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Budget Cuts 
Is Honeycomb affected by the stateõs ongoing fiscal crisis? 
Yes and no. 
Thanks to our School Site Council, a printed version of Honeycomb will continue 

to be published three times this year. We editors continue to voluntarily edit Honeycomb . 
As far as these issues go, there is no fiscal impact.  

You may notice, however, that there are only 12 pages in this issue, whereas pre-
vious issues had 16-20 pages. The simple reason for this is the loss of the 20 -to-1 class size 
in primary grades. There are now fewer classes at Bonita Canyon, therefore there are 
fewer opportunities, for primary students at least, to be selected. So, yes the fiscal crisis 
does impact Honeycomb .  

Itõs just the tip of the iceberg, however. Itõs symptomatic of the problems facing 
us. What can we do to lessen the impact?  
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 The sound of children laughing filled my ears while the bit-
ter wind purred against my face. The wonderful song of birds 
chirped in my ears as I continued to walk forward. Around me, it 
was very similar to a whiteout. The whiteness of snow blinded my 
eyes. Ice formed around the pine trees revealing the gloomy gray 
sky. It was as gloomy as an abandoned house. Only a little bit of 
sunlight escaped through the clouds.  
 While the freezing wind slashed at my face, I felt my endur-
ance depleting. I thought of delicious food and struggled to con-
tinue forward. òI could do this,ó I muttered to myself. 
 Walking uphill was harder than I thought. Pushing a boulder 

must have been easier. Knowing the snowmanõs base must be completed, I continued my ascent. The fur-
ther I went, the more I sank. I knew mom should have bought snow shoes this year. At least half of my 
body sank into the soft snow. I couldnõt even find refuge in my heavy winter garments! òIs there a quick-
sand pit here?ó I grumbled loudly. 
 As I continued upward, I lost my grip. It was most unfortunate. The snowmanõs base rolled down the 
hill. It was causing all sorts of mischief. While it was knocking down small trees and several twigs, no one 
was cautioned. Bam! The victim was hit! The snowball burst into thousands of pieces! It literally exploded 
like a grenade! I was so surprised! I walked slowly toward the crime scene and examined the victim. It was 
my four year old brother! He burst into tears! òI am so sorry, Henry. It was an accident!ó I said innocently. 
 Henry continued to cry. My mom rushed through the snow and shouted, òWhatõs going on, Steven?ó 
 òThe snowmanõs base accidently hit Henry while it was rolling down the hill!ó I explained. 
 òJust be careful,ó she recommended. 
 I kicked frozen snow as I walked toward lower elevation. I had to be careful not to step into the in-
visible snow pits. Now I had to redo the base. I was engulfed in frustration. òNow I have to redo the base!ó 
I shouted angrily.  
 Walking by, my mom was pushing the second layer of the snow man. The temperature seemed to 
drop steadily and the wind blasted in my face. My energy was depleting. Exhausted, I dropped on the snow. 
I pushed some more and stopped to catch my breath. The soft snow glittered as I continued up hill. Finally, 
the snowmanõs base was finished. It was a coincidence that I was finished at the same time as my mother! 
Even in success I was still hungry. òCan we just drive around Big Bear and find one of those restaurants 
with yummy food?ó I asked hopefully. 
 òSure. We could have a snowball fight before that,ó stated mom. 
 Bam!  I threw a prepared snowball with high accuracy. Splat! Bam! Henry returned fire. The fight 
was on. After a little skirmish I retreated secretly. I plotted something mean. I pushed the snowmanõs base 
and it rolled down the hill. Unfortunately the target was changed. Actually the target was supposed to be 
my dad, but it hit Henry again. He burst into tears and cried and cried even though he wanted a snowball 
fight in the first place. òWhy, you big wimp!ó I muttered quietly. 
 Although Henry cut my snow experience short, Iõm pretty sure it will never happen again. But still, 
it was a fun experience for everyone in the whole family. As we drove home at dusk, Henry admitted he 
was sorry and I forgave him. The sunset brightened my mood as we drove back toward home.  
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