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The Snowman 
by Jesse

I woke up to see a snowman through my bedroom win-
dow, staring into my soul with it’s black beady eyes. I went 
outside to see how it got there. I took it’s nose and I ate it. 
Then I heard my sister say, “Hey, don’t eat my snowman’s 
nose!”
I said “Why did you make it here?”
“To scare you.”
“Well, it worked,” I laughed.

Then we went inside and ate breakfast, and then gave the 
snowman a new nose. 

The End.
 



The Missing Gingerbread Boy 
by Emma

Once there was a little girl, and her name was Lilly. Lilly 
was ten years old. Lilly and her mother were going shop-
ping one day for a gingerbread house. She made a ginger-
bread house every year during Christmas. Almost every 
year, she got her Christmas tree before she got her ginger-
bread house. But this year, she got her gingerbread house 
before she got her tree. 

Lilly and her mother made the gingerbread house at three 
o’clock. Lilly made the frosting, while her mother put candy 
in bowls to decorate the gingerbread house. When it was 
time to make the gingerbread house, everything was ready. 
Lilly put the house together with icing. There was a little 
gingerbread man sitting on the front steps of the ginger-
bread house.
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When Lilly was done, she went to go wash her hands in the 
kitchen sink. When she came back to the gingerbread house, 
the little gingerbread man was gone! Lilly looked everywhere 
for the gingerbread man, and she could not find him any-
where. But there was one place that she did not look yet. 

Under her bed!!!!

The little gingerbread man was under Lilly’s bed! She picked 
up the little gingerbread man and carried him back to the 
kitchen. 

    To be continued.......
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A Christmas Adventure
by Laurel

My name is Nalia Arisa Blane. It’s around Christmastime. I 
know, because my mistress has told me to put out these .... 
things. She never tells me what they are. She never sent me to 
school, so I don’t know math or writing. I only barely reading, 
‘cause every once in a while I sneak a book up to the attic, lay 
down on the yellowy-tan blanketed bed, and teach myself how 
to read. I manage to sneak a Christmas book. So that’s how I 
know what Christmas is. My only wish is that she would share 
some of that Christmas spirit with me. I read about a Christ-
mas festival. Wish I could go to that. 

A loud RING from my mistress made me stop a book by Jane 
Austen, (my favorite author,) shove it under the blanket and 
quickly shuffle down stairs, tripping on the second flight. I  
finally come into the study room, breathing heavily, dusting 
off my black dress and white apron. 

“Yes mistress?” I asked.
“For heaven’s sake, were you even looking at the clock? It’s 
dinner!” she responded quite loudly.
“I am sorry mistress,” I said as I rushed into the kitchen to 
make mashed potatoes. 
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After it was done, I went upstairs to the attic and waited for  
dinner. After it came, I hungrily gulped it down, then lay down 
thinking. Then it struck me, the perfect plan. 

A few days passed, and it was Christmas night. I tied my blankets 
together with a few extra clothes, and climbed out the window. 
Then I ran. I ran like Christmas was waiting for me and the finish 
line. Which it was. The Christmas festival was amazing; the sing-
ing, the dancing, the lights. I loved it. 

About half way through, I left, and climbed back up into my  
window. Unfortunately, my mistress was waiting for me there. 

“Where have you been?” she asked angrily.
“Ummm...” I tried to explain.
“You’re grounded,” she said, as if I wasn’t already.

Then I slept. I was grounded, but the festival was worth it.

The End.
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Bah, Humbug!
by Hayley

“Octaiva Doille, come down here right now!”
My name is Octaiva Doille, and just now, accidentally, I broke 
my older brother’s Van Gogh action figure. 
“Yes, Aunt Joan,”
I live with my Aunt Joan because my parents died when I was 
three. My brother Larry just came back from Shiz Academy. He 
was in the dorm, IMA GEEKA. 

Anyway, it’s almost Christmas. Most people think “Yahoo!!” 
I think “Ughh.”
I’m not a big fan of Christmas. Well, my past Christmases have 
not been an exact joy. The carolers are loud, Santa is creepy, 
and my Aunt will do anything to convince my brother Larry 
and me that Santa is real. One year, she even went out on the 
roof to pretend to be reindeer. 

My best friend Lilly, is the only person who hates Christmas as 
much as I do. The only things we like about Christmas are the 
cookies and the presents. But if you eat too many cookies, you 
can get sick. And presents are nice, but they only add to your 
big pile of junk in your room. 

Lilly and I have a club called “Bah, Humbug!” In it we discuss 
what we hate about Christmas, even in summer. 



Sometimes one of us starts to like Christmas. Lilly once started 
to “Love it!” It all worked out though. I fed her cookies until she 
got sick. 

The Bah, Humbug club house is a huge tree house that Lilly has 
in her backyard. Inside, there are two fuzzy chairs and a table 
with two chairs, and a blue carpet, and much more. Did I  
mention Lilly is a billionaire?

Well, I think you’ve got the point. That’s why I’m moving to  
Lilly’s house. 

The End.
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The Santa Patrol
By Claire

One Christmas Eve morning, I thought, “Hmm, maybe I should 
get together some friends and start a Santa patrol?” Then we 
would see once and for all who Santa really was. So later, I got 
Violet, Yvette, and Zoe to help with the patrol. The first thing we 
did was make sure that my friends could stay over night, which 
was pretty hard considering that tomorrow was Christmas. Their 
parents finally agreed, when my friends said that they would go 
home the second they woke up. The next thing we did was get 
our supplies; four cameras, four watches with alarms, four blan-
kets, four pillows, and one good hiding spot. The third thing we 
did, was bake and set out snacks for Santa and the reindeer. The 
last thing we did was set up camp. Oh, and we also got snacks for 
ourselves. 

That night, we got our alarm watches set for twelve a.m. 
At eight p.m. we had everything ready in our hiding spot.



At ten-thirty p.m., Yvette was asleep. 
At eleven p.m., Violet and I were asleep. 
At twelve midnight, our alarms woke us up. 
At twelve-thirty a.m., we were eating our snacks. 

At eight-thirty, we were waiting for mom and dad to go to bed. 
At nine p.m., mom and dad went to bed. 
At nine-thirty, after making sure that “M” and “D” were gone 
we went to our hiding spot. 
At ten p.m. Zoe went to sleep. 



At one a.m., Zoe was sleeping.
At one-fifteen, Yvette and Violet were sleeping, so it was just me. 
At one-thirty, I was asleep and had lost the battle with sleepi-
ness. 
At seven-thirty we all woke up, and realized that it was morning 
and we didn’t see Santa. 
Then we saw that the snacks were gone! After three phone calls, 
we got my friends’ families over to my house so we could all 
spend Christmas together. 

The End.



The Story of Arctic Foxes, Polar Bears,  
Snowshoe Hares, and Snowy Owls

by Jayden

Thistle pricked her ears. The forest was quiet, and she kinda 
liked it. She loved the wind in her sleek orange fur, and the firm 
bark under her black feet. She was the fastest fox in the cloud 
woods. The snow would slow her down a bit, but that’d be just 
fine. Thistle and her friends Brushtail and Shine were meeting 
all the other foxes, hares, and owls in the Grand Clearing. 

They were going to pull a prank on all the other animals in the 
Cloud Woods. They were all children, and Thistle was afraid she 
would be late. The chilly afternoon air tugged at her ears and tail 
as if it wanted to rip them off. Thistle shook herself as she leapt 
over an old moss covered log. Winter had to be so COLD. She 
pounded the soles of her paws into the ground, trying to run 
faster. The trees raced by her as she ran. She had to focus to keep 
herself from straying off course to play in the snow. When she 
reached the wide open sun-filled valley, the others were already 
in a conversation.

“...and when the owls have, then that’s when the foxes and hares 
will leap out of the trees,” Shine was saying to their gathered 
forces. There were about twenty-seven animals gathered, and all 
were listening intently. 

“All right, troops! Move out into positons!” 
Brushtail, seeing Thistle, twitched his long black hare’s ears, and 
bounded over. 



“You know the plan?” he asked her inquisitively. 
“Yes, Fluffy Bottom,” she replied, poking his twitching tail. 
Shine flew above them as they ran back out of the valley and 
into the snow. They rolled around in it, until they were all white 
like ghosts. Thistle raced up in her tree and sat silently, waiting 
for the signal from the now snow-covered owls.

“Wait,” she whispered at Brush Tail and the other hares. 
He nodded, listening intently. They all did. 
TAP, TAP, TAP, SCREECH!
There is was!
Thistle felt a thrill.
“Go!” Shine cried from above.
They launched themselves down into the gathering ring, where 
the Elder Foresters were gathered in their annual Christmas 
Council. They pounced on bushes and ran around, shrieking 
like ghosts. Thistle ran around scattering the frightened deer, 
flying squirrels, and groundhogs alike. Fearful shouts rose up 
from the Elders. Her nose twitched and she jumped. It was 
WORKING! Suddenly, a roar shook the forest floor.

“Natoro!” yelped somebody nearby. 
Thistle stopped and froze, trembling. Natoro was a bear and he 
gave some severe consequences to pranksters and criminals. 
Another tremendous roar shook the trees. Shine fell off her 
branch on a pine, twisting and landing with a sickening thud. 
“SHINE!” Thistle yelled, racing over to her friend’s side. 
Then came the sound of branches snapping as a huge figure 
emerged from the trees. 

Barely caring about the stupid bear (for the moment,) she  
nuzzled her friend’s snow-covered wing. 

“Shine,” she whined in despair. 
“Shine!” Natoro halted mid-roar. And looked down on the hor-
rified fox and the owl, who lay, unmoving in the snow, her left 
wing twisted to one side. The bear’s look of outrage softened, 
but hardened once he gazed upon the fleeing white owls, foxes, 
hares and the three bear cubs who had agreed to join in. He 
roared again. 
“You have disrupted my COUNCIL!” He bellowed, anger  
reinflated. 
Thistle hung her head, not willing to speak. Even if she tried, 
her voice wouldn’t have come. 
“You will be punished!” He gazed at their snow covered white 
feathers and fur and roared. 
“You shall be cursed to wear the white coats for every winter to 
come, and be banished to a cold harsh land, in which you never 
leave! Your children, too, will bear white coats in the winter, as 
a reminder of your tricks and failures!”
Freezing wind blasted through the air, and the Cloud Woods 
started to disappear in the cold unrelenting hail. 
“Banished to the North Pole!” Natoro boomed, and their world 
disappeared, to be replaced by a sense of undying cold snow 
around her white paws. She shook her fur in panic, but the 
white snow wasn’t SNOW, it was her fur. 
“Shine!” she yelled, panicked. The owl sat on Thistle’s left  
shoulder. 
“Oh, Shine,” Thistle gasped. “What have we done to ourselves?”

The End. 
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