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Adventures in Writing  

Itõs hard to believe that another school year is almost over! As 
you will soon discover by reading this issue, we have blossomed as writ-
ers. Our student entries share the joys of spring, dangerous and myste-
rious adventures, the excitement of summer swim team and a cherished 
pink pig.  

We urge you to continue writing during your summer break! You 
might jot down an amusing riddle, create a poem or use the writing 
process to take a piece from brainstorming to a final version.  

You might even consider entering a writing contest! Govil Gupta, 
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My Favorite Stuffed Animal  
Elizabeth M. 

 Second Grade 
Mrs. Jones 

 My stuffed pig Otis is my most cher-

ished stuffed animal.  When you look at 

Otis the pig, the first things you notice are 

his ocean-blue eyes and soft baby-pink fur.  

I really like the way his pink ribbon gleams 

like satin.  His little tail is curly and cute.  

Otis is almost the size of my head!  Otis is 

special to me in many different ways.  Iõm 

glad to have Otis because thereõs no other 

pig just like him in the world.  Otis got his name from the book ti-

tled Otis.  When I go to bed I hold him close to my heart and he 

makes me feel safe and warm.  Otis, my pig, will always be my most 

cherished stuffed animal.  
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 My name is Elizabeth Jane Mulligan. I was born and raised up in Wisconsin on a 
little farm with lots of pigs, hens, horses, dogs, sheep, cows, and goats. I lived there 
with my pa, James Mulligan, and my ma, Mary Mulligan. We lived a simple, quiet life 
doing work around the house.  
 Then one cold February day Pa was reading the newspaper, when suddenly he 
exclaimed, òElizabeth! Mary! Listen to this!ó He read from the paper: òGold was 
found by James Marshall on January 24, 1848, in Coloma, California, at Sutterõs Mill. 

Ever since that discovery, thousands of people have traveled to northern California and found a lot more 
gold.ó He kept on talking about this gold news for weeks, until finally, one day, Pa told us that he had de-
cided we were heading to California!  
 We packed a little bit of clothing, shovels, picks, lanterns, food like cans of beans and water, and 
much more into our wagon. The rest of our belongings had to be left behind. I said my last good -bye to the 
animals we were leaving behind, and soon we were leaving with a wagon train starting out from Independ-
ence, Missouri. 
 We traveled on for days and nights across the rugged terrain. Until one day as we stopped to set up 
camp, we realized we had no more water! So Ma volunteered to go out in search of water. When she re-
turned she had a big bowl of clear water. Pa and I had a bad feeling about it, but Ma refused to listen and 
drank it anyways. The days dragged by. I was tired all the time, and the weather was hot, dry, and dusty. 
Sometimes I wished that we were still back home in Wisconsin, not out here on some trail in the middle of 
nowhere. The prospect of finding gold didnõt seem as wonderful to me anymore.   

It was an especially hot day when Ma started complaining about how she wasnõt feeling well. The 
weather and mosquitoes had already managed to get me pretty irritated, so I just yelled at her about how 
she wasnõt the only one who was tired. Ma lagged behind and mumbled to herself. After that she began to 
quiet down for a while. I continued walking while thinking: Why are we even going to California in the first 
place? Who cares about gold anyways? You could get diseases from animals, food, unclean waterñunclean 
water! That was why Ma was acting this way!  

 I turned around to find out that Ma had stopped a long time ago. I ran back to find Ma. She was ly-
ing on the dirt trail. I kneeled down and shook her like crazy and cried out that I was sorry.  

When Pa finally came back to find us, he told me it was too late. We hauled her into our wagon and 
decided we would bury her at nightfall. We sadly continued to walk on slowly while tears ran down our 
faces. At night we dug a hole and finally placed Ma into it. Then we placed Maõs favorite bonnet in with her 
before we refilled the hole. While I was eating my dinner of canned beans, I wrote: òMary Mulligan 1765-
1848ó with my finger. Then I drew a big heart around the words I had written. We gloomily said good-night 
and soon we fell asleep. I donõt think Iõve ever been sadder than I was that night.  

The next day we trudged along for twenty more miles, and we finally made it to San Francisco, Cali-
fornia!  As we walked, I noticed that this city was crowded and noisy. It was full of strange people from all 
over the world.  Pa noticed how frightened I was and said, òElizabeth, youõre going to have to get used to 
this place. I know Wisconsin was quiet and peaceful, but this is our new home now!ó  

We decided we would first look around the city and buy supplies, and then we would look for a 
place to mine the next day. So we wandered through the streets, filled with stores selling food and 
clothes, and filled with foreigners and new settlers who looked just as confused as us. We finally found a 
shop selling pans and cradles like the ones we had seen other miners using and bought our mining supplies.  

Pa took my hand and we walked into the wilderness. We finally found a perfect river to set up camp 
for mining. Pa first checked to make sure nobody else lived here before we staked our claim with several 
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This Weekend 
Simon P. 

 Kindergarten 
Miss Desai 

Oooaaaa! Thatõs what a monkey says.  Do you like monkeys?  I 

do. I like monkeys because they are such good tree climbers.  I wonder 

if their tail helps them climb. I bet their tail helps them climb. I think 

they must be related to humans. If you want to find them, go to the 

zoo. As you can see, monkeys are great.  

Monkeys 
Teddy S. 
 Third Grade 
Mrs. Gramata 



 òWhoosh! Swoosh!ó The sound of waves crashing down heavily on the wet sand 
of the seashore filled my ears.   
 I used to live minutes away from the beach before I moved to Irvine. I used to 

live in Redondo Beach. In Redondo, there were always many things to do. On sunny, warm days, you could 
see people building sand castles on the peachy sand, families taking a hike, adults rollerblading and biking, 
and people surfing and boogie boarding in the massive ocean where powerful waves bring them to shore.   

You also may see colorful parasols with families and friends scattered all over the sand on a special 
holiday. On days that arenõt very windy, youõll probably see a few sailboats out in the ocean swaying gently 
like leaves falling from an autumn tree. These are only some things you may see on the beach. Oh, I almost 
forgot. You should always be careful if you have any food with you because there are many sea gulls look-
ing for their lunch.  
 I love Redondo Beach! The part I like most is hanging out on the sand, getting wet, and going to the 
pier. At the beach, my best friend Katherine and I used to pretend that we were princesses.  We built sand 
castles and pretended that we lived in them. There are so many things to do at the pier. There are a lot of 
stores; ice cream stores, hot dog stores, cotton candy stores, churro stores, clothes stores, souvenir shops, 
and even restaurants with delicious foods. There are also people showing yo -yo tricks and many little mag-
netic objects that change into all different sorts of colors.  
 Something Iõve always wished to do is go fishing. Iõve never fished before, but Iõve always wished to 
do it. At the pier, there are many men who fish. While my family is at the pier strolling for an evening 
walk, we sometimes stop by in order to see what the fishermen have caught.          
 At the end of every school year, our class would walk down to the beach. When we got there, my 
classmates and I would build sand castles, dig deep gigantic holes, toss volleyballs and footballs around, 
wet ourselves up to our knees, and then collect beautiful sea shells.   
 I really enjoyed living next to the beach with all of its beautiful and pretty sunsets. I have lots of 
memories of Redondo Beach. These were jolly and fun times that Iõve had with my friends, families, and 
relatives. I love Redondo Beach!  

wooden posts we made from pine trees.  Then, back at camp, we slept on the damp grass under the stars 
with only a blanket to keep us warm.  

I awoke the next day to the smell of bacon frying. After breakfast, Pa picked up our new gold pan 
and motioned for me to follow him to the river. Bending down, he scooped up some water, sand, and 
gravel with the pan and swirled it around. I watched the heavy dirt chunks slowly sink to the bottom. For 
the first couple of hours, we found nothing at all. I was beginning to lose hope. But I stayed patient and 
remained with Pa. Suddenly, he shouted excitedly, òElizabeth! Look! Gold!ó  

 At first I didnõt see it. But there it was, shimmering and sparkling at the bottom of the pan and 

flashing in the sun. It was only a bit of gold dust, but just seeing it made me believe that maybe coming 

here to California was worthwhile. For the first time in a long while, I felt happy.   

(Continued from page 2) 
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Redondo Beach  
Sharon L. 
Sixth Grade  

Mr. Ngo 
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My Wish For... 
Joanne K. 

First Grade 
Ms. James 

If I Were Queen for a Day 
Rebecca O. 

First Grade 
Mrs. Hinkle 

If I were Queen for a day I would live in a palace. I would have a princess and a king. The world I 

would live in is France. At my palace there would be a moat to keep the bad guys out. There would be a 

dungeon for the bad guys, too. It would have a ballroom so I could dance. I would have jewels and dia-

monds. I would entertain people at my palace. I would make the rules. If I were Queen, I would be so 

happy!   
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 Billy the Bee had become mature enough and was allowed to explore òoutside the beehive.ó Once 
bees had reached this point, they had to go on an adventure to figure out the ways of life. Billy had been 
waiting his whole life to start his assignment.  He was so excited that he was shaking with joy. He was just 
about leave, when his mom said, òDonõt forget to be home by 6:00!ó Billy agreed, and began his journey. 

Billy was playing around and was so fascinated by everything around him, that he wasnõt paying at-
tention to where he was going. This caused him to crash into something sharp that made his body ache.  
òOuch,ó he squeaked, òwhat was that?ó  He turned around to find a big thorny rose bush. He looked on his 
back and found a red mark.  His eyes were filled with tears, but he tried to be brave. Now he realized he 
should have been more careful and had brought a band aid just in case.   

As these words came out of mouth, a large bird flew by and saw the red scrape on his back. She 
flew down next to him and said, òAre you okay?  Would you like a band aid?ó 

òSure,ó the bee buzzed. The bird reached into her purse and picked out a white bandage to wrap 
around his body. òThanks,ó Billy said gratefully, and flew off. Billy learned that he should always pay at-
tention to where he is going, be prepared, and have the supplies he needed in case of an emergency.  

So, Billy continued his adventure. He was hungry, so he stopped for some nectar, and then, he saw 
older bees smoking illegal black honey under a shady tree. Billy knew this was not allowed. Without think-
ing, he flew over. The bees saw him beside the tree.  

òHey Billy, how about you try some black honey? All the cool bees do so,ó the bees said. Billy 
thought about it, and then made up his mind that he should be a good friend by telling them to stop.   

òYou guys should stop this; itõs not good for your health.ó 
They all laughed and then said, òNo, because we do it and weõre cool, so it must be good.ó 
òIt is illegal to smoke black honey,ó Billy said. òNow seriously, the bee officer will see you and ar-

rest you.ó They talked to each other and decided to stop. Billy was proud of them. 
òThanks Billy, we wonõt do it again,ó they said shyly. Billy knew that he had been a good friend. 
Billy was flying by when he noticed that a bee was teasing another bee with a broken right wing. He 

immediately flew over there to see what was going on. He knew that the bee was not being a friend at all. 
òHey, stop teasing that poor bee!ó Billy said furiously. òJust because his wing is broken, doesnõt mean that 
you can make fun of how is he flying.ó 

òThis is none of your business!ó 
òSo what? When I see someone bullying another bee, I have to stand up for what I believe in and 

make it right.ó 
òYouõre all big babies!ó the bully bee yelled angrily. òI am out of this ridiculous party!ó 
òThanks,ó the disabled bee squeaked. 
òNo problem!ó Billy was proud of himself. After he helped the disabled bee, he left. 
While Billy was flying, he saw some of his older friends playing honeycomb ball. òHi, you guys!ó Billy 

said. 
òHello, Billy,ó his friends said. 
òCan I play?ó Billy asked nervously. 
òSure,ó his friends said happily. 
Billy and his friends started playing. There were two separate teams, and they were playing against 

each other. Billy was trying very hard to kick the honeycomb into the goal. After about an hour of playing, 
the game ended, and Billyõs team lost. 

òGood job, you guys,ó Billy told his friends. òYou guys deserved to win!ó 
òThanks, Billy. You are really a good sport. Letõs play another game.ó 
òI am sorry.  Itõs 5:30, and I promised my mom I would be home at 6:00.  Bye!ó 

(Continued on page 7) 

Billy the Bee and His Adventures 
Mackenzie H. and Meleeka A. 

Fifth Grade 
Mrs. Hoegh 
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When I Grow Up 
Jack B. 

Second Grade 
Mrs. Sarracino/Mrs. Marquand 

Billy zoomed back home. He greeted his mom and dad.  
òHow was your day, Honey?ó his mom said anxiously. 
òIt was very good. It is very hard work to take care of yourself.ó 
òSo, what did you do?ó his dad said impatiently. 
òWell first, I got stuck in a thorn bush, but a bird rescued me, and gave me a band aid. I learned 

how to look where I am going, and always have band aids with me in case of an emergency. Then, I saw 
teen bees smoking illegal black honey, and I told them to stop. After that I told this bully bee to stop mak-
ing fun of another bee. I saw some of my older friends playing honeycomb ball, so I decided to join them.  I 
was a good sport when I lost. Then, I came home just in time.ó 

òWow, what a busy day!ó his dad said. 
òWe are very proud of you!ó his parents said. 
òI am making honey glazed steak.  Now go wash up,ó his mom said. 
òOkay, Mom,ó Billy said happily. 

(Continued from page 6) 

Billy the Bee  
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 Bailey was a beautiful yellow lab with velvety ears. She lived with Miley, her mom, and her 
sister Melody. Whenever she ate her favorite food her ears waved around. Miley was also a yellow 
lab with chocolate chip eyes like the chocolate chips on cookies. All of them were eating break-
fast from their bowls in their kitchen.  

Bailey had a mouth full of beef jerky and spoke with Miley about a super fantastic Valen-
tineõs Day party.  

 Ring, Ring, Ring. Bailey answered the phone. òItõs for you, Mom. Itõs Judge Jerry.ó Bailey 
told Miley. Miley and Judge Jerry spoke for the longest time. When Miley got off the phone she 
didnõt seem happy anymore.  

Bailey asked what happened. Miley said sadly, òValentineõs Day wonõt happen.ó  
Melody was listening to them and started whining. Melody was a sensitive, nice, caring yel-

low lab. Bailey got the WORST headache hearing the news. Then, Uncle Ted called. He said that 
he was coming over.  

(Did I tell you that Tedõs very spoiled because Aunt Fudge gives him everything he wants? 
Heõs also a brat. So, Ted is not going to help solve the problem.) 

They all were very sad and they kept on thinking and thinking. Melody had her valentines 
out. She was about to throw them away when she thought about asking Judge Jerry if they could 
just have a Valentineõs Day party. Melody called Judge Jerry back. 

òNo!!!ó he yelled into the phone. Melody repeated his answer. Bailey was so mad. She kept 
on wondering if they were going to have a Valentineõs Day ever again.  

Maybe Judge Jerry had a problem. Miley called Judge Jerry again. òDo you have a problem? 
Can we have a party for Valentineõs Day?ó asked Miley.  

òNo! I thought I told you that you couldnõt,ó scolded the judge. Judge Jerry hung up the 
phone again.  

òLetõs go to court,ó said Miley.  
òMaybe we should,ó Melody explained. òWe have to get someone to get us in.ó  
òOh, oh, oh, oh! I know who can get us in,ó Bailey said. 
òMr. Clear!ó they all yelled.  

òIõll call him up,ó Miley said as she picked up the phone.  
òHello. Mr. Clear talking, how may I help you?ó Mr. Clear answered the phone.  
òWhy, hello,ó said Miley. òI was wondering if you could get us a time in court,ó asked 

Miley.  
òSure,ó agreed Mr. Clear. òWhen?ó he asked. 
òTomorrow at 2:00,ó explained Miley.  
Miley, Bailey, and Melody went to all the houses in town. They told everyone that Valen-

tineõs Day was cancelled by Judge Jerry. One dog suggested that everybody make a valentine for 
Judge Jerry.  

Melody went to all the stores and bought twenty packs of Puppy Brand valentines. She took 
them home and put chocolate candies on each one.  

Bailey got a big wagon of construction paper and lace. She invited Aunt Fudge and Uncle 
Ted over to make valentines. They made one hundred valentines.  

(Continued on page 9) 

The Puppy Island 
Annie N. 
Third Grade 

Ms. Dane 



In The Summer 
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Mrs. Hunsicker 
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Puppy Island 

Miley started going door to door to collect all the valentines.  
òCan we please have a Valentineõs Day party?ó asked the girls.  
òNo,ó said the Judge.  
òOkay. Then bring in the Valentines,ó called Melody. A huge truck of Valentines came in 

the room. There was a valentine from each dog on Puppy Island. There was even a valentine from 
his girl friend, Princess.  

The judge read his valentines.  
òSo, can we have a Valentineõs Day Party?ó asked Melody.  
òYes,ó answered the Judge.  
òYeah!ó they all cheered.  

One day later, Miley said, òLetõs get ready for the party.ó The guests were arriving.  
òHi, Mia,ó said Bailey. The party started. Bailey, Miley, and Melody had the happiest Valen-

tineõs Day ever. 

(Continued from page 8) 


