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The mountain
     Once there was a mountain that had 
not been discovered by mankind. This 
mountain was at peace. The animals 
were different from anything anyone 
had ever seen before. There were 
dragons that kept the mountain safe 
from intruders, and at the top of the 
mountain lived Mother Nature. She 
kept the world at peace.
     A boy who lived in a village with 
his poor family needed money, so he 
made a plan. He had heard a myth
about the mountain. It was said to have
gems that were worth millions of 
dollars. Unfortunately, he didn’t realize 
that they were Mother Nature’s gems – 
and he would pay a price for stealing 
them.
     He started his journey. In the myth, 
the mountain was as far as the arrow 
on the compass would go. He traveled 
through jungles and almost got robbed 
by monkeys, and oceans, where he 
was almost swallowed by a shark. In 
another village, he was able to get some 
supplies and some rest. Then he found 
it: the mountain.
     He decided it would be a good idea 
if he walked around and tried to see 
the gems. After a few hours, he found 
the gem cave. He walked in and started 
pocketing all the gems... when all of a 
sudden, he saw Mother Nature. 
     To this day, no one knows what 
happened to the boy.  

– Jaxson DeCelle, 11, 
MiDDletown springs

“Mushrooms,” by Molly Quavelin, 12, Burlington

Happiness is... 
Happiness is watching the sun set.
Happiness is driving around 
with the windows down.
Happiness is playing with my dog.
Happiness is having family dinners.
Happiness is cooking on the barbecue.
Happiness is having dance parties.
Happiness is laughing with my friends 
till my stomach hurts.
Happiness is playing with babies.
Happiness is getting flowers. 
And most importantly, it’s enjoying life 
and living it to its fullest.  

– leanna Dewey, 15, ranDolph
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Nature
As the moon and stars swirl 
around me overhead,
I’m overcome by a sense of love.
I hear a small stream by the road ahead,
and by the stream is a little, white dove.
I walk to the stream 
and start to skip rocks,
count each time they skip on the water.
I look up and there is a baby fox.
Nightfall is near, so I walk to my home.  

– elena MaCias, 10, 
MiDDletown springs

A mushroom’s life
     A mushroom’s life begins the day a 
spore touches the ground. The spore then 
works its way down into the moist soil. As 
the spore sits there, the rainfall and 
sunlight help the seed to germinate. 
Germination is when the spore starts to
grow little roots. As the roots start to grow,
so does the plant, and the mushroom starts
to grow stronger. Soon you will see a 
button. A button comes when the mush-
room has started to pop through the ground. 
All you will be able to see is the cap.
     A few weeks later, you will start to see
the cap get bigger, and the stem will 
become tall and visible. The mushroom 
will also start to develop a ring. In a few 
more weeks, the mushroom will be fully 
grown.  

– eDa Mae Fioretti, 11, 
MiDDletown springs

Night sky
Outside on the hammock, 
my brother told me not to panic.
Darker, colder suddenly. 
As the moon and stars swirled
around me overhead, I was overcome 
by a sense of beauty, 
looking above at the stars. 
Oh wait, was that a car? 
Mom called time for bed, we all rushed; 
now resting our little heads.    

– JennaFyr patterson, 14, 
Cuttingsville

Monster
Stomp, stomp! What do I hear creak?
A monster appears.
Now that I think, where am I?
Click. A blinding yellow light comes on.
He sticks his slippers
under his main hiding spot.
In the morning, he sticks
his claws under his bed.
He screams, runs, and calls out, 
“There’s a monster under my bed!”
That’s when I found out I was
the monster, and he was the kid. 

– natalia tarbell, 11, 
MiDDletown springs


