

The cool spring air felt refreshing as my dad and I went outside.  This was the big day I had waited for.  The weather had kept us cooped inside for what seemed months and all I could do was look longingly at my new bike that I had received for Christmas.


“Are you ready?” he asked me.


“Maybe,” I answered just a little bit scared.


“It’s OK, I am right here beside you and I won’t let you fall.”


As I slowly climbed onto my shiny new bike, I felt a few butterflies.  I suddenly realized my feet didn’t touch the ground.  Oh no, what do I do now? 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~


The hot summer sun was making me sweat as we stood in line to ride the White Water Rapids.  I couldn’t wait to feel the icy cold spray on my face…

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The crisp fall air felt good on my face as I arrived at my friend’s farm. I could hear some of my friends playing football at the bottom of the field.  Others were jumping in the leaves and enjoying the sound of crackling and crunching.  Some were playing four square.  I didn’t know where to go first but I heard someone yelling to me…
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Looking out the window at the winter sky, I wondered if it would snow.  As soon as  that thought crossed my mind,  I saw crystal clear snowflakes as big as quarters start to cover our huge yard.  I realized that my sisters would be excited about building a snowman.  I also remembered my friends talking about ice foot and how cool it would be to try it out.  How am I going to get a football though?  What can I trade for a football?

5th grade Strode students


It was one of those super-duper-cold Saturdays.  One of those days that when you breathed out your breath kind of hung frozen in the air like a hunk of smoke and you could walk along and look exactly like a train blowing out big, fat, white puffs of smoke.  It was so cold that if you were stupid enough to go outside your eyes would automatically blink a thousands times all by themselves, probably so the juice inside of them wouldn’t freeze up.  It was so cold that if you spit, the slob would be an ice cube before it hit the ground.  It was about a zillion degrees below zero.
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