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ALL ALONE IN A GREAT BIG WATER PARK

by Alan

| woke up eager for King's island, and thought in extreme depth. | had
never been there before! My cousin was always talking about the Vortex. But,
| personally thought it was way too fast for my taste. | wanted to go to the
wave pool so bad, because my friend told me there were sirens and then the

waves came in.

After my daydreaming was done, | smelled the aroma of scrumptious
golden brown pancakes smothered in luscious syrup. Even while | ate them

| queried, "When are we leaving?"

"As soon as | lay out some ground rules,” ferociously

snapped mom.

"Don't go any place without us knowing where you are!" announced dad.

Finally, we were on our epic journey. | was in my car for what felt like
eons; the car was scorching hot as the sun glared in my big eyes through open

window.

My sister was singing off key to 100 bottles or juice on the wall. | was

irritated by the constant chant. Finally, we arrived at the kingdom of water and
roller coaster rides. The people looked like a swarm of ants scurrying away from

a magnifying glass.

On our way in, | skipped ahead of the group but then my older sister
quickly snatched me, she was 6 at the time. | could barely wait to rampage

around the famous wave pool!

We charged through people in the scariest part of the park (or so |

thought) at least 2 times before locating the entranceway to the best part of the



park. Next to the entrance was a jingling crescendo as the tremendous trolley

trotted along side us.

Then we all jolted over to the odor of a chlorine infested water park (of

doom); and before we knew it we were in the middle of a coliseum looking dome.
We all were jogging; the thought of swimming took over my mind. We soon sited
a pool that we all could agree on; it had a wooden structure that sailed the 7
seas, in the center a watchtower rested. Out of the cannons flowed a constant
stream of freezing cold water. We all started running into the pool and frantically
splashing each other. Then, My eyes gazed upon an ocean looking pool, my
friend immediately popped into my head as his voice echoed in my 4 year old

mind.

| wanted to go to that pool so bad | mumbled because the thought
of swimming in it made me go brain dead, "Mom, can | go over to the

wave pool?"

But with out waiting for a response, | just started sprinting over to that

wonderful pool.

Soon, | was in water with at least 250 people recklessly

splashing about.

| swam until my toes couldn't touch any more. But without a warning |

heard a siren glaring out in the deep side of the pool.

Then the waves were crashing down on my tiny head nearly drowning
me. Gasping for life, | felt like my lungs were out of oxygen; | felt like | was a

fish with no gills. | flailed to the diagonal surface and | got out of that death



pool. | coughed out at least 2 cups of chlorine-contaminated water. For the

first time ever | realized that my mom wasn't by my side; | was terrified.

After all that | started perspirating, Fran away from the weird lifeguard

chasing me. In the distance | saw a lady crying. | examined her more closely

and realized it was my mom. She was far away.

I ran to her and then we both were crying. Relief flooded me as | dug my
face in her shoulder and just let it all out. My mom said it was going to be a
long time until we went to Kings Island again. | was so happy to see my mom,;

| really didn't have a care in the world.






As |

walk through
my camp

| notice

The campfire,
The river,

And the trees
Then | wonder
how it feels

to be those things.

Campfire

| am the blazing fire
warming you on a
cold star-lit

night

The burning flames
crackling

in the night

while the crickets sing

I am the blazing, burning fire

River

| am the wet, streaming river

Camp Comes to Life

by Keegan



My currents strongly
pushing

and

pulling you.

Deep inside my pools
lays priceless
treasure

| am the wet, streaming river.

Trees

| am the tall, strong trees
Standing tall

above the rest

Standing strong

against all storms

| am the tall, strong trees.

Now I’'m walking through
my camp

and

| know

how it feels

to be

The blazing, burning fire,
The wet, streaming river,

And the tall, strong trees.






The Darkness
By Paige

Looking into the darkness,
Thinking...
Thinking that someone is there
Thinking that | will hear the window

Shatter into a million pieces.

Looking into the darkness,
Movements...
Movements of frightening people
Movements of monsters

In my imagination.

Looking into the darkness,
Noises...
Noises from the door
Noises from the closet

that | know are surely there.

Looking into the darkness,
Lights...

My night light still shining

Bright like the blazing sun

Lights in the Monster’s



Gleaming eyes

Looking into the darkness,
Voices...
Voices of my mom on the phone

Voices of the people that | see in my imagination

Looking into the darkness,
Colors...
Different colors when | close my eyes...
Pink, blue, green, and yellow
Different colors in my room....

Black and gray

Looking into the darkness,
Slamming Sounds...
The Slamming Sounds of car doors
The Slamming Sounds of my sister’s

door closing

Looking into the darkness,
Dreams...
Crazy dreams that have terrible
people in them

Wonderful dreams that have people that



I love in them

Looking into the darkness,
Prayers...
Prayers for the Lord

Prayers for myself

Looking into the darkness,
Everything’s there...

I blink and it’s all gone.



March 30, 2005

Dear Reviewer,

To flat out tell you, I love writing! But it wasn't always this way. In
third grade, writing was my least favorite and my probably worst academic
subject. Moving right along to fourth grade, my teacher, Mrs. Wells, was able
to dig down inside me, along with the help of Mrs. Rosenberg. Working
together, gradually teaching me to write better or more efficiently, | began to
love writing the way | love it today. Over the course of this year, again with of
the help of Mrs. Rosenberg, my writing teacher, and Mrs. Wells, they taught
me how to enhance my writing by using voice, figurative language, and

alliterations,

I'll be the first to admit that voice is my favorite and probably my best
technique in writing. Voice allows my personality to flow through like when
California had all of those landslides! If | don't have a lot of voice in my writing,
it doesn't allow the audience to hear my message or to know how or what |
want the audience to feel. My teacher, Mrs. Wells, loved in my personal
narrative when | said "Leaped into my dad's black car, then yelled "Step on it"
as if | just robbed a bank!" This helps the reader know that | was in a hurry.
Instead of saying that | was in hurry, | showed it with expression. Using voice in
your piece allows the reader to know how | act most of the time. It also lets the

reader feel ' as if they know my writing like the back of their hand.



Another strength of mine that | learned this year is figurative
language. It includes similes, metaphors, alliterations, and repetition. Here's
an example of repetition from my poem; "Down, down, down it dives,"
Repeating the same word over and over again is repetition. I've learned
many techniques to enhance my figurative language, One of the ways is by
using my yellow writing folder, this is a reference to use like a dictionary or a
thesaurus. It has lots of ideas and techniques to upgrade my writing like all
of the other words to use instead of said and how to spell them. Another way
that | enhance my writing is by reading published author's writing and
listening to my friends writing. | can learn from my friend's mistakes and |
can learn good things from them. From my friends writing, | learned that
poems don't have to rhyme; this helped my literary piece, Our American
Symbol. From authors like Leigh Anne Florence, | learned to use more
effective wording. Reviewer, if you don't already know, reading and writing

go together like this and that. The more you read, the better your writing.

Beyond all odds, my final way that I've grown as writer this year is by
using transitions. Transitions are an awesome way to help my writing. My
teacher, Mrs. Wells, informed me that "Transitions help to put the reader at
ease. If the writer doesn't put any transitions in, it makes them feel "uneasy"."
| like to use my writing folder for transitions. On page 22, there must be over
100 transitions to choose from. In my transactive piece | used lots of

transitions. One of them is "In addition, I'll bet there are loads of animal

adaptations that you haven't heard of."



Reviewer, | thank you for reading my letter and | hope you enjoy
scoring and reading my portfolio. This year voice, figurative language, and
transitions have helped me become an awesome writer. Next year it will
sort of give me a jump start for fifth grade. I'll NEVER forget this year and all
of this information will help me to love writing even more than | already do

today!

Sincerely,

Evan



April 11, 2005

Dear Reviewer,

| absolutely love writing. In fact | was excited about 4th
grade because | heard there were portfolios so | knew there would
be a lot of writing. Most kids were worried or didn't like to write, but
| was excited. | write about what | feel and what comes to my
mind. | start out with a strong lead to grab the reader's attention.
This way my audience/reader is interested from the beginning.
Also on the state test | knew we would have to show what we
know through open-response questions and on demand prompts. |
just couldn't wait until the start of 4th grade!

In my opinion writing not only is a way to express yourself, it
is also educational because you are able to learn about the many
writing techniques. Sometimes | can express myself better through
writing, than talking. Writing gives me the opportunity to think
about what | want to say before | say it. | can also change what |
am saying if | choose to.

| think that this year | am a better writer than ever. This is
because of Ms. Wells, Ms. Rosenburg, and Miss Simms. They
help me by saying things like, "what could you add here;" or, "what
could you say there." This really helps me because once | get an
idea | can just take off!

| like to write in a quiet place like the library. It gives me
time to think without any distractions. All of this has helped me
with my writing.

Here are a few writing techniques | try to

use.

* Detalils
* Rhetorical questions
* Transition words

| have developed as a writer by adding details. This is a good
way to keep your reader interested. Why, you ask? Well, because



when you add details it makes the reader feel like they were there. It
also paints a picture (snapshots) in the readers mind because of the
extra information. Like for example instead of saying the dog was
beautiful, you would say the dog was beautiful with its soft gray eyes
and its fluffy white fur. As you can see there is a big difference. In my
personal narrative "Good-Bye" | put, "l started to wonder if my
grandma would suffer now that the person she had been with for 72
years was gone." | think that sounds better than, | wondered if my
grandma was o.k. It sounds better because it has more detail and
information allowing the reader, or audience, to have more insight to
understanding of what is being said. Other ways | have learned to
add details include:

» Thought shots-lets your audience know
what you're thinking

* Dialogue-conversation between
characters to help the reader get to know
them

» Sensory details-helps the reader know
what you see, smell, touch, taste, and/or
hear

Rhetorical questions are another good way to make the
reader/readers just say wow! They are important because It makes
the reader feel like they know me. When the reader understands
what | and trying to say, they can feel my emotions. In my poem
“Holding-On” | wrote, "Is there an end to my problems?" This is a
good example of a rhetorical question. Rhetorical questions are
guestions that you don't expect an answer to; it makes the reader
think which keeps them interested in my writing. They are great to
use because they add a little spice to your piece!

In my Mr. Silberman letter | used great transition words.
Transition words are important because they move time along.
Without them your piece won't make sense. Here are some examples
of transition words:

* Then
* Next

e Another
* Well



* Also
* In the past

¢ |In the future

Transition words are good because the reader would be
confused without them. Many times kids forget to use
transition words, maybe it is because they are small words
and they do not see their importance. |, however, see how
important they are and often use them to move my writing
along smoothly. -

In conclusion, writing is a great way to get your thoughts
down on paper. One thing | have learned with my writing is that
you can do anything with a little time, work, and heart.

Sincerely,
Miranda
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Jake searched the Internet for castles he and his fiancé could stay in on
their honeymoon. He remembered once that Jennifer said she would love to stay
in a castle, so she could feel like a princess. Finally, he found one. The Ethie
Castle in Scotland. It sounded perfect!

After a beautiful wedding and a night of eating, dancing, and lots of
laughing, the newlywed couple was ready to go on their honeymoon. Jake and
Jennifer left hand in hand to go to the airport and board their plane to Scotland.
It was a long trip, but they were filled with excitement!

Once they arrived, they got in a taxi and went off to their dream castle.
During the cab ride, Jennifer said in a whiney voice, “Oh honey, I'm so excited!
I’'m so glad you decided to come here on our honeymoon.” Just then Jake looked
up and shouted, “Hey look! There it is on the hilltop! WOW! It looks exactly like
the advertisement described.”

They pulled up the gravel road to the main door of the house. When they
got out of the taxi, they looked all the way up and almost fell backwards. Jake
exclaimed, “Wow! It looks like the top touches the clouds.” Jennifer looked at
Jake and giggled, “Thank-you for making me your princess.”

The two walked through the enormous black wooden door. Then all of a
sudden, SLAM! The door shut behind them. Jake and Jennifer were so startled
and confused they were unable to speak. They both looked around at the castle
in amazement. It did not resemble the advertisement at all. Instead it looked like
a nightmare! There were cracks all over the ceiling and running down the walls.
The chandelier was hanging from the ceiling by a few wires. The entire place was
covered with spider webs. The wallpaper was stained and peeling. The floor was
covered with several inches of dust. Jennifer began to whimper.

They turned back to the door and tried to get out, but discovered it was
locked. Their dream castle went from beautiful and graceful to down right
horrific. Then they heard a very low creepy voice behind them, “Let me show
you to your room.” “You are crazy! We're not staying here!” screamed Jennifer.
The butler cackled, “Oh, but yes you are. Once you come through that door, you
can never leave! Ha, Ha, Ha!” “AHHHH!" screamed Jennifer. The young couple



ran up the stairs, into the first room they came to and slammed the door. Jake
ran to the window and looked out---“Whoa it's a long way down. We'll have to
find another way. Come on Jennifer” Jennifer wailed, “What do we do now? |
want out of here! I'm afraid that so called butler will stop at nothing to hurt us.”
“Don’t worry honey, I'll think of something.” Jake reassured his bride.

They opened the door to the room and crept down the hallway. Jake said,
| think the only thing we can do now is look around for a way out and try to avoid
the butler.” Jake suggested. They ran down to the kitchen. They turned the knob
to the pantry door and set off an alarm of bells and sirens. Butcher knives began
falling from the ceiling dropping all around them. An axe swung from the wall.
The two dropped to the floor screaming. They crawled through the kitchen to
doors, which lead to the basement. They ran half way down the stairs and heard
a strange grinding sound. When they got to the bottom of the steps, they bumped
right into the butler! He turned around with a large blade in his hand! The blade
shone in the darkness, he had been sharpening it. “I have been waiting for you to
come” smirked the butler.

Jake grabs Jennifer and pulls her up the stairs screaming. They run into
the library. They could hear boom boom on the stairs... it was the butler's
footsteps! Jake commanded, “Quick! Start pulling books off the shelves and look
for a secret passage!” Jake had recalled from his internet research that old
Scottish castles sometimes had secret passages in the bookshelves. The two
began frantically pulling books off the shelf looking for a secret passage. Then
they heard a snap; they froze. Their bodies filled with terror. They looked over
and saw a portrait on the wall had opened. Jake looked inside- it's a secret
passage! Jennifer cries with joy, “Oh, Jake you are brilliant!”

They ran through the dark passage, hearing the cold laugh of the butler
echoing around them. They could see a light in the distance. The couple began
to feel relief. Once they got to the end of the passage, they looked down and
realized it was a HUGE drop down to the ocean. Jake and Jennifer thought, we
could either jump or take our chances with the butler. The butler was getting
closer and closer. The waves were crashing against the rocks. Jake looked
lovingly at Jennifer. He took her hand and whispered softly, “Well, if we can make
it through this we can make it through anything. I love you Jennifer.” Then the
two newlyweds jumped off into the ocean.



Freedom
By: Kalia

Why did

Thomas Jefferson and other loyal presidents Have slaves?
Why, didn't

We have more than one president, like Abraham Lincoln,
stand up to this?

It was not fair

That whites and blacks were

S.E.P.A.RAT.E.D.

It was not fair

That blacks were not paid

To pick cotton in a white man's field.

It was not fair

That blacks were not allowed

To learn how to read or write.

It was not fair

That blacks were to move to the back of the bus
And give up their seat.

It must have been hard when

Dr. Martin Luther King Jr.
marched on the road

to freedom.

It must have been hard when
Rosa Parks

had to move to the back of the bus
after a hard day.

And it must have been hard when
Harriet Tubman

had to pick cotton and be a maid.
Back then,

Everybody wanted freedom.

Even Harriet Tubman and

Booker T. Washington

even Martin Luther King Jr.

With civil rights and segregation

Rosa Parks was a role model

when she was told to give up her seat.
Everybody still wants it...



Freedom.

Now changes are everywhere

We have little white girls and black girls
Swinging,

Playing

Together on the playground.

Now changes are everywhere

We have little white boys and black boys
Outside

Playing basketball.

And now

We have all blacks and whites

going to the same

Schools

Restaurants and

Arenas.

We all have Freedom.



I am from
Bubble gum and
Sugar

! “HHH
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Lover's Danger
By: Nicole

If you have just picked this up you should know it's a story of
love and danger. So my friends let us begin.

Long ago in a time not well remembered lived a dragon. His hame
was Org. Org lived on a planet called Donwage in a galaxy called Zolocsta.
Now if you wanted to reach this place you would need to go through a
million other galaxies which not even | know the names of. For there are so
many and some may not even have a name.

Org was a light green dragon. This in his culture meant that he was
the gentlest of all dragons. Org had many friends and was very much loved by
his family. Yet he had one tiny problem. He had never loved. Now Org was
reaching his fiftieth passing (which is like fifty years). As soon as he did, he
would be expected to marry. Every day he hoped to find his true love by
putting a sign outside his hut, singing at a cafe, or going to the market and
smiling at the dragonesses. Yet every day he failed.

As time moved on, the annual Love Festival and Love Ball
approached. Org hoped at one of the festivities he would find his true love for
this might be his last chance. Without marrying at his fiftieth passing, he would
disgrace his family name and if he did, then he decided he would have to
leave home. If he had to leave home then he'd go out into the forest, wander
around, and then die from starvation.

At the Love Festival all the fairest dragonesses were there. But none
suited him. Until his eyes settled on a beautiful dragoness in about her forty-
ninth passing; her name was Rebecca. Rebecca was a light red dragon. This
in her culture meant most beautiful. But all the other dragons were around her.
The big problem was that they were all more handsome than him. Org was too
shy to go up to her. So he followed her home and left a large metal button
necklace shaped like a heart on her but door. Little did he know this would one

day save her life.

Unfortunately Org was not the only one who loved Rebecca. A dragon
named Phoebeus also loved her. Phoebeus was a very dark blue dragon. This
in his culture meant doesn't always take the right path. He was so determined
to gain Rebecca's love that in fact he had asked for her love many times. But
every time she refused. But Phoebeus would not be put down. So he had once
again tried at the festival. Yet Rebecca still refused him. He had stormed off in
such a rage that his dragon fire breath had burned fifty farms as he did so.
Right then and there he swore, "if she refuses me again she will regret the day
she ever lived!" Know back to Org. He ran a Pananin (which is like a
newspaper). He delivered a Pananin to every but which included Rebecca's.
So one day he put a note in Rebecca's Pananin. It read:



Dear Rebecca,
I love you with all my heart. Will you meet me in the middle

of the of Love Ball's dance floor at the fithy-eighth hour? -An Admirer

Rebecca squealed with glee as she read this for she too was looking for her
true love. But wait! The Love Ball was tonight! She would have to get ready
quickly. Of course with her natural beauty she'd just have to slip into a dress
and tie up her long auburn dragon hair.

Phoebeus also knew of the ball that night and that everybody was
going to be there including Rebecca. He planned to kidnap her at the fithy-
eighth hour and force her to marry him.

That night Phoebeus, Rebecca, and Org all waited impatiently for the
fithyeighth hour. Finally it was three mums (which are just like minutes) to the
fithyeighth hour. Org started to the middle of the dance floor when suddenly
he witnessed a masked man kidnapping Rebecca! At first he was scared as a
dragon about to be killed by a knight. He was so freaked out he didn't know
what to do. Suddenly he thought to himself, "In my note to Rebecca | said 1
loved her with all my heart. What kind of love would it be if 1 didn't at least try
to save her?"

So forgetting his fear, Org followed them to a dark and gloomy castle.

When finally he kicked the door down (which by the way was 500
pounds while he was only 300 pounds) he saw Phoebeus taking off the
kidnapper's mask. He was not surprised because he knew what the deep
blue meant in his culture. But this meant Phoebeus was the kidnapper!
Phoebeus tied Rebecca to a chair. When Org heard Phoebeus beg for
Rebecca's love, his heart pounded faster and faster, until he heard her
answer...

"Never!" she spat. Phoebeus stormed
off in rage.

Then Org saw his chance. So he popped out and started untying the
ropes around Rebecca. He had just finished untying her ankles when he
heard footsteps. He hid just before Phoebeus came in with a dagger in his
hand. Org was frozen in place as the dagger struck Rebecca in the heart.
Rebecca fell dead on the floor. Phoebeus stood over Rebecca snarling at
what he had done.

Suddenly all that anger Org was holding against Phoebeus burst
out. He kicked him then pushed him against a wall. Surprisingly the wall
gave way. Org let go of Phoebeus, in surprise, who fell to his death
because the room they were in was 200 feet from the ground. Org
stumbled over to Rebecca and pulled the dagger out. Then a miracle
happened...

Rebecca opened her eyes! The dagger had hit the large metal
button heart necklace which she always wore around her neck. Org picked
her up and told her about the note. Rebecca said that she had loved the



note. Suddenly they were talking about their friends," families, and lives.
They found themselves falling in love.

On the eve of his fiftieth passing, Rebecca was Org's special
guest. When Org asked Rebecca to marry him, Rebecca happily agreed.
Yet there was one more problem. Would their families agree to a light
green dragon marrying a light red dragon? Then they both agreed that
even if their parents disagreed they would marry anyway. For their love
was stronger than anything. So Org and Rebecca announced their
engagement. Their parents disagreed at first. But when they saw how
strong Org and Rebecca's love was, they happily agreed.

I hoped you enjoyed this. Remember there's someone out there for
everyone. If you can't find them now, you'll find them one day.



Mean Things Done

By Connery

| wonder why big brothers

Always staying up late

Being so lazy

Not even coming out to see me and my little brother

Never thinking about family.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to hang their little brothers upside down
Being so careless

Never thinking why they hang their little brothensside down.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to leave their food on the table
Having to be reminded to put their food up

Never thinking about their chores.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to close their doors
Thinking they need their privacy

Never thinking about anything else.



| wonder why big brothers
Like to be with their girl friends
Thinking about what they will do together

Never thinking about playing with me.

| wonder why big brothers
Like to go to college
Being so happy

Never wanting to stay home.

| wonder why big brothers
Let their little brothers hug them
Liking me and my brother

Never being mean all the time.



X






An Ocean Comes To Life
By Haley

I’'m swimming through
A deep ocean | notice,
The sand,

The seaweed,

The creatures ,

The waves,

Then | have a notion

What would it be like to be one of those things

SAND

| am the
golden
sand,
Scorching
Your feet,
Making
Beautiful,
Castles

At the beach

| am the



Golden

Sand.

SEAWEED
| am the
Emerald
Green
Seaweed,
Flowing,

In the
Deep sea,
Sliding,
Past
People’s
Legs,

Like

A

Snake

| am the emerald
Green

Seaweed.

FISH

| am the
Colorful
Shiny



Creature,
Swimming, in the sea
Hoping not to

Get caught,

By

A fishermen

| am the colorful
Shiny

Fish.

WAVES

| am the
Blue
Waves,
Smacking,
On the ocean shore,
Splashing
People

| am the
Blue
Waves.

Now,

I’'m swimming through
A deep ocean,

| notice

The sand,

The seaweed,

The creatures

And the waves

| don’t have a notion

| know

What it feels like

To be one of those things
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