
 
SEEDS LITERARY CONTEST

A number of Edge Hill students entered the Seeds 
writing competition sponsored by the South Grey 
Bruce Literacy Council. All of the writers deserve 
congratulations for their excellent work. Four 
regional winners were chosen last week. This month 
the newsletter features the pieces written by Orion 
students. Next month we will feature the work of 
the Polaris Class. Bravo to Kailey McIntosh for 
winning first place for her story, and to Robin 
Fuller for winning first place for his poem. Winning 
students will read their work at the performance of 
The Rutabaga Rescue in Walkerton November 7. 
  

PUFF 
by Kailey McIntosh, age 12 

 
My mother was born from the Dirty One, our 
great god. She was a beautiful golden 
dandelion with perfect leaves and a straight 
stem. All the other flowers in our meadow 
praised her. She was the most beautiful of 
them all. The day her spirit was taken up to 
meet the Dirty One was the day I was born. 
 
I am a dandelion seed. I was born on the fifth 
of May. My name is Puff. I am different from 
my siblings. I am not white but a cream-
coloured yellow. I am bigger than they, and I 
left my mother early. This is where my journey 
starts . . . 
 
I broke away with my spirits high and my 
mourning deep inside my shell. I floated on a 
light cool breeze toward the great space. 
Something pounded inside me. I was scared. I 

had never been this far from home. Actually, I 
had never been away from our patch in the  
meadow we called home. All I could see was 
green pointy flowerless leaves swaying in the 
wind, and blue wavy cold liquid. My 
parachute skimmed the liquid and stuck 
together, making me sink in to the cold 
wetness. It carried me for many days. Then a 
big gust of wind lifted me out of the cold and I 
crash-landed on a mound of dirt.                                                      
 
Suddenly, little black things gathered me up 
and carried me down a hole in the mound. I 
was taken into a big cavern with more tufts like 
me. We were stored there. I then learned what 
and where I was. They told me of my fate: I 
was to be eaten by ants, in fact by the queen 
ant. 
 
The day arrived. Oh the pain! But one little 
part of me survived, so I grew and grew. And 
now I am proud to call myself a dandelion. 
Like my mother before me, I am tall, straight 
and beautiful, proud of where I come from and 
happy to be named Puff. 
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Haiku Seeds 
by Robin Fuller, age 12 

 
Rain floods the garden 

Swamps tiny winter tunnels 
Seeds burst forth washed clean 

 
Leaf like blade breaks through 
Opens seed heart to the heat 

Snow melts in sun fire 
 

Flowers bloom in fields 
Pollen dancing in bright air 

Blessings on the earth 
 

Loving sun smiles down 
Red juicy strawberries grow 

Freckled with fine seeds 
 

Golden dies to brown 
Frost descends on silent wings 

Geese glean hidden seeds 
 

Carving orange flesh 
Jack o’ Lantern spits out seeds 

Cracks a toothless grin 
 

An armoured acorn 
Waits beneath the glittering snow 

Fighting swords of ice 
 

Silent snowflakes fall 
Like seeds in the deep night sky 

Stars of hope for spring 
 

 

Big Dreams 
by Sascha Tettero-Weyman, age 11 

 
Seed, seed, sitting in the soil, 
The soil that has been ploughed and toiled. 
Seed, seed, you were meant to grow, 
Your branch will be a perch for a crow. 
You will grow into a beautiful tree 
Strong, tall and straight, 
Made just for me. 
I will climb you, 
I will love you. 
You will be my pride and joy, 
and I will be your beautiful boy. 
I will come to you when I’m sad,  
Tell you I’ve been bad.  

You will comfort me,  
and you will be my beautiful tree. 
I will water you when there’s a drought, 
You will be gorgeous, no doubt. 
I will protect you, 
From animals and bugs. 
And I’m sure,  
When I need it,  
You’ll protect me too. 
Little seed, these are big dreams,  
Aren’t they? 
But I have complete faith in you, okay? 
Good night little seed, 
Sleep tight little seed. 
I’ll see you in the morning, 
And you’ll be a beautiful tree.  
 
 

Po ten t ia l  

by Sascha Tettero-Weyman 
 
Icarus pecked the damp ground, looking for seeds. 
He was the youngest gosling in the goose flock, out 
in the cold morning mist in the Tall-ones’ meadow. 
Even though he was the youngest, he was always 
looking for some attention, in some way or another, 
and of course his older brother Chinook was always 
willing enough to hand over a challenge anytime. 
 
 “I bet I can find more seeds than you,” Chinook 
challenged loudly. 
   
"Constantly challenging me, arenõt you?" Icarus 
thought bitterly. “Fine.” He honked quietly. “First 
one to fifty. Go!” 
   
He started pecking in random directions, splitting 
the seeds and swallowing quickly. He was almost at 
fifty, and he was surprised Chinook hadn’t honked 
out yet. Forty-nine. . . he found a seed in the mud 
and sucked it into his beak. He was just about to 
swallow when he noticed it hadn’t split yet. "Ew," 
he thought and he spat the seed deep into the soil. 
 
 “Fifty!” Chinook honked out triumphantly. 
 
 Icarus grumbled. “Darn. If I had just managed to 
choke down that last disgusting seed I would have won.ó 
 
“The flock is taking off now,” Chinook noted, still 
chuckling under his breath. 
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The so-called “disgusting seed” sat in the soil and 
started transforming into something beautiful. 
 
 It grew, and faithfully carried out its part in the life 
cycle. 

* * * 
Fifteen years have passed, and Icarus, his brother 
Chinook, and their mates are the elders of Web-Foot 
Goose Flock. 
 
 “Isn’t that a beautiful tree?” Chinook said 
dreamily, staring up at the new oak tree with 
unfocussed eyes. 
 
 “Yeah, it is,” Icarus replied quietly. 
  
“It wasn’t here when we were goslings, was it?” 
Chinook inquired.  “How do you think it got here?” 
He paused.  “Tall-ones?” he guessed.  
 
Icarus thought about that for a moment, and came 
up with an answer; “No, I don’t think it was Tall-
ones. Seeds are quite powerful. All they need is a 
planting, a watering and a feeding. And they’ll do 
the rest.” Icarus looked over at Chinook and smiled. 
  
Chinook looked confused.  “Yeah . . . and?” he 
prompted. 
   
His brother continued: “When we were young like 
these ones,” Icarus gestured toward the newborn 
goslings splashing in the pond, “I came across a 
seed that probably wasn’t meant to be here. But of 
course at the time I was very foolish so I just spat it 
into the ground.” 
  
Chinook looked even more confused, and Icarus 
honked a low laugh. “Don’t you see, Chinook?” he 
pressed. “I gave the seed its planting, and nature 
did the rest.” Chinook finally seemed to 
understand. “So you think that you were the one 
who did this amazing deed?” he asked 
incredulously. 
   
“Yep,” Icarus replied with a hint of pride. 
  
 “Like I said before, seeds can do a lot on their own, 
they don’t need much. We often underestimate 
them, think that they need lots of nurturing and 
caring for. But they don’t, they can grow a life on 
their own, flourish without trouble. They never had 
a mother around to teach them that, did they? 
Almost like me. I was the youngest in the litter, and 
the runt of the flock. But look at me now; I'm one of 

the cloven elders, and I have seven wonderful 
goslings. Everyone and everything has potential, it 
just might be hidden.” 
  
“Okay then, but answer this, wise-guy,” Chinook 
cut in with a touch of arrogance. “How did this tree 
grow in half a lifetime?  Don’t they usually grow in 
about two lifetimes?” 
   
Icarus smiled widely. “I guess this one was just 
unique, huh?” he answered coolly. 
   
Chinook grumbled and Icarus laughed as they flew 
into the pond to play with their children. 
 
 

A Seed in Stone  
by Ronan Bryson, age 11 
 
I am a seed in a stone.  Some day I want to grow, 
but not today. 
 

5,000 years later: 
 
I . . . I think I see light! No. Yes! No . . . but what is 
that sound? My stone is breaking. I SEE LIGHT! 
WOW! There is green, green everywhere. It’s 
COOL! 
 

There are trees everywhere. Why did I not grow 
sooner (say, 5,000 years ago)? Hello! Hi! Hi again! 
So many trees. Hello! When did you fall? What? 
Only a hundred years ago? I fell 6,000 years ago. I 
am older than you, by 5,900 years! Wow! I am the 
oldest tree. 
 

Hey. What are those two-legged creatures moving 
around? 
 

“They are called humans,” said the tree named 
Long-roots. “They are horrible creatures. They come 
once a year to chop us down. See? Look! They are 
chopping  Green-leaves down.” 
 

"Well, we should name you, quickly,” said Long-
roots. “We will name you Old One.” 
 

I like that name. 
 

“Oh!  The humans. They are chopping you down. 
Oh, they are! Bye! 
 

Yes, alas . . . Long-roots is dead, Green-leaves and 
many others too. What are the humans doing? 
THEY'RE CUTTING UP LONG-ROOTS! 
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Mark your calendar . . . 
 

Saturday, November 7 
Christian Community Service  
 
Wednesday, November 11 
Martinmas Lantern Walk, 6:30 at the school.  
Please bring a contribution to the 
refreshments: cider or juice and sna cks. 
 
Wednesday, November 18 
Board of Directors meeting  
 

Sunday, November 22 
Potluck Brunch at the school  
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Message from the Chair 

Diane F erguson , Board of Directors  
 
We’d like to welcome the following new 
members to the board:  Marc Fortin, Mike 
McKelvey, and Marcia Cunningham.  We look 
forward to the new energy they bring and a 
good start to the year. 
 
Everyone is invited to an Edge Hill Sunday 
brunch!  This is a chance to welcome new 
members to the community and say hello to 
old friends.  Pancakes will be served at 11:00 
a.m. on November 22.  The cost is $2 a plate 
and an item to share (fruit, juice, an omelette, 
baked goods, etc.) Please remember Edge Hill 

School is a nut -free facility .  (If you have any 
questions about our nut policy, please contact 
Deb McGivern.)  Any questions about the 
breakfast, please contact Marcia Cunningham.   
 
Again, I am reminding all families that your 
participation in the school is essential in 

keeping tuition low.  If you have not already 
volunteered, please consider joining our 
fundraising group, or our maintenance group.  
There are all kinds of things that need doing 
and we can tailor to your skills and 
availability.  The Advent Fair brainstorming 
session is taking place on Wednesday after 
school, if you can come out.  If not, please 
contact Jennifer Clark, Deb McGivern, or 
Marcia Cunningham to find out more. 
 
Our next board meeting is Wednesday, 
November 18 at 7:00 p.m. 
 
That’s all for now.  Stay well and stay warm 
and hope to see you all at the brunch. 
 
 

CLASS NEWS 
 

Morning Star Kindergarten 

Deb McGivern  
  
Leaves are falling light so light, 
Yellow, red and brown. 
Hedgehog finds a place to sleep, 
Leaves his eiderdown. 
  (S. Baines, Autumn) 
 
Our circle for the month of October revolves 
around the harvest.  We are singing and acting 
out all of the steps involved in the growing and 
harvesting of hay.  On October 5, the Morning 
Star and Pleiades class visited Glencolton Farm 
to harvest pumpkins.  We enjoyed picking 
apples for our snack and the Morning Stars 
performed their “apple” puppet play for all to 
see. Thank you to Zak for giving us a thorough 
tour of the farm and thank you to Elisa 
Vanderhout for organizing this annual event.  
Thank you to our parent volunteers, Marcia 
Cunningham and Zana Strange, for helping 
make the day successful.   
 
With autumn upon us, we are watching 
squirrels and chipmunks scurry to prepare for 
the coming cold season.  We are enjoying 
making and jumping in leaf piles and are using 
the colourful leaves in a variety of interesting 

REMINDER to parents and visitors 
 
Edge Hill is a peanut and tree-nut free 
school. Please be mindful in preparing 
lunches and take care to come to school with 
clean hands and face after a nutty breakfast. 
Please check snacks or crafts. 
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ways in our outdoor play.  The Morning Stars 
had much fun making a scarecrow that is on 
display outside our classroom; please come 
and see it, the children are so proud of their 
handiwork! 
 

 
 
We have finished our exploration of the colour 
yellow and are now looking at what happens 
when both red and yellow paint encounter one 
another on paper.  We have just finished our 
seasonal craft.  The children collected small 
branches and colourful leaves. After we had 
pressed the leaves, we tied a piece of yarn to 
each one and, with an adult’s help, we dipped 
them into melted beeswax. After they dried, 
the children tied them to their branch to make 
a honey-scented leaf mobile to hang at home.  
Thank you to our parent volunteers, Marcia, 
Zana, Zoe and Marylou, who helped make the 
day so much fun! 
 
Updated Wish List 

¶ Tea cups 

¶ Wicker baskets (for toys and for above each 
student’s hook) 

¶ Outdoor mat 

¶ Hardwood for wood stove 

¶ Electric stove 

¶ Vacuum 

¶ Dried lavender 

¶ Promix, seeds, yoghurt cups, trays, spray 
bottles (for January) 

¶ Glass mason-type jars for lantern walk 
 

Many thanks to Zana Strange and Steve 
Doherty for their donation of indoor mats 

and to Zoe Carter and John Konopka for their 
donation of a washer and dryer. 
 
 

Pleiades Class 

PJ Dean  

 
 

The Pleiades Class has moved on to a new 
block, learning the movements and sounds of 
the world “inside and out.”  We are taking a 
journey through consonant sounds and their 
respective feeling and movement in the company 
of a little adventurer named Dawn Child – 
enchanted “journey sticks” in hand.  As with 
number, the aim is to forge an enlivened 
relationship to the written and spoken word.  
 
Teeth are dropping as quickly as the leaves, 
and a very happy birthday to Zak!  
 
Our sing-songs are taking on a minor hue as 
November begins, and we’ve just reached all 
the way to the bottom note on recorders for the 
first time. 
 
It already seems so long ago that we joined the 
Kindergarten to gather the pumpkins planted 
last spring at Glencolton, and then filled up 
happily with juicy apples after such hard 
work. Thank you Elisa! 
 
Many children are still wearing the soft leather 
medicine pouches they made with our guest 
Priscilla, who spoke to all the grades.  Since her 
teachings, we’ve been steeping pots of honeyed 
cedar tea made from sprigs of cedar we 
gathered on a nature walk. 
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We’ve many warm thank yous, and this list is 
nowhere near complete enough to 
acknowledge all the quiet efforts that carry us 
all along. Thank you Fritz for the perfect 
birdhouse. Natalie, our clock is so helpful!  
Thank you, Aiyanna, for the games (and the 
gift of soup to support the teacher!).  Thank 
you older students who shared their 
homemade Halloween goodies!  And thank 
you families for our long-awaited home visits!  
It’s such an opportunity to tie together the 
experience of the child, at home and at school. 
 
The Pleiades Class would still benefit from a 
good vacuum, the game Twister, and a big airy 
cloth for “parachute” circle activities. 
 

 

INVITATION TO SING 
All parents and children are welcome to 

join the Edge Hill School Choir.  Practices 
are from 3:15 to 4:15 on Wednesdays.  For 

more information call Rosemary at 665 - 
7555 or just come on out! 

 

 
Pegasus Class 

Liza McIntosh  

 

The Pegasus Class has had a busy October. We 
completed our Good Earth block and moved 
on to The Land of Numeria, where we met old 
friends and made some new ones. This math 
review block was enjoyed by all. We are 
eagerly awaiting the further adventures of 
Roland and Adira! For the current main lesson 
block the Grade 3s are joining the Polaris Class 
for Native Stories while the Grade 2s are 
exploring Fables with me. We have also been 
learning about rhyming words and writing our 
own poems. The Pegasus Class is excited to 
paint with Jen every week, learn the recorder 
and speak French with Madame Johne and 

Will Harris. Martinmas is coming soon too. 
 
Many of our students entered the Royal 
Canadian Legion’s Remembrance Day poster 
contest. All students created thoughtful and 
meaningful posters. Congratulations to 
Jasmine Bryson, who was awarded second 
place, and Tessie Bainborough, who earned 
third place. Well done! 
 

From the faculty:  

THANK YOU SO MUCH, SCHOOL FAMILIES, 

FOR THE N OURISHING SOUPS ! 

 
 

Polaris Class 

Christina Schwarz  

 

 
The Polaris Class is growing! Welcome back 
Lyjah and Jonah. We were fortunate that Lyjah 
kept a journal of her travels around England in 
September and we could read all about her 
many adventures. 
 
We finished off our local geography/history 
block with some personal research resulting in 
lovely family tree diagrams. We all learned 
something of our own history we hadn’t 
known before. Each student also reported on 
one geographical aspect of our beautiful 
Ontario to the rest of the class. We then shifted 
our focus from maps to math. 
 
In our short math review block we learned that 
we must add sun and rain to make a bountiful 
fruit harvest.  We learned that leaves are 
subtracted off the trees in fall and that the 
spruce seedling’s limbs must multiply over 
many years before they hold those festive 
lights. Finally, an old tree must be cut and 
divided into equal piles of firewood.  Review, 
review, review!   
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Our last day featured the number 8 and 8 small 
pumpkins, one each to open up and count the 
seeds. Then column addition and column 
subtraction, multiplication and division: what 
fun! 
 
Language studies have had a Hallowe’en 
theme of late. Most of the class wrote very 
imaginative short stories and poems that were 
entered in the Words Aloud youth literacy 
competition.  “Seeds” was  the theme and 
pumpkin seeds were a hot topic for their 
entries. Congratulations to the class for all the 
creative efforts. 
 

 
 
Earlier in October we were privileged to have a 
native woman, Priscilla Yellowhead-Tobey, 
come speak to Edge Hill students about her 
culture and help us to make our own medicine 
pouches. Her stories held many insights, 
teaching us all a little of what is really 
important in life – especially respect for 
ourselves, our world, and other people.  

 
The visit was a perfect introduction to our 
current main lesson block on native studies.  
We are being joined by the Grade 3s for this 
block and they are proving to be a nice 
addition to our classroom dynamics.  
 
The class is enjoying school, especially recess, 
which seems to be filled with running games. 
They are always returning to class rosy-
cheeked, out of breath and happy.   
   
   

Orion Class 

Lise Gunby  

 
 

A Knight ther was, and that a worthy man, 
That from the tyme that he ferst bigan 
To ryden out, he lovèd chyvalrye 
Trouth and honoúr, fredóm and curtesie. 

Geoffrey Chaucer 
 

he Orion Class has been 
sampling the sounds of Middle 
English in a section of 
Chaucer’s Prologue to the 
Canterbury Tales as well as the 
sentiments of some ancient 

ballads. We have also been considering the 
virtues that allowed a culture of civility to arise 
out of the “Dark Ages.” As part of our 
medieval studies block, each student recently 
presented his or her Code of Chivalry, and we 
have been studying the politics and 
biographies of this tumultuous period in 
human history. From the fall of Rome to the 
rise of the Byzantine, Arab, and Holy  
Roman Empires, we are tracing the 
development of the feudal system, the spread 
of Christianity and Islam, and the dramas of a 
variety of kingdoms and cultures around the 
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world. At the same time, we are reading 
Parzival, a story rich and resonant with a quest 
as relevant today as it was centuries ago. Our 
novel for individual reading is Karleen 
Bradford’s There Be Wolves, which follows a 
young girl’s adventures on the first crusade. 
 

 
Main lesson title page by Kailey McIntosh 
 
The Orion Class continues to be grateful to 
Marc Fortin for his volunteer French visits, and 
also enjoyed a game of soccer, en français, with 
Will Harris. Millie Johne also supplements the 
book work we do twice weekly. 
 
In handwork, two students have completed 
their dolls in record time, and a third is coming 
along beautifully. Some students are making 
handwork bags which they will embroider, 
some are working in cross-stitch, and at some 
point soon we may also learn to sew on a 
machine in order to make pajama pants. We 
are still looking for tools and assistance with 
woodwork; in particular we could use a good 
knife-sharpening lesson or technique and some 
larger chisels for hollowing out our basswood 
bowls. We are delighted to be able to make use 

of the beautiful wood-working benches made a 
“generation” ago by Edge Hill families. 
 
In mathematics the Orion students have tried 
out a Canadian math test sample, which we are 
finding is a thought-provoking supplement to 
our mathematical skills. Students also continue 
to master the mental math and figuring 
willpower required by Jamie York’s series, 
Making Math Meaningful. We would challenge 
all parents to give some of the math a go: it is a 
healthy enterprise! 
 
Thank you, Marc and Blaine, for help with the 
basswood logs and the benches. Marc, you 
have been the Orions’ fairy godfather. We hope 
you also find time for your work around home! 
 

Edge Hill Book-Keeping 
 
Please note that Marie-Eve Perreault is the 
bookkeeper for the 09-10 school year. She can 
be reached in person or via her mailbox in the 
bottom right corner of the middle building 
mailboxes. Diane Ferguson remains as 
treasurer and Marie-Eve takes care of the day-
to-day banking. 
 

 

In light of flu season, we'd like to take this 
opportunity to remind parents that it is 
never advisable to send your child to 
school with a fever. Should your child 
develop a fever at school, a parent or 
emergency contact person will be called. 
Thank you! 
 

 

WANTED: 
 

For the kitchen renovation: a large sink, knobs, 
hinges and hardware. Contact Marc Fortin. 
 

FOR SALE: 
 

1999 Mercury Mystique 
Good condition, 170,000 kms 
$1,500 OBO                  Call Liza at 519 369 1767 

 


