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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 


