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A beautiful white horse  

with the name of Indigo. 

Sitting in his stable. 

The smell of hay 

 and the mildew of morning. 

 

The beautiful sound of the wild 

horse,  

 Indigo, neighing.  

The clumping of his feet, 

against the hard wooden floor, 

 as he walks around in circles. 

 

The color Indigo shining bright in 

his eyes, 

 they are glowing in the darkness. 

His white eyelashes flapping in 

the cool air, 

 slowly begin to close 

 and off goes the pony 

 with the name of Indigo.  

With the Name of Indigo 

Faith Martin  

Summer Fun 

Carley Fure 

S chool is out! 

U nder the sunny sun I go! 

M iddle of the beach 

M iddle of the Ocean 

E AT, EAT and EAT! 

R eading is fun over the sum-

mer sun 

 

 

F ans are very good right now! 

U  are so fabulous 

N o more fun, summer is done 

Insects, insects, insects 

Insects, 

Insects, 

Water bugs, 

Pretty Butterflies 

Big, fat, juicy worms, 

Green speckled caterpillars, 

Those are just a fewé 

Camouflaging stick bugs, 

Hairy spiders, 

Tough, hard-working black ants, 

Flies that pester you, 

White moths, 

Red ants, 

Stinging scorpions, 

Donôt forget nasty ticks, 

Last of all, best of all, I like 

gummy worms! 

The water, splashing 

The sun is burning my skin 

Wait Iôll be back tomorrow. 

Beach 

Hannah Donohue 

Insects 

Anna Massaro 

Flowers 

Hannah Donohue 

Bright and beautiful 

Peeking from under the ground 

Good weather is here. 

The Blazing Comet 



By Comet Reporters Cassidy 

Calderwood & Hanna Johnson 

M ary Casanova, author of 

more than 20 childrenôs 

books, was the guest speaker at 

this yearôs Young Authorôs Con-

ference. Schools from across the 

U.P. participated in the special 

day of book-sharing, poetry and 

Mrs. Casanovaôs inspiring presen-

tation. She told students how she 

became a writer and how hard it 

can be to write a book. She ad-

vised students to stick with writ-

ing, even if it is scary or difficult. 

She also suggested that itôs good 

to write about subjects that you 

know and have personally experi-

enced. Her latest book is the ñKlip 

Fish Code.ò Itôs about Norway 

during the Nazi invasion. 

Mrs. Casanova writes books for 

all ages. She has picture books for 

little children such as ñOne-Dog 

Canoeò, beginning chapter books 

like the ñDog Watchò series, and 

older books like ñStealing Thun-

der.ò 

Students from Graveraet were 

inspired by her words. 
 

Childrenõs Author Casanova Inspires Young Writers 
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Author Mary Casanova with Blazing Comet 

reporters Hanna Johnson, Cassidy Calderwood 

and Sam Williams 

By the Lakeside            Aubrie Jacobson 

The fish know they will soon  

Be supper for some human animal, 

But the fish simply canôt resist the long lines that 

they pull 

 

And they know theyôre making the fishermen  

happy when they let themselves be eaten, 

but the pain of knowing the men will be proud, 

is nothing to knowing theyôll be eaten by a crowd 

  

At the dark and lonely lakeside, 

In the dull and murky depths, 

Saddened fish are lurking all about,  

Waiting for their deaths. 

 

The brave knight charged up the hill, 

A fire-breathing dragon he had to kill, 

But then the lizard came out, 

Blew flames from his snout, 

And the dragon happily ate his fill. 

At the dark and lonely lakeside, 

In the dull and murky depths, 

Saddened fish are lurking all about, 

Waiting for their deaths 

 

They know that soon they will have to 

Eat from the hands of human killers, 

And have to eat from their long lines that  

Dangle in the water 

 

At the dark and lonely lakeside, 

In the dull and murky depths, 

Saddened fish are lurking all about, 

Waiting for their deaths 

Guess this monthôs mystery teacher 
Charbroiled Knight  

Evan Bonsall 
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Calling His Shot 

Riley Lynch 

Road Trip Gone Wrong 

Danielle Jahnke 

Grandfather Clock 

Jordan Mohr  

Dreaming of the Moon 

Rachel LaFave 

It was bases loaded, 

0 to 3 

Boston Red Sox. 

Babe Ruth was up to bat.  

 

The Pitcher was nervous, 

with the Great Bambino. 

Babe Ruth was pointing 

to the centerfield wall. 

 He was saying, ñItôs mine. óô 

 

The pitcher pitched the ball. 

Babe swung at it,  

hitting it right where he wanted. 

That was the best grand-slam 

ever. 

When the child was born, when 

he was flailing and kicking, 

the clock started up, just doing 

its ticking. 

Even at times, when he was 

feeling the heat, 

he still wondered why, it was 

still keeping its beat. 

 

80 years went by, it never did 

stop, 

and he thought that his life, was 

taking a hop. 

He was thinking about it, for 

quite a long time, 

and he figured, it was his life 

phantomime.  

As my family and I 

get ready to pack, 

I get out my suitcase 

with my purple backpack. 

 

I pack my suitcase 

all pretty in pink. 

I canôt help to wonder, 

we forgot something, I think 

 

As we load the car, 

I ask if we forgot anything. 

Mom said, ñDonôt be silly!ò 

While she puts on her ring. 

 

We drive to Detroit, 

and get there at noon. 

Mom says, ñWhereôs my suit-

case?ò 

Dad said, ñIn our room!ò 

 

When you go on a road trip 

you have to remember é 

Do not forget anything or 

youôll get there late December! 

As I fall asleep,  

I dream of the moon 

instead of home. 

Am I on a rocket ship? 

The countdown begins at  

5, 4, 3, 2, 1 lift off!  

I slowly drift off into space. 

 

I arrive at the moon, 

 and run off the ship. 

Bouncing up and down.  

At home,  

I lay on the bed 

doing nothingénothing at all. 

I dream one day, 

I will go to the moon 

when laying on my bed. 

Bob the Cupcake 

Caleb Kaznowski 

There once was a cupcake 

named Bob. 

He was shaped like a door knob. 

One day he began to sob. 

So he ate the corn on the cob. 

Then he joined an angry mob. 

Then he met an apple named 

Rob. 

He looked like a glob. 

That was the end of Rob and 

Bob. 
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My Dad 

Keegan Depro 

Leaves to Snowflakes 

Emma Kaznowski 

Ode to My Cleats 

Chelsea Morin 

My Dad 

Thank you for taking me out to 

eat subs. I LOVE SUBS! 

Thank you for playing games 

when you have the time. 

Thank you for buying me 

Legos. I like Legos! 

Thank you for making me feel 

better when Iôm feeling bad. 

I love you, Dad. 

My Mom 

Keegan Depro 

Mom 

My Mom loves me a lot. 

She would make me feel better 

when Iôm sad. 

She loves to give me some time 

to myself. 

I love my Mom! 

In fall the days are bright and 

cheery 

The sky is 

lively and 

sunny. 

The trees are golden, colorful 

and leafless. 

The leaves are 

wet, 

glistening and 

stepped on. 

That is fall in Marquette. 

 

The next day is gloomy and 

chilly and snowy. 

The sky is freezing, dark and 

sad. 

Crunchy, 

slushy and 

slippery, 

the leaves are dead, crispy and 

fallen. 

The trees are bare, frozen and 

shivery. 

That is winter in Marquette 

going on forever. 

They wait on the ball field, 

wet, dusty, 

a scuff of white at their tips 

from when I ran 

across the chalk. 

I ran and fell leaping 

for the baseball that 

flew my way. 

I fell and got up, 

the baseball in my glove, 

white on my shoes. 

Sheôs out. 

 

Now itôs the champion game. 

Time to show them whoôs boss, 

First batter, a hit! Catch it! 

Youôre out! 

Next batter. 

Our teamôs up to bat. 

The game flies by. 

Shoes donôt fail me now! 

Iôm up. 

I hit a home run! 

My shoes crunch 

the ground. 

Smell the chalk. 

Feel the leather on my shoes hit 

my heels. 

Time to slide! 

The game is over. We won. 

Thanks shoes. 

Shoes come in different sizes, 

shapes, colors, temperatures, fuzziness, materials, and kinds. 

There are baby shoes, man shoes 

boy shoes, girls shoes, woman shoes, 

and only child shoes. 

And captain shoes, dog shoes, cat shoes,  

Bird shoes, hedgehog shoes and thereôs more! 

Hermit crab shoes, lizard shoes, horse shoes, 

And African shoes, North American shoes, South American shoes, 

European, Australian and Asian shoes. 

I hope youôve noticed that Iôm trying to mention  

that pretty much everyone has shoes. 

Shoes  by  Piersan Kimmes 
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Where Iôm From 

Amanda Lutey 

Torrential Rain  

Evan Bonsall 

Skiing 

Cody Wasey 

Iôm from a Florida tan 

every year! 

From trick-or-treating on 

Halloween. 

A nice family, awesome parents, 

a DORKY brother, a perfect dog, 

three adorable cats! 

Iôm from shopping in summer! 

Iôm from awesome friends and 

crazy classmates. Sleeping at my 

cousinôs house, staying up late. 

Iôm from the best teachers. 

My favorite birthday. 

Sliding down Marquette Moun-

tain, sitting in the lodge! 

Leaping at ballet  

two days a week, 

Eating Thanksgiving dinner, 

Getting knocked over by dogs. 

Biking and sledding! 

And thatôs where Iôm from! 

If you were a munchkin 

Youôd be short, not tall. 

People would look down at you, 

Tease and call you small. 

 

If you were a munchkin 

Everyone would laugh, 

Call you tiny, short and small, 

Then say you were daft. 

 

If you were a munchkin, 

Youôd be  3-foot-2. 

Youôd never really fit in, 

And bullies would bully you. 

 

But, youôre NOT. 

A bucket of torrential rain 

Splashed against the window pane 

The thunderclouds, from an awe-

some height 

Opened up upon the night. 

 

Now a tiny flood, caused by the 

rain 

Was quickly running down the lane 

And in the pedestriansô exaspera-

tion 

The storm began acceleration.  

 

Now it was a hurricane 

Of roaring wind and pounding rain 

And that was when the lightning 

started 

Cutting through the sky like a knife 

through butter. 

 

Then I spied a frightening figure 

And as I watched it seemed to 

slither 

It was sliding down the lane 

And straight for our house it came! 

 

I was gripped with a terrible fright 

As it moved through the night 

Then the door creaked eerily 

The monstrous beast was out to get 

me! 

 

When into the living room it came 

I saw no need to be afraid 

For it was only my dad 

Returned from the high school 

football game. 

 

Going up the chairlift 

all the lights 

are on. 

There are fires 

at the rest stops. 

People are fix-

ing, 

diving, 

speeding, 

racing, 

down the hill. 

Making tracks in the snow. 

Munchkin  

Nathan Rotundo 

Tornado 

Jessica Robyns 

As it touches down, 

It destroys all in its path, 

And no one can hide. 

 

A tornado forms, 

A swirling vortex of wind, 

It will never stop. 

 

Find a place to hide, 

It will never wait for you, 

As it whirls your way.  

Thunderstorm 

Jessica Robyns 

First, the sky is calm, 

Then the thunder booms loudly,  

Next, the lightning roars. 

 

A storm is coming,  

And the clouds are grey and 

large, 

Rain is pelting down. 

 

Branches are knocked down, 

But it does not last that long, 

Gone by the morning.  



By Michael Brzezinski 

H ave you ever ridden on a 

snowmobile and never 

wanted to go again? Well, I have 

and Iôm going to tell 

you a story about it. 

One time when I was 

going over to my 

friendôs house, he asked 

me to go snowmobiling. 

I said, ñYes.ò  We went 

with his sister because 

she is 12-years-old. One person 

would sit on the snowmobile and 

the other two would sit in a sled 

tied to the snowmobile. 

My friend got to go first. I got 

on the snowmobile and put the 

key in and drove.  A bunch of 

snow shot in my face. I couldnôt 

see. I finally wiped 

my eyes.  We were 

about to crash into a 

tree and then ran out 

of gas! 

We were so thankful. 

Then their dad came 

and towed the snow-

mobile. 

It wasnôt the  best thing that 

happened to me, but it is a good 

story to tell. 

By Sophie Shahbazi 

H ello, Iôm Bob. I am a rain-drop. Right now Iôm in a 

duck pond. I am getting kicked 

around by a duck. I made so 

many friends here like Joe, 

George, Fred and Moe, but they 

left. 

They just disappeared. Oh no, 

Iôm floating up in the air. I canôt 

look down.  Iôm afraid of heights. 

Iôm pretty 

sure what 

is happen-

ing is 

evapora-

tion. I 

keep see-

ing other 

raindrops 

coming 

up, up, up. 

Now all I see is white. This is 

called condensation. We are a 

cloud. We stayed like this for a 

while, then turned back into drops 

and fell. That is precipitation. 

This is all going to start over 

again. Itôs called the water cycle. 
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A Good Story to Tell Bob the Raindrop 

By Joseph R. Healy 

H i, Iôm a raindrop. My life is like an ongoing cycle. I 

am falling into Lake Superior.  

Down, down, down. Splash! 

Now Iôm in Lake Superior along 

with all of the other raindrops. 

Here I go again. Iôm going to 

evaporate. Up, up, up! Iôm turn-

ing into a cloud again. I can feel 

myself changing into a gas state.  

Now Iôm going through the 

process of condensation. The 

cloud is getting bigger and full of 

other raindrops. Iôve changed 

back into other droplets and Iôm 

raining down again. Iôm going 

through the process of precipita-

tion. Itôs going to start all over 

again. 

This is a cycle of never ending 

water. It is the changing water 

cycle. 

A day in the Life 
of  a Raindrop 

By Mikael Bernard  

O n my four-day weekend 

all I did was read, read, 

read. I read so much my mom 

told me to stop reading and go to 

sleep.  

The minute I got up I grabbed a 

book and read. When I went some 

place I always brought a book, 

even to church. 

On my weekend I read a lot! 

Read, Read, 
Read! 

By Brendan Klarich  

O ne Halloween night there 

were three kids in a club. 

They wanted more members but 

everybody believed the club was 

haunted. The kids did a lot of 

stuff that made people believe 

that the club was haunted. 

On Halloween they went into a 

haunted house, but when they 

tried to get out the door was 

locked. So they ran to the other 

door on the other side. It was 

locked too. They found stairs and 

they went down them to see if 

there was a way out. There they 

found a crypt and two people do-

ing a ritual. Their names were Mr. 

Crypt and his son Crypt Master. 

The ritual brought a mummy to 

life. 

They found the kids and started 

chasing them. The kids found the 

key to the upstairs door but the 

mummy got the kids and they 

were never seen again. 

Mr. Crypt 



The Thanksgiving hunt 

is a family tradition.  

Excitement each year! 

Loaded down with gear 

our packs on our backs. 

We get into our blind, 

 and wait for the rack. 

 

Here he comes, 

that big old deer. 

Weôd better be quiet, 

or he might hear. 

Weôd leave empty handed, 

thatôs OK 

We know 

Thanksgiving dinner is near.  
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By Jim Mallos 

H ow do you do a 360?  

Firstðyou get a lot of 

speed; secondðyou bend your 

legs; thirdðyou bend your knees; 

fourthðyou wind up and look 

behind your shoulder.  After that 

you pop up and spin and keep 

your legs up in the air and land it. 

Thatôs how to do a 360. 

By Megan Leigh Johnson 

O ne night underneath the 

moonlit sky was the most 

beautiful sight I ever saw. With 

the orange street lamp shining 

down orange, glistening and pure 

white snow around an icy, glass, 

ice rink.  It shown like the dew on 

the grass, in the murky, lazy 

morning. It absolutely took my 

breath away. 

Staring at the dazzling, most 

beautiful sight I ever saw, I froze. 

I just sat there staring, seeing 

every different little snowflake 

falling down on the mirror-like 

ice rink. 

That was absolutely the most 

beautiful and spectacular sight I 

ever saw. 

Skateboard 
 Adventure 

By Jordan Hamalainen 

T his spring break Cody 

Baker and I did lots of 

skateboarding. We skateboarded 

all around town. My dad was 

making a video of us skating, but 

around 3 p.m. I broke my skate-

board because I couldnôt land a 

360-kckflip. Thatôs where you do 

a full spin while your board spins 

one time below your feet. 

So, my dad, Cody and I went to 

our local skate shop called 

Ground Zero and I got a skate-

board. 

Thatôs how I spent my spring 

break. 

Doing a 360 Seeing Beauty 

Best Friends 

Thanksgiving Hunt 

Grant Henricksen 

By Caitlin Carter  

M y best friend and I have 

many exciting times to-

gether. I remember when we went 

to the Corn Maze. My sister and 

Ryan were on one team. Aiden 

and IU were on the other. We had 

to work together to find all ten 

posts and stamp our card. 

My sister and Ryan had one 

more to win when we were done. 

So Aiden and I just needed to get 

to the finish line and é we won! 

Afterward my mom let us play 

in large, super big hay stacks. 

There were 20 five-foot stacks in 

a large box shape. We did that 

while Samantha, Dad and Ryan 

were finishing.  

Thatôs the best time I had with 

my best friend. 

Spring Break 

By Elyza Larson 

M y Spring Break was awe-

some. My family and I 

went to the Tundra Water Park 

for a night. It was so fun! We 

went on the lazy river in inner 

tubes, went on the two big water 

slides and hung on the monkey 

bars. 

Also we had a huge room. It had 

two levels. It was really cool. But 

the best part was I got to bring a 

friend. That way I wouldnôt be 

bored at all. 

Another thing I did over spring 

break was sleep over at my 

grandmaôs house. I played with 

my cousins and my grandmaôs 

dog. One of the games was flash-

light tag. It was my favorite 

game. We had lots of fun. 

Well, those are some of the 

things I did over Spring Break. 
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In Our Opinion 
How much homework is too much? 

By Kayce Mullett 

S tudents at GIS should not have an hour of home-

work. First, because students who have activities 

after school should be able to have time to relax or 

have a snack before bed and thatôs really hard to do 

when you have a lot of homework. Second, if kids did-

n't have a lot of homework, they wouldnôt have to stay 

up late to finish it and they would be better rested the 

following day. Third, if kids didnôt have so much 

homework they would have more time for physical 

activities that help with their health. 

In conclusion, students should not have an hour of 

homework each night. 

One hour is too much  One hour is appropriate  

By Nathan King 

S tudents at Graveraet should not have one hour of 

homework every night. 

First, kids need to be kids and need to have fun. Sec-

ond, kids need to exercise. We have SEVEN hours of 

work in school. We need to get home, forget about 

work and have FUN, play with friends, regain energy 

in our bodies. 

Thatôs why I think kids should not have one hour of 

homework each night. 

By Austin Nardi  

G raveraet students should have more homework 

every night because other countries are more 

advanced. More homework will sharpen our skills and 

make us more intelligent. Sometimes during the day, 

there isnôt enough time to do all the required work at 

school. 

Therefore, I think Graveraet students should have 

more homework. 

By Leah Anderson 

S tudents at Graveraet should have one hour of 

homework every night. Here are three reasons 

why. 

First, some students just go home and play video 

games. Sitting in front of the TV all day can kill brain 

cells! Second, if we are sitting down doing our home-

work we could learn more and that would give us a 

better education! Third, homework prepares you for 

college so you can be a successful adult. 

That is why students at Graveraet should have one 

hour of homework every night. 

By Joseph Healy 

G raveraet students should not get one hour of 

homework every day. Here are three reasons 

why. 

First, it would sort of be wasting our time because 

we forget 90 percent of what we learn. Second, some 

people like to play outside but they are very slow at 

homework so they donôt get to play outside. Finally, it 

will give the teachers less to correct. 

These are reasons why we should not have one hour 

of homework each night. 

By Nick Mercier  

W e should have one hour of homework be-

cause we can learn from our homework and 

then get some exercise outside. 

We can get good grades, compete with other coun-

tries and grow up to be very smart citizens.  

Another reason is because if you are bad at a subject 

then you can practice the subject you are bad at. 

These are examples of why we should have one hour 

of homework each night. 

Fourth-graders who reported spending a moderate amount of time on homeworkðone half hour or one hour dailyðhad higher aver-

age scores on reading assessment tests than students who reported they spent more than one hour and also higher scores than students 

who reported they did no homework. 

           ~ US Department of Education 
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Above art by Sharif Fountain, at left, 

Horses by Hannah B. 

(Mrs. Goodmanôs Class) 

By Bridget Engstrom 

The Mystery Teacher is Jan Sabin! 

Comic by Colin ñThe Kidò McCommons 
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Dimon Thompson, Kate Skendzel, Sophie Shahbazi and Hanna 

Johnson by the large dump truck at the Cliffôs Shaft Museum. 

Nick Mercier learns how 

hard it is to push the 

plunger that ignites the 

dynamite in underground 

mines. Behind Nick is 

Mr. Leo LaFond who 

talked with fourth-grade 

students about mining 

history. 

Blazing Comet reporters pose for photo by The Mining Journal. The photo 

was used for a story about the Graveraet student newspaper. Blazing Comet 

reporters are being honored 6 p.m., June 9 at the school board meeting in the 

MSHS Little Theatre. 

Blazing Comet staff photographer Cammy Seitz is interviewed by 

WLUC-TV6 news reporter Nick Kanczuzewski 

.home at this try never should you, 

place wrong the in words the by 

that know probably You. 

 

.place wrong the in are words the 

poem this In 

Words in the Wrong Place 

Colin McCommons 

                      Spring Path ð  Piersan Kimmes 

If you travel up the path 

Feel the warm breeze on your face, 

Smell the flowers 

Listen for birds chirping in trees 

Look around for newborn animals. 

Remember, there may be skunks, and foxes. 

So watch out for animals 

On the path this spring. 


