
Ice 

 

Whizz whizz my ice skates shoot over 

the cold hard ice. 

I hit a hairpin turn 

my feet fly out from under me I’m flying 

WUMP 

I land on the unforgiving ice. 

Ice is fun and playful 

but sometimes it takes is fun 

too far 

and womps you 

on the head 

 

 Benjamin Hood 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Snow-boarding 

 

I love snow-boarding. 

I do it in all weathers. 

Snow or rain, 

sometimes in below zero. 

The reason I like snow-boarding 

is because I feel so alive. 

I fly by people. 

As I hit a jump I feel the air 

between my board and the ground. 

It’s very steep. 

I don’t stop, I keep going. 

I yell with freedom “woohoo!” 

I hit another jump. 

When I get to the bottom 

I go get something to eat. 

Then I sit by the fire. 

The warmth melts the cruel 

frost off my bones. 

Then I leave. 

 

Bradley Thane 

 



Ice skating 
 
Ice skating 
I haven’t been in two years. 
Snow, 
all over the ice. 
In the beginning I was scared, 
of falling and hurting myself 
All of a sudden… 
I fell,  
thud, onto the ice. 
My tooth went into my lip 
My Mom asked me I wanted 
my skates off, 
I said no. 
Two minutes later 
I was back on the ice. 
After that, 
It was like butter, 
the crinch, crunch under 
my skates, 
the slap  
of the hockey stick 
against the puck. 
It was the best night 
I ever had. 
By the end, 
the snow on the ice 
was gone. 
 

Bryce Thane 
 

 



 

 

 

To Pass the Time 

 

In the winter off I go 

to some place that you may not know 

an activity preferred by me 

is flipping in the snow. 

First of all you need a mound 

you flip in air, back to the ground 

I’m very flailing,  

but not so failing 

of course you’re not around 

this shouldn’t be a cause to babble 

but flipping is considered agile, 

but here or there 

you may not care 

You may as well skedaddle. 

 

Camdyn Johnson 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Night Sledding 

 

I’m flying down the hill with Ben behind me 

speeding off the jump 

into the darkness of night. 

Shades of light surround me 

snow flying in my face 

I’m sinking beneath the snow 

past the birth tree 

for a point. 

Ben comes after me 

for another. 

 

 Cole Johnson 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

The Rail 

 

Finally we were there 

had our lift tickets on our jackets 

and were on the lift. 

“The top!” 

Down the mountain 

Woah! 

Scratch! 

Tofer’s snowboard slips 

he’s on his knees 

Jack tries the rail 

skis and poles flying 

on video 

I shout 

I’m the last man standing. 

 

Cayden Conry 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Still 

 

Inside it’s warm outside it’s cold 

inside it’s silent outside it’s silent 

well, it was silent until William began to bang on the piano, 

outside the fat birds hop across the snow, 

the thinner ones fly right up to the feeders, 

while the cat in the bushes prepares to pounce… 

“Be quiet!” yells Benjamin to William 

the banging stops and William prepares to attack… 

outside Carlo runs around the corner, birds scatter 

the cat misjudges, jumps out and attacks Carlo instead, 

poor Carlo, he never wins. 

Meanwhile a furious battle rages inside… 

it stops, 

then hats and coats boots and gloves, 

the boys rush outside 

wrecking the once still snow. 

Emily Hood 

 

 



Untitled  
 
Forward to the side, 
forward to the side, 
I’m flying across the ice, 
around the world, 
it’s as if physics don’t apply to me, 
I’m an earth-bound bird 
as I slice across the ice. 
 
Forward to the side, 
forward to the side, 
it’s a routine, 
I start to figure eight, 
around and around, 
I can’t stop, 
but then, zip! 
now I’m flying 
I’m truly free. 
 
Forward to the side 
forward to the side, 
Up, up and away 
as I spring over a mound  
of snow 
 
Forward to the side 
forward to the side, 
it’s a routine. 
it almost makes winter worthwhile, 
(almost). 

Emma Briggs 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sitting by the Fire 

 

Sitting by the fire 

is my favorite thing 

in winter 

it makes me think 

I have a big blanket on 

to watch the flames reach up 

so high. 

The warm orange and red and the 

gray of the smoke 

is so comforting 

and pretty. 

The snow outside 

seems a soft cold. 

I’m glad to be by the fire. 

Emmet Wright 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Cocoa 

 

It is cold, very cold 

out on the frozen lake, ice skating, 

pulling my brother, in his sled across the ice 

I really want a cup of cocoa 

but I’m having so much fun 

gliding across the ice 

it cracks under my blades but I keep going. 

I still really want a cup of cocoa. 

Erin Kimball 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Skiing 

 

As I am gliding down the mountain, 

I feel so cold that I’m warm 

The frosty wind blows in my face, 

As I go down, I go by other people 

I see people go for the first time. 

They are slipping and falling, 

As I go down I see the sun glistening 

It is sunny and beautiful out, 

The sun is making the snow shimmer 

As I go down I take a turn,  

Snow shoots up around me 

I finish the turn, 

As I slide to a stop I realize 

I’ve finished. 

Grace Gillam  



Untitled  
 
Standing on a snow bank 
Now falling 
Into the empty snow 
The air rushes past my ears 
Or 
My ears rush past the air 
I get a sick feeling 
Like the one you get when you are on a plane. 
I turn my head 
Lifeless snow falls into my hat and chills my neck 
I shiver 
As I get up the snow falls 
Sandwiched between my shirt and jacket 
It melts 
Sterile water soaks my shirt 
I climb back on the snowbank 
And fall again 
My ears drift through the air 
I enjoy it 
My back slams into the ground. 
I groan 
But get back up 
I grab my sled and walk over to a hill 
I feel my head throb 
My sled shudders as I jump on to it 
I see everything go blurry. 
It zooms down the hill and almost flies into the trees. 
I put my left hand down 
And make a sharp turn 
I yell 
And roll into frozen wetlands 
I want some dry gloves. 

Gus Williams 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Victorious 

 

The ship is in the harbor 

the bird is in the nest 

I sit by the fire. 

closed in, 

victorious 

against the frigid winter 

shielded 

against the glacial air 

winter. 

Jasper Briggs 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Lullaby 

 

White as snow, cold as ice, 

windows painted with magic, 

dips and dabs of gorgeous ice. 

dreams rest on silver skies 

stories dance in children’s eyes 

Leah Baxter  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Down on Skis  

 

At the top of the hill I look down, 

I see people go. Some on snowboards, 

some on skis, sometimes they fall on 

their knees. 

Then I go down. 

I go fast, faster, and when I get to the  

bottom I stop. Then I get to the top 

and then go down just as speedily as 

before. 

The wind in my face, an occasional 

Snowflake lands on my nose. 

 Marlena Word 

 

 

 



Untitled  
 
As I run 
I feel the wind pushing me back to my start 
As I run against it 
I turn my head 
to see the trees ready to bud 
and sprout out of their Arctic cocoon 
as I turn my head for the second time 
I see a house, 
my house 
cozy and warm on the inside, 
but the howling wind doesn’t want me there 
so I run on, 
on with the snow and ice below me 
and at war with the thornbush of wind 
and its icy spears 
stabbing my face. 
Then I slip and collapse. 
As I fall through the air 
I feel a rush of wind 
even stronger than the last 
as I lay on the eternal blanket of white coldness. 
then I go inside 
and feel a powerful warmth 
run into my path 
and I know I’m at home. 

Nadav Elouz 
 

 

 



 

 

Bees 

 

The powerful wind howls like a pack of wolves, 

You can barely see beyond your hands, 

Even though they’re in front of your face, 

Little white bees of the blizzard, 

Are swarming and churning around outside, 

Ready to sting my cheeks and nose, 

But I’m not going outside, 

It’s too cold. 

Nora Savage 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

The Snow Queen 

 

Cheeks as pale as death, 

Lips as red as a rose, 

With her beautiful slim, white fingers cocked, 

Ready to sting your cheeks and nose, 

In the night sky, 

The snow queen flies, 

In a carriage drawn by swans, 

All night she sends out snowflakes 

And leaves before dawn. 

Nora Savage  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Winter Paintings 
 
I got up from my warm bed 
To one window I went, to see 
Winter paintings. 
I put up the  
shades 
and looked at the frozen art on the 
window. 
But it makes me curious. 
Who made this art upon one  
window? 
Well, that my friend is one of life’s 
greatest mysteries. 
No one will ever know 
the magical artist  
who made those beautiful yet mysterious paintings. 
I do not know who has made  
These pleasing pieces of art. 
It may have been nobody. 
Just all that makes life for us. 
This powerful force made us 
who we are. 
Our way of life is what made 
these charming 
pieces of nature. 
And it should be our delight 
to see them. 
Even if the cold cruel frost bites, 
the heavenly paintings  
give us warmth and cheer. 

Odin Howard 


