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Welcome, Mrs. Fabrizio!  

 This school year we welcome Mrs. Patty Fabrizio to the staff at Bonita 
Canyon. She has brought her KindergartenðFirst Grade program for very special 
students from University Park. We are thrilled that she has jumped òwriteó in, 
embracing the Honeycomb mission to showcase student writing at Bonita 
Canyon. 
 Honeycomb is entering its eighth year of publication. Every issue brings 
new surprises and astonishments. Our students are so capable as writers. 
Weõre pleased that we continue to be the only student writing publication at 
the elementary school level in the Irvine Unified School District. We want to 
give students their voice.  
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A Ride to the Top of the Hill  
Setareh E. 

Sixth Grade 
Mr. Dodge 

  I was sweating because of the hot and sunny 
weather. We were almost there, the bottom of the 
hill. I could hear the sound of the elephants trum-
peting. We were in India for a vacation with my 
mother, grandmother, and a few other friends. The 
bus came to a stop and one by one we got off the 
bus. 
 òWow!ó I whispered, the elephants were 
huge and I was small, only six years old. The huge 
animalsõ faces were covered in different colors with 
paint in Indian designs. òAre we going to ride an el-
ephant?ó I asked my mother.  
 òYes, we are,ó my mother answered. We got 
closer to an elephant with flowers all over its face 
and its front legs. Our tour leader came to us and 
asked an Indian man something in Indian. The man 
he talked to was the person who rode the elephant 
all the way to the top of the hill. The man answered 
our tour leader in Indian.  
 òNow you can get on,ó our tour leader said to 
us. Everyone started getting on. I was really slow. 
When I got on I hugged my mom so I wouldnõt fall. 

The pachyderm started moving. My mother gave her camera to one of her friends and told her 
to start taking a video as we were going up.  
  The elephant was walking on a rocky road. As we started moving, another elephant 
started walking behind us. And the higher we went we saw more elephants coming down with 
about six people on its back. All of the people who were sitting on the pachyderm were happy 
and enjoying it, except for the Indian man who was riding it. He was probably tired of being 
on the elephant every single day. Most of the riders were wearing long white coats. We were 
finally getting to the top.  
 At last we were there. It was a beautiful view, but we kept on moving. The huge animal 
made a U-turn and started going down a little bit faster and at last, we were at the bottom. I 
looked at the elephant for the last time and then we went back on the bus to go to the hotel 
we were staying at. It was a very big hotel, with a small man -made river crossing in the mid-
dle with white flowers floating in it.  
 I still remember that day very well and I still wonder if I am going to be scared of riding 
an elephant like I was before.  



 Ssssssssssssss! My mom was in the bathroom as I walked to her with my lizard, through the dark 
corridors of my crazy house. It all started when a brown, sleek lizard was crawling on the door to the 
backyard. It was a boiling August afternoon, approximately 1 oõclock. Never minding the heat, I decided to 
catch it, even though the idea was extremely awkward to fulfill. That is true! Anyway Iõd do it. I went out 
and put my hand over the lizard to make it go downwards to the rocky cement ground. Fortunately, it 
obeyed. Hmmmé maybe Iõll be successful on the capture. Well, that would be a òmaybeóéwouldnõt it? 
 I knelt carefully and slowly as the lizard went down. I tried to trap it with a few obsolete shoes, but 
very obviously, that didnõt work at all, but as it was hopelessly trying to scamper away, I caught it with my 
bare hands. Almost there! Its eyes started to blink as it crawled up my palm. With it on my palm, I went to 
the bathroom, where my mom was. òI caught a lizard!ó I yelled to my mom. The result was a prodigious, 
deaf-making scream. 
 I put the poor lizard on the porch to let it escape to the wilderness and its habitat, but really? No 
lizard after all my hard work? A tricky timewaster; nevertheless, it actually was a super, duper, splendid, 
fantabulous, exhilarating adventureé WOW!  
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R Paulina, Santana, Ryan, Ethan, Dylan, and I were all at my house 
for the spooky Halloween party. We were playing outside in our 
Halloween costumes when someone shouted, òHey guys! Look!ó 
Everyone looked up and saw a flying pumpkin! We asked our moms and 
dads if we could go out of the backyard to see what was going to 
happen. They all said yes! So as we ran outside we saw the pumpkin fly 
up to the top of Turtle Rock Mountain. Then we ran even faster to see 
what was happening and what the pumpkin was going to do next. While 
we hiked up we kept looking around. At the top of the mountain we 
saw the pumpkin just sitting on the ground. We decided to hide and see if the pumpkin would fly 
again. It didnõt, so we walked back down the steps and saw Haley standing on the street. 

Haley asked, òDid you see a flying pumpkin?ó We all said that we had just seen it on the top 
of Turtle Rock Mountain. Then Haley told us that Bryce had been doing a magic trick with his toy 
truck and the pumpkin had been right behind it. That was when the pumpkin began to fly! We all 
helped Haley carry the pumpkin back down the mountain. Then we said goodbye. Soon Haley 
walked home and we went back to my house to finish our Halloween party. After that, Bryce was 
more careful with his magic tricks!  

The Flying Pumpkin Party 
Simona F. 
Second Grade 

Ms. Jones 

Lizard! 
David L. 
Third Grade 

Mrs. Gramata/Mrs. Marquand 
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The Matterhorn Bobsleds 
Simon P. 
Fourth Grade 

Mr. Ngo 

 rThere was once a turkey named 
Sparkles. She gobbled when she waited 
for her feast. On Thanksgiving, she loved 
to play at the farm. She liked to eat 
mashed potatoes with gravy on top. Her 
home was a beautiful home. She was a 
pet. One day, the turkey was lying in the 
backyard. Then a farmer came up and 
caught her and took her to the truck. She 
saw an open window and jumped out. 
She started walking home, but she got 

lost. Then she saw a sign. It said the 
school was to the right. So she went to 
the right. She knew the school was next 
to her house. She was so excited. She 
kept walking and she saw her house. 

Sparkles the Turkey 
Lauren N. 

First Grade 
Mrs. Hinkle 

 

 Eeeeek! Aaaaahhhh! You hear people screaming while you are 
enjoying your tasty chocolate ice cream. The screaming is coming 
from log riders as they fall down the waterfall of this Splash Mountain 
ride. You can smell the pool water, feel the cool spray on your face, 
and hear the water rushing. But which ride will you pick to be the 
most thrilling? Well, have you ever been on the Matterhorn Bobsleds 
before? Youõll have to be at least thirty inches tall. While you wait in 

line, which will use up a lot of time, you can hear people scream when their bobsled roars past you. Sit 
down on your bobsled, then go thump and off into the dark and up, up, up toward the top. Roar! The yeti 
monster appears to frighten you.  You feel the chilly air of the dark tunnel and the hair on your neck 
stand up. Next, your bobsled reaches the top and youõre out of the dark. You could see the view of the 
whole park below. Suddenly, down you go one more time swerving and lurching left to right holding onto 
the handles of your bobsled. You might hear the people around you screaming with excitement. Finally, 
youõll splash through the water with a few more turns as your ride ends too soon. What a thrill! 
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 I woke up to the smell of bacon. I bolted into the kitchen, and there it 
was: the best breakfast Iõve ever seen. 

I plopped down on a chair in the kitchen, my mouth watering. I saw 
fresh, juicy -looking Canadian bacon on a plate that looked like it couldnõt hold 
any more. My mom was making scrambled eggs from the fresh eggs she had 
bought at Farmerõs Market the previous day. My dad was flipping my favorite 
food in the world, crepes. They looked so creamy, so perfect.  
 I reached across my plate to find a tall glass of homemade strawberry 
mango smoothie made from scratch. I gulped down the smoothie. It tasted like 
creamy strawberries and mangoes blended in a juicy sherbet that made my eyes 
water. It smelled of fresh -picked strawberries straight from my sisterõs garden. 
The smoothie looked like perfection.  
 Then came the scrambled eggs. My mom dished them out on my plate. They looked so yellow, so 
yummy. I tasted a chunk of eggs, and my eyes popped out with delight. I finished every single morsel as 
quick as lightning.  
 After I finished my scrambled eggs, Dad put a pile of three crepes with sugar and lemon inside on 
my plate. I took a bite out of one of the creamy -looking rolls. It tasted like heaven itself. First, I bit 
through a delicate, crusty, sweet layer of sugar. Then, I bit through a tart, lemony syrup hidden 
underneath. I didnõt think I could finish the delicate looking crepes, but surprisingly, I finished every one! 
 Right when I was about to leave the table, surprise! My mom put warm hash brown potatoes on 
my plate. I ate them happily. They smelled of potatoes but tasted much better. I canõt believe how much 
I ate!  
 I vowed to myself I would never ever have a better meal in my life ñnot even close!  

My Favorite Meal 
Emilie G. 
Fifth Grade 

Mrs. Derby/Mrs. Vining 

In the Doghouse 
Guard L. 
Second Grade 

Mrs. Pursley/Mrs. Webster 

 One day I thought it would be fun to sleep in my dog, Clancyõs, doghouse. It looked so 
cozy and comfy. I love it when I am in there. It is the best. Then, when I got in, she almost bit 
me. It was terrifying! Eventually, she came back and lay in the front of the dog house. She was 
there forever. Now I wanted to leave, but I was stuck. First, I threw food so she would go get it, 
but that didnõt work. Then I tried to push her, but that didnõt work, either. She just stayed 
there. Next I tried to climb over her, but it didnõt work. When I pushed her again, she just got 
out because she didnõt like it. I got out and screamed, òFree! Free!ó  But now, I think I want to 
go in the doghouse one more time.  
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In The Rain 
Lily B. 

Kindergarten 
Mrs. Burger 

 Every summer, I go to Hong Kong for a relaxing vacation. I am eight 
years old and by brother is six years old. Thatõs where the interesting part 
comes in. In the year I was SIX years old and my brother was FOUR years oldé
we went to Japan AFTER we rested a few days in Hong Kong. 
 After we went to the airport, I asked, òHow long will the plane ride be?ó  
 My mom answered, òFour hours.ó 

òWhat?!ó I exclaimed. òItõs only four hours?!ó Now reader, a trip from here to Hong Kong is 
fifteen to sixteen hours. After we got on the plane, I slept. I snoozed all the way. ZZZZZZ! We ar-
rived in the morning.  

òWake up!ó a firm but gentle, nice, soft, happy and excited voice woke me up. It was my 
mom. Oops! I forgot to describe us. My brother has a blue mark on his left foot. My mom is a little 

bit skinny and my grandma is plump and short. My grandma owns a store that sells clothes. Her 
(Continued on page 8) 

My Trip to Japan 
Talia T.  

Third Grade 
Mrs. Dent 
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Woosh! The plane took off. We were in the air and on a trip to Hawaii! It was time to be excited 
because my family and I were on our way. I brought two new movies that I bought with my two gift cards 
for the airplane. I had Yogi Bear and Open Season 3. I watched Open Season 3 twice because it was so 
good. I had some snacks, like Cheetos. 

 When the plane finally landed, we were in HAWAII! YEAH! I was really excited. Well, I go every 
year to visit family, like my really nice aunties, cousins, grandma, grampa and uncles. We got off the plane 
and into the airport. It was really big. There were a lot of people, but I didnõt know them. It was also 
really noisy there. I started to think what my friends back at home were doing. What did they think I was 
doing? Then, we went to get our bags. When we found both our bags, my eight year old brother, Adam, 
carried the smaller suitcase and my mom carried the bigger one. My dad carried the suitcase my brother 
had carried onto the plane. It was bright red and had a blue shark on it. Mine was light purple and it had a 
pink flamingo on it. When we got out of the airport, we waited for the shuttle. While we were waiting, we 
played òI Spyó. Finally, it came. We got on and the man helped Adam and me get my backpack and the 
smaller suitcase.  

Then, he drove away to the next stop where some more people got on and he helped them, too. 
After that, he drove us to the place where you rent a car. We got a red van. Since the plane ride was so 
long, it was already late.  

We went to my grandmaõs house. When I got there, she asked me how old I was. I answered seven. 
After that I spotted some candy canes and that made me hungry so I asked for some. My grandma said yes, 
but my dad said no candy canes. Then, I went upstairs and into the bathroom to get on my pajamas. The 
bedroom was all the way across the hall and to the right. If you were walking backwards, then it would be 
on your left, but I walked forwards so it was on my right. I walked into my bedroom (well, it wasnõt really 
mine, it was my grandmaõs) and Adam slept next to the room I was in. When I was asleep, my mom came 
into my bed and when Adam was asleep my dad went into his room.  

The next day, my auntie and Valentina came. Valentina wanted to do an egg hunt. So Adam and I 
went into a room, but as soon as were about to go, my dad made us go to the store. Valentina said she 
would hide the eggs. My dad, Adam and I went to the red van. When we got back, Valentina was ready! She 
hid all the eggs and had a paper that told her where all the eggs were. She even said, òYou canõt go 
upstairs.ó 

My mom said, òYou can go upstairs, but you wonõt find any eggs there!ó It was really fun! 
After the egg hunt, my dad was sitting on the couch reading the newspaper. I looked out the 

window and saw a swarm of bees. I told everyone to come look. They started to circle the house, but as 
soon as they got to the backyard, they went away. Then, it started to drizzle a little. I told my dad it was 
weird because it usually doesnõt rain. My dad told me, òIt usually rains here, thatõs why the plants are so 
green.ó Valentina, Adam and I played some more. 

Then finally it was time for dinner. I ate chicken. After we were all done, Valentina left. Adam and 
I counted our money from the egg hunt. Then my grandpa put the candy canes in my backpack. It was time 
to go to bed.  

I woke up the next morning and smelled something. IT WAS CINNAMON ROLLS! YEAH! I rushed down 
the stairs and into the kitchen. I was so happy. I couldnõt wait until breakfast. When it was time, I gobbled 
down my cinnamon roll.  

 After breakfast, we went to the hotel Ko Olina. When everything was settled, we went to the pool. 
My dad stayed home to get dinner ready because it was late after the long ride from grandmaõs. But there 

(Continued on page 11) 

My Beautiful Trip to Hawaii  
Allison B. 
Second Grade 

Mrs. Dent 
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After a long, fun, and exciting day at California Adventure I was headed to Disneyland with my family. I 
knew Disneyland would be something I would never forget. Yes! My first time going to Disneyland and Iõm 
finally here at the best theme park in the world ! I thought. There are crowds of people everywhere I go and 
the air is full of joyous laughter. The first time I saw Disneyland, it was just as I had imagined it; the lit up 
castle in the night and people in costumes. There were cool candy stores and gift shops with store signs that 
looked like 19 th century Western buildings. òEww,ó I was surprised to see gum on the ground at one of the best 
theme parks in the world.  

As I walked closer to the Walt Disney statue, I started to see more and more of the park. The orange 
colored brick road turned into grey cement with dots of white gum stuck on it. Finally, I started to see the 
spectacular pink and blue castle from the distance. The fairytale castle was smaller than I thought it would be, 
but after just seeing the most amazing things as I went through the entrance, I didnõt really care. My favorite 
area is the futuristic Tomorrowland. My favorite ride was Buzz Lightyear Astro -Blasters, where you had to shoot 
lasers at fake targets that would earn you points. The room was completely dark with bright glowing objects. As 
I left the park the sweet cinnamon churros filled my nose. It was getting late and we had to end our adventure. 
My family and I started to leave and I waved good -bye to Disneyland.  

store is called òAzonaó. I am a little bit skinny. Anyway, letõs not get carried away. 
On the first day, we went shopping on a peaceful path that had stores on the side. We saw 

a type of medicine which was a type of bugõs shredded skin. My mom, grandma and I touched and 
picked it up, but my brother didnõt. He thought there was an alive bug inside, but there wasnõt.  

 Well, after we found the skin we went to lunch. (We washed our hands and dropped the 
skin before we ate.) After a delicious meal of curry and Japanese rice, we were as fresh as if it 
was the morning. Then my mom and grandma forced us to take a nap.  

When we woke up, we ate another meal of curry. I guess Japan is curry land. For six days 
we did that. Shopping, eating, taking a nap, eating, playing, sleeping. On the seventh day, we 
went to the lobby to buy a souvenir. I bought a doggy (which was a doll) as big as my palm. It was 

brown and white. It had plastic jewels on its ears and paws. My mom wanted me to get the gray 
one, but I won because my grandma said, òLet her choose what she wants.ó I still have it. My 
mom and grandma did not buy anything, but my brother did. He bought a doll turtle. I have one, 
too.  

For the next three days, it was normal, but every night, I slept with my doggy. Oh! I forgot 
to tell you one thing! Every day we ate or drank something made of green tea.  

Finally, it was time to go home. When we were back in Hong Kong it was 9:30. When we 
were in our house, it was 10:00.We found our grandpa watching TV! He was happy to see us again. 
We stayed in Hong Kong for a few more weeks. Then we came back home, which is in California. 
Our trip to Japan was exciting!    
 

(Continued from page 6) 

My Trip To Japan 

My First Time at Disneyland 
Joshua K. 
Sixth Grade 
Mrs. Pipp 
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 Ahhh!!! Would you like to hear of one of the scariest monsters in history, scarier than Frankenstein or 
Dracula? My monster is like no other monster. He has a freakishly, large head. He has a pair of scary, pointy, brown 
horns. His eyes are diamond shaped and are the color of not a plain red, but an evil red with a shimmer of a dark, 
cold black. He has a big, pointy, blue nose with a shrieking smirk!  
 He has a great deal of brown, scratchy fur. He has long, scrawny fingers with black nails as sharp as razor 
blades. He has a long, trail of gooey, green slime coming from his mouth. The slime ends where black, scraggly, veins 
start at the stomach.  

Now, my monster isnõt as tall as a skyscraper, no. But, he is not small as a mouse; he is right in the middle. 
He is about 5õ8ó. Now, my monsterõs legs and feet are breath taking, but not in a good way. He has only three round 
toes with black nails that are like knives. And his legs, well, theyõre as hairy as a gorillaõs legs. 

  He makes a lot of noise. Youõll hear dreadful high-pitch sounds like someone is screaming. Also you may hear 
a òBoomó as fire shoots out of his mouth and hands. 

Hereõs a tip: my monster does not smell good at all!! My monster smells as bad as a trash truck! He also smells 
like ashes from all the fire shooting out of his mouth and hands. Do not stand too close to him!  

My monster iséé.well, if I were you I would start running because heõs frightening!   

Picking Pumpkins 
Santiago C. 

First Grade 
Mrs. Fabrizio 

My Monster 
Lily L.  

Fifth  
Mrs. Michelena 


