer - if I got one.  

By this time it was already 4:30 and we had to drive to Poynette, WI.  We hurried 
and put on our blaze orange clothing and went outside to load up the ATV.  When we 
were half way down the road, my mom phoned to tell us we’d forgotten the hot 
chocolate.  So we turned around and picked it up because that was the only thing that 
was gonna keep us warm when we got cold.  

It was 5:00 AM when we stopped at Kwik Trip to get some breakfast sandwiches 
and soda.  Then we were off to the 345 acres parcel of private hunting land.  When we 
got to the property, we unloaded the ATV and loaded our guns.  Then we hopped on the 
ATV and went into the woods in the dark.  We got all the way to our stand and turned off 
the ATV.  Then we heard a loud screechy sound like a rouh! rouh!  My dad said it was 
probably a bobcat and I told him I was pretty scared.  We quietly climbed into our stand, 
sat down on our pads, and put the blankets over our legs.  By that time it was 5:45 and 
shooting wouldn’t start until 6:15, so we were ready and set. 

We waited and waited for about two hours and then we heard my brother shoot.  
We called him and asked if he got one.  He said that he missed a buck, but that it was 
running across the ridge towards us.  My Dad told me to hurry and get my gun up. 
 Then the buck came over and laid down in the brush so that we could only see his 
antlers.  He stayed there for about 12 minutes.  Then he got up and started running 
after two does that came out of nowhere.  

I viewed through the scope and - poww!  The buck went down like a pile of 
bricks.  He was still moving, so I shot him again - poww!  He was dead.  We waited for 
10 minutes, walked over, and gutted him out.  Then we got back up into our stand 
because I was the only one to get a deer so far.  About an hour later another buck came 
walking out of some thick brush and my dad said “Ok, now it’s my turn.”  He took a shot.  
The deer walked three steps and it was down.  We went and gutted that one out, too.  

We were ready to go home.  We tied both of the bucks onto a sled and loaded it 

onto the back of the ATV.  Then we picked up Uncle Dan and Spencer and drove back 

to the truck.  After we loaded them into the truck, we drove off to go get them registered 

at the gas station.  We were cold, tired, and happy to be on our way home to show my 

mom our success.   
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The Best Thing I Have Ever Done for Myself 
Lucy Cuff, Grade 6, Poynette, Personal Narrative  
 
 
 It all started last summer when I joined the cross country team.  Cross country 
benefited me in many positive ways.  Joining the cross country team was the best thing 
I had ever done for myself.  Cross country helped me by making me a healthier person, 
and it helped me get in shape.  I learned how to pace myself and not just start off too 
hard, so you can finish strong.  Another a big thing is it helped me is to work through 
problems and for me to not give up and to push myself.  All these things I learned I can 
take away from the sport and put it into what I do in everyday life.  The techniques I 
learned definitely made me a better person. 
 Practice was every day after school for about one hour.  We practiced for roughly 
a week before we headed off to our first meet.  The first meet was definitely the hardest 
by far because we hadn't had enough practices to be totally in shape.  When the meet 
was over I almost threw up because of my hard work.  By midseason I was improving 
tremendously, as I had better times in every meet.  By the end, we did a time trial and 
compared the times to when we started.  I improved by one minute and a half.  I couldn't 
tell the difference from the beginning of cross country until the end, but now looking 
back at pictures, I am definitely more healthy and in shape.  Cross country made me a 
better athlete in general because all the sports I play have something to do with 
cardiovascular endurance. 
 Another helpful task I learned is how to pace myself with school work.  Before I 
always thought you had to be done first, but as long as you try hard and double check 
your work, you will succeed.  I compare pacing myself in a race to pacing myself with 
school work because if you start out too fast in either one, it’s a recipe for disaster.  
Recently we had WKCE testing and if you finish early, you just sit there and look over 
your test, so why not take your time?   
 I learned how to work through things like wanting to quit just because I was tired 
and didn't want to run anymore.  This technique can be used at school too.  For 
instance if I didn't want to finish a math problem because it was too frustrating, I would 
think back to cross country.  I would think how many times I've pulled through for people 
and that I could do it one more time to get a good grade.  My shoe came untied in the 
middle of the race, but do you think that stopped me?  Well think again I worked through 
it.  If you work through things, life is going to be better in the end.  Work through the 
worst days to get to the best. 
 Pushing yourself outside your comfort zone is a great strategy.  If I wouldn't have 
pushed myself to go out for cross country I wouldn't be in this position today.  If I 
wouldn't have pushed myself to keep up with the faster kids, I wouldn't be as 
successful.  So remember what stinks at the time could change by tomorrow.  There is 
one last thing left to say: go out for CROSS COUNTRY!  It might have the same effects 
on you as it had on me!!!!!!!!! 
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The Great Stuffed Animal Scam! 
Meara McEvilly, Grade 5, Poynette, Personal Narrative 
 
 On Labor Day weekend, I was camping with my friends, the Lees, the McGlynns, 
the Tobins, and the Peters.  We all had our campers (I was borrowing one, though) and 
were camping at Indian Trails, a campground in Pardeeville.   

Maddy, Sydney, Emily, Grace, and I were going up to the office to buy candy. 
(Everyone except me, I just wanted to explore other things.)  We were all talking 
animatedly, walking past campers and trees, until we got to the spring.  Grace was 
clutching her little, black wallet.  She was the youngest of us, only in first grade.  The 
rest of us were watching Maddy do an ‘Olympic’ dive into the inch-deep fresh water.  
Then we swept past the log cabins and to the lake.  The lake had few people (and one 
turtle) on the shores or in the lake, and the inflatable rafts, slides, balance beam, jungle 
gyms, and the two spinning saturns were pretty empty.  

We jumped the speed bump, and tore up the hill and past the park.  We finally 
had arrived.  When we strode in, we were viciously attacked by air conditioning!  It was 
nice and cold in the office.  Maddy, Emily, and I were messing around with punching 
candy, marveling at the marbles, and looking at funny sayings like “three leaves and 
shiny, don’t wipe your hiney.”  It was a really neat place in that souvenier cave (or as 
some people call it, a tourist trap.) 

But I got bored and went looking for Sydney and Grace.  Kind of obvious, two 
girls, one tall with brown hair, the other short with a blond ponytail, sitting by the googly 
eyed stuffed animals, counting a large pile of change, and arguing about two-dollar bills.  
I walked over and kneeled down by them.    

When I asked, I realized that Grace had wanted to buy a stuffed animal dolphin, 
as she told me, but Sydney made her count her money (for she needed $7.50) and 
sadly learned she didn’t have enough.  They were arguing about a two-dollar bill 
because Grace wasn’t allowed to spend it because her mom said it was too rare.  My 
mom had given me two dollars to give to my friends, and I said that to Grace who 
immediately started cheering and begging me for it.  I had no choice, but to give in.  I 
hadn’t thought it was that big of a deal, but little did I know that sharing was a ‘federal 
crime’!  We hurriedly pooled our money on the counter and held our breath, as the 
cashier counted our money.  She said we needed a quarter more for taxes, and Grace 
quickly retrieved one.  Then Maddy and Emily came around the counter, and I 
pretended to be entertained by people swimming in the indoor pool.  Maddy had put two 
and two together, and was not looking as thrilled as the happily babbling Grace.  She 
was clenching her little, white candy bag, and I knew Maddy would start chewing me out 
about it.  Grace was ecstatically chatting to Emily.  

”Likemynewstuffedanimal,IjustgotitandMearagavemetwodollarsandIgottanewstuff
edanimaldolphin!!!”  She finished, gasping for breath.  

The loooong way back, Maddy lectured me over giving Grace two dollars (it was 
only two though, not twenty!) and said that Grace only wanted it to show her friends so 
they can go Ooh-La-La over it.  The new dolphin owner was talking hyperly to Sydney 
and Emily how she was going to name it Chloe.  I learned to never give Grace money 
because her toy is just cluttering up her room, and she never plays with it.  (As 
referenced from her anonymous sister MADDY.)  
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My Surgery 
Jonah O'Connor, Grade 5, Poynette, Personal Narrative 
 
 

Have you ever had your appendix taken out?  I did!  It happened not even one 

month ago.  One day my stomach was hurting.  I just thought it was no big deal.  But it 

kept happening, so I took medicine and felt better.   

Two weeks went by, and it hurt worse than ever!  I felt really tired, so I took a 

nap.  However when I woke up, it still hurt a lot.  My dad thought I should stay home 

because my stomach always started to hurt at school. 

Two days went by, and BAM!  My stomach hurt more than ever.  My dad took me 

to the ER.  The admission staff told me to wait for a while before I get could get 

checked. 

First, they gave me a little check up.  They took my blood pressure, they looked 

in my ear with a light, they weighed me and measured me.  After that my doctor said, 

“You have to get a C.A.T. scan at a different hospital.” 

When I got there, they had me drink some concentrate that tasted like an orange 

peel.  It tasted so disgusting that it almost took me an hour to drink the horrible stuff!   

The C.A.T. scan machine looked like a time machine.  It was going to see what 

was wrong with me.  After they saw my stomach with the machine, they told my dad that 

I had appendicitis.  It’s where your appendix gets infected and inflamed and sometimes 

pops. 

After they told me I had appendicitis, the surgeon said, “You need surgery now.”  

My jaw dropped to the floor.  A few minutes went by and they took my blood and put an 

IV in me.  An IV is like a bag of liquid with medicine and it goes through the tube and 

into the needle that’s inside of me. 

After that they dressed me in a hospital gown, put me on a stretcher, and took 

me to surgery. They gave me medicine to put me to sleep. 

An hour went by, and I woke up from surgery, crying my eyes out.  I was in so 

much pain!  They immediately took me to the recovery room and gave me pain 

medicine.  When I got there, my dad gave me a big hug. 

After I got settled into the recovery room, I had a horrible sore throat.  This was 

because in surgery a tube was in my throat to keep the medicine flowing so I didn't 

wake up.  I kept drinking water, and I felt better. 

A day went by, and the nurses told me I could go home.  I was super super sore, 

but I felt a lot better and didn't have any more stomach aches.  
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The Special Pinkie  
Shelby Reeder, Grade 6, Poynette, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 The neighbor kids and I were at the park pushing a plastic jungle gym, when an 

unfortunate calamity happened.  As I was walking towards my house, I looked at my 

pinkie that was covered by my hand.  My nail was ripped.  My mom rushed to get the 

car started.  Meanwhile, I was using a washcloth so the blood wouldn't gush on the 

floor.  As I stepped in the car, I knew this would be an adventure. 

We rushed to the hospital, but it was closed.  We went to about four others, but 

they were all closed too.  My mom and I finally got to a hospital.  It was terrifying 

knowing that I would be having surgery.  The hospital staff did x-rays, and they finally 

put me in my own room at 9:00pm.  A little bit after that happened my brother and dad 

came to see me.  The surgery would finally come in a few minutes.  The nerves built 

inside me when they rolled me into a different room.  The next thing I knew, I was 

feeling like I was dreaming, not knowing what was going on.  

The next thing that I remember, I was waking up in the same room I was in 

earlier, but it was morning, not night.  The doctors were really helpful.  They gave me 

food and a stuffed animal when I woke up.  That stuffed animal is now very, very 

special.  It lies on my bed every day.  The stuffed animal was as soft as a dog.  We 

continued to wait when a doctor came just as quietly as he could and gave us all a lot of 

information about my pinkie.  That time he told us that he wanted us to come back 

about every two weeks. 

One time I came back with my mom, the doctor gave us all sorts of bandages to 

wrap my pinkie.  I had to do that for a long time.  My nail did, of course, start to heal.  

But now today, when I put my two pinkies next to each other, they’re about a centimeter 

different.  A lot of people think it’s weird and ask what happened, and the only thing I 

say is, it´s a long story. And it is. 

  



 
39 

Stepmothers, Good? 
Aryanah Bronk, Grade 6, Reedsburg, Personal Narrative 
 
 

I loved having a whole family until, when I was three, my mom and dad got a 
divorce.  For a while my dad was single, but then my dad met a woman at my 
grandma’s bar.  She was very pretty, seemed nice, and was an awesome step mom at 
first.  She would take us places, let me have friends over, and take us out to eat, but all 
that soon changed. 

The relationship between my dad changed one night when my dad was helping 
me with homework.  For some reason she got jealous and asked my dad to spend time 
with her.  It wasn’t long before she wouldn't let him have any time with me.  They 
married and had a baby, his name is Brandyn.  I loved him, but she wanted my dad to 
spend all his time with him and not us.  She made sure we did stuff only Brandyn could 
do.  By the time Brandyn was one he was a brat because all she did was baby him like 
he was the only child.  For example, if he didn't want to put on his shoes, she would let 
him get his way which would then make us late to wherever we were going. 

She wouldn’t let me talk to my mom when I was at their house.  My dad, following 
her example, now wouldn't let me talk to my mom at all and took my phone away.  It 
was Christmas when it got really bad.  We were supposed to go to my mom’s because 
we had school the next day, but my mom called and asked if we could stay the night 
and get a ride to school by my dad due to the fact that her car was packed with our 
Christmas presents.  Dylan, my brother, started to cry because he didn't like staying the 
night there because of our stepmom.  I had my phone and secretly called my mom and 
told her what was wrong.  As I was on the phone, she walks in the room and yells “What 
are you doing”?  She was mad and said that Dylan shouldn’t be such a baby and he 
needed to grow up.  Dylan cried even more.  She told my dad to take us home now! 

While we were packing our stuff, she said, “You better say goodbye to Brandyn 
now because you’re never seeing him again.  My brother then started to cry more and I 
did too.  My dad then yelled at us because she had convinced him it was our fault we 
were leaving. 

After that my dad didn't talk to me at all for about a month.  Even when I went to 
my cousins one day and my dad happened to be there he didn't even say “hi”, “bye”, 
give me a hug, say “sorry”, or anything.  I was extremely hurt. 

Eventually my dad and her got a divorce because she cheated on him.  I was so 
happy even though my dad was hurting.  I was happy because my dad had changed 
back into his old self again.  Now everything between us is good and back to the way it 
used to be.  I don’t see him as much as I would like, but I do love him so much, and I 
think he learned a lesson from her, do not let a woman come between you and your 
kids. 
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My Football Injury 
Kaden Reuterskiold, Grade 5, Reedsburg, Personal Narrative  
 
 
 I woke up at 6:00 am on a windy, cold morning.  My mom and I got in our vehicle 

and drove to Baraboo.  When we got there, I found my teammates and started to warm 

up for the game.  As we were going through warm ups, I was getting really excited for 

the big game.  A few of my teammates we're trying to stay warm for the game by 

jumping around.  

Then I kicked for kick off.  We were on defense first, then they turned the ball 

over.  Toward the end of the game, I was running the ball at the 50 yard line.  I got 

tackled in the shoulder and I went over to the sideline and took off my pads.  My mom 

and I got in the car and went straight to the Reedsburg hospital to get my shoulder 

checked out.  

I was sitting in the room talking to the doctor and she told me to go with her to the 

X-Ray room.  When we got there, she took an X-ray of my shoulder.  She told me to go 

back to the room.  I waited for her to come back to tell me what was wrong with it.  She 

came back and told me it could be broke, fractured, or sprained.  She said she was 

waiting for the Madison hospital to tell her what was wrong with my shoulder.  Then she 

said it was fractured.  First, she gave me a sling to wear.  Finally, my mom and I got in 

the car and went home.  

It took about two weeks for my shoulder to heal. 
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Sanibel: An Unforgettable Getaway 
Alexis Templin, Grade 6, Reedsburg, Personal Narrative 
 
  
 The salty water between my toes, the wind blowing my hair like a kite high in the 

sky.  This is my experience on Sanibel Island.  On a warm July day, we crossed the 

bridge to the island.  Even in the car, the Gulf of Mexico glistened.  The bright blue 

waters, the birds bobbing for fish.  It was astonishing. 

 We got to the island and went to the condo check-in office.  My mom got the 

keys, then we were on our way to the condo.  After what seemed like hours of getting 

our bags to the top floor, we got all of our belongings situated.  Simultaneously, all of us 

changed into our swimsuits and went to the beach.  I let the water and smooth sand 

caress my feet, and we ran across the beach feeling relaxed.  Then we went back to the 

condo for the night.  The next day we went to the small island of Captiva.  In the water 

were schools of tiny fish.  The water was warm, yet the wind was cold.  Captiva’s shells 

were scattered across the beach.  In fact, there were so many shells that it was hard to 

walk on the beach! 

 After a few days of relaxing and going to the beach, our time in Sanibel had 

come to a close.  I was happy to be going home, but I was disappointed to leave such a 

beautiful island.  Nevertheless we had to leave Sanibel Island. I will always remember 

that trip.  The salty warm water, the beautiful views and everything else in between.  
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The Day I Got a Dog 
Ethan Ziebell, Grade 5, Reedsburg, Personal Narrative 
 
 

It was a warm, sunny day on October 31, 2012.  The same day as Halloween.  I 

was literally hopping out of my seat to get my first dog, after all the begging of course!  

After school, I ran to my bus and thought about the dog, and how fun it would be to be 

around him. 

When I got home, we went trick-or-treating for about two hours.  After that, we 

drove to the house we were buying the dog from.  The dog is a Morkie, a Maltese and a 

Yorkie combined.  With my mouth full of candy, we arrived.  When we walked in the 

house, a nice lady greeted us and showed us the puppies.  

There were four pups and a mom and a dad.  She let us hold them and talk to 

them.  They were cute, sleepy, and energetic!  We bought our favorite and drove home 

knowing that we had a new member of the family. 

Today, he is happy, healthy, and fun to play with.  His favorite toy is a green and 

black rope.  Today we now have another dog named Lucy, but that is a story for another 

day.  By the way, our first dog is Lego because he is little.  Oh, and by the way he was 

worth $400!  Luckily, it was worth every penny because today he is still the cute, sleepy, 

and energetic little dog! 
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Rock Climbing at Devil’s Lake 
Alexa Kelm, Grade 5, Rio, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 When I got out of the car I could feel the cool fall breeze on my neck, as the 

lake’s mist enveloped me.  As I was running to catch up to my dad, the leaves raced 

across the path with my every step.  I looked up the rocky faced mountain and started to 

climb.  Each hurdle was steeper than the last.  My dad and I got about halfway up the 

mountain and decided to take a break in the dense forest.  I felt very sweaty and tired, 

and the shade felt nice on my face.  My dad handed out ham sandwiches and ice-cold 

water.  When I looked around, all I could see was a mix of yellow, orange, and lake 

blue.  Dad started to pack up and we were on our way up the steep mountain once 

again.  Suddenly, I could see the top.  “We’re almost at the top!” I cried.  I could see the 

people ahead of us on the trail!  My dad and I were almost running by now.  Looking 

down, I could see the blue shimmering lake loaded with people and boats.  When we 

made it to the precipice, we hurried down the steps of hard cracked stone to the bottom.  

Arriving, winded, at the small red car, we drove home.  It had been an amazing day rock 

climbing at Devil’s Lake with my dad. 
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Nationals 
Courtney Quist, Grade 5, Rio, Personal Narrative 
 
 

I can clearly remember the day that I got 

first place on bars at the National Gymnastics 

Competition. 

 Right away, when we pulled into the 

parking lot I could not have been more nervous 

and excited at the same time.  I saw license 

plates from many different states and began to 

realize how difficult this was really going to be. 

When I got inside, there were a lot of people and 

teams I had never even seen before. 

 After everyone was done competing and everybody was receiving medals, our 

team, Pardeeville Gymnastics, was all sitting together in a group.  All of a sudden, I 

heard my name being called for first place on bars.  I was literally so happy I could have 

cried.  It was one of the best moments of my life! 
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NASA 
Shelbi Endres, Grade 5, Sauk Prairie, Personal Narrative 
 
 

On a cold February morning, I was sitting with my Mom, the fireplace crackling. 
Then, suddenly, she said, ‘We're going to Florida!”  I leaped out of her lap and pranced 
around the room.  “You are going to have to miss a week of school.” she told me.  I 
didn't care.  I went to go pack my bag.  Clothes went flying.  I was packed in five 
minutes!  We would leave in a week. 

One week later, I fell asleep in the top bunk.  I was sleeping fine, until Mom woke 
me up.  I had completely forgotten why she would be doing that, so I got a little mad.  
Then she reminded me, and I screamed with joy.  We hopped into the car and drove to 
Milwaukee, and after a long time of waiting, we got on the plane.  I got the window seat!  
My sister and I experimented with the little tables until Mom told us to stop.  I looked out 
the window, and we were moving!  My ears popped a lot.  After three hours, the plane 
touched down in Orlando, Florida.  Our trip was just beginning. 

Before we went to NASA, my Mom gave me a disposable camera.  The first thing 
I saw was a shuttle that was about to launch.  We spent multiple dollars to try to look 
through the telescope, but it never worked.  We found out that we wouldn't get to see 
the rocket launch.  It would launch on March 11th, a week later!  We were all sad about 
that, but we continued to look. 

We walked into the building and looked around.  We saw these little robots that 
you could experiment with.  There was a red one and a blue one. I got red, and Claire 
got blue.  There were little televisions that you could look through to see what the robot 
was seeing.  I played hide-and-go-seek with Claire, and we could only use the cameras.  
The bad thing was, we couldn't bump into each other. 

And last but not least, we got to touch a moon rock!  It was very smooth, and you 
could tell that lots of people had touched it.  It was gray and white.  I was so excited to 
have touched the moon!  I almost thought about becoming an astronaut, but then I 
decided against it when I saw the big heavy suits. 

Before I knew it, it was time to go home.  Boarding the plane seemed like second 
nature to me.  I knew that this trip would be a big part of my life.  “Mom,” I pleaded 
silently, “Can we do this again next year?” 
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My Horse, My Teacher 
Ellie Villnow, Grade 5, Tomorrow River, Personal Narrative 
 
 

Thump, thump … My horse’s hooves 
pound against the dirt floor of the field.  The wind 
flows against my face as I feel my heart pounding 
with pride.  As for Brea, I believe she is thinking 
she is a professional runner like the horses in the 
Kentucky Derby.  She imagines the announcer 
saying, “Brea, and her rider, Ellie!”  As Brea 
canters up the hill, I think of how wonderful my 
horse is.  All of a sudden, she comes to a stop.  I look up into the sky and see dark 
clouds and lightning thundering down onto the plain.  I feel a pang of worry, so I signal 
Brea to go back to the gate entrance.  As we gallop back to the horse commons, I am 
worried about the possibility of being struck by lightning.  Brea and I arrive at the 
commons.  I leap out of my saddle and quickly untack Brea.  At once, she ran to the 
safety of her pasture.  I close the gate.  I had to hurry and I know Brea understands.  I 
hop on my four-wheeler and drive away. 
 
 The next day, I look out my window and see Brea running around the field with 
anticipation, eager for me to ride her.  I smile, change into my riding clothes and boots, 
and leap out the door, grabbing the keys for my four-wheeler on my way through.  I 
drive down the hill toward the horse commons when, all of a sudden, a bunny runs 
across my path!  I squeeze my brakes and fly off my four-wheeler.  THUD.  I land on the 
ground.  As the four-wheeler rolls past me, I think, “Can this day get any worse?”  As it 
turns out, it does.  I get up, hop back onto my four-wheeler and ride to the horse 
commons. 
 

I park the four-wheeler and go to the tack shed for Brea’s saddle, bit and reins.  I 
saddle her up and ride.  Once I get out to the pasture, I start cantering Brea.  But I feel 
funny; something isn’t right.  I look down and find that the saddle is dangerously loose!  
A feeling of alarm runs through my body.  The saddle slips off her back, carrying me 
with it.  I fall to the ground and Brea steps on my leg.  I yowl in pain and look down to 
find a hoof mark on my leg.  Brea gallops away in fear.  I limp after her, trying to calm 
her in a soft voice.  Eventually, she calms.  I climb back on her and walk her up the hill 
to my house. 
 

Luckily, Brea didn’t break my leg.  It’s just badly bruised.  My heart isn’t broken, 
and my bravery is what calmed my alarmed horse.  Through this experience, and with 
the help of my beloved horse, I learned that bravery and trust will get you through the 
toughest times. 
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My First Kayaking Trip 
Saige Yenter, Grade 6, Tomorrow River, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 My family does many active things in the summer.  We all thought that since we 
live by many rivers, kayaking would be fun.  We bought three kayaks and went on the 
Tomorrow River.  In the beginning of our trip, it was all going well after about thirty 
minutes we went under two bridges and then we came to one super low bridge with only 
about one and a half feet between it and the water.  My sister and my mom were afraid 
to go under because they thought that they would flip over.  I said, “Let me go!” Since 
I’m a small sixth grader, I got through with ease.  Then finally my sister and my mom 
came with a little harder of a time. 
 
 Then at about our second hour we went through an area with trees and a couple 
short rapids.  Once we made it through this area, we stopped to take a break.  My sister 
was next to me and she happened to look at the end of my kayak and there was a giant 
spider! I freaked out and almost tipped my kayak but I gave my sister my sandal and 
she squished it.  Later I saw a snake and did it all again but we didn’t squish this one.  
After that, I stayed in the middle so if another animal came, my mom or my sister would 
see it first.  Throughout this whole trip we were dodging stumps, rocks, fallen trees, and 
the trees hanging over us.  
 

While we were on this voyage I really noticed how beautiful some places are that 
most people aren’t able to see.  In many of the parts we went through.  It would be 
impossible to go through without a kayak or a canoe.  One of the best parts of it all was 
looking down and seeing the little fish swimming down the river.  You should really try 
this, you won’t regret it.  Once the chaos of my first kayaking trip was over, and a total of 
three hours of kayaking, we reached the Amherst Mill Pond, and our trip was over.  
Even after all of that, I would go again in a heartbeat! 
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The Worst Hour Ever 
Hattie Bray, Grade 5, Wautoma, Personal Narrative 
 
 

On June 3rd at the Magic Kingdom, as we were walking to the Pirates of the 
Caribbean I dropped my map on the bridge.  I leaned over to pick it up, and once I 
looked up I said to myself, “Where am I?”  

 
All I saw were a bunch of strangers.  I couldn't see my family and friends.  I 

looked around frantically, trying to find them.  I couldn’t see over all of the other people 
though.  I was walking in big circles, and I could feel my heart racing faster and faster.  I 
heard little kids whining to their parents.  I could feel my hot tears rolling down my face 
as I yelled, “MOM, DAD!”  I yelled it over and over.  No response. 

 
I could taste my lunch starting to come up.  I was feeling hopeless wondered if I 

would ever find them.  I was sobbing on and on.  But then I heard a faint “Hattie” in the 
distance.  I looked, but I saw no one.  I kept walking.  I jumped up.  I looked at heads.  I 
looked down at feet.  I still didn’t recognize anything.  By now, I was sweating non-stop.  
It felt like an hour had went by.  I yelled again, “MOM! DAD!”   

 
I wait.  I listen.  I think I hear my name.  Could it be?  Yes.  I hear, “Hattie.”  I run 

towards the voice.  I stop.  Listen again.  I hear it.  I run. I jump.  I see some familiar 
faces as I get closer.  I run some more.  I see my dad and Mike.  I cry in joy, “DAD, 
DAD!  I see you!”  

 
Mike and dad come running towards me.  I try to stop crying, but I can’t.  I try to 

ask where everyone was.  I think that they understand me because they lead me down 
a short hill to a rail where they are sitting.  

 
“Hallelujah,” I thought. 
 
I run to them in relief.  My mom is crying.  She is hugging me.  Once we all calm 

down, I said, “I’ve never been so happy to see you guys.”  After about ten minutes, we 
started to walk to the Pirates of the Caribbean. 
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No Gas! 
Carley Burt, Grade 6, Wautoma, Personal Narrative 
 
 

I couldn’t believe it.  I was so close to being in Chicago!  I had been marking 
down the days for months and it was finally the day.  I was so excited.  We left right 
after school and got on the road, headed to our destination. 

Things were fine at first but then...bad news!  Jen, my mom’s friend, took the 
wrong exit and we found ourselves in the middle of nowhere with no gas stations or 
places to ask for directions.  The gas gauge was getting close to empty.  Stef and I 
looked at one another with panic on our faces.  But Jen reassured us, “Everything is 
going to be okay, girls.  I promise!”  

Finally after many miles of worry and anxiousness, we saw the lights of a small 
town.  We found a Walgreens near the edge of town and pulled in there.  When we 
hopped out of the car to go in and ask for directions, the cold February air slapped me 
in the face.  It would be a cold night stranded in the car if we didn’t find gas soon.   

After grabbing some snacks for the road and getting directions to the gas station 
down the road about a mile and a half, we were rushing back to the car to escape the 
chilly night.  

The mile and a half from Walgreens seemed to last longer than the first couple of 
hours of our journey.  Of course the stop lights never let us go and there was a huge 
line to turn left but the light only let one car go at a time.  With the little bit of gas left, I 
felt like the car was going to stall out right there on the highway.  Finally, it was our turn 
to go left, I could feel the engine of the car sputtering as we came to a stop.  We were in 
the middle of the snow covered, rocky driveway of the BP and were so close to getting 
to the gas pump, when it just stopped.  How could things get any worse after that! 

My mom ran inside for help while Jen, Stef, and I scooted out of the car and tried 
to move the car out of the way.  We started to push but didn’t have anyone to steer the 
car.  Thankfully mom came back with five people, a couple were some tall, muscular 
men.  We moved out of the way and let the others take control.  Within a minute, the car 
was parked next to the gas pump.  Stef and I pumped gas while our moms were 
thanking the kind strangers for their help.  

After quite the adventurous detour we were back on the road and headed to our 
hotel about 30 miles away.  It had been such a long night already that I fell asleep now 
that I wasn’t worried about running out of gas or being stuck in the middle of nowhere.  

I woke up to an elbow in my side and Stef whispering, “Get up, we’re here.”  
“Really?” I replied with a sigh, “We are in Chicago?”  
“Of course not, silly!  We are at our hotel.  We are still 50 miles away from 

Chicago.  Mom said it will be easier to head into the city tomorrow.”  
The next morning I found myself happy and cheerful, not a thing in the world 

could ruin this day.  I was going to Chicago!  I just wish everyone would have moved 
faster because I was so anxious for our adventure in the city to begin!!!
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The Loss 

Jennifer Caro, Grade 5, Wautoma, Personal Narrative 
 
It was a just a regular day in August, until I got home.  My dog had died and my 

mom said, “I know Shoesi was special to you, but it was time for her to go.” 

 “But she was the first dog I had ever had!  She was mine for five years!”  I yelled 

back as my eyes filled with tears.  Then I looked at my sister, she nodded and said to go 

outside to calm down.    

I kept asking my parents what happened.  She was on the bed.  Then she 

jumped off the bed.  And I remembered she broke her hind legs.  She would not eat.  

We had to grab onto her legs so she could just walk around for a while.  It just hurt me 

seeing her lying there in her bed.  

 The next day, my sister and I went to the backyard to see where she was buried.  

Just remembering her, gave me tears for one hour.  It was painful seeing the grave of 

my wonderful dog.   

 Then I heard a voice say, “I’m going to be fine.”  I turned around and felt weird. 

“Marisol, did you say something?” I asked. 

 “No. Why?” she answered in a tone that I had never heard her use before.   

It was like a ghost had said something to us.  

 After Shoeshi’s death, my parents just acted like it was no big deal.  To me it was 

a big deal.  I was not the same.  I didn’t want to eat or do anything.  I just wanted to cry 

and sit in my room looking at her pictures.  The pictures reminded me of all the happy 

times we had.  Every thought of me being with her was making me feel horrible.  Being 

surrounded by her things make me feel depressed.  I could not move on.  I would stay 

in on sunny days just because I never wanted to leave my pillow where she once slept.    

 “Jennifer, you need to move on.  It has been a month since her death,” my mom 

said. 

 “I know.  It’s just that I loved her so much.” 

 “But you need to get over it.  We have a new puppy and you have not done your 

part with taking care of her.” 

 My mom and I would go through this mostly every day.  I would feel mad 

because I would blame myself for her death.  Even though it was not my fault, I still 

would blame myself. 

 Then one sunny day I went in the backyard and said a final goodbye.  After that, I 

started turning back into my regular self.  Then I got a feeling that something good was 

going to happen.  That night I noticed a new bright star in the sky.  I guessed it was 

Shoesi looking over us.  And I knew that she was in a good place.  
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Broken 
Jordan Schmidt, Grade 5, Wautoma, Personal Narrative 
  
 

I was in my living room, sitting on my tan, comfy couch thinking of things to do. 

“Do you want to play baseball?” I asked my brother Jacob.  

“Sure,” Jacob said.  So we got the wiffle balls, bats, gloves and water bottles. 

Then we went outside. 

When we got outside we saw the green hard grass.  We made the decision of 

who was going to be in the outfield and who was going to bat first.  I was batting first 

and Jacob was in the outfield.  Play ball!  I thought to myself.  I continued talking in my 

mind.  Jordan Schmidt is up to bat.  Strike one, strike two, and then he hit the ball.  

Single.  The inning is over.  The score is 1-1. 

 Second inning is up.  It was almost the same as the first but each team scored 

two.  The score at the end of the second inning, 3-3. 

 Now for the third inning.  Jordan Schmidt is up to bat with a man on first and 

second.  Strike one, ball, ball, strike two, ball.  The count is full, is he going to hit it, 

strike out, or get walked?  

We’re back!  The count is full with Jordan up to bat.  What will happen? 

“Don’t mess up,” said Jacob. 

 My brother pitched the ball.  I swung and hit the ball.  Crack!  It flew into the 

outfield!  I ran to first base and looked to see where my brother was.  He was still in the 

outfield.  So I sprinted to second running as fast as I could.  Sweat was dripping down 

my face.  I saw Jacob running towards second to get me out.  He is faster than me by 

far, but I figured I was already halfway there so I might as well take a chance.  That was 

a mistake.  I got on second just in time and Jacob was still running and his knee 

connected with my tailbone!  Ouch!  I immediately went to the ground and it stung bad.  

I started to cry.  My dad must have heard me crying and came out of his shop.  I was on 

the ground and crying.  I was thinking to myself that, it’s a good thing my dad is a 

paramedic. 

 He asked me if I was okay and wanted to know what had happened?  Then I 

heard him yelling at my brother, “What happened?!  Every time you two play, someone 

gets hurt.”  

My dad helped me up.  I could barely move!  “Go put ice on it,” my dad said.  

With tears in my eyes, I walked inside slowly because my tailbone hurt so bad.  I got the 

ice and went to the couch. “Is it broken?” I thought to myself.  My tailbone hurt for about 

4 months, but I had to live with it.  
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Christmas Eve 
Brooke Hartley, Grade 5, Wisconsin Dells, Personal Narrative 
 
 
 My 8th Christmas was one of the most memorable Christmases I have ever had.  

It was Christmas Eve night, and I was super excited about Christmas the next morning.  

So was my sister, Brianna.  We both were almost positive that we were going to get the 

things we wanted.  Our house was filled with people because of the holiday season.  

We both went into Brianna’s flowery bedroom and sat down on her pink bed in the 

corner.  In front of the bed was a mattress that my aunt was going to sleep on that night.  

We talked about what we thought we wanted to get for Christmas a little bit.  She 

wanted an American Girl Doll and I wanted an iPod.  

But then Brianna stopped.  I knew that my mischievous sister had a thought 

brewing because she had that devilish look on her face and then she suddenly stopped 

talking.  Yup, I was right, she dared me to jump off the bed and try to land on the 

mattress.  

I knew this was a bad idea, that I would hurt myself, but how could I pass up a 

dare like that?  Brianna would think I was a total chicken and a huge loser.  So I did it.  

But it didn’t turn out so well.  When I did it I totally regretted jumping.  I twisted my ankle 

all the way around.  It hurt like you wouldn’t believe.  I thought that my ankle was going 

to explode!  I screamed at the top of my lungs because of the black, blue and purple 

marks everywhere on my ankle.  The sight was horrific.  But what got me even more 

scared was at first I thought that I hit my head on the sharp edge of the dresser.  But 

thank God I didn’t.  

My parents came in the bedroom and helped me out.  They put some ice on it 

and that made my ankle feel a little bit better.  But it didn’t really stop the swelling that 

well.  I still couldn’t walk on it at all.  I couldn’t even fit a shoe on it.  One lesson learned 

about that night was that I was never, ever, going to jump off another bed again.  

 That Christmas wasn’t the best Christmas ever.  
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Sad Times 
Paige Tofson, Grade 5, Wisconsin Dells, Personal Narrative 
 
 

March 9, 2012 was a Friday I will never forget.  We all knew that our dog Cooper 
had cancer and he was going to pass away within one – four months.  That morning my 
Dad said we should take some videos of Cooper just in case he was to pass away 
soon, so we did.  

Afterwards, my Dad, Brennen, and I went to school while my Mom left to go to 
work.  When she got to work she realized she forgot her purse so she went back home 
to get it.  When she got there she saw Cooper lying in his favorite spot in the living room 
at the beginning of the hallway.  Mom went over to say hi and when she touched 
Cooper he did not move.  Right away she knew he had passed away.  Then, she called 
her work and took the day off because she was so sad.  She then called my Dad and 
told him Cooper had passed away.  

After school my Dad brought me home right away, as Brennen went to the 
Milwaukee Bucks game with his friend.  When we got home my Mom and Dad told me 
they have some news to tell me.  My Mom said “Do you notice anything different?”  I 
looked around and realized that Cooper was not there.  I said, “Cooper passed away 
didn’t he?”  Mom said yes.  We all sat on the couch crying and hugging.  The next day 
we didn’t feel like doing much so we sat on the couch again and talked about all of the 
good times we had with Cooper and the love he brought into our lives.   

On Sunday, Brennen came home and we had to tell him about Cooper.  On 
Monday, my Mom told our teachers that we might be a little sad and distracted because 
Cooper had passed away.   

We have to live our lives without him now.  I remember when I was little saying “I 
have no idea what I would do without you” and now look at me I am here without him.  I 
really miss him but I know he is happy in heaven and I have to move on and live my life.  
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Global Warming: Fact or Fiction? 
Dillon John Lecy, Grade 5, Adams-Friendship, Argument Writing 
 

For many years, scientists have been trying to find the cause of global warming 

or even if it exists.  Many people think that the change in climate is just the earth going 

through changes.  But the IPCC reported that scientists were more than 90% certain 

that Global Warming was happening, due to increasing concentrations of GHG and 

CO2, produced by human activities.  Affirming these findings in 2013, the IPCC said 

that the largest driver of Global Warming is CO2 emissions from fossil fuel combustion, 

cement production, and land use changes such as deforestation.  

 

I agree with these researchers and scientists (IPCC) because many of these 

things are or could possibly happen.  With the CO2 coming from various emissions 

such as, fossil fuel combustion, cement production, and land use changes such as 

deforestation, the levels of CO2 and GHG will increase. When the CO2 is produced, it 

rises into the atmosphere.  When the CO2 rises into the atmosphere it mixes with the 

GHG and makes a giant layer of invisible gas around the earth.  With the layer of gas 

around the earth, the sun’s light and heat will have to go through the layer of gas.  

When the heat hits the layer of gas, it ignites the gas which affects the earth by causing 

tremendous temperatures (with the help of the sun) on earth’s surface, causing Global 

Warming.  

 

Just a note; Global Warming can be prevented by riding your bike instead of 

automobile, saving energy such as turning off lights and water when not in use, and 

recycling plastic, paper, and other recyclables.  These are some examples of ways you 

can prevent global warming.  But still, just one small step can take you far.  So together, 

we must all rise up against Global Warming, by making a difference, and make this a 

clean and healthy environment. 

 

GHG- Green House Gases 

IPCC- International Panel on Climate Change 

CO2- Carbon Dioxide  
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Should Schools Have Longer Days? 
Ashley Palecek, Grade 5, Baraboo, Argument Writing 
 
 
 Do you think school days should be longer?  I don’t believe schools should stay 

open longer because it is enough stress already, kids have after school activities 

including sports, and it would cost a lot of money to stay open.  What do you think? 

Would you want to stay at school extra hours? 

 

 One reason why I don’t think schools should have longer days is we already 

have enough stress going to school every day.  I know how stressing school is for some 

people.  I wouldn’t be able to keep still in my chair if we had that long of classes.  Some 

kids can’t sit still that long.  School is just like work for kids and most adults don’t want to 

work more than eight hours a day, so why should kids? Kids need to be able to socialize 

with kids after school.  

 

 Another reason why I don’t think schools should have longer days is kids have 

after school activities.  A lot of kids have after school activities like sports and clubs.  It 

would not be fair if all your friends from a different school could go to soccer practice 

and you couldn’t because you have extra school. 

 

 Another example of why I don’t think there should be extra school is because it 

cost a lot of money to stay open.  In California to stay open another day it would cost 

over 100 million dollars for all the schools!  That’s a lot of money!  Every teacher in the 

school would have to be paid extra.  If schools stay open longer people would have to 

pay more taxes.  

 

 In conclusion, I don’t think schools should have longer days because it is already 

enough stress at school, kids have after school activities, and it cost a lot of money.  I 

don’t think I would be able to survive if I went to school longer. 
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Technology 
Max Statz, Grade 5, Baraboo, Argument Writing 
 
 

There are both positive and negative effects of having the technology that we 

have today.  Our technology has changed the way that we live today.  We are now able 

to do things that we used to dream about doing.  The positive effects of having the 

technology that we have today is that we are now able to communicate faster than ever, 

also because it has changed and made it easier to work and do our jobs today.  The 

negative effect of having the technology that we have today is that it can cause 

obsession. 

 

First, a positive example of having the technology that we have today is that we 

are now able to communicate faster than ever.  Being able to communicate faster 

means that we are able to plan events in a short notice or just being able to keep in 

touch 24/7.  Twenty years ago, there were no smart phones.  You were not even able to 

text.  You could not just go on your computer, and in seconds, connect to the internet, 

and go on your email. 

 

Another example of a positive effect of having the technology that we have today 

is that it has made it easier to work and do our jobs.  We are now able to digitize 

anything.  The good things about being able to digitize most anything is that we are 

wasting less paper and therefore helping the environment just a little. 

 

Now, there are also negative effects of having the technology that we have 

today.  There are probably many, but I have one specific one.  A negative effect of 

having the technology that we have today is that it can cause obsession.  What I mean 

by obsession is being on electronics all the time.  Has it ever annoyed you when you 

are trying to talk to someone and they are just texting on their phone?  That can cause 

relationship problems and is just straight out annoying. 

 

In short, the positive effects effects of having the technology that we have today 

is that you can connect faster than ever before, also because it helps us do our jobs and 

work today.  The negative effects of having the technology that we have today is that it 

can cause obsession.  I myself like technology, but not obsessively.  I am not saying 

that we cannot enjoy technology; I am just saying that you should take a break from it 

once in a while.  
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Chores  
Jeremy Book, Grade 5, Fall River, Argument Writing #2 
 
 

I think parents don’t give enough chores to their kids.  The parents do all of the 

work.  Let’s start with the mom.  Moms probably do the most chores around the house.  

They do the laundry.  That takes a long time when you have a big family.  They also 

make the kids breakfast, lunch, and dinner.  With that you have to find a recipe, buy the 

ingredients then make it.  Next, prepare the food for the family.  Then moms wash the 

dishes from the meal.  You first rinse the dishes, then get a rag and wash them with 

soapy water.  Now the dads.  The dads work all day long at their job trying to get money 

for his family’s needs.  Then when he gets home after a long day at work, he still has 

more to do at home.  He has to shovel the driveway, help with homework etc…...  So 

now do you see why you need to give your child more chores?  Your parents have 

enough to do.  Here are some examples of some things you could give your child.  

He/she could shovel, rake leaves, or walk the dog if you have one.  These are just a 

couple of things your child could do.  What else do you think your child could do? 
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Chores 
Brady Kirchberg, Grade 5, Fall River, Argument Writing #2 
 

 

I think that kids should have assigned chores because if we don’t, we’ll struggle 

in the real world with jobs.  If you do get a job and you don’t know how to work you’ll get 

fired.  Plus your parents can’t do everything.  

 

 You can also get money by doing assigned chores.  You can maybe even get 

more money by asking your parents what else you can do and all this money you get is 

called an allowance.  An allowance is when your parents set up a date in the week and 

you get money on that day for doing chores. 

 

Chores can be good and if you do your chores during the week you have more 

time to have fun on the weekend.  If you don’t have chores you can just ask your 

parents what you can do and if you do these things you could save up money for a car 

or something else you might want.  And trust me, if you do these things, your Mom and 

Dad will be proud of you.  So help out your parents, and do some chores. 

 

  



 
59 

Hunting  
Ryan Bulgrin, Grade 6, Portage, Argument Writing #5  
 
 

Some people have negative views on hunting because they’re against killing 

animals.  I’ll never become someone who fights to end hunting.  

Our ancestors hunted and lived off the land and lived with nothing but nature.  

Some people don’t realize that animals have to be killed for food.  I also hunt for their 

antlers, meat, and hide.  No part of the animal is wasted.  It’s free food.  Also, the 

carcasses aren’t wasted because other animals eat them.  So when you shoot a deer 

you’re also feeding other animals.  The hides of 

animals have many uses, such as gloves, hats, 

and coats to help keep us covered and warm. 

It’s good to kill animals to help keep their 

population under control so they’re not 

destroying food sources and crops.  It can also 

improve the health of the population by 

harvesting the diseased ones.  Hunting won’t 

completely decimate the animal population. 

Hunting is inspirational.  You get to be in the great outdoors and breathe fresh 

air.  It’s also fun to see animals in their natural habitats.  Hunting expands your 

knowledge about animals.  

Hunting is fun and educational because you can learn from your mistakes to 

become a professional.  You can learn about your surroundings and sharpen your 

survival skills in case of a bad situation.  Each hunt improves understanding of how 

animals react.  Deer jerky is one of my favorite things to eat.  In my family it’s a tradition 

that we make jerky from the first deer of the season.  I’d hate to see this fun family 

tradition broken.  

So even though there are negative reasons to hunt.  I believe the positive ones 

outweigh them.  I’ll always be a strong supporter for hunting. 
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Animal Cruelty 
Rachel Hepler, Grade 6, Portage, Argument Writing #5 
 
 

There are many things that I wish I could change about the world, but right now I 

feel very strongly about stopping animal abuse.  Animal abuse comes in many forms 

like puppy mills, shark finning, and just plain abuse, and I can’t stand to think that these 

things go on. 

First of all, I’m pretty sure everyone knows about puppy mills, so why don’t we 

put a stop to them?  There are lots of homeless dogs out there, so why do we need to 

breed more?  Especially when they just live in those mills in harsh conditions.  Gross 

food and water, little or no exercise, and they are just locked in their kennels their whole 

life.  Does that sound fun to you?  I don’t think so.  The people running these mills care 

not about the health of the dogs, but about the money they make.  One female dog 

could be worth about $2,000 a year for the owner.  Why can’t we stop these horrible 

puppy mills? 

The second animal cruelty that I think is horrible, is shark finning.  Shark finning 

is when you catch an unsuspecting shark, then you cut off their fins.  Just when you 

think it’s all over, you throw this poor, innocent victim down into the ocean where it 

came from.  There, it has three basic destinies now that it has no fins: get eaten by 

another fish, starve to death, or drown.  Then, all those shark fins get sent to be put in 

soup!  We make some shark species close to extinct for soup!  We kill tens of 

thousands of sharks each year for soup!  That is sad. 

For the third horrible form of animal abuse, I think of just plain abuse.  That's 

when people don't treat their animals well.  For example, thousands of perfectly fine 

Greyhounds are killed, because they can't participate in dog races.  Also, each year, 

more than 100 million animals of all kinds are killed in labs from testing!  I can't believe 

how sad that is!  What is wrong with people?  I think we need to stop animal abuse. 

As you can see, of all the problems I want to change in the world, animal abuse 

is a big one.  Puppy mills and shark finning are things people do that bring shame to 

humans.  We need to stop these horrible acts! 
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Dogs VS Cats 
Marianna Neitzel, Grade 5, Portage, Argument Writing #5 
 
 

A cute cuddly face looks up to you for everything.  That face is furry with a small 

wet nose just waiting for you to help it.  Imagine this: you are in an animal shelter.  The 

owner asks you what you are looking for, a dog or a cat.  You respond with no answer. 

This is where the debate begins.  

Dogs are the kind of cute animals that are loyal to you always to the end of the 

universe.  If you are an active kind of person a young puppy would be just perfect for 

you!  For instance: You are cooped up inside with nothing to do at all.  Your dogs barks 

asking you to let it out.  This makes you moan.  When you reach the door you smile.  

The small puppy is holding a tennis ball out to you.  The puppy drops the ball.  You pick 

up the ball grinning at the dog’s challenge.  Running out the door you throw the tennis 

ball as far as you can.  It falls into a tree.  The small dog leaps at the tree taking the ball 

before you can even take a step forward to help.  The dog playfully growls.  You chase 

after the speedy dog with a smile spread across your face.  Later on in the afternoon, 

you fall onto the soft grass laughing as the puppy lays down and sets the ball on your 

chest.  This has been another wonderful day with your puppy at your side.  

Now pretend that you were an older person in your early seventies.  You should 

have an older dog.  This dog makes you happy because of its understanding of both of 

you.  She will always sit next to you when you’re reading by the fire place.  When you 

have a cold, she lays next to your bed.  You’ll always love this dog the way she has 

always loved you. 

Your mind focuses back on the animal shelter.  You wrap your head around the 

question the worker asked you.  It repeats in your head.  A cat on the other hand is the 

kind of animal that is able to depend on itself.  This would help if you traveled a lot.  At 

the same time you could picture yourself on a cold night as the creature would snuggle 

up to you.  Sometimes it is hard to befriend a cat than it is a dog, but once you have 

bonded it is a forever friend you have made.  A kitten is very playful and you love baby 

animals very much.  It will bring joy to your heart to see a little fur ball of your own to 

play with. 

This still makes you wonder of many happy and fun experiences you could have 

with both of the friendly animals.  It seems very hard to chose over each other.  You say 

to the worker you would love to see both of the options.  In the end you go home with a 

tiny kitten along with a happy puppy.  This ends the debate of the best pet as you sit in 

your chair back home watching the two play. 
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I'm an Overachiever, and I'm Proud 
Hannah Ness, Grade 6, Portage, Argument Writing #5 
 

I believe that children, or young adults, can do anything they want to do.  They 

can achieve anything if they put their mind to it.  I'm one of those students, and I want to 

achieve something right now.  

 I entered a speaking contest for Future Farmers of America (FFA).  I only joined 

FFA for the speaking and debates, not for farming and agriculture.  I was only doing the 

speaking contest strictly for practice, considering I was too young to move on to the next 

level, even if I did win.  I memorized the five paragraphs, and when I gave the speech I 

didn't use note cards, but everyone else did.  I was the youngest there, and I got first 

place.  I cannot go on to sectionals, because I am too young.  

This is my point.  Why hold students like me back from achieving goals?  Are 

there age restrictions for other activities?  Most speaking and debate activities and 

classes do not start until high school.  Perhaps band and choir shouldn't start until high 

school.  Perhaps basketball and football programs shouldn't start until high school, 

either.  

When you heard me say that, you thought I was crazy.  You thought those 

activities were the life of the district.  How is this so different from speaking and 

debates?  Why should the middle school not have a program for these activities? 

What you're most likely to say, is why enter sixth graders in a contest, when high 

schoolers are for sure going to win?  Right?  The high schoolers are more likely to win. 

So are you saying that my win was just luck?  Are you going to go on and think that just 

because I'm three, four, or even five years younger, I can't win? 

 I worked hard on the speech, just like the older kids. 

 I practiced, and practiced, and practiced, just like the older kids. 

 I memorized the speech.  Now that, the high schoolers didn't do. 

 Sure, I overachieved.  Is that such a bad thing?  I was told I could use note 

cards, but I didn't.  I was positive that the high schoolers would memorize it, and I 

wanted to be leveled with them.  Apparently, I was wrong. 

 So after reading this, do you still judge my ability to get up and speak, differently 

from a sixteen year old?  Are you going to fight to create more speaking contests? 

Maybe you'll just ignore me?  Are you going to assume that my victory was luck, and 

that I did not work hard.  Or are you going to, "Worry about it later"?  Well, later might be 

too late, because I can promise you that there are more students like me that are 

younger, and when they get to middle school, they'll go down the same path as me.  My 

writing is not coming only from me. I'm writing this from every overachiever that ever 

lived.  



 
63 

Should We Have School Sports? 
Molly Anderson, Grade 6, Poynette, Argument Writing 
 

School athletics are a tradition of schools around the United States and some 

schools are debating getting rid of them.  According to Scope Magazine, some schools 

think that the cost of athletics is too expensive and that students need to focus more on 

their school work.  But, studies show that students who participate in a sport, tend to 

score higher on their tests.  With coaches today urging their athletes to do well in 

school, students will want to push themselves more to receive the grades they need to 

get.  Sports are a positive way for you to learn how to be a part of a team, and that is a 

beneficial concept to have for the rest of your life.  For example, you would need to be 

able to use teamwork in a career, if you had to work on a project with a colleague.  

Teamwork is important in pursuing your future and being successful.   

Another reason school sports should be encouraged is because it is a great way 

to get fit and stay healthy.  According to the Children Obesity Foundation, 30% of 

American children are obese.  If we were to eliminate athletics altogether, how would 

schools make sure students are getting the exercise they need to be healthy?  If we 

were to dispose of school sports, that would force parents to sign their child up for club 

sports, which can lead to expense issues for low income families.  There is nothing 

wrong with club sports, but some coaches only play the best players on the team, which 

can lower the self-esteem of the excluded teammates. 

School athletics bring a lot to offer to schools.  Students can receive scholarships 

for their athletic talent.  It is nice to have the feeling of participation or achievement 

along with the fact that sports foster community and bring people together.  According to 

Scope Magazine, Premont Independent School District in Premont, Texas, saved 

$150,000 a year by cutting sports.  But to some students, sports are an active way to 

have fun!  Yes, it is expensive, but they are what made people like Babe Ruth, Jennie 

Finch, and Joe Montana.  Their journeys all started with school sports, and that is why 

school athletics should be encouraged.  
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Cousin 
Ella Kellett, Grade 5, Poynette, Argument Writing 
 
 
Dear Mom and Dad, 

I think it would be a good idea for me and my cousin Abby to see each other 

more.  I think it would be a good idea because we’re about the same age, we always 

have a blast together, and she is like my best friend. 

Abby is very gullible.  One time we were at my grandma’s house, and we decided 

to go to this river.  When we got there, Abby and I decided to walk on the tree log over 

the river.  I said, “Abby, if you fall in this river, you’ll never ever see your family ever 

again.”  Then when we were on the log, Abby’s leg fell in the water, and she started 

crying.  Five minutes later Abby was still crying. 

Then my grandma said, “Abby why are you still crying?”   

Abby said, “Ella told me if I fall in the river, I’ll never see my family ever again.”  

My grandma asked me “Ella did you say that?”  

I said, “Yeah”.   

This is an example of how we have a good time.  She is so hilarious because she 

likes to laugh.  Last summer when I was ten years old, Abby and I went to our 

grandma’s house, and we decided to go tubing.  When my grandpa turned the boat your 

leg starts to touch the water and when you’re on the right side, you fall off.  When I was 

on the right side and my leg touched the water, I did a flip in the air and landed on my 

head (ouch).  I was all right though. 

Here are some fun facts about us.  My favorite colors are green, blue and yellow. 

Her favorite color is purple.  My favorite animals are sea turtles, jellyfish, frogs, dolphins 

and sea lions.  Abby’s favorite animal is a pig.  We’re different because I’m more of a 

risk taker and she is more tentative.  I’m more of a country girl, and she is more of a city 

girl. 

One time Abby was getting up, and I thought I should too.  Then Abby came back 

into our bedroom again, and it turns out she was sleepwalking.  She started saying, “I 

must go to the chocolate ice cream fountain.”  I had my water bottle with me so I 

decided to pour a little water on her shoulder.  She started saying, “Stop raining! I need 

to go find some shelter.”  I started laughing quietly, so I wouldn’t wake her up.  Ten 

minutes later she woke up, and I told her what happened.  We starting laughing for a 

long time.  

Mom and dad, I can also throw in some gas money so that we can see each 

other, and I can do a bit more chores.  Here are three reasons why I like to see her. 

She’s so like a sister to me, she is very kind and sweet, and I just love playing with her. 

That’s why I should get to see my cousin more. 

        From Ella 
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Letter to Mom 
Kyle Koss, Grade 5, Poynette, Argument Writing 
 

 

Dear Mom,  

I feel very strongly on getting an amazing saltwater reef aquarium, and I know I 

can handle it.  I also believe we will enjoy it.  I hope you do too after you read this. 

 My first reason is it would brighten up our home.  We could have a canopy that 

matches the T.V. stand and the wood finish around the fireplace.  If you want to get 

black to darken up the living room, you can.  I know you like taller aquariums which look 

better in our home, so we could get that. 

 Secondly, we could get many amazing fish - from powder brown tangs to 

wrasses and don’t forget pajama cardinals!  I know how much you love these fish.  The 

fish will be active, so when there’s nothing good on T.V., we can just watch the fish! 

Another reason to get this cool aquarium is we could pick phenomenal corals.  

We could get mushroom corals, yellow sun corals and zoas.  We could really have fun 

with our invertebrates like peppermint shrimp, bumblebee shrimp and turbo snails.  

Seahorses would even be an option, and they don’t need a big tank.  It would be an 

underwater garden in our own home. 

 I know you think this will be expensive, but I will pay for it and we could all pick 

out fish too.  I also know that you think it will be too much work for me, but look what I 

have now!  I have seven rabbits and three freshwater tanks to take care of.  I would also 

be willing to give up one of my freshwater aquariums. 

 I hope you are convinced that WE should get a reef aquarium.  I think the 

aquarium will spice up our home and let us have a beautiful variety of fish and corals.  

TRUST ME, it would look GREAT! 

Your son, 

Kyle Koss 
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Trophies or Not? 
Abbey Marquardt, Grade 6, Poynette, Argument Writing 
 
 

The applause in your ears is deafening, but you still cheer along.  The huge 
gallon of Gatorade that is dumped on your head is sticky, but you still scream for more.  
And that wonderful shining trophy you hold in your hands is heavy, but you still wave it 
up in the air as if it weighed nothing.  An award says many things; the accomplishments 
someone has made, their hard work, and the pride of winning something that they really 
earned.  But should someone receive that kind of happiness when they’ve only gotten 
fifth place?  

First of all, when kids are in a competition and giving their best, almost always 
they’re thinking how it will feel to win or lose.  And to be honest no one likes to lose, but 
that doesn’t mean that coaches or staff should cushion their short fall from victory with a 
sixth place award!  Whether you’re handing out medals or trophies, 
www.crownawards.com shows that these rewards can add up to the large expense of 
OVER 120 dollars.  This could be spent on otherwise like new equipment, supplies, 
scholarships, and registration reduction.  Also, when players don’t do well or try very 
hard and still get an award for whatever place, it kind of plants a different idea in their 
minds; like children don’t have to really give an effort to be noticed and congratulated for 
just playing.   
 Secondly, as a medal is handed off to someone with a lower placement, the child 
suddenly gets the wrong message.  They think that they’ve done a great job and getting 
a low ranking is just fine, no need to do better next time.  But they need to learn from 
their mistakes and understand that life won’t always be pleasing in the way you want it 
to be!  These awards should not be given out so freehandedly because the meaning of 
it being earned just gets demolished.  One can understand if receiving something like 
that after a loss may be a self esteem booster, or give them the motivation that they at 
least tried, but those problems can be solved in different ways!  For example, go 
through the events of your mistakes and know what you can work on to do better next 
time.  Or to give them motivation, tell them where they excelled instead of shooting 
them down.  Trophies and medals aren’t always the solution to the frown on your face, 
there are other ways to help.  
 In conclusion, whenever pointless awards are handed out, there is always 
something wrong with it.  Either your child misunderstands their congratulations, or the 
money is wasted by being put towards the extra trophies.  Higher criteria should always 
be established when trophies are given out. 
  

http://www.crownawards.com/
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Role Models- How to Pick Good Ones 
Serenity Fierro, Grade 6, Reedsburg, Argument Writing 
 
 

In my opinion, young people should not pick a celebrity to be their role model.  I 

feel very strongly about this because lots of kids choose a famous person who is a bad 

influence on them.  For example, a bad role model would be Miley Cyrus.  Lyrics in her 

songs are inappropriate, she makes dirty gestures during her performances and in her 

music videos, and she reveals too much of her body.  It’s sad that so many girls picked 

Miley as a role model when she was younger as “Hannah Montana” because now she is 

a totally different person.  I don’t want to be like Miley and would be so embarrassed if I 

was her because getting negative attention is not a good thing!  The people you admire 

can influence the way you talk, the way you dress, how you act, and the type of music 

you listen to.  It’s very important that your role model is a positive influence. 

The person you look up to should be someone who you know, such as a trusted 

adult.  I look up to my parents as role models because they make the right decisions 

and give me good advice.  My mom and dad only want what is best for me and not what 

is considered popular or cool.  Famous people don’t care if you succeed or make the 

right choices in your life.  My parents have always set a good example for me and make 

me a top priority.  I put school first in my life and care about my future more than most 

kids my age do.  The reason for that is because of my influences.  Other kids are too 

busy looking on the computer or reading magazines about the person they admire.  

Kids my age should focus on the important things in life and not what’s on the news.  

If you choose to make a celebrity your role model you should pick someone like 

George Strait!  He always dresses nice, sings appropriate songs, and isn’t in the news 

for doing bad things.  He doesn’t get into fights, get drunk, or do drugs.  He isn’t in the 

spotlight all the time and lives a nice and quiet life in Texas with his wife.  I admire Mr. 

Strait because he’s been the same way ever since he got famous and has not changed.  

He donates to charity, has been successful for a long time, and is a positive influence 

on his fans.  He gets attention for the right reasons.  

I feel that you should choose to look up to a different role model if the person 

changes who they are (like Miley Cyrus did).  Following in someone else’s footsteps is a 

good thing if they are living a positive and healthy life.  You always have the choice to 

change the influences around you at any time.  Most kids think it’s funny when 

celebrities get in trouble or make the front page for something bad, but I don’t.  Those 

people won’t be famous for as long as they think and should leave a good legacy 

behind them.  I wish more young people felt the way I do because they might do better 

in school or have a better group of friends.  I don’t have to watch movies or listen to 

songs to get influenced down the right path because I’m very lucky to already have 

good role models in my life.  
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Three Recesses 
Paige Gudenschwager, Grade 5, Reedsburg, Argument Writing #1 
 
 

I think we should have three recesses at school per day rather than just two.  

Recess helps refresh your mind so you can do better in your classes.  Three recesses 

will help us stay calm, fit, and healthy. 

First of all, I think it's a good idea to have three recesses because we will not be 

loud and inattentive during class.  With another recess, we will get our stuff done 

because we will have let all of our extra energy out.  Without three recesses, we have 

so much energy that we are talking and running around instead of studying.  We are too 

loud and obnoxious without three recesses, so teachers have to yell and get angry.  As 

a result of having three recesses, the classroom would be more pleasant. 

Second of all, all children need 60 minutes of exercise per day.  By having three 

recesses, it will help keep us be healthy.  Exercise keeps our bodies in good shape.  

Fresh air is good for kids.  Fresh air helps kids think better.  Having three recesses will 

help us maintain a healthy weight.  Exercise burns calories.  Therefore, we need to 

have three recesses instead of just two. 

Third of all, when we are older we still need to be healthy.  We will create good 

exercise habits when we are young.  Good exercise habits will insure that we stay 

healthy.  We will pass on our exercise habits to our children.  It is important that our 

children stay healthy too.  I do not want to die young!  People that do not exercise have 

heart attacks and die.  Thus, we still need to be healthy when we are older. 

Teachers might object to three recesses.  The teachers might say we need more 

class time.  I would say that we will be able to work faster because our minds will be 

clear.  In conclusion, one more recess will not negatively affect the classroom. 

I think we should have three recesses at school per day.  Above all, recess is 

good for the mind and body. 
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Why Teens Should have More Chores 
Jenna Thieding, Grade 5, Reedsburg, Persuasive 
 
 

Should teens do more chores?  Yes!  Teens should do more chores because it 

gives them and shows them responsibility.  They should have more chores because 

they will have to do chores all of their life, their parents would get more time to relax 

more often, and teens wouldn’t be so lazy. 

 

I think teens should do more chores because it teaches them basic work ethics.  

Teaching them basic work ethics will teach them to do the dishes, vacuuming, and etc. 

They will probably need this all of their life.  It will give them and show them basic 

chores.  Another one is people might come and visit you at your house and you might 

not have dusted in a long, long time.  Some people might be allergic to the dust and 

keep on sneezing all the time that they are there.  The point is, when you start dusting 

your room when you're older you will get used to dusting all of the time.  If you start 

cleaning your room now, it will be easier to clean when you're older.  If you don’t clean 

you house, it will get dirty and might even stink if you don't clean it in a long time.  These 

are some of the reasons why teaching teens basic work ethics is very good. 

 

What will chores do for your parents?  If you start doing chores for your parents 

they will start seeing a sign of maturity.  They may even give you a larger allowance.  

When you do more chores your parents will get more time to relax.  If your parents relax 

more, they won't get so stressed.  It will make you and your parents feel good about 

you.  You will feel good because you know that you have accomplished something and 

your parents will feel good about you.  These are the reasons why it will make your 

parents feel good about you doing chores. 

 

Teens will have to do chores all of their life.  When you are older you will have to 

pay bills and clean your house.  If you don't pay your bills, you could get debt.  You will 

also have to do laundry and if you don't have any clean clothes you won’t have anything 

to wear.  Teens will have to do chores all of their life. 

 

Some parents have their teens never do chores!  Some parents have to do all of 

the chores at home; and work!  Some parents don't want their teens doing chores.  

That’s okay, but the least teens could do is make their beds in the morning.  At my 

house, we all make our beds in the morning.  Some teens have iPads and other 

electronics . Some teens need a break from electronics.  Teens should do more chores 

because it makes them feel good about what they did.            
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A Change for our School 
Austin England, Grade 5, Rio, Argument Writing #1 
 
 
 I think something we need to change at our school is teachers having assistants.  

Teachers work really hard, so I think every teacher needs an assistant to help them 

teach a lesson or sometimes do recess duty.  Sometimes our principal needs a little 

help with things like setting up MAPs testing and passing messages from the principal 

to other teachers. 

Sometimes, the assistant could substitute for the teachers if they needed a day 

off, or they needed to run an errand, etc.  Having more teaching assistants could boost 

the popularity of our school and more people would want to sign up for the job.  

Some people say that teaching assistants don’t make a difference, but I think 

having them really helps.  Having teaching assistants has been shown to improve 

student attitudes toward learning and has reduced stress for both teachers and the 

students. 

Having more assistants would cut the student to educator ratio down.  This gives 

more individualized attention to each student.  More parents would want to send their 

kids to our school if they knew this.  With so many kids coming to Rio, the school and 

staff would get more money.  More people would also come to Rio and apply for the 

teaching assistant jobs.  Maybe the assistants would learn from the teachers and could 

pursue a teaching job and have greater odds of getting the job.   

 
 
 
Resources used: 
 
North Carolina Association of Teacher Assistants. 
www.ncteacherassistanst.org/page/about-us/teacher-assistans/ web. accessed 
2/24/2014. 
 
Teaching Assistants.  www.educationendowmentfoundation.org.uk/toolkit/teaching-
assistants/  web. accessed 2/26/2014. 
  

http://www.ncteacherassistanst.org/page/about-us/teacher-assistans/
http://www.educationendowmentfoundation.org.uk/toolkit/teaching-assistants/
http://www.educationendowmentfoundation.org.uk/toolkit/teaching-assistants/
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How Chores are Beneficial for Children 
Sarah Hagenow, Grade 5, Rio, Argument Writing #2 
 
 
 I believe that it is important that kids have regular chores to do.  Chores can help 

children with school because they give children a sense of responsibility.  Some chores 

at home associated with responsibility might include cleaning your room, doing the 

dishes, or feeding pets.  Being responsible would help children get their homework done 

and in on time. 

Some children might argue that doing chores won’t give them time to do their 

homework.  I think that if children get to work on their homework first and work at it 

diligently, they will have time to do their chores. Juggling chores and homework might 

also teach them time management skills. 

 I know that some children dislike doing chores because they think 

that it is too much work.  Some rewards can come out of doing chores, like 

getting paid money.  I believe that some fun can come out of doing chores 

as well.  After I feed my animals, I get to pet and play with them. 

 Chores can help children learn and have fun.  They can give you life skills that 

you might need in the future and prepare you for the real world.  

These are some reasons why chores are beneficial for children. 

 
 
References Used: 
Lee, Amanda, “Chores Can Pay Off For Kids”, Toronto Star, Aug. 19, 2013. 
 
Morin, Amy, “The Importance of Chores for Kids”. Disciplineabout.com. Web. Feb. 11,  
2014.  
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Should There Be Zoos? 
Madeline Ganshert, Grade 5, Sauk Prairie, Argument Writing 
 
 

Have you ever imagined what it’s like to be a zoo animal, to be trapped in a small 

enclosure your entire life?  Thousands of animals are trapped only for human 

knowledge and entertainment.  Read more to find more ideas on why there shouldn’t be 

zoos. 

Animals suffer depression while enclosed in there “habitat” at the zoo.  I’m sure 

we’ve all seen an animal pace from side to side.  That’s a sign of depression.  Yes, they 

get fed every day, but could you imagine eating the same food for your entire life?  For 

as long as these animals are trapped in their enclosure, they will never feel the 

exhilaration of hunting or life in their natural habitat.  Instead, they’re trapped in their 

enclosure, only to feel the minimized space of their man-made home.  It’s unfair to 

never give these animals a chance to experience life in the wild. 

There are also positives to a zoo, such as saving endangered species, but there 

are negatives that follow also.  Animals rely on adaptation.  Usually when an animal 

faces a problem in the wild, they adapt to survive.  Humans should not interfere with this 

cycle, otherwise the world may change for other species.  When we take out an entire 

species, the predators face problems also.  When we take out the species, their food 

source has disappeared, and now they somehow have to find a new one without 

starving. We’re just creating another problem by trying to fix one.  Just because we think 

we’re solving a problem, doesn’t mean it helps others. 

Those were some of the many reasons we shouldn’t have zoos.  Hopefully, the 

next time you go to a zoo, you will realize the truth in my reasons and take them into 

consideration.  Try to make a difference for zoo animals. 
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Chores 
Madisyn Lynn Stronach, Grade 5, Sauk Prairie, Argument Writing #2 
 
 
 There are people that have chores, people that don’t have chores, and people 

that don’t have chores, but would LIKE to have them.  Some people that have chores 

don’t like doing them, and some people do like them.  I think everyone should at least 

give chores a chance.  Chores should at least be tried and given a chance because a 

person could end up actually liking them.  I think it may depend on what chores you 

have, and also if you get anything in return for doing the chores. 

  

 In my house, my mom created a chore chart for my brother and me.  The chores 

on our list are a little different, because my brother is four years younger than me.  The 

chore chart is a weekly chart, and at the end of each week, my mom adds up what 

chores we did during the week, and we are given a set amount of money, depending on 

the chore we did.  I don’t mind chores, because it is a way for me to earn money, and I 

like to help my mom out.  My mom says that it teaches responsibility.  She leaves it up 

to us to do the chores, and if they are not done, then we don’t get paid.  I think that 

more kids should at least try chores, because it may help you make some money, and it 

will make your parents happier. 
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Field Trip 
Ava McKenzie, Grade 5, Tomorrow River, Argument Writing #4 
 
 
 If my teacher asked for suggestions for a field trip, I’d recommend the 
Northwoods Wildlife Center near Minocqua, Wisconsin.  I have been there twice and 
think it is something my classmates would really enjoy.  Most of my classmates really 
like animals, so why not learn about wild animals?  These creatures of the Northwoods 
are really fun to learn about!  The trip would only take a school day.  We could take a 
bus and stop at a park for lunch.  I think this would be one of the best field trips of the 
year. 

 The center includes a wildlife veterinarian clinic and small gift shop with displays 
containing turtles and fish.  Outside there are cages and areas for birds.  I saw many 
birds during my visits to the Northwoods Wildlife Center, including a Bald Eagle, a Saw-
Whet Owl, and even a Snowy Owl.  I learned about birds, and the injuries that prevent 
them from surviving in the wild.  Some of the birds and animals have bad injuries or 
problems that prevent them from returning to the wild.  Others are rehabilitated and 
returned back to the wild. 

 My favorite bird was a little Saw-Whet Owl.  They are very small owls.  The owl’s 
pupils were different sizes and he couldn’t see very well.  This meant he couldn’t spot 
his prey or realize predators were near.  One the bird trainers took him out.  He seemed 
really curious about me! 

 For all of you students and teachers who don’t like animals and birds, do you like 
the outdoors?  Do you like bus rides?  Do you enjoy learning new things?  Do you like 
science?  How about hanging out with your friends?  Maybe you enjoy making 
comparisons?  The Northwoods Wildlife Center is in the woods, surrounded by trees 
and plants.  If you like bus rides, the bus ride is about four hours long, round trip, which 
is plenty of time to visit with friends and classmates.  Learning about birds and animals 
is part of science.  At the Northwoods Wildlife Center, you can compare your arm length 
to the wingspans of various birds.  There is even a giant Bald Eagle’s nest! 

 If you don’t like any of those things either, then I have the answer.  You probably 
don’t like school!  Admit it teachers…even you have days you might not want to be at 
school.  Field trips are the perfect answer.  You won’t be in school so it can’t be that 
bad.  Right?  It will be a nice break for everyone! 
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Household Chores Can Make Children More Successful! 
Tori Klemp, Grade 6, Wautoma, Argument Writing #2 
 
  

Making the bed, setting the table, taking out the garbage, or caring for pets are 
all chores easy enough for even young school-age children to complete.  I believe that 
kids should have household chores.  First, it teaches kids how to be responsible.  
Second, it also helps their parents around the house.  Third, it teaches kids a good work 
ethic. I’m not saying children need to clean the whole house, but it wouldn’t hurt them to 
do a couple of chores! 
 The first reason kids should have to do chores is that it helps teach responsibility.  
Doing a couple of chores a day, like making their bed or doing the dishes, will make 
them more responsible.  How?  If a kid wants a dog, they have to feed it every day, just 
like doing chores!  This also teaches responsibility because it is something that they are 
expected to do and they must follow through with accomplishing their task.  Some 
parents even create little games to get kids to be more responsible for doing their 
chores, according to Beth Howard from Parents Magazine.  Parents may also trust their 
children more because they get the job done and done correctly.  More jobs may get 
kids more opportunities because of the trust that has been earned. 
 Secondly, children should do chores because it helps out the family.  Parents are 
often very busy with work and then have responsibilities at home too so kids doing a 
couple of basic chores around the house would be helpful to relieve some of their 
parents’ workload.  Children helping to do chores helps them to be more a part of the 
family because parents and kids can both be responsible for the home.  Parents are 
always doing things to help their kids also so chores are a good way to say, ‘thank you’ 
to them for all they do (The Center for Parenting Education).  
 The last reason children should do chores is because doing chores helps them to 
develop a good work ethic.  Parents must model that work ethic so their children can 
see how hard work pays off in the end with having a clean, organized home 
(Housekeeping).  Using household chores to develop a good work ethic will pay off in 
the future also.  Students will work hard to accomplish work in school and it will be a 
positive character trait for a future job. Children that do chores won’t be lazy and slow, 
but ready for work. 
 In conclusion, having household chores is beneficial for children.  It pays off with 
lessons learned and sometimes it actually does pay off with money!  Chores help to 
make children responsible, dependable, trustworthy, and a helpful person.  
 
 
10 Lessons Children Can Learn From Doing Household Chores." Housekeeping. N.p., 

n.d. Web. 27 Feb. 2014. 
Howard, Beth. "The Chore Challenge: Teaching Kids Responsibility." Parents 

Magazine. Meredith Corporation, n.d. Web. 26 Feb. 2014. 
"Responsibility and Chores." Center for Parenting Education (n.d.): n. pag. Web. 1 Mar. 

2014.  
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It’s Not Okay To Bully! 
Leah Konieczki, Grade 5, Wautoma, Argument Writing  
  
 

What is a bully?  A bully is a person who wants the power in order to make 
themselves feel better about themselves.  Sometimes kids turn into bullies when they 
get bullied, or when they are hurting inside.  Bullies are also known as intimidators.  
Bullies can hurt people verbally, mentally, and physically. 
  
 It’s not okay to verbally abuse someone.  If you call someone names like ugly, 
fat, dummy, and ding bat that is verbal abuse.  Teasing is also verbal abuse.  For 
example, when you say things like hah, hah, hah, come and get it, oops too late that is 
teasing.  When you brag to someone like I just got a new Ipad, you are making people 
feel bad and that is another type of verbal abuse.  You should always think about the 
words you say before you say them.  Think about how your words can hurt others.  
Don’t verbally abuse others. 
 
 It’s not okay to mentally abuse someone.  If you call someone a name it can 
make people feel bad about themselves.  You will lower their self-esteem.  After a bully 
talks rudely to another person over and over, the person will break down emotionally.  
Think about how you want to be treated.  Follow the Golden Rule, treat others how you 
want to be treated.  
 

It’s not okay to physically abuse someone.  If you push someone else that is 
physical bullying.  So is punching someone.  For example, if you punch someone 
because you think it’s funny, that’s bullying.  Another type of physical abuse is kicking.  
If you kick someone or do any physical bullying you will likely get in trouble.  If you are 
caught at school you will go to the principal’s office or get suspended.  Also, you could 
be arrested or sued. 
  

In conclusion, it’s not okay to bully.  On the other hand, it is okay to be an 
upstander.  An upstander is a person who stands up for someone or something.  Be an 
upstander because you can help stop someone from bullying someone else.  Be an 
upstander to help stop bullying in your school and in your community.  Help stop 
bullying!       
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Why Kids Should Play 60 
Aidan McCue, Grade 5, Wautoma, Argument Writing 
 
 

Kids should always play 60 minutes every day.  Now I will tell you why kids 

should do this.  Playing 60 doesn’t just make your body fit, it is fun.  It is only one hour 

out of your day.  If kids play 60 they will have a lot more opportunities in life. 

 First of all, you should play 60 minutes every day because your body needs 

exercise.  You need to exercise because you need to be healthy.  And your muscles, 

including your heart, will get bigger and stronger.  Exercise also gives you something to 

do. It burns fat and sugar in your body to help you stay healthy.  

 Also, playing 60 is fun.  Playing 60 is more fun than sitting in front of your TV.  It 

is also better than getting a new high score on your favorite video game.  Playing 60 is 

way better than doing boring chores all day. So, get off the couch and move! 

 The final reason you should play 60 minutes a day is if you do, you will have a lot 

more opportunities in life.  If you play 60 minutes now, you will want to play 60 minutes 

when you're older, and you’ll stay fit.  You will have a better chance of playing on your 

favorite sports team.  A lot of people in the NFL, NBA, and MLB play 60 minutes a day.  

Cam Newton plays 60 minutes every day! 

I have given you only a few ideas about why you should play 60 minutes every 

day.  Remember, playing 60 minutes is fun and it is good for you.  It is the best thing 

you can do to keep your body healthy.  That is why you should play 60 minutes every 

day.   
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Why Grade 5 Students Should read the Odyssey 
Aaron Huff, Grade 5, Wisconsin Dells, Argument Writing #5 
 
 

My opinion is that I think every 5th grader should read the Odyssey.  When I first started 

the Odyssey I thought I wouldn’t finish it but I did.  I know it looks hard but once you 

start to read it will get easier.  Just like if you judge a book by its cover because you 

don’t know if it will actually be hard.  This is a book about Odysseus, a Greek King of 

Ithaca.  He fought 10 years on the plains of Troy.  Then when they sacked the city they 

left for Ithaca, but on the way back they had to get through many perils.  He stopped at 

many islands some are dangerous some not.  When he was on his way back, suitors 

were at his house trying wed his wife.  He tried his best to kick them out be he couldn’t.  

Also they were eating his cattle and drinking all of his wine.  When he got back, with 

some help, they killed all of the suitors at his house. 

One reason I think 5th graders should read this book is that it’s appealing if you like 

Greek mythology, Roman mythology and Modern mythology.  This book is based off the 

Greek and Roman mythology.  Also if you love books that are about Greek and Roman 

gods this book is for you.  Also if you like the Percy Jackson books this book is for you! 

Another reason to read this book is that it is written in ancient times.  If you like learning 

about ancient times, you will love this book.  Also, if you like to feel like you’re living in 

those ancient times, that’s what this book will do. 

A third reason you will like this book is if you like books about mythical creatures.  You 

will love what this book has to offer because there’s another one. 

This is my reasoning for every 5th grader to read the Odyssey. 
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Adams-Friendship 
Heather Gayton-5 Teacher 
Roxanne Irey Coordinator 
 
Baraboo 
Susan Gissal-5 Teacher 
Tessa Karls-5 Teacher 
Bridget Nyarko-5 Teacher 
Lori Mueller Coordinator 
 
Fall River 
Melissa Redeker-5 Teacher 
Sarah Schanke-6 Teacher 
Nancy Esveld Coordinator 
 
Montello 
Jessica Barton-6 Teacher 
Mark Hanson-5 Teacher 
Bill Sauld-5 Teacher 
Danielle Schneider Coordinator 

 
Portage 
Laurie Considine-6 Teacher 
Amanda Devries-6 Teacher 
Fritz Hammer-5 Teacher 
Michelle Hanson-5 Teacher 
Eric Theis-6 Teacher 
Julie Zimmerman-5 Teacher 
Holly Kobza Coordinator 
 
Poynette 
Katherine Milewski-5 Teacher 
Julie Rogness-6 Teacher 
Sallie Spees-5 Teacher 
Mary Kennedy Coordinator 
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Sara Baker-6 Teacher 
Katie Corbin-5 Teacher 
Steve Kelleher-6 Teacher 
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Jeannie Fletcher-5 Teacher 
Wendy Kearney-5 Teacher 
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Laura Hutchins-5 Teacher 
Laurie Luetscher-5 Teacher 
Darcy Wirebaugh-5 Teacher 
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Barb Conradt-5 Teacher 
Sam Holtz-5 Teacher 
Brooke Mahoney-6 Teacher 
Celeste Paugel-5 Teacher 
Kimberly Zietlow Coordinator 
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Crystal Bielmeier-6 Teacher 
Julie Lotspeich-5 Teacher 
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Nya Kegler-5 Teacher 
Kelli Lechnir-5 Teacher 
Kimberly Torkelson-5 Teacher 
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