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Burns Park News From Burns Park Kids

The
Dear Kitty

by Wei Wei Poortinga

You are cute
and cuddly too.
You make me delighted
when I am blue.

I love you,
you love me;
that’s how it will always be.

Your white fur, 
your twitchy tail
make me smile;
you never fail! Dear Kitten

By Sophie Rohani 

You sit in a shelter 
all day.
Wait,
waiting to be adopted, 
and then 

a person comes, your 
person. You start to 

meow and they 
pick you up
and grin. 
You’re  fine; they’re fine.
They start to smile; 
everything is fine.

The 

Poetry 
issue
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Dear Percy Jackson Book
by Aubrey Baumhover

You make me laugh.
When I read you,

you make me smile.

You are my friend;
I’ll never leave

you

You’ll never leave me.
We are forever together.

No one can take us apart.
You love me and I love you.

Sometimes
you make me nervous

when your characters get 
in dangerous  places.

You are fun to read.
There are many of you,

even a Percy Jackson
Greek Gods book too.

I LOVE PERCY JACKSON!!!

Dear Cats
By Staley Meier 

Dear cats,
I love how you have silky fur.
It is just like setting my hands on
a mat that just got fresh and clean.

You are so adorable and snuggly too.
I love you. You are massive, you
are tiny, I don’t care at all.
You are adorable every way you are.

Cats can be massive, tiny,
great, short, long, and they
love you. They can snuggle
you a lot!

I love cats!

Dear Spiders
by Ramsey Fenton

When you
crawl on my

arm,
it

makes me get tickled. 

It’s my friend at miserable
times,
when
I am 

gloomy.

But you don’t like to leave me.
I am a
bud 
here

and now.

Dear Movie
By Rosie Flynn 

You make me happy. I eat popcorn when 
I watch you. Come watch with me!

Sometimes
I’m really excited.
I ride the car to get to you!

Can’t wait to watch you. 
Sometimes you make me cry,
sometimes you make me scared.
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Dear Zap Zone
By Waleed Mohamed 

Your games are so fun— 
they make me laugh,
smile, and feel excited. 

It is like being in a wonderland,
like I am in a spaceship
fighting like Star Wars heroes.

I get to see many people,
and make new friends—
to play, run, and jump with friends.
When the day ends,
I feel sad to go home,
but until next time I dream about you.

Dear Subway
By Keziah Coward 

Your subs are so good with bacon, eggs, and cheese!
My mom buys it with money. It’s like $3.99 or something. I like 
when I get a bag of chips too.

I like you are juicy and you are like a big candy bar in
my mouth. When I take a big bite, you are like a really good 
sandwich.

You are good, and even when my mom doesn’t have money, I can 
make you at home, and you are tender and juicy and sweet!!!
I love how you are nice and hot and cool! You are like my dear 
friend forever!!!

Dear Bike
By Alondra Valdez 

When I get on you, I feel hot in
the summer. I ride you and wind
splashes on my face.

When the wind splashes on my face, 
I feel nice and cool. When I pedal, it makes me 
worn out, but I feel nice being outside until ...

Bump! There’s a bump. I fly up with you and
land down. It hurts my tushie, but I keep riding
you.

Dear Puppies
By Mariam Hamed 

You look so cute when I
hold you in my hand.

And you’re not as boring as a
big old clown.

 You’re the finest pet I have.  
 You’re the best; you’re the cutest

one I know. 

And we can go for walks when 
the weather has shine.

I LOVE you puppies!

You know that the Spartan is the mascot of Michigan State 
University, but do you know what a Spartan is? A Spartan is 
someone from Sparta, which was one of the most powerful 
city-states in Ancient Greece. It is famous for its powerful 
army  as  well  as  its  battles  with  the  city-state  of  Athens 
during the Peloponnesian War. 

diD you know?
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Dear Bike
By Elizabeth Lamb

When I ride you,
You splash wind in my face.

When I fall, you fall too.
You get me places faster, and

You give me exercise.

I named you; I don’t know why.
You will last forever and

Ever. Come play—you are fast,

And fun, but you need a
Basket and an umbrella too.
Because when it downpours,

I get soaked.

Recess
By Miriam Leo 

Store
By Mohamed Mohamed

Splash! It’s spring!
Winter’s gone in one long ring!

Puddles here, puddles there. Oh, and even a river 
over by Ms. Mere!

Lunch is over, but recess isn’t!
It’s just begun, and it’s oh, so pleasant!

It goes on and on for hours at most!
But it came to an end, and so did my hope.

It was just a dream; it’s still the middle of winter.

I went to the store with my cousins.
We bought some donuts in dozens.

After we were done,
We started to run,

But we forgot to buy the muffins!

The Spartan Army fought in a Phalanx formation. They would 
line up side by side and several men deep. Then they would 
lock their shields together and advance on the enemy stabbing 
them with their spears. The Spartans spent their lives drilling 
and practicing their formations and it showed in battle. They 
rarely broke formation and could defeat much larger armies. 
The  basic  equipment  used  by  the  Spartans  included  their 
shield (called an aspis),  a  spear  (called a  dory),  and a  short 
sword (called a  xiphos).  They also  wore a  crimson tunic  so 
their bloody wounds wouldn’t show. 

diD you know?
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You are fun to swim in. I do a lot laps.
You are fun to splash and play around in,
and sometimes do some tricks.

Sometimes you make me chill, but I still swim in you.
You feel cool on my face when I jump in you.
When I jump in you, sometimes you make a big splash.

You feel really great on my body when I am hot.
You refresh me on hot days. You are a great friend to me.
When I swim in you, I wish you were alive.

Dear Swimming Pool
By Sophia DeSomma 

Dear Electronics
By Giancarlo Hernandez-Escobar 

I like it  when you make 
me happy. I hate it
when you make me sad.

No matter how much
I like you, I’m glad 
you are still my friend.

I’m glad you make me
feel happy. I’m happy!
You make me feel
glad, and I’m happy 
I have you.

Dear Hockey
By Alona Seager 

Dear Hockey, I wish you were alive. 
I would play you every day like you were 

my best pal.

I know it’s kind of hard to play, 
but I will play you anyway.

I like the way you slide and ride,
and the way it feels like I am 

floating
in midair. 

I like the way it’s sometimes
called

stick and puck. 
Stick and puck can be played indoor or out.

Dear Estes Rocket
By Antony Williams 

You
fly so
high, you
turn into
a dot in
the atmosphere
far, far away!

A tiny 
dot up in
the air. If, in 
the night, I 
launch
you, you 
look like a 
beam
of fire 
streaking 
through 
the night.

When
your 
parachute
comes 
out, you
gently 
flutter
to the 
grass.
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Horse Run
by Meghan London

I am running with the herd, galloping, lots of air across me. 
My mane and tail  blow with  the  wind;  the  air  is  hot  and 
humid. I want to leap over the fence. I want to run free, but I 
will lose my friends again. Some people are watching us. Will 
they buy us, or are they just watching? Or will they just come 
for a ride? I want to have a ride on the mountain, rearing into 
the air. When will summer come when I run free? Until then, 
I am here. I want to run away, but I stay. I’m crammed with 
dark and brown horses. The people smile. The wind blows 
gently across me. I see the valleys and mountains that I will 
soon run across far away. 

What do you think it is like to be a horse? To be crammed up 
and to move from farm to farm? To make new friends that 
only last  a  few months? To almost  always be taking when 
freedom ends? It’s hard. But fun. To run fast and high. To be strong and powerful. We horses like to run in 
the fields in non-crammed places. To rest in the shade. Graze in the sun. Drink from the river and eat berries 
of the trees. We face hard things like you too. When winter comes we get cold and sick with only berry trees 
to protect us. We get hot and tired in the summer. We face good and bad, just like you.

Inspired by

The Hummingbird
by Dawsen Mercer

Inspired by

I watched as the beautiful hummingbird zoomed through the tropical rain forest. Simmering in colors of 
gold, purple, blue and green. As it weaved through the plants, it ruffled my pink petals. I watched the 

emerald green colors zoom past. The purples of the deepest amethyst and the blues of the bluest sapphires. 
As it flew past I felt they, they who took the picture, watching, waiting. I felt the wind. The warm tropical 
wind. The hummingbird’s soulful eyes looked at me for one moment and then flew away. I could hardly 

hear when they took the camera away and packed to go home. For weeks and months I thought about that 
hummingbird. One day, it came, it stopped and landed next to me. It flew away the next day. I still sit here 

thinking about that bird. The bird of emeralds, amethyst, sapphires and gold.

From the perspective of the pink flower
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Who I Am
by Mia Sunahara

I am the boat flying through the waves.
I am the voice flowing with the wind
I am the beat in which we walk to and the music that you play.
I am the sky that forms the clouds and the water that brings you the waves.
I am the song in which you sing and the sister who sings along.
I am the actress and the show.
I am the hand that writes the story and the pencil that draws the pictures.
I am the eyes that watch the soccer ball, and the feet that kick the soccer ball.
I am the legs that take you places,
And the bandana sitting on your head.
I am all that you just heard, and all made me who I am.

Indoor Soccer
by Henry LiPuma

Rec  &  Ed  is  doing  indoor  soccer.  They  call  it     
futsal.  The  4th  grade  boys’  team  is  not  doing  so 
well.  Our  coach  is  named  Dan  and  our  assistant 
coach is named Christian. We have won only one 
game. I am the best goalie on my team.

The Rose Bowl
by Mr. Chalk

Oregon won the  Rose  Bowl  over  Florida  State,     
and  moved  on  to  the  National  Championships. 
They  beat  Florida  State  59–20,  led  by  Marcus 
Mariota  passing  for  more  than  100  yards  and 
completing three  touchdown passes  (and,  I  think, 
scoring one rushing touchdown). Florida State had 
a streak of  winning 26 games without losing,  but 
Oregon  snapped  that  record  to  go  to  the 
Championships. Go Oregon! 

My Cat
by Viola Schroeder

Have you ever seen a cat that is white,  brown,     
and gray? Well, that cat is mine. I am a 4th grader 
named Viola E. Schroeder. Please don’t tell someone 
to call the animal shelter. If you are really worried, 
tell the teacher you know whose cat it is. Just so you 
know: it is a male and he is very friendly.

I Hurt My Hair
by Heddi Myklebust

I hurt my hair so I can’t see. I hurt my ear so I     
can’t eat. I hurt my arm so I can’t smell. I ate some 
pie so I can’t yell. I ran a mile so I can’t smile. I think 
I’ll stay in bed awhile.

Spartan boys were trained 
to  be  soldiers  from  their 
youth.  They  were  raised 
by their mothers until the 
age  of  seven,  and  then 
they  would  enter  a 
military school  called the 
Agoge.  At  the Agoge the 
boys were trained how to 
fight,  but  also  learned 
how to read and write. 

diD you know?

The Agoge was a tough school. The boys lived in 
barracks  and  were  often  beaten  to  make  them 
tough. They were given little to eat to get used to 
what life would be like when they went to war. 
The boys were encouraged to fight one another. 
When the boys turned 20, they entered into the 
Spartan army.
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Expectations
by JJ Monchamp

In Mrs. Crankshaw’s 3rd/4th grade class, we have something called Classroom Expectations. We have four     
top  expectations,  then  we  have  a  few  smaller  expectations.  I  think  these  help  us  a  lot.  Here  are  our 
expectations:

Be Respectful Be Responsible Be Safe Be a Friend

• Listen
• Use quiet voices
• Wait your turn
• Use your quiet hand

• Clean up materials
• Push in chairs
• Follow directions
• Do your homework

• Walk
• Push in chairs
• Keep hands, feet, 

and all objects to 
your self

• HALLS (H: hands to 
self, A: all eyes 
forward, L: lips 
zipped, L: low 
speed, S: straight 
line)

• Be nice
• Share
• Help each other
• Listen to each other
• Take turns

Winter
by Happy Cat

All the leaves are off the trees.
When I go outside, I freeze.
I don’t like the winter air,
But the snow makes it fair.

Three Poems
by Sadie Todd

Bob 

Bob
loved
Hob.
Hob

loved
Bob.
Bob

broke
Hob’s
tog.

Maya and Tia 

Tia
kicked
Maya.
Maya

bit
Tia.
Tia

tickled
Maya.

Sing and Ping 

Sing.
Ping.
Ling.
Fling.

Make up your own expectations!    

The Creature
by Lizzie Kinsey

Everyone was gathered by the weird creature on     
the beach.  One person said,  “I’ll  teach him tricks, 
like  roll  over  or  maybe he could fly.”  But  then,  I 
said, “He just died.”
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Dear Zap Zone
By Aaron Harrison 

I like you a lot.
You make me happy;
you are a good place to go to.

I wish you were alive because
you have laser tag in you.  
I love you so much Zap Zone,
and you have bumper cars in you too.

Zap Zone is a colorful place.
You shine bright as I walk in.
Zap Zone is like a zombie takeover.

Dear Pool
by Sofia Gonzalez

You make me chill as much as you.
Sometimes you’re cold and sometimes you are brand-new.
You help me learn to swim. I play with you a lot. You make me 
smile.

You are my best friend no matter where you are and no matter 
where you live. You are so nice and I love you. I hope you love 
me too.

My family loves to play with you. Everybody I  know loves to 
play with you too.

Poetry
by Liam Patel

Hi, my name is Liam, and I like poetry. Here’s a     
bit I made:

I kicked a fly
in a pie

and now
I lie and

say goodbye.
“Goodbye.”

It wasn’t my best, but I like it. It rhymes. Tell me     
if  you  like  poetry  because  I  like  it.  Here  is  the 
ending:

I found a
fly in
a pie.

“Goodbye.”

• Boys were encouraged to steal food. If  they 
were  caught,  they  were  punished,  not  for 
stealing, but for getting caught.

• Spartan  men  were  required  to  stay  fit  and 
ready to fight until the age of 60.

• The  term  spartan  is  often  used  to  describe 
something simple or without comfort.

• The  Spartans  considered  themselves  to  be 
direct  descendants  of  the  Greek  hero 
Hercules.

• Though MSU is now a large university, in the 
19th  century,  it  was  a  small  agricultural 
college  known  as  the  State  Agricultural 
College  of  Michigan,  and  its  sports  teams 
were named the “Aggies.” MSU changed the 
name to  the  Spartans  in  1925,  and adopted 
Sparty as their mascot.

• Sparty  has  won  the  Best  Mascot  National 
Championship  three  times  and  has  been 
featured  in  a  series  of  ads  for  ESPN’s 
SportsCenter.

diD you know?

Spartan 
Fun 
Facts
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Do you have some school news or an opinion you would like to share? Do you have an idea for a new 
comic strip or word puzzle? Do you have a special teacher or someone in the community you would like 
to interview? Are you up on the latest fashion trends? Would you like to poll your fellow students about 
issues that are important to them? Or do you just want to see your name in print? Then, submit an article 
for the next issue of The Penguin Press!

Articles for the next issue are due April 30.

Hey Kids!

Make Your Own Sentences
by Mr. Awesome

Choose words from as many columns below as you can to make up your own sentences. Add other     
words if necessary to make fun or crazy sentences. For example, “Joe is punching Spain.”

Names
JJ

Bob
Jack
Fred

Bennett
Joe

June
Joey
Max

Elizabeth
Gabby
John

Small Words
is
in

the
are
us

and
on
we

there
was
were

at

Stuff
pie

cake
beds
cars

candy
chocolate

pizza
books

awesome
pens

clocks
ears

Action
eating

running
working
playing

swimming
jumping
climbing
kicking
seeing

throwing
walking

punching

Places
Canada

Argentina
Brazil

Uganda
USA

Burns Park
Ann Arbor

Boston
Russia
China
Africa
Spain

Spartan girls also went to school at the age of seven. Their school wasn’t 
as tough as the boys, but they did train in athletics and exercise. It was 
important that the women stay fit so they would have strong sons who 
could fight  for  Sparta.  The women of  Sparta  had more freedom and 
education than most  Greek city-states at  the time.  Girls  usually were 
married at the age of 18. 

diD you know?


