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FEATURED VOICE:

RICHARD PECK

Richard Peck has written over twenty books. His mysteries and coming-of-age novels have made
him one of America’s most respected writers for young adults. For his Bio on Scholastic’s website,
Peck writes:

I was born and brought up in Decatur, Illinois, the real Illinois a long way from Chicago. Back
then, a boy knew when his adolescence was over. A notice to that effect came through the mail,
from the draft board. And so I was a soldier in Germany, ghost-writing sermons for chaplains
— my first writing job. I’d been a student in England too, and so I came of age in other
countries. I live in one now, a third-world sort of island called Manhattan that knows very little
about the real America, let alone the real Illinois. Here in this exile I have reached the age of
nostalgia. A Long Way From Chicago and A Year Down Yonder, two books that have changed
my life, are set in the farm town where my father grew up. Grandma Dowdel’s house is the
house where my grandmother lived: a tall jigsaw gothic with lightning rods. I caught my first
glimpses of the world and the future in books. Here in some other century I hope young
readers still do.

(information from http://www.scholastic.com)

The following is an excerpt from A Year Down Yonder:

The following pieces of writing represent the unique, compelling and engaging 
VOICES of Mesa Public Schools students and staff. Now is their time to be heard.

I hated sleeping upstairs in that big, square room at Grandma’s.
The mattress on the big brass bed had more craters than the moon.
And you could barely see your hand in front of your face. In
Chicago it never really got dark, not like this. And the house was
too quiet, though things scuttled in the walls. Once in a while a
thumping sound came from overhead in the attic. I didn’t think
Grandma’s house was haunted. What ghost would dare?
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Narrative Writing
Narrative Writing: Writing that conveys experience, either real or imaginary, and

provides glimpses into the writer’s or character’s life through the creation of
vivid pictures. Narratives can take the form of personal narratives, creative

fictional stories, memoirs, anecdotes, or autobiographies.
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Sereniti Johnson ________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Dabbert

The Gingerbread Girl
You know the gingerbread stories, but do you

know the gingerbread girl? Well, she jumped
off a pan and she went to a
pool wearing a dress and her
cowgirl boots. She leaped
over the pool to go to the
desert where it is hot. She
leaped over a cactus and saw a
javelina. She ran and ran as fast as her boots could
carry her. She saw everything you can see in the
desert, even Foxy-Loxy.

Who is Foxy-Loxy? She is a princess fox.
Foxy-Loxy wanted to eat the gingerbread girl.

What did the gingerbread girl do? She told
Foxy-Loxy to use her manners, using
gingerbread crumbs for treats.
Most days you could see them

riding across the countryside and hear
a small voice drifting in the breeze,

“We’ll run and we’ll run with a leap and a twirl. I
outfoxed the fox, I’m the gingerbread girl!”

Sadie Christie __________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Dabbert

Mister Sun, get up! ‘cause if you’re not
getting up, then we are not getting up. 

Mister Sun, please get up. ‘cause we’ll be late
for school.

Could you please
shine, Mister Sun?  We like your pink, orange,
blue, and yellow sunrise. It is really beautiful. 
If we have to get up, so do you!

Mister Sun, Please Get Up



One day there was a little sad caterpillar. There
was a ladybug and he was flying in the sky.

The caterpillar was sad because he could not fly.
BAM! One of the ladybugs fell. He ran into a

bird. “OUCH!” 
The caterpillar said sadly, “Are

you okay?” 
The ladybug said, “A little.” 
The bird went away. And now

the ladybug is fine! But the
caterpillar was not.
The ladybug said, “Are you okay?”
“I am not.”
The ladybug said, “What is wrong?”
“I can’t fly, that’s what’s wrong.”
“So you want to fly?”
“Yes.”
“We can try to help you!” said the ladybug.
“That won’t work,” said the caterpillar.
“We can try lots of things! We can tie you on

my back. You can jump off a tree. We can make
wings. You can try jumping high and jump off a
flower.” They tried everything, but it never
worked.
The caterpillar said, “I give up! Nothing will

work!”
“DON’T GO! said the ladybug. We can keep

trying.”

The caterpillar was very sad. He has no friends
now. “What am I going to do now?  It is very dark
out.  I am very tired.”

The next morning the caterpillar was going
back to see the ladybug. He was going
to try again.

The ladybug was still flying in
the sky. The ladybug said,

“Why are you here?”
“I want to try again!”

“YOU WANT TO TRY AGAIN! I thought
you quit!”
“I did, but I want to try again.”
They tried lots of new things, but they did not

work. It was getting dark out. They went back
home.
The next morning the ladybug was worried the

caterpillar was not coming. He went to see what
was going on. The ladybug saw a little thing. He
thought maybe that it is him. He watched it for ten
days.
After ten days the little thing hatched. The

ladybug said, “Is that you?”  It was him! The
caterpillar is a butterfly now. The ladybug said,
“That was you all that time. WE CAN FLY
TOGETHER!” 
The moral of this story is never give up.

8 ~ Narrative

Kye Miller_____________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Pomeroy Elementary
Teacher - Carol Childs

The Ladybug and the Caterpillar
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Once upon a time there was a tree. This tree
was the tallest tree in the world. Every day

everyone brought water for the tree, and it grew
10 feet taller. Soon the tree went way into space!
When an astronaut wanted to go to space, they
would climb the tree instead of using a spaceship.
Every day it kept on getting taller and taller till it
went waaaay out of the Milky Way! Still, it kept
on growing till it reached an alien planet.
Some aliens found the tree and told their alien

king, King Sneil, about it.
King Sneil said, “Take your ships and fly down

the tree to see where it leads.”

“Yes your majesty,”
said the alien commander,
Commander Gnorts.
They took their ships

and went all the way down
the tree. The first thing they
did was shoot the tree down
with their lasers. The tree fell and
demolished billions of houses. That’s not all it did.
It also squashed the aliens.
Now there is an enormous, green splotch under

the tallest tree in the world.

Hyrum Schnebly________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Courtney Lee

Amber Housley_________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Field Elementary
Teacher - Lisa Yoder

The Magic Wolf

The Tallest Tree in the World(s)

One cold night in the Arctic, a poor Arctic
wolf had a pup. The mother wolf worried for

there wasn’t any food left in the house except a
not-very-tasty-looking drink (which really
was a magic potion).
The mother wolf looked at

the drink again. She thought that
it might have some magic, so she
fed it to her pup. Suddenly a flash
of light formed around the pup. the
mother wolf smiled. Although she was shocked,
in a hurry she thought of the perfect name for her
pup. Frost was the name she had given her pup.
“Frost! What has happened to you?” asked the
mother wolf (whose name was Blizzard).
“My dear mother, that drink you fed me

happened to be a magic potion,” explained Frost.
“Magic potion? What can it do?” asked

Blizzard.
“No, my dear mother, it is far to early to be

asking questions like that. I will answer your
question in a few minutes,” said Frost.
“Oh alright,” said Blizzard.
“Now as I was saying, the drink you gave me

made me get magic powers. The magic powers
will let me heal any animals, even if it’s prey or
predator. But  one more thing. My magic grows as

I grow,” said Frost.
“So you can make our pack rich?” asked
Blizzard.

“I’m afraid I can’t. A job that big
will have to wait until I’m older,” he
said.

Five months later, Frost was walking with his
mother when he saw Snowball the baby polar bear.
“Mother, may I say hello to Snowball?” asked

Frost.
“Yes you can, Frost,” said Blizzard.
Suddenly Snowball tripped on an ice flow and

skidded into the water and nearly was sinking!
Frost knew what to do. He closed his eyes
quickly, wagged his tail, and sprang up into the
air. Then the ice flow had moved up in front of
Snowball, so she could climb aboard to safety. 
Many years later, Frost went out on a long trip

to find more food. Just as Frost had given his hugs
and headed out, he forgot to make his pack rich.
But it didn’t matter, as long as he had his family.
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Allie Christensen_______________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Entz Elementary
Teacher - Tammy Cerqua

Many moons have past since this story was
told to Hohokam children in the desert

around Mesa, Arizona. One night Skunk was
headed to meet Silver Fox under a mesquite tree
for their first date. On the way to the mesquite
tree, he began boasting about his very pleasant
rose perfume smell. Silver Fox was there
before he got there, so the date began
quickly.
They were laughing and having a

good time when Skunk began to
smell really bad.
“What’s that smell?” Silver Fox

questioned. 
“I think it’s me, sorry,” Skunk

said. “I’ll go wash off in the Gila River. Stay
here,” said Skunk. Off he went as quick as
lightening. 
The water was cold, but Skunk didn’t mind.

He just wanted to get back to Silver Fox. As he
washed himself, he mumbled, “I should’ve
bathed myself before I came. Well at least I
don’t have to take a bath tonight.”
When he got back, Silver Fox was gone!

“Where could she be?” thought  Skunk. “Silver
Fox probably forgot something and went to get
it.” But nope, Silver Fox went to spread the
word that Skunk smelled like a rotten egg.
Silver Fox told everyone she knew and they told
everyone they knew until everyone in the
village knew about it.
Everyone said this, “Skunk drove Silver Fox

away from him on their date by his AWFUL
smell.” 
Skunk’s friend, Mountain Lion, even heard

the news. He felt bad for Skunk. So he set off to
find him. He looked in Skunk’s pithouse. No
one was there, not even in the Gila shoulder pot!
Next, he looked in Skunk’s favorite place in a
little patch of saguaro. Still nobody. Finally,
under the big mesquite tree, is just where he
found Skunk.
“Skunk! Skunk! Silver Fox is telling

everyone she knows how bad you smell!”
Mountain Lion said.

“Come on, why would she do that?” Skunk
asked.
“I don’t know, but she’s doing it! She’s doing

it! Mountain Lion replied.
“She’s actually doing that?” Skunk

questioned.
“Yes!” said Mountain Lion.
“Oh,” Skunk said in a soft voice. “I
really want some alone time, Mountain
Lion,” Skunk said.
“OK,” Mountain Lion replied.
So Skunk scurried farther and farther

away from the mesquite tree.
When he reached the Gila River

he sat down on a large rock and
started sobbing.
Just then he heard a voice as gentle as a

mother singing to a Hohokam child. It was
Mother Earth. Her hair was as brown and silky
as a butterfly wing. She wore a snow-white
gown with tiny, yellow, spring roses. She said,
“Skunk, because of your bragging, you must do
four good things and I will take the stink away.
Skunk set off to do four good things. First,

he gathered a sack of golden pollen for Gila
Monster. For he knew this was Gila Monster’s
favorite ingredient for his magic. He was very
grateful, and he decided to give him some
cornmeal from his corn patch. Next, he gave the
cornmeal to Chipmunk and his family because
he knew this was the children’s favorite treat.
Then, he gave some seeds to Kangaroo Rat
because his portions were low. Finally, he
helped Lizard move some rocks into the sun for
him and his family.
And after all that hard work, Skunk was

tired, so he went back to his pithouse and laid
down on his woven mat. But before he could
fall asleep, Mother Earth appeared and said,
“Skunk, you have done well. I will take the
stink away, but not all away. Only if you have to
lift your tail and push.”
“Thank you,” replied Skunk. 
Skunk has been that way ever since that

time.

How Skunk Got Smelly
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Asher Jesclard__________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Sabrina Keoviengxay

The sight was already amazing. The dolphins
glided swiftly through the bay off the coast of

Seabrook Island, South Carolina. My family had
gone there to see the dolphins, and they were a lot
more fascinating than I expected. We weren’t the
only ones viewing the scene. A flock of pelicans
were getting a close up view.
There were two dolphins. Their fins stuck

straight up in the air like a sail of a ship, as they
swam swiftly and boldly through the shallow
water. Every twenty seconds they would climb to
the surface and take a breath. It sounded like a
person snorting. 
One of the most awesome things was when

they stalked fish. When the fish got really close to
the shore both of the dolphins would dive up onto
the shore. They would drive the fish back away
from the water. Then, they’d both snatch the fish.
Whichever one got it would swallow it in one

easy gulp.
When the dolphins glided away from the

shore, we all scrambled to the place where they
took the fish. We looked for fish there. We figured
if the fish swam over there, he must have fishy
friends there too.  We did find some pretty cool
fish, but none of them were over seven inches
long.
When it started to get dark, we started heading

home. We climbed the stairs to the boardwalk and
walked across the boardwalk to our bikes. On the
way home I was thinking how I will
never forget the fascinating scene
of the dolphins gliding across
the water, and taking their
deep breaths and stalking
prey. That was an
amazing scene.

The Amazing Dolphin Scene
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Macquila Cruz_________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Kerr Elementary
Teacher - Miquela Daniels

The Day Grandpa Falls
One cold, stormy night, the most unthinkable

thing ever is...your family member died. Well
it started out when my grandpa had the flu. I
thought the flu was a little cold, but it was a giant
one. About 11:52 p.m. at my grandpa’s house, we
were sitting around the fire, sitting and eating
chicken and drinking Gatorade and roasting
marshmallows. And then BAM! My grandpa
dropped. I quickly got up crying. My heart raced.
I ran to my dad. Then he ran to my grandpa like a
rocket to help him up. I called 9-1-1. They were
on their way.
My family and my cousins came too. Finally

the ambulance came. They put grandpa on a bed,
but before he got in the truck, I kept talking,
talking, and talking, but there was nothing. It was
a wind of silence. The lady said I can get in the
ambulance truck, so I went in with my dad. The

seats were hard. The lady gave me a sucker to
cool down. Finally we arrived. The letters said
Hospital in red. It looked like a castle, but with
wounded people. We rushed in the hospital before
it was too late. We went in a room.  I had to wait
outside the room, so I waited for two hours until I
fell asleep. Time went by—a long time. It seemed
like a year. The nurse came. She said I can come
in. I peeked my head through the curtain, then I
stepped in. All of a sudden beeeep! The computer
line goes straight. The nurse rushed me out of the
room—grandpa wasn’t breathing. That’s when my
breath was gone. He was a part of my life. They
took him somewhere. Then he was gone.
My life is only happy with my grandpa, but

now he’s gone. To this day I am disappointed, but
he had to go.

Dedicated to:  Kenny London Leon Carlisle
You will always be in our hearts
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David Gray____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

One day in the normally peaceful Cat Kingdom,
the Cat King ran frantically to meet with his

noble Knights of the Round Litter Box. The Cat
Kingdom was known for having the tastiest treats
in all the land. The Cat King was nervous because
the treat storage was running empty. This had
never happened before. He did not want his
followers to leave if they ran out of treats. There
was a legend that the Tower of Endless Treats
exists, but the treats are guarded by vicious two-
headed dogs. The path to the Tower was full of
tricks as well. As the Cat King approached the
Knights, he cried out, “I need you to travel to the
Tower of Endless Treats and bring back the
treasure, but be careful. This journey is dangerous!”
“How will we get to the Tower? We have never

been there,” said a Knight.
“Use this map to guide you,” replied the Cat King.
“We will get the treasure!” exclaimed Sir

Meowalot, the fearless leader of the Knights, as he
led them on their quest for treasure.
On the way to the Tower, some of the Knights

got distracted by a catnip stand. They rolled and
played in the catnip instead of keeping up with the
rest of the Knights. It was a long journey and the
Knights became very thirsty. They found a
waterfall made of milk on the map and ran fast
when they could finally see the milk.
As their journey continued, they came across a

forest of scratching post trees. Sir Meowalot
warned this group to leave the scratching posts
alone. Some of them could not resist sharpening
their claws. when they scratched, the Knights’
paws stuck to the trees. Sir Meowalot and his
remaining men tried to pull the stuck Knights free,
but they would not budge. He had no choice but to
leave them behind.
After they got out of the forest, they came upon

their final roadblock before the Tower. It was an
enormous field full of balls of yarn. There were

hundreds of yarn balls, some
over twenty feet tall! Sir
Meowalot’s men had no fun
since they let the Kingdom and
begged to play with the yarn.
Sir Meowalot warned them
that the yarn may be another trap. The Knights
ignored him and ran off to play. He was left alone
to continue to the Tower to face the two-headed
dogs for the treasure.
Sir Meowalot finally made it to the Tower. It

was dark and he was scared because he was by
himself. The tower was five stories tall and made
of bricks covered in creepy moss. There were no
guards standing watch outside the Tower. He
continued slowly up the Tower checking each door
for treasure. His knees were shaking as he grasped
each door handle, out of fear of the beasts waiting
for him. At the top of the tower was the last door.
Sir Meowalot licked the sweat from his fur. He
knew he was in for a fight.
He swung the door open quickly and was met

with a surprise. His claws were out and ready to
fight, but all he found were two loveable puppies.
They didn’t have two heads each and didn’t want
to fight. They did jump on Sir Meowalot and gave
him big sloppy kisses. He was relieved that he did
not have to battle.
In front of him laid the treasure he had traveled

so far to reach. The puppies were sitting on a
mountain of treats; much more than they knew
what to do with. Sir Meowalot tasted the treats.
They were even better than the ones from the Cat
Kingdom. He explained the shortage of treats back
home and asked if he could take some back in
exchange for belly rubs for the puppies. The
puppies agreed and helped haul the treats to the
Cat Kingdom. Sir Meowalot was hailed as a hero
for finding the treats. He also found two new
friends to lick his fur.

Sir Meowalot and the Quest for the 
Treasure



Being tall, being strong, and being fast: these
are the attributes of a good football player.

Unfortunately for Zack, football was not in his
future. Even though he had a passion for the
game, at 4 feet, 6 inches and only 62 pounds, 11-
year-old Zack was trying out for the Timber-
wolves. The head coach, Coach Joe, had taken the
Timberwolves to four national championships.
This was Joe’s retiring year and Zack wanted the
chance to be a part of his winning team. Zack was
small, but he was fast. Would that be enough to
win him a spot?
Tryouts were in the morning and Zack was

getting a little nervous. Zack could barely sleep,
worrying that he might not make the team. The
next morning, Zack was groggy, but excited and
ready to try his best. “Just in case,” he thought, he
decided to put his lucky penny in his cleat. 
When Zack got to the field, Coach Joe said,

“Are you sure you are in this age group, son?”   
“Yes sir?” Jack replied, with embarrassment in

his voice. When he walked out onto the grass, he
heard all the other boys giggling about the two
backstops. Zack really showed his speed. Most of
the other kids had played football together and
everyone seemed to know each other. This made
Zack feel a little left out. He was not very
confident about his chance.
After three days of pure pain, Zack

got a letter saying he had made the
team. He was on the Timberwolves!
He had never felt so overjoyed in
his life! It wasn’t until Zack saw the
little note at the bottom saying that he
only made it because there was not
enough kids that tried out, that Zack felt a glob of
gloom in his stomach. He went to bed saying to
himself, “I’m not tall enough, I’m not fast enough,

and I’m not strong enough.” His joy had suddenly
turned to doubt and disappointment.   
Finally, the Championships were coming  up

and the Timberwolves were undefeated. To Zack,
it didn’t matter. He knew he wasn’t going to play.
Zack was the second string running back. Jordan
Sanchez, the first string running back, was the
fastest kid in Arizona and a great football player.
Zack never stood a chance. On the big day, Zack
was depressed. This was not how he wanted to
spend his Saturday. His mom said he would let his
team down if he did not go, but Zack said, “All I
ever do is sit on the bench.” He really didn’t see
the point. 
The first half went pretty well and the score

was 21-14, Timberwolves. In the third quarter, the
Raptors scored and went for the extra point. The
Timberwolves were losing for the first time and
they could not seem to get the ball down the field.
Then, in the last seconds of the fourth quarter,
things went horribly wrong. Jordan twisted his
ankle. He was out of the game! Zack had to go in.
He could hear the moans from his teammates and
could see the look of defeat on Coach Joe’s face.
Every bone in Zack’s body was nervous. Did he
even know what to do? The ball was hiked then

suddenly pitched back to Zack. Without
any hesitation, Zack ran for his life. Soon
he had passed the linebacker and the
safety and all he could see was the end
zone. The clock ticked down 5, 4, 3, 2,1 -
— just as Zack scored. The crowd went
nuts! Zack saw his whole team running
to him, screaming his name. Zack was a
football miracle. The Timberwolves had

won another championship! Zack learned, that
with courage, anything is possible.  

14 ~ Narrative

Luke Nicholas__________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

The Football Miracle
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“Ahhhh!” Screaming was all you heard when
mother saw that the pumpkin was glowing.

She was shocked; the children were amazed. How
could this happen!
Five hours earlier... “Mommy can we buy a

pumpkin and make pumpkin pie?” Lilly asked her
mother. 
Her mother said, “You and John have been

good. Sure.”
Lilly was so excited. She and John were

smiling ear to ear waiting for mother to bring
back the pumpkin. Mrs. Meatrum went to all the
supermarkets, mini malls, and super malls she
could find, but no pumpkin. Finally she was
driving home and she stumbled upon a sign that
said in capitals, PUMPKIN FOR SALE. Mrs.
Meatrum was delighted with finally finding a
pumpkin for her children. She followed signs into
an old abandoned cookie factory. She had a bad
feeling about this. Then she saw bright, orange
pumpkins on a cart. She got out of her car and
said, “Is anyone here with these pumpkins? I’d
like to buy one.”
Then a little old lady with three warts on her

face and wrinkles all over her body asked, “What
ye doing here lassie?” Her breath smelled of old
sushi and yucky, gunky, pineapple pudding. 
But Mrs. Meatrum gathered up her courage

and asked the little old lady, “May I buy one of
your pumpkins?” 
The little old lady thought, then smiled

crooked teeth that were bright yellow. She said,
“Of course my dear, anything for a pretty little
lassie like you.” 
So the little old lady gave her the brightest,

lightest pumpkin she had. Mrs. Meatrum was very
pleased with the pumpkin and so was the little old
lady. Mrs. Meatrum jumped in her car with a
smile almost bigger than her face. 
She pulled up in her driveway carrying the

pumpkin. Lilly and her brother were still eagerly
waiting for their mother to arrive. Then finally,
click-clack, the door swung open and behind it
was mother with the pumpkin. They were
jumping higher than the Easter Bunny. John and
Lilly both yelled, “YAY PUMPKIN  PIE!” 
Mother held the pumpkin as high as she could

so the kids couldn’t snatch it. She went into the

kitchen and said,
“I don’t want any
sneaky, peakys from
any one of you.” She
grabbed the cutting knife and barely even touched
the pumpkin and it happened! She was
mesmorized by looking at a pumpkin that was
glowing. Her mouth dropped all the way down to
the ground in amazement. 
That, reader, brings us to the beginning of our

story... Screaming, shocked amazed, Mother
didn’t know what to do. She cut a piece out of the
pumpkin then, poof, it was bright orange again.
They all tried not thinking about what happened,
so Mother took nice big slices out of it, chomp.
When...
The next morning, “Ahhh!” Mother was

glowing, Then she heard John and Lilly screaming
“HELP, MOMMY, WE’RE GLOWING!”
Mother ran across the hall looking at her

children glowing. Lilly was shocked. John was
amazed. Mother was shocked and amazed. The
children said, “How could this happen!” 
Meanwhile, Mother was getting bandaids, flu

shots, books about diseases. Not one of them said
anything about glowing. While Mother was
pacing the floor, Lilly was thinking about why
they were glowing. Then it hit her! “The pie!
Remember the pie was glowing and we ate it.”
“Of course,” said Mother, then she

remembered and said, “That old bat, I never
should have trusted her.” Mother went to her car,
bright red with a vein popping out. She was mad!
She went to where she saw the old lady. All the
pumpkins were gone—everything was! 
But on the floor there was a note that said Dear

Mrs. Meatrum, I forgot to tell you something. I’m
a witch and those pumpkins are cursed. But I can
cure you as long as you remember these words.
Go to the edge of town where nothing can ever be
found, there you will see you are how you want to
be. So that’s exactly what she did. She took Lilly
and John to the edge of town where nothing can
be found. There they stayed all day. Then in the
morning, Lilly and John were jumping up and
down yelling,”We’re not glowing!” Their mother
was so relieved that she and her kids weren't
glowing.

The Glowing Pumpkin



16 ~ Narrative

Madeline Cordischi-Hinson _________________________________________________________
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Teacher - Michelle Guanell

The Surprising Rocks
AsI walked through the doors at Birch Aquarium

San Diego, ferocious, man-eating great white
sharks loomed over head. Their shadows crept
along on the blue concrete floor. As the wind
whistled behind the Aquarium’s thin walls, there
was an unfamiliar draft which made me shiver.
Hammerheads’ tails hung frozen in the air.
I was terrified and made a squeaky sound with

my blue and black Nikes while nearly running to
the first tank in a carpet-lined hallway. It was
suddenly pitch-black, but each tank gave off a
soft, faint glow.
I sensed I was now in marine quarters. I felt

like a SCUBA diver heading down to the bottom
of the sea. The blue tanks on either side of me
created the ocean right in front of me when the
sand-lined shores were far away. My senses were
tingling and alert. My hands were tightly clasped
behind my back while cautiously peering into the
small, house-like tank.
Triangular shaped fish swam up to the crystal-

clear glass and hovered near my face. Coral
thrived behind the cool, clear wall in colors of red,
pink, and orange. Seaweed draped over the rough
plankton which sat near the ground at about an
inch high.
Leaning over to take a closer look, something

caught my eye on the bottom of the tank. While
getting a sensation of excitement, I bumped my
nose into the glass, giving me a freezing, frost-
bitten nose which stung. I had forgotten about
being cautions and pressed my hands against the
glass and got my face so close that I could feel the
coolness of the water and could still feel my nose

that still hurt.
A small, little rock lay on the rocky bottom in

the fish tank. I stared at that innocent rock and
caught it in action. He gave the secret he was
holding, so tightly in his grasp, away. It was
ALIVE! It was a rockfish swimming about the
rocky bottom looking for a tasty snack. I guess he
finds his food by, in a way, sort of eating the rocks
and filtering the leftovers that weren’t food, out of
his gills. He was tan with dark-brown spots. The
bumpy skin of the small fish matched perfectly
with the rocks on the bottom of his home. His lips
were pink and underside was pure black.
I noticed other “rocks” in the tank were giving

away their own secrets. Becoming aware of these
mysterious creatures, I counted them so I could
see how many I really wanted to watch. There
were about ten and were all very different from
one another, just like humans. Some had flippers
that flattened tightly to their sides. Some had
oddly shaped fins that looked like plants. I was
fascinated. A whole neighborhood was living
behind the thin layer of glass separating them
from me. Of course the wall literally felt like it
was twenty degrees below zero (just saying) so it
was probably not a good idea to lean on it
(whoops!).
The rockfish are so unique and all equally

fascinating I couldn’t bear to keep my eyes off of
them. I think marine wildlife teaches us many
lessons as we teach them foo-foo tricks, while the
most important thing is to protect them so they
will be around for many years to come.
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Depression
Revenge...

It’s the thing that I sought to get the most. I
screamed and shouted, beating my hands
vigorously against the wall in agony. How could
they do this to me? Why didn’t they take me
instead?

Sorrow...
It’s all I could feel as I crawled to the corner of

my cell in defeat. I lay down and looked at my
hands and arms. They had turned a deep crimson
from my banging against the walls. I closed my
eyes, trying desperately to calm down and to
block out some of the pain not only from the
recent events but also from my stomach. Instead
of relaxation it all came back to me. I was sitting
in the middle of my cell, looking into the jagged
piece of mirror I had found. What used to be my
soft, white skin had now become a scar-filled and
dirt-covered face. “Why do they hate us just
because of our religion?” I had asked myself
silently as I studied the red puffiness under my
eyes. “What did we do to them?” I remember my
younger sister; Anne was lying in the same corner
that I was lying in, trying to get some sleep.

Tragedy...
I heard one of the Nazis coming down the row

of cells. I quickly hid the piece of mirror under a
rock and waited for the soldier to pass. But instead
of him walking on, he stopped and unlocked the

door to my cell. “No!” I thought. The moment I
most dread had come and I knew I was already
dead. But instead of taking me they took my
sister. “What, no!” she screamed. “Take me
instead,” I pleaded. But the soldier pretended he
hadn’t heard me and took my precious sister away.

A plan...
I knew I was skinny enough to slide through

the bars of my cell. If I did that the chances of a
Nazi shooting me were great, but it was the only
possible chance I had to leave. I couldn’t bear
living in that cell any longer, jut waiting for my
death to come.

Action...
I slid through the bars of my cell and ran as

fast as I could. I came to an opening and sprinted
as fast as I could until I was welcomed by the sun.
I hadn’t seen pure daylight in months and was full
of bliss to feel it against my skin. I felt a sudden
hope and I took off towards the field.

End...
I had started running when I felt a searing pain

in my left calf. I fell over onto the rocks, skinning
my hands and my knees. I heard footsteps and felt
someone turn me over; it was a Nazi. He pointed
his gun at my head, so I turned and looked
towards the sun and said, “I love you, Anne.” And
just like that I was gone.
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Teacher - Marie Lombardi

Identity
It was 1956 in the relatively peaceful farm townof Blackburg, Ohio. There was a very big man
whose name was Jonathon Perry Jones. He was
nearly seven feet tall and had very pale skin, jet-
black hair, and eyes greener than any jade ever
seen. He had lived in the town of Blackburg for as
long as he could remember, and all the residents
knew him exceptionally well. Every strange
wrinkle on his forehead, every little detail of his
cauliflower ears, or the fact that he smoked every
Saturday from exactly 1:22 to 1:37. While the
townspeople thought of him as strange due to his
obsession over exactness, he was still welcomed
with open arms.
It was early dawn in the middle of January, and

little sheets of frost blanketed the roads, pathways,
and many scattered buildings and wheat fields of
Blackburg. As the morning sun cracked open in
the sky like it was some kind of long-lost treasure
chest, Jonathon lumbered his way down the aged
and battered sidewalk of Aarondale Avenue to go
to the bakery. On the way he had caught sight of a
strange man in a dark, shadow-filled alleyway
between the local barber and grocery store. The
man had a similar build to him; tall, heavyset.
However, his face was hidden by a strange mask
that almost looked like it was his real face based
on how it seemed to be attached. It was similar to
some kind of clown mask, with ghostly-white
features and a curved, almost evil smile. The man
had also been wearing a large, brown, leather
trench coat that went down to his ankles where
big, black military boots began. The man had
disappeared almost as quickly as he had come,
tossing a quick glare at Jonathon before disap-
pearing into the darkness of the alley. “Hmm, that
was odd! Must be getting the morning jibbers,”
Jonathon murmured as he continued on his way.
Upon reaching the bakery (named “Pete’s

Pastries” by the owner and manger, Pete Buckley)
about 10 minutes later, Jonathon had briskly burst
through the doors, hoping to get out of the chilling
cold. “Hey, Pete,” Jonathon greeted, as the small,
eccentric owner of the petite bakery shop took a
large batch of cinnamon rolls out of the oven
behind the checkout counter. He put the steaming
rolls on a tray and let them sit out on a table next

to the oven, then turned his head to Jonathon and
frowned, confused.
“Hey, Jon, back so soon? Why’d you change?”
“Oh, no, I just... wait, back so soon? Change?”

Jonathon arched his eyebrow. “I haven’t even
been here yet!”
“What?” Pete’s face went from confusion to

complete surprise. “Hrmph, I coulda sworn that
you were here not 10 minutes ago, ordering a
jelly-filled donut.” He focused right on Jon’s eyes.
“This ain’t no trick you’re pulling, right?”
Jonathon’s face remained adamant. “Absolutely

not, Pete.”
Pete looked serious for a second, but then his

face softened. “Oh well. I forget I’m almost in my
sixth decade, and you woulda certainly remembered
given how you love to be so definite and all. Must
just be gettin’ confused from some other time.
You do always order jelly-filled donuts. Don’t
suppose you’d like one?”
Jonathon chuckled softly, “Sure, Pete.”
After it was ready, Jonathon went and sat down

at one of the large wooden tables nearby. Since
the small bakery was practically empty except for
Jonathon and Pete, the old manager decided to sit
with him.
“It taste good?”
“As good as ever, Pete.” Jonathon said as he

took a gargantuan bite from the soft, warm pastry. 
Suddenly, Pete began to laugh.”Y’know, this

whole confusion reminds me of something that
happened in ‘48. It was mid-winder, just like it is
now, and this crazy young woman from a  town
nearby was all over the papers. Goin’ insane,
talkin’ about how some woman in a clown mask
stole her form, her face, her identity. Just ramblin’
on and on about the strangest things and how the
“clown woman” was tryin’ to kill ‘er!”
Jonathon’s eyes widened and he was horrified.

And for some reason, he felt the overwhelming
urge to look behind him, as if it was his body’s
first priority. And there, not 20 yards across the
road, the man with the clown mask stood. Except
he didn’t have the clown mask on; for it was only
in his hand. His face was exactly the same as
Jonathon’s.
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The Composing
BEEP BEEP BEEP “Uhh, six thirty already,” I

said to myself as I turned off my alarm.
“Better go have some breakfast, don’t want to be
late for school.”
After fixing a heaping bowl of Recess Puffs, I

started to wonder why my brother, Tommy, hadn’t
gotten up yet. Ignoring the milk I spilt taking my
breakfast to the table, I started up the stairs to
wake him up from his slumber. When I got to his
room, I was surprised to find him not there, but
instead a pile of dust. “Weird, he’s probably just
taking a shower,” I thought. So I went down stairs
to wake my mom, who usually is already up.
I went into her room to find the same thing I

found in Tommy’s room—a pile of dust. “MOM!”
I called, and got no response, so I tried again,
“MOM!” There was still no reply. “Whatever, I’ll
watch some TV before school.” Walking out of
her room, I took the remote from the drawer in the
hallway (the place she hides it every night) and
turned on the TV.
The first thing I saw was the 6:30 News on

Channel 8, but no one was there. “It’s like
everyone has vanished... This means no school for
me, and I can do whatever I want!” I said. I ran to
the drawer in the hallway and grabbed my dad’s
car keys; he always leaves for work at 5:30 a.m.
sharp, not a minute earlier or later. I got in the
driver’s seat and started the engine, switched
gears, and backed out of the garage. CRASH! I’m
an idiot; I forgot to open the garage door!
After spending three hours leaning how to

drive, I decided to hit the road, find anything to
help me survive. “Where can I go?” I thought for
a minute. “Got it, down on Main Street there is a
huge grocery store, it probably has enough food to
last me a year.”
In about five minutes I came upon the big sign

that read “FOOD MARKET – A GROCERY STORE”
and quickly got inside. “This will be perfect. Now
I can grab a bite to eat. I’m starving.” I hurried

down to the spice aisle. “Let’s see, I need salt,
pepper, tarragon, allspice, and rosemary.” I put
those into my pockets and walked over to the
meat aisle in the back of the store. “This will do,”
I said, picking out a package of pork chops. Next,
I ran to the grilling section, picking up lighter
fluid and and matches on the way.
I loaded up a grill with charcoal, poured lighter

fluid on it, and lit a match. My first time cooking
is in a grocery store; never thought that would
happen. I threw the match in. As soon as it
touched the flammable liquid, a huge flame
erupted from the grill, searing off my eyebrows. I
stumbled backwards and crashed into the shelf of
an aisle, causing it to fall over and crash into the
next shelf, making that one fall too. It started a
chain reaction of destruction as all the shelves
tumbled to the ground.
As the last one fell to the ground, it hit a table

at just the right angle causing a knife that was on
it to fly up into the air and hit one of the florescent
light bulbs, breaking it. Sparks flew from the open
bulb socket and landed on an open bottle of motor
oil, igniting it. “I’ve got to get out of here,” I
thought, and started toward the entrance. As I was
just about there, the fire spread to multiple crates
full of fireworks, lighting almost all of them. I
quickly ran out the door as they detonated, setting
the entire store on fire. After running to a safe
distance, I looked back at the blazing ball of fire
and realized I just barely made it out alive, next
time I should—
“Gwaah,” I sat up. I was in my own bed in my

house and my alarm going off. “It was all a
dream. Wow it seemed so real! Weird. I’ll go eat
breakfast.” I went downstairs and saw that
Tommy wasn’t up yet. I headed back upstairs to
his room and said, “Hey Tommy, get up!” He
didn’t reply, so I went into his room, but in his bed
there was just a pile of dust. 
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Goodbye
One of the most challenging times in life is

when you experience a loved one going
through endless pain because of an illness. My
family and I watched my beloved grandma slowly
slip away from her life due to a cruel disease
called Alzheimer’s. This disease causes you to
slowly forget how to do daily tasks that everyone
takes for granted. It takes a long time to completely
take your life away eventually ending in death.  
In my grandma’s case, she started to forget the

small things in her daily schedule such as food on
her grocery list. Within two years, her condition
worsened, and she was forgetting who was who,
even the names of family members close to her.
Her decline was rapid, and her brain wasn’t able
to remember simple things like chewing, walking,
or even speaking. 
My aunt immediately removed her from the

care facility and took her into her home. Grandma
stayed in the same condition for almost five years
until she came down with pneumonia. It was
impossible for her body to fight back and heal
without the brain signals to command it. She
became hospitalized and soon fell into a coma for
twenty-seven days.  
The night my father arrived to join his siblings

and father sitting by her side he spoke to her ever
so softly. Only God knows if she heard and

understood what he was saying to her. She then
smiled, just enough to notice, for the first time in
almost a year. The family left to go to dinner to
reminisce about her life and memories. It was that
night that God decided to take my grandma from
us. She passed away peacefully in her sleep. We
believe my father’s words to his mother were the
missing piece to her life’s puzzle. It was her way
of knowing her children appreciated her life and
she was secure that they were ready to continue
their journey alone, as grown adults. 
I sometimes wish she was still with us to see

how I’ve grown and bloomed from the little girl
she remembered. Wanting her to be around when I
graduate high school or when I score the winning
goal for my team in soccer. Or maybe just wishing
to spend more time with her to bond and
understand each other. Because she was taken
from us almost three years ago as well as adding
all the time she didn’t remember, I hope that she is
able to watch me grow and not just remember me
as the six-year-old girl of my past.  She didn’t get
that opportunity here on earth, but I feel she is
watching me from above. If I could tell her just
one more thought, my words to her would be, “I
love you, Nana, and one day I’ll make you proud.
I promise! Thank you for what you’ve left behind
for me.”  
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Undoubted Believing to Icy Achieving
I’ve seen it before on television; people windingand gliding down the mountain, but I’ve never
actually tried it myself. So finally, after months of
thoroughly thinking it over, I built up the courage
to get on a board and experience the sport.
As I nervously dragged my feet over to the

counter at Brian Head Resort, I was embarrassed
to find myself unable to answer the first question I
was asked, “Are you goofy or regular?” I stood
back unaware of what to reply. Luckily, the
employee before me must have seen the confusion
in my eyes and explained, “It means: Are you
right-footed or left-footed?” I then quickly replied
that I was right-footed, pondering how I couldn’t
have understood that before.
After I received my board, it was out

to the icy, white world of snowy Utah.
From what looked like a “walk through
the woods,” turned out to be a slip down
a soapy water slide. I couldn’t keep my
balance for the first ten minutes, but
once the instructor showed me some
techniques, I was ready for the big,
winding path of the grand mountain.
The ride up to the top of the mountain on the

ski lift seemed like it wouldn’t end. With every
tree that we passed, it seemed like another hour
had gone by. The air was brisk and the sky was
gray, but I knew that it would all be worth it at the
end. I thought that we had reached the top over
the first hill, but as we peaked beyond the top, yet
another hill lay before us. Finally, after what

seemed like it took the day’s time to reach, I saw
the exit where we would get off. As I sat with
anticipation, enjoying the rest of the beautiful
surroundings, I tried to imagine what it would be
like to be able to do this every day of my life at
home in Arizona.
I nearly fell off of the ski lift as we approached

the top of the mountain and I began to scoot to the
edge of my seat ready to jump off. As I tried to
slide off onto the mountain as we were taught, I
tripped on my snowboard and fell in front of the
exit of the ski ramp. I attempted to pull myself out
of the way for the next people trying to get off,
but I couldn’t get up no matter how much I tried.
The freezing feeling in my body drained my

strength, and the huge thick coats I wore
restricted me from using my arms.
My feet were numb and my board

must have slid out from under me 4-5
times. Eventually an instructor came
over with a that-was-so-funny-but-I’m-
trying-not-to-be-rude look and pulled
me aside. Even under my frozen nose, I
could still feel myself blushing from

embarrassment.
I slid, fell, and bruised my entire body, but I

FINALLY made it down the mountain. At the end
of the day, I was so sore that I could barely move,
but the more I went, the more I got the hang of it,
and the more fun it became.  Although I knew that
I wasn’t very good at snowboarding, I still had a
great time, and I can’t wait to go again. 
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What If I Fall?
“Who wants to go first?” I looked around to

see if anyone would volunteer. Silence.
My heart began to race. 
“I’ll go...” I whispered, looking at the ground. I

shuffled my feet to create a cloud of dust that
traveled up to my nose and made me sneeze. He
asked for my name. “It’s Kaisa,” I replied, quiet as
a mouse. He grunted loudly, scribbled it down on
a piece of torn paper, and then shoved me closer
to the wooden skyscraper dotted with phony,
colored rocks. I was hooked up to the support
rope, and my adventure of a lifetime began.
As I stepped closer, I felt pure excitement and

fear run through my feeble body. There was a
lightning storm taking place inside of me. My eyes
traveled up the sixty-foot-tall rock wall, observing
my opponent, and it seemed to look right back at
me with a malicious grin, threatening a fatal
demise. Goose bumps blossomed on my pale skin,
confirming my definite fear of plummeting to the
earth, moments after I grabbed the first hole. I
silently prayed that the tower would remain
balanced, that it would not topple over and drive
me into the dry soil resting beneath my observers’
feet. I adjusted my helmet and wiped a stream of
sweat from my brow. I glanced back at my friends,
teachers, and camp leader. All eyes were on me.
My peers hollered words of encouragement. “You
go, girl,” “You can do this,” “I believe in you!”
The time had come to face my fears.
I grasped a pastel yellow hold with my right

hand and a rich green one with my left and
stepped into a nightmare. I slowly pulled my body
up, shaking like a leaf in the middle of a
hurricane. Do NOT look down, I commanded
myself. You cannot look down.
I was at Chauncey Ranch with my entire 6th

grade class for a field trip at the end of the year.
We had planned what activities we wanted to
participate in a few months earlier. Some of those
activities were horseback riding, playing paintball,
and environmental tips. However, there was one
that seemed to pop up on the schedule without
being planned, and that was rock climbing. What
we didn’t know about this surprise event was that
it would be in the middle of the day at ninety-plus
degrees. Not only that, it wasn’t any normal rock

climbing tower.
This particular tower was three times taller than

usual at sixty feet. It was made of wood, and when
you got to the top of it, the holds became wobbly
and difficult to hold onto. After five minutes of
wandering around, we finally arrived. No one
spoke. The moment was filled with silence, awe,
and fright. Wide eyed, we studied the full height of
the rock wall, collecting information that flooded
our brains with thoughts of climbing up this
wooden wonder. I, however, could not imagine
how much it would hurt falling from sixty feet in
the air.
“Holy cow,” my friend Ella marveled verbally.

“It’s almost like a real mountain.” I know. I
thought. My eyes started to water. Do I really
have to climb that? What if I fall? What if IT falls?
Questions flooded my brain. My palms began to
sweat profusely, and I started to shake
tremendously. My camp leader turned around and
smiled at us. 
“Who wants to go first?” Ella nudged me. I

turned my head, hoping that someone would
volunteer.

I didn’t like feeling guilty for making him
wait so long, so I answered. “I’ll go...”
After being that terrified, I never would have

imagined arriving at the top of that tower, pushing
a giant button labeled “I FINISHED” breathlessly
with a big, white-toothed smile painted across my
face, in less than 5 minutes. As I rappelled down,
I reflected on what I had just accomplished. I had
always been so afraid of heights, yet I climbed a
sixty-foot-tall rock wall in front of my whole
class. I planted my feet on the ground and
unhooked the support rope. The applause of my
classmates and teachers was echoing through the
trees. You did it. I told myself. You really did it. I
tore off my helmet, fixed my sweat-drenched hair,
and put both fists high in the air. 
That hot day in April, I appreciated the oppor-

tunity I took to face my fears and accomplish a
great goal in life. You can’t finish something
unless you start it, so why wait? Get it over with
as soon as possible.Who knows?  Maybe you’ll
want to do it again, despite the fact that you
might fall.
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Shedding My Light
Mrs. Smith was an old, frail woman.

She seemed over 100 years old!
Her ancient body was covered in
wrinkles, and her skin drooped and
sagged. She looked as if she had only
days to live, but then again it had seemed
like that for as long as I could remember. It was as
if time had frozen, and the old witch had simply
stopped aging! Yet, even though Mrs. Smith
moved like a snail, and probably had many
physical ailments, her face always beamed with
joy. I could just never see it. I was never fond of
the idea of getting to know Mrs. Smith; she was
always the weird old lady who sat in the back pew
at church. But one December night, my thoughts
for her changed. I realized that no matter what a
person looks like or acts like, I shouldn’t judge
them, for everyone is special in their own way.
I huddled in the inside warmth of my house,

anticipating the inevitable telephone call which
would tell me when and where the Scout meeting
would be held that evening. Because it was
nearing Christmas, I figured the meeting would be
cancelled, but I was wrong. Suddenly, the
telephone came to life, ringing and buzzing
shrilly. Immediately, my hand darted to the phone,
and I answered the call. My Scoutmaster was
calling with a message, saying the troop would
assemble at his house. After the call, I hugged my
mother goodbye and dashed out and hurdled onto
my bicycle. Fast as a comet, I pedaled with all my
might to get to the meeting and out of the
blistering cold. I was the first to arrive.
As I waited for the rest of the troop to arrive,

the Scoutmaster told me what the plan would be
for the evening. He informed me that the troop
was going to hang Christmas lights for the elderly
lady, Mrs. Smith. My Scoutmaster gave me the I-
don’t-want-to-do-this-either-but-let’s-get-it-done
grin. I smiled back at him in hopes of preventing
any further conversation. Disinterest and hate
filled my heart as I pondered on what “better”
things I could be doing. Assuming that this night
would be filled with boring, pointless labor, I
grumbled and complained in my head, yet I could

not be farther from the truth.
When all the Scouts had finally

assembled and were familiar with the
plan, we all plopped down into the
Scoutmaster’s van and drove off. I sat by

the window, staring out into the black,
mysterious sky, wishing nothing but to go home.
It seemed as if I wasn’t the only Scout wishing for
that. The ride was short, and soon enough we
arrived at Mrs. Smith’s abode. In the eerie,
gloomy night, the house looked haunted. The
porch light was off, the bushes were poorly
trimmed, and it seemed as if not a soul was
stirring inside. It seemed as if the house had been
neglected and abandoned for years. The
Scoutmaster jollily leaped out of the van and
walked to the door as the tired, grumpy troop
followed. As he rang the doorbell, I shuffled my
feet anxiously. It seemed to take hours between
the time the Scoutmaster poked the doorbell and
the time Mrs. Smith finally opened the door. She
welcomed us in with a warm smile, gesturing
toward where her Christmas lights were stored. I
wore a bogus smile to mask my true feelings as
another Scout and I marched to the boxes of
lights. Boxes in tow, we hauled the lights out the
front door so we could begin our labor.
Hanging the lights went much worse than I

expected. Not only did the troop and I have to
hang the lights, but we also had to repair the
wiring inside. It was a long, challenging job!
Finally, after an endless hour of work, the job was
completed, and the lights were hung. The house
looked amazingly vibrant and gorgeous with the
multicolored lights lining the roof. But, my eyes
were shaded with darkness, evil, and hatred,
denying me of the once-in-a-lifetime view. Mrs.
Smith hobbled out her door and sluggishly
struggled to get to the end of the driveway. I
wanted to lift her up, launch her to the end of the
driveway, then hurl her back inside her house so I
could finally go home. Eventually she got to her
destination, and as she lifted her eyes to the
radiant lights, it appeared as if she was going to
cry. Eventually, she shifted her gaze to me, and
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smiled, ever so softly. My heart couldn’t take it.
My heart exploded! The old lady was no longer an
ancient, wrinkly witch, but rather a sweet, kind,
grandma-like person. Her love opened me up, and
obliterated the veil that had kept me caged for too
long.
Whenever I look back to that evening, I feel an

overwhelming flood of joy. I long for that sweet
smile again; the feeling of happiness and
achievement. Each time the memory returns, I am
reminded to never judge so harshly, like Pontius
Pilate did to Jesus. I was completely wrong about
Mrs. Smith. She looked so weak and old that I

assumed her emotions had shriveled away long
ago, but they hadn’t. Seeing her loving and
thankful smile opened my heart to love and
compassion. I now challenge you to help others,
for it is a blessing to do so. “There are chances for
work all around just now, opportunities right in
our way. Do not let them pass by, saying
“sometime” I’ll try, but go and do something
“today” (Have I Done any Good?). The emotions
you feel after serving others are unlike anything
on earth. That one December evening changed
me, shaping me into a better man. I hope and wish
that the same might happen to you.
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Jamie LeSueur _________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

I Barely Survived

It was a bright and sunny Tuesday, a show-and-tell day at preschool. Mrs. Jenson, the genius,
ginger-headed, assistant teacher who is tall as
NBA players, introduced Danny Sanchez to show
something to the class. “I lothst my firthst tooth!”
he yelled, pointing to the gap in his mouth. “I was
eating an apple and it juthst fell wight out!”
“That’s great, Danny! Maybe now we should

call you toothless!” Mrs. Jenson said sweetly. She
was always jovial. I, on the other hand, was a real
stubborn crab apple. I had wanted a loose tooth
for at least a week, and boy was I jealous. I
wanted revenge on the boy who stole my fame
because he lost the first tooth in the class. Danny
Sanchez had an ‘X’ on his back.
“Okay! Showing time is over! Time for

recess!”  Mrs. Cooney called from the other room.
Mrs. Cooney was the head preschool teacher, and
she owned the house I called school. She
reminded me of Cinderella. With her melodic
voice and delicate blond hair, it seemed like a
fairy Godmother should just swoop in and take
her to a royal ball. After she made the recess
announcement, it was a rampage of size six feet
bustling to be the first person to the playground,
which was actually Mrs. Cooney’s backyard.
There were slides, sandboxes, and plenty of
tricycles at the playground, but most importantly,
there was a bench swing. Everyone wanted a turn
on the bench swing, but it was first come first
serve for six lucky preschoolers. That day, I was
fortunate enough to be one of those lucky six. On
the swing with me was Lucy Mack, the best
friend a toddler could have, and Danny Sanchez,
my new toothless nemesis. “Danny, I hate you,” I
said sincerely, or at least as sincerely as any three
year old is capable. 
“Why? Becausth you’re not ath cool ath me?”

He taunted.
“I am too as cool as you!” I retorted.
“Nuh huh! You sthill have all your teeth.” 
That one ticked me off. 

“You’re a meany pants, Danny!” Lucy wailed.
“I’m telling Mrs. Jenson!” She slid off the swing
and scampered inside to go tattle.
“Yea, Danny, you’re not very nice!”  I jumped

off the swing to go assist Lucy but turned back to
Danny so I could tell him he had a lisp.
Unfortunately, those words never left my lips
because the best toy in Mrs. Cooney’s backyard,
the swing I always craved to sit on, came
barreling in my direction. I could feel every
minute sliver from the unsanded bench edge
pierce my lips and prick my skin.  The swinging
force knocked me to the grassy floor.  Stunned by
the blow, I lay immobile in Mrs. Cooney’s yard.
Slowly, tiny fingers found their way to my upper
lip.  One look at my blood-covered hand and I
cried, “I’m gonna die, and it’s all your fault,
Danny!”  Mrs. Jenson heard the ear piercing cry
and came running out of the house, her fiery hair
trailing behind her. At first, her face was full of
panic, but then a controlled, forced look took
over. Mrs. Jensen carried me inside and helped
me wash my mouth. After it was semi-clean, she
looked inside to see if my teeth were damaged.
“Oh my gosh!” Her shocked facial expression
scared me.
“Am I gonna die?” I asked through blurry, wet

eyes.  
“No, you’re going to be just fine, Babe.  Your

teeth just got hit a little by the swing.”
At the time, I didn’t know that her composed

explanation and reassurance meant that three of
my front teeth were angled into the back of my
throat with my roots popping out, and that my
gums looked like hamburger meat.  If I were Mrs.
Jenson, I would have called an ambulance or
something.  By that, I mean my mom.
My mom arrived shortly and took me home,

all the while telling me I was going to be okay,
which was probably more for her than me.
Anyhow, we got home, and I immediately
managed a painful smile into a mirror, only to see

I can describe my childhood in three words: I barely survived. On one particular
occasion, I thought I was going to die.
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a horror movie on pause. I began to bawl. “I’m
gonna die! My mouth is falling out and  I’m gonna
die!”  I cried in agony.  
“Shhh!  It’s okay.  It’s okay.  Dad thinks we

should go see a dentist, so we’re going right now.
You’re going to be okay,” my loving mother
reassured me. 
We drove to a children’s dentist, “ABC Teeth,”

and checked in as an emergency patient. My
upper lip was swollen like a balloon to the point
where the doctor couldn’t even see my demented
teeth. When he tried to raise my lip to see the
destruction, his hand got slapped away by a
furious toddler. After repeated attempts with the
same result, the doctor relinquished and a
cautious nurse who observed the unsuccessful
attempts walked me into the operation room,

which would have scared me if I could have read
the sign on the swinging door. She helped me pick
out an orange scented nose mask that I was
supposed to wear. The delicious scent I inhaled
through every breath made me dizzy and after a
single minute laying on the reclined dentist chair,
I was out cold. 
An hour later I woke up in my own car with a

new stuffed animal stallion and three less teeth.
My mind was clouded, but I could think one thing
clearly, “I can’t wait until next show and tell.”  
Looking back on that traumatic preschool day,

I’ve realized that life goes on. I thought I was
going to die, but I’m still here. I know that no
matter what it is I’m dealing with, life will keep
moving forward and in a blink of an eye, I’ll be
able to look back and say, “I survived.”
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Christy Nguyen ________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Paths, Flowers, and Changes
Three summers ago, I found myself walking

down a familiar path with my great aunt. I did
not know why we were here nor did I know how
we ended up here, but the path seemed to stretch
on for miles with the blistering sun and the
buzzing lullaby of the cicadas.
My family and I were on vacation in Vietnam

for a month. Today was our last day before we
packed up and left for another four years. Before
we left, I wanted to take one last look of Vinh
Long, the village we had stayed in for the last four
weeks.
As we were strolling down the trail, the intense

heat made our clothes cling to our body, our skin
perspire into a dewy shell, and the hairs stick to
our scalp. The dirt on the path was damp with
yesterday’s rainfall, leaving the essence of rain
fresh in the air. Yet my aunt smiled anyways. I
always admired my aunt for her kindness and the
happiness she brings to everyone around her. I
remembered her warm brown eyes and the
dimples around her cheeks whenever she laughed.
Even the way she smiled reminded me of what
happiness is truly defined as. Though my aunt has
aged physically, her personality embodies the
youth and free-spiritedness that portrays her as my
favorite aunt. 
“Do you recognize this path?” my aunt asked

me.
I shrugged.
“When you were younger, you and I used to

always walk down this path to pick Da Lat
Roses.”
I was yearning to reach the end of this

mysterious path.
“But it’s so far away,” I told her, to which she

just smiled.
“But did you feel like it was worth it?” 
I thought her question over. “Yeah?” I

hesitantly responded to her question.
“Then that’s it. That is all that matters because

it’s not about how you get there, but how you feel
from doing it,” she told me.
Suddenly, the dryness in my throat, the aching

in the soles of my feet, and the curiosity of this
path ended now. Ahead of us was a garden of
blooming blossoms of plentiful shapes and sizes.
Orchids, dandelions, chrysanthemums, and many
others I couldn’t name. Among those that stood
out were the Da Lat Roses, a flower native in
Vietnam. Flowers of all shapes and sizes covered
the green. The garden overlooked the river and I
could hear the song of the waves splashing against
each other, leaving crescent-like ripples in their
wake. This moment in time felt infinite, a moment
to be captured. My aunt then said something I
would never forget:
“Life is not about the changes that are made,

but how you react to these changes.”
“This place use to be a battleground during the

war. Yet I am content with my life because I
fulfilled it the best I can. I am happy,” she told me
with a sort-of sad smile.
“I want you to live your life happy,” she

continued. “Don’t worry about the bad things in
life.”
She paused for a moment. “I’m very sick.” My

aunt looked away, staring off beyond the
glistening river. 
Little did I know how serious this sickness

was.
“It’s a... different kind of sickness,” she peered

over at me, and I could swear her eyes shone just
like the river.
I did not know what to say. My naivety told me

not to worry. That this was just simply a fever.
Something that would not change my life forever. 
“But please remember that life should be lived

to the fullest. Because it may be gone before you
know it,” my aunt said.
We spent the rest of the afternoon picking the

vibrant flowers together creating a motley of deep
purples, pastel pinks and yellows. But the whole
time, I was thinking about what my aunt told me,
trying to decipher if there was a hidden message
beneath her words. Nearing the end of the trip, we
walked back together to the house where I got
ready to return home. We exchanged goodbyes
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and I love you’s. My aunt enveloped me in a tight
hug before we left to the airport. That was all I
remembered. 
I later found out that my aunt had terminal

cancer and that she died earlier during the year.
Devastation sank deep into my heart and crept
into my soul. I was in a dark time when I thought
there was little hope and little light to shine on
me. I was sad, overwhelmed and heartbroken.
Nothing can compare to the pain that many feel
when a loved one passes away. I wouldn’t have
suspected her to be ill with cancer with her happy
and seemingly healthy life which is why it puzzled
and bothered me for so long. 
It has been three years since her death and

since then, the path we used to walk had been
turned into a road. I used to mourn for her as if
her life being taken away was a tragic mistake.

But I realized what she told me about life helped
me understand that while you face adversity and
changes in life, it’s how you react to these changes
that count. And while her death still, to this day,
causes me great grief, I have learned to accept it.
I realized that she was always happy because she
chose to live her life that way, not bothering about
the negatives in life. She never bothered about the
negatives in life because she believed negatives
did not exist; not as long as you can choose to
make it into something greater. My aunt has
taught me a life-changing lesson. And while she
may not be alive to tell the tale, I will surely
remember. Because when I see flowers next time I
visit, or walk down the road that once used to be a
path, I will think of her and the hope she has
given me.
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Daycy Gomez __________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Keiko Dilbeck

Moment of Impact
Ihave this horrid memory that continuouslydwells in my mind every day. I sometimes lose
myself just pondering about it. Although this
event might have been traumatic and threatening,
I accept the meaning of why it occurred and allow
myself to be thankful for it; thankful for the
enormous impact it brought into my life and the
comfort that came along with it. 
Suddenly I’m nine years old once more and

trying to cope with the recent divorce of my
parents. My mom and I had only moved into our
small, one-bedroom apartment and were attemp-
ting to try and move on with our lives without the
presence of my dad in our home. The experience
begins with my mom and me returning from the
grocery store and back to the new place we called
home. It was a frigid December night. Daylight
had immediately turned to darkness as most days
do in winter. I recall in that point of time being in
a phase where I blamed my mom for the absence
of my dad and accusing her of driving him away,
but deep inside I felt this guilt sprouting inside of
me—believing that I was the cause of their
separation. I was too afraid to admit it.
Once we had arrived to our designated parking

spot, my mom simply asked, “Can you please help
with the groceries?” 
“Sure,” I replied, not making eye-contact. We

started to walk up the path that led us to the
doorsteps of two apartments, with ours being on
the left side. As we approached the two apartments,
there was a towering man with a hoodie over his
head facing our neighbor’s door, not acknowledg-
ing us in the slightest bit. He simply stood there
with his head down, avoiding any sort of eye-
contact with my mom and me, doing his best to
not expose his face. Discussing this event with my
mom years later, she states she remembers having
this awful feeling in her gut as soon as she gazed
at the man standing on our neighbor’s doorway.
Despite that, my mom, being the amiable woman
she is, decided to greet the man by saying hello.
The suspicious man ignored her, not replying with
a single word or a simple “hello.” My mom wore
a confused look on her face and wondered why he
did not answer with a similar gesture. She studied

me, searching for my expression. My mom half-
heartedly smiled, shrugged her shoulders and
stroked my cheek motioning that it was going to
be okay. 
She set the grocery bags on the ground and

quickly rummaged through her purse for the
house key, weary to not let the strange man
remaining on our neighbor’s doorstep out of her
sight. Successfully unlocking the door, she let me
enter the apartment first. She picked up the
grocery bags off the ground, but before she could
follow me into the confined room, she was
restrained by two large hands grasping her
shoulders, pulling her back from the doorstep and
slamming her back into the cement wall. I heard
the powerful thud of my mom being slammed into
the wall by the intimidating man and watched in
horror as the man howled in her face, “GIVE ME
YOUR PURSE!” 
My mom was utterly frozen. She appeared to

be as if she were paralyzed, not acting upon the
command that he had just given her. My mother
later on discussed with me that because her purse
AND grocery bags were both in her hand, she
struggled to rapidly give up her purse. His gorilla-
like hands pressed my mom’s shoulders up against
the wall, preventing her from making any move or
attempt at escaping. By then the man had grown
impatient. And that was when I saw his hand
reach into his side and clutch a gun that had been
hidden in his side pocket. The man hastily put the
weapon up against my mom’s side of the head and
growled at her again, demanding, “GIVE ME
YOUR PURSE.” I instinctively covered my
mouth with my icy hands to deter the piercing
scream that would come out from my lungs.
Remaining in complete shock, my mom would
still not hand over her purse, so he snatched the
purse from my mom instead and sprinted off like a
coward. Struggling to acquire air to breathe, I
desperately stared at my mom. Reaching for my
voice, in a broken, rough, cracked tone I managed
to call out, “Mom.” 
My mother hastily turned her head following

my voice and gazed at me in despair with fear in
her eyes. Hot, salty tears ran down my cold red
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cheeks as I raced into her warm embrace. We
cried in each other’s arms for moments, not
wanting to let go, not wanting to say a word, but
to only feel each other’s heart beat and know that
we could embrace after what had just occurred.
With streams of water in her eyes, she looked into
mine and choking back on her words and sobbing,
said, “I love you, baby. Everything will be alright.”
From that night on, my view on my mom did a

complete 180-degree turn. Accepting that I could
have lost my precious mom if the man had
effortlessly pulled the trigger, I cared more for
her, my respect towards her grew. I no longer

blamed only her for the separation of my parents.
I realized that she is absolutely essential in my
life. That calamity comforted me with knowing
that I firmly was going to survive without my dad.
At last, I fathomed that I was capable to go on
with my life with solely living with my mom. It is
despairing that I had to witness her go through an
assault to learn to appreciate her as a mother and
to recognize her grace and affection. But it is the
moments of impact that completely change our
lives. ‘Till this day I hug my mom a little extra
tighter before I go to bed and blissfully say, “I
love you, Mommy. Everything will be okay.”
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Natalija Bogdanovic_____________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Beneath the Dust

The cold, crisp fall breeze licked at the tips of
Felix Elroy’s hair, tickling his forehead. The

young fifteen year old kept his head bowed,
hiding his hazel eyes from the vision of the
mourners. The gentle yet abrupt sobs from
Annabelle Elroy, Felix’s mother, brought a tear to
even the bright sun. Felix was supposed to go to a
plane expo with his father, but evidently, he
wouldn’t get that chance; not today, nor ever
again.
The priest finished the last of his sermon

before he closed his large, age-worn book silently.
Felix kept his head down, only peeking once in a
while to watch his mother. Her glorious, dark
auburn hair glistened in the gleaming sunlight,
lighting up like a blazing flame from a candle.
The slight breeze breathed onto the side of Mrs.
Elroy’s face, exhaling her hair to the side. It
swished slightly, like a rocking boat in the middle
of a lake, flapping against her shoulder ever so
cautiously. Even as the wind ceased, her hair
stayed lively and radiant, like firefly at night.
The dark, black wood stained with remorse

was bathed with the white surrender of thorns
and captivating floral scent. The sweet, calm
scent almost made the sorrow-filled cemetery a
little cheerier, but the evidence of the day was
bittersweet.
Felix finally watched as the large casket

lowered to the ground. The inescapable death
chamber brushed against the soft earth before it
reached its irreversible fate and was forever
silenced. Not another word was spoken as the
remaining Elroys’ lives were locked away with
the silent dungeon. The Earth spat up its debris
into the bottomless pit until not even the indent of
the ground was visible anymore. Felix brought his
eyes up to the tombstone painfully, the words
clawing at his eyes like a never ending flame,
burning his corneas until they were nothing but a
black pit of hopelessness and loss:

Ambrose Elroy
1946-1987

Hands shaking, eyes leaking, Annabelle Elroy
stared blankly at the new home that was her
husband’s. Grasping the damp handkerchief
squished between her sweaty palms, the young

widow forced herself to crack a gentle smile, for
the sake of her son. She peered over at Felix,
observing him. The teenager stood there, composed
and quiet, staring at the cold rock that lay just a
few feet in front of him. He was strong. Just like
his father.
The illustrious memories Felix shared with his

father illuminated before his eyes all at once, like
a movie, reliving each and every one. His most
cherished day was when he and his father
constructed a model plane together seven years
ago. Felix still had that plane, perching on the
small, wooden shelf he made himself when he
was barely nine.
As the mourners gave their condolences to the

grieving now-pulled-apart family, Felix merely
stood there. His mother would occasionally nod,
smile slightly, and utter a hurt “Thank you” as the
mourners wished them a bearable rest of their
lives. Like that could ever happen.
Annabelle and Felix abandoned the cemetery,

their hearts heavy on their shoulders. Who knew
whether or not they’d ever be happy again? For
the moment, it didn’t matter to the two of them;
what mattered was attempting to move on and
make sure they didn’t lose the connection they
had with each other.

………………………………………

“Felix, dear?”
Felix ceased his examination of his over-

flowing dish. He wasn’t hungry; he hadn’t been
very hungry since his father departed. He locked
eyes with his mother, who flashed a heart-
warming smile, “M-hmm?”
Annabelle gently situated her warm hand on

top of Felix’s, “I was cleaning through some of
your father’s old things,” she paused, watching
his face, “I found a few items that you might want
to keep. You can look through them and keep
whatever you want to keep and I’ll throw out the
rest.”
He sighed and smiled crookedly, “Okay,” he

said, a little cheerier. He had always desired to
call some of his father’s things his own. His father
worked for an architectural business that formed
models for scientists. Ambrose and his son had
shaped innumerable models together, all of which

“Some human places create inhuman monsters.” ~Stephen King
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he maintained in his office downstairs. He even
transported meager amounts of the models they
created to his occupation and were later utilized.
Unfortunately, his father’s business sealed down
after the fire. To families’ loved ones who worked
there, like Felix’s, the fire took more than just the
building.
Felix stood up, jostling his chair in, and eagerly

trotted off towards the basement. He descended
down the steps rapidly, not missing a beat, and
stepped into the small room. It was exactly as his
father had left it: organized and as perfect as
perfect can be.
Felix’s feet clicked clamorously against the

wooden floorboards, adapting that eerie feeling
just before someone was assaulted by a concealed
force. He creaked over to his father’s desk. The
desk was cloaked in blueprints to the point where
the desk didn’t even resemble a desk, but rather a
deep blue ocean of ideas and unexecuted business.
His father was a very decorous man, adored and
cherished by many; it was no surprise to Felix that
his father had multifarious blueprints for individual
models requested by customers. Everyone yearned
for something built by Ambrose Elroy.
Felix shifted gears to the shelves around the

walls of the room. They were shrouded in all the
models he and his father ever erected: auto-
mobiles, fighter jets, tractors, you name it: it was
all there, high up on the multitudinous shelves his
father established. Unfortunately, Felix wasn’t
nearly as tall as his father, who was six foot three.
The young teen was barely five foot six; he was
still waiting for that growth spurt.
He inspected for something to step on top of to

reach the models, but found nothing. He sighed,
ready to give up and ask his mother for assistance,
when he located an item that might prevail: an
elevated box. It wasn’t quite a flat surface, but
maybe the dome-shaped top would work in his
favor.
Felix walked over towards the unknown object

and regarded the dust it was enveloped in. He
blew on it to clear the dust. It was then that he
realized exactly what it was: a large chest.
“What the heck?” Felix muttered to himself:

his father never went on treasure hunts. He kneeled

onto his knees and hovered in front of the chest.
The large box was unlocked with nothing but a
petite hook to keep it closed. Felix gingerly
dragged the hook out until it was no longer
detaining the box from opening. He pressed both
hands onto the bottom of the lid and cracked it
open. A sweet mist encompassed Felix’s nostrils
like a bubble, only to increase as Felix unsealed
the chest entirely. A gasp escaped his lips as his
eyes registered what was inside the chest: hair.
Packed up high was strand after strand after

strand of hair of all colors: black, blonde, light
brown, dark brown: even red. Every lock was
carefully tied together with a lock of the same
color in a rubber band. Each rubber band held
anywhere between twenty to thirty hairs.
“I see you found my chest,” a deep voice

boomed from the entrance of the basement. Felix
gulped: he knew that voice all too well.
“Dad...?” Felix forced himself to look over

towards the doorway. As expected, his father stood
before him, “I…I...thought you were…dead…”
Mr. Elroy laughed deafeningly, “Dead? Why,

I’m quite the opposite! I’m alive and well!”
Felix frowned, “But I went to your funeral…

they found your body…”
Ambrose sneered, “I’m afraid that wasn’t me

they found; that was Mr. Blair down the street,”
he scowled, “That poor man didn’t know what
hit him.”
Felix swallowed, “How did you...?”
His father fastened his deep green eyes onto

his son’s hazel ones, “I got out just before the fire
started,” he grinned, “I didn’t want to die by my
own creation,” Felix blinked as he grasped what
his father was admitting: he evoked the fire. It
was no accident.
“Where…where have you been?”
Mr. Elroy chortled cynically, “I had a little

work to do,” his feet echoed against the floor as
he shuffled over to Felix, “Here; why don’t you
put this in the trunk for me?” he outstretched his
hand and slothfully opened his palm to reveal a
few strands of dark auburn hair, “Felix, my boy,
I’m afraid your mother has gone away for a
while,” he hindered, “But don’t worry,” his eyes
scintillated, “She’s in a better place.”

“Monsters are real and ghosts are real, too; they live inside us and sometimes, they win.”
~Stephen King
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Katie Meek ____________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow
Going off cliffs...backwards? Mission: accepted.

My church’s young women’s group was
about to one-up the Boy Scouts this time. We
were going rappelling off a two hundred-foot
cliff! As a bonus, the mountain came complete
with its own waterfall. Ah! I could imagine the
cool liquid on my skin already. I was fairly
experienced at rappelling, so I was totally pumped
for this adventure. However, I had yet to tackle a
two-hundred-footer like this. I knew I could
handle it, which was mistake number one.
“Here is what we call a figure eight. This is

what will attach you to the rappelling line. Now,
let’s all remember to double-check our blah, blah,
blah...” We had been going over safety rules for
over a half-hour. My brain gauge had hit the
ridiculously bored section long ago.
Let’s get on to the jumping off cliffs part! I

begged within the security of my thoughts. I
already know all of this...come on now...just close
the flapping jaw...that’s it...a little more...!
My silent prayers were answered.  An older

couple, the Gordons, swished down the lines into
their positions at the bottom of the gorge. Here,
they were to assist the incoming traffic of
teenagers that was sure to follow. When all of the
other girls began to chicken out at the idea of
going first, I boldly volunteered. 
I strapped into the harness, put on my helmet,

and proudly attached myself to the line. Easing
back, I caught my first full view of the valley
below. Whoa—big drop—right there. My natural
instincts began pelting me with rushes of
adrenaline. This was insanity—I could die!
Eventually, the butterflies in my stomach stopped
doing flip-flops just long enough for me to move
into position. Balancing on the arch of my foot, I
stretched out my legs until I was completely over
the emptiness.
Whoosh, whoosh, boom! I pounded down the

steep slopes of dusty limestone, gaining momentum
with every motion. My limbs worked with my
experience now. They knew as if by instinct when
to add tension to the rope or gently release it.
Man, this was a view so gorgeous that it would

make Miss America jealous! The pine trees below
stretched majestically up out of the gaping
canyon. The sky was draped in a stunning blue.
Suddenly, a massive dent in the rock formation
pulled my attention back to the descent. This was
a free rappel zone, or in other words, a straight
plummet to the ground. I loosened my rappel line,
freeing any of the remaining tautness. I slid down
the snake-like rope with jet propulsion. 
I was unstoppable as I gracefully soared along

the sapphire cord. My hair was flowing, I was
feeding on the thrill of gravity, and the spray of
the waterfall moistened my cheeks. Paradise was
mine. Too bad nothing lasts forever. Unexpectedly,
my neck violently was twisted and pinned to my
chest. I instinctively yanked on my rappel line in
order to stop my fall. My neck had been thrown
into an extremely painful position. My ear was
literally shoved up against my collarbone. I could
not move my neck without feeling as though a
four-foot needle was being shot into my spine.
Clawing at the twisted rope, my free hand
searched for an escape. It never found it. I was
pinned like a midget fighting a sumo wrestler.
Somehow, my ponytail had been sucked into the
twisted web of ropes and was planning to stay
there. I looked down for some help. That highly
intelligent idea nearly made me go into cardiac
arrest. I felt like a hopeless fly trapped in a
spider’s web as I dangled fifty ominous feet
above the ground.
At the bottom, the Gordons reacted quickly by

signaling the top via radio and informing them of
my plight. The unanimous decision was to pull
me back up by the safety line tied to my waist.
One, two, three, heave! My spine felt like it was
about to snap with the added pressure. I gasped
out in a single cry. I was now cinched into an
even tighter position. The Gordons radioed up top
again. Time for a plan B and fast.
One leader, who had had over twenty years of

rappelling experience, flung over a second rappel
line in order to get to me. As all two hundred feet
of rope cascaded down, it brought along a spray
of piercing rocks and debris. My back was met
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with hot stings as I observed the leaders’ faces
pelted below. My rescuer was at my side in a
moment. 
“Here, grab onto my shoulders.”
I clenched onto him as he latched his harness

to my own. Then, he bent his knees and instructed
me to sit on his makeshift lap in order to ease the
circulation shortage in my legs. Ripping at my
hair, he tried to force my ponytail out. It was
no use.
“I’m going to have to cut you out.”
It took a moment for those words to enter my

one exposed ear, swirl around a bit, and finally be
processed. Then, it hit me like the fifteen-year-old
girl’s nightmare that it was. He was about to cut
off my long, lush ponytail! The two feet of hair
that I had brushed and combed and cared for
diligently for the past few years was about to
disappear forever. I was going to be shaved bald
like a scrawny Chihuahua. No! No! No! I began
to regret the entire trip as he rolled a dull
pocketknife into his palm. I grabbed his shoulders
with a grip that could kill and braced myself for
the inevitable first cut. My tears chased after the
locks of shimmering, golden-brown hair as it
drifted down into the abyss of that canyon.
Hack! Swoosh, swoosh, rip. Hack! Swoosh,

swoosh, rip. The more he cut off, the more the
rope yanked at my remaining hair. My leader
discovered that after his initial cut, my entire body
weight was not held up by the rope, but rather by
my hair. For some reason, thoughts of Rapunzel
hoisting up a one hundred and eighty-pound
Prince Charming by her hair suddenly sounded
really impressive. 
“I’m going to have to take the risk of cutting

your rappel rope. Hold on tight.” 
A memory popped into my head; cutting the

rappel rope meant the possibility of me dropping
to the ground—the ground that was fifty unforgiving

feet away. He gingerly went to cut the line, not
before taking a sweeping glance at the massive
gap between me and the rocks below. The thread
of blue line dropped.
My remaining safety line strained under my

weight, but lasted just long enough. The ground
never felt so good. I was overjoyed that I could
move my neck once more—at least until I took
off my helmet. My hand reached up to grab...
nothing. I had some serious alone time sitting in
the car clutching a bundle of hair that just an hour
before had been brushing against my back. I kept
telling myself that it would be okay, hair grows
back, and that it could have been worse. Nothing
helped. I still wanted my hair back. Finally, I
realized there was only one way to get over this.
I hesitantly got out of the car and donned my
helmet once more. It was time to revenge my hair.
No pile of rock was going to defeat this girl. I was
going to give this mountain a second try. 
The second decent was much slower and more

cautious than the previous one for some odd
reason. My peers cheered me on as I shakily
touched bottom for a second time. Staring up at
the cliff, I ran my fingers through my surviving
hair. I was never going to forget this place.
When I reached home, I went on the hunt for

skilled beautician to fix my hack-job of a haircut.
Her first reaction made me realize that I
probably looked as though I had had a fight with
a chainsaw...and lost. Lucky for me, she had
experience with hair-do’s-gone-wrong. The
beautician knew exactly how to repair it. Now,
I sport a sassy, A-line bob and have learned two
valuable lessons. Number one, ladies, always pin
up your hair before doing anything that involves
ropes; and number two, enjoy what you have now
for you can never be sure what will be here today
and gone tomorrow.
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Melissa Taufa __________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

The Cage For Abigail’s Secrets
Promises. The cage for all of life’s truths. All

of the good, the bad, and the ugly, held
captive by the ones we trust. I was only six years
old when my mind took custody of Abigail
Mines’ secrets. Most kids love the thrill of hearing
the words, “I have a secret to tell you,” but I was
soon to learn that there is more to this mysterious
world than what meets the eye. All the hidden
truths that lay buried in our souls will soon be
revealed.
I am seated in a small pond of ebony dresses

and suits. There are no lighthearted smiles
exchanged, no laughter around, no bliss left to be
lived. The minister probably made some remark
about how God is now watching over her, but all I
hear is my empty heart crying out. When all the
preacher had prepared was said and done, most of
the people got up, kissed the ivory casket and said
their condolences. I froze. I couldn’t move.  I
avoided waking up and getting dressed to watch
my best friend lie perfectly still, but I forced
myself.  In this moment where I actually had to
say goodbye was too much. So I remained seated
on the pew, thinking about all that had happened. 
“Do you wanna play with me?”
I questioned the buttercup blond sitting

lonesome. Receiving a moment of silence and a
blank stare as my answer, I disappointedly turned
around when a soft voice responded, “I…I am
a…well, my dad says, ‘I’m not a good girl,’ so I
can’t have friends.”
Pondering on this dilemma I conceived a

brilliant game plan, “Let’s be secret friends!”
The verdict was made, it was official; Abigail

and I would be secret friends. I thought to myself,
“I like the sound of this.” Secret friends meant a
secret handshake, a secret language, and a whole
secret life. Little did I know that our friendship
would be short-lived and truly hidden from the
world, holding the most abstruse stories. 
As little first graders, Abigail and I sat on the

swing set with the golden sun beating down on us.
I had just mentioned something to her about how
she falls off her bike “a lot,”  and how I never got
hurt as badly as she did, when she surprised me

with the words, “It’s a lie.” Frustrated that she
would tell me a lie, I hopped off the swing saying
how my mom thinks lying is a no-no and very
bad. Emotion filled her face as it hung low. It was
at this moment that I found out where all her
bruises truly came from.
Faintly she whispered through tears, “I told

you I’m a bad girl.”
Feeling guilty for her sadness, I put my arm

around her pale shoulders and hugged her frail
body.
“It’s okay Abigail,” I began, “I didn’t mean

that. I don’t think you’re bad.”
Abigail’s depressed gaze stared into my eyes.

Something was not quite right. Then she revealed
her secret – her father beats her. He tells her she is
worthless, and then shows her how inferior she is
with a strike across the face. 
My mind spun at a hundred miles an hour.

Abigail? Being hurt? How could this happen?
Parents didn’t really do things like this, did they?
Maybe he didn’t mean to. Did he know he was
hurting her? Nobody would do that. Nobody
could do that. Was this real?
Under an unseen force called a promise, those

horrendous stories were locked away.  I, pleading
with my abused friend to come forward, began to
also feel small and useless. No one could possibly
understand me. Not a single soul could feel my
aching pain for Abigail. I needed to tell someone
she was being hurt! Week after week I begged her
to let me tell the teacher, my mom, or anybody
that would listen. “No!” She exclaimed and
reasoned that if her dad found out she had told
anyone things would only be worse. I told myself,
“I made a promise. I made a promise. If I say
anything she’ll only be hurt more.” I forced
myself to keep this dark secret. With each bruise
we found comfort in each others’ arms. Our
strength came from holding the others’ hand. I
was her hope, and she taught me the love of a
friend.  
My reminiscing at the funeral was interrupted

by a woman’s cry, cursing the world yelling
“WHY!? WHYYYYY!!? I need you baby girl! I



36 ~ Narrative

still need you!” 
This struck me. I was not the only one that

loved Abigail. I was not the only one that needed
her. Was I really that blind? How could I have not
said anything? Two years had passed since I met
Abigail, and for two years I was a cage for her
secrets.  
I was desperate to drown out the feeling of

guilt. My head fell between my knees; I pressed
my hands over my ears in an effort to protect my
thoughts. I can’t hold the tears back anymore as
the events of that heartbreaking day of death came
flooding back. I had just arrived at school when a
somber fog had been cast over all the teachers.
None of them would make eye contact with me. I
stepped into class and wondered why everyone
was so quiet. Then the words came out. I
screamed denying every spoken explanation. My
voice bellowed at everything around. This was not
happening. She was here yesterday! SHE’S NOT
DEAD!
Rocking myself back and forth on the church

pew I squeezed my hands around my ears tighter.
This silence comes louder than any other I have
ever experienced. My face is flooded with tears.
Memories of going to school that fatal day come
back again haunting me. “Melissa!” I can hear my
teacher calling for me as I run out of class
sprinting to freedom. I can’t take it anymore and I
collapse in the grass. “Melissa…” my teacher
begins “Her father was taken to jail…he can’t hurt
anyone anymore…” These words pierce my soul.
Softly she whispered “Did you know he beat
her?”  
Attempting to lock out the flashbacks, I push

my head down further into my dress. I fight
myself to let my mind focus on anything other
than the lifeless body of my “secret” friend.

Being unable to breathe I raise my head up and
stare. The minister whispers a humble prayer to
himself. I see the once cursing woman lose her
strength and fall to the ground. I watch a man
from the congregation comfort her. In the midst of
everything there lies a small casket, perfectly still.
Perfectly peaceful. 
I have grown to learn how God works, and

contrary to what many people think, God doesn’t
take people out of this world before it’s their time.
God didn’t take Abigail; He let her into His
kingdom. It took me a while to gain this
understanding though. After the funeral I forced
myself to be so busy that I left no time to process
what had happened. This agonizing trial caged in
my life, but about a year later I allowed myself to
slow down and reveal to my mom that I was
aware of Abigail’s secret. Through hours of tears,
prayers, and a year of counseling I carefully
constructed a life I wanted to live. I decided that
my experience with Abigail would be the
foundation for my life. The cumulative events of
that dark period of my life remind me that even
though life is complicated, it is beautiful.  I have
learned to live my life to the fullest and remember
that everyone has a past. I learned gratitude. I
learned to love, and more importantly I learned to
forgive. Some say silence is the true friend that
never betrays, but I now know that when my heart
screams at me to speak, I need to. The worst thing
to do is nothing. We all get shoved around by our
trials in life, but just as the sun rises every
morning I choose to rise to the challenges of each
new day with a positive attitude and determina-
tion to start fresh. I could have been lost, but my
experience with Abigail made me who I am and
who I will always be. From this point forward I
choose to not lock myself in a cage ever again.
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Camille Palmer_________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Diane Grogan

The Green Geyser
Someone once told me that the natural, spon-

taneous calamities in life are more interesting
than any fictional script or story.  I find this to be
true, since I have experienced a natural calamity
of my own. To truly understand the climax of this
story, imagine a dam holding back a lake of water.
Now imagine a crack forming at the top and then
zigzagging down to the bottom followed by the
ominous rumble of the great wall splitting in half.
Logically, the next event would be the hundreds
and thousands of gallons of water rushing over the
crumbling dam. Eyes widen in terror at the sight,
and the only thought a person has is to run away
as fast as possible. This was the feeling that
overtook me the day that the humble little slush
machine at Taylor Junior High School exploded.
It was getting close to the end of the school

year, and the average school day felt as though it
lasted two or three hours longer than usual.  I was
not expecting anything exciting or unusual to
occur that auspicious day, and certainly would
have never guessed what would happen next.  As
part of my daily routine as a worker in the
cafeteria, I rushed into the office and swiped my
employee card.  The first lunch bell had already
rung and I knew the hoard of seventh graders was
getting cranky and restless.  I hurried and put on
my hat as I simultaneously washed my hands.
With all the patience I could muster I opened my
serving window to the hungry twelve and thirteen
year olds waiting in line, their large puppy dog
eyes staring at the food behind me. My shift
proceeded as usual.  I ran the register, rushed back
and forth taking orders, and listened to the usual
complaints such as “I need more ketchup” or “my
pizza is burnt,” and by the end of the shift I even
had time to wipe down my serving station and get
a head start on my other cafeteria duties.       
One of my daily tasks was to fill 3x5 slush

racks with 8 oz. cups of kiwi-strawberry slush. I
had been doing this job for a few years now, so I
had gotten rather skilled at it.  Soon I noticed that
something was “off” with the machine. The lever I
was pulling to fill the cups was very wobbly, and
to my dismay, I found a crack at the base of the

spout where the slush came out. When I pointed
this out to my coworker, she forcefully pushed the
spout back into the basin, thinking that it might fix
it. I failed to see her logic and just as I was about
to warn her of the possible consequences—it
happened.  
Snap!  She was suddenly holding the spout in

her hand and her face went pale.  In slow motion,
we both turned to see the crack split and a flood of
slush rush out of the gaping hole. With the force
of a fire hose it sprayed all over the food that we
were soon to be serving to the next group of
students, and soaked us to the bone.  Not only was
I frozen with shock, I was in the direct line of fire
from the icy blast for a few eternal seconds.
Finally the rush of adrenaline kicked in as my
mind raced to solve the problem. With both hands
outstretched, I lunged towards the large hole in the
machine to try and hold back the geyser with my
hands. The pressure was very strong, I was bathed
in ice, and I was instantly numb from my fingers
to my head.  At first my coworker was too dazed
to react but when I managed to get her attention I
screamed for her to go get the cafeteria managers.
She dashed to the manager’s office while I stood
there in a very uncomfortable position, trying not
to whimper about my frost bitten hands. 
The circus began when the managers arrived.

They came galloping in and by this time there was
almost an inch of kiwi-strawberry slush on the
floor, and at the very instant  they came through
the door, one by one the ladies began slipping,
sliding and falling like dominoes! The scene could
have been a winner of “America’s Funniest Home
Videos,” with flailing arms and legs and undig-
nified landings in the slushy mess on the floor.
They squawked like surprised ducks landing on a
frozen pond.  Unfortunately, the slush was still
rushing out of the machine, and since all the
adults in the room were preoccupied with trying to
get back on their feet, I had to act! I ripped my
hands off the open hole, and in my best body
contortion move, I bent backwards to dodge the
force of the green geyser that shot out the second I
removed my hands.  
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Quickly, but carefully, I tiptoed through the
green river to the wash room, not wanting to join
the ladies on the floor. I grabbed as many buckets
as my arms could carry, thinking that they would
help catch the sticky flow. When I returned, the
machine had run out of ammo and the river of
slush was winding down. I let out a huge sigh of
relief as I saw the last few drips fall to the floor.
Once the shock wore off, I could see the damage-
and it wasn’t pretty. The food was soggy and
inedible, the floor was blanketed in an inch of
sticky mess and I soon realized, to my horror, the
seventh graders were enjoying the show.  With
gaping mouths and wide eyes they were pulling
out cell phones and cameras to capture this very
entertaining moment and share it with their
friends. I shuddered as a kid remarked “Hey!
Forward that to me, this is totally going on You
Tube!” My cheeks burned a crimson red as their
laughter reached my ears. 
I surveyed the state of disaster. The next

thought that jumped into my brain was, “How in
the world are we ever going to clean up this
mess?” We searched for mops and cleaning cloths,
but to no avail. The cleanup mission seemed
impossible. The scene got even sillier when all we
could find to start the cleanup were little hand
towels and flimsy paper napkins to soak up the
slush. Our world was turned into a sticky paradise
Willy Wonka would be proud of.  My shoes made
a loud, obnoxious “sticky” noise no matter where
I stepped, and my eyelids stuck open when I tried
to blink. Being unprepared for such a disaster

made the scene even more of a comedy. Hundreds
of worthless little paper napkins were all over the
floor, sinking into sugary puddles. 
A rescuer (in the form of the lowly school

janitor) finally arrived with buckets, mops, and
cleaning cloths.  With the right equipment and all
of us scrubbing and wiping the sticky surfaces
until they were clean and slush-free, the room was
ready for business again in less than two hours.
The serving area was back to normal, but I
certainly was not!  I shuffled from class to class
the rest of the afternoon with stiff, sticky, wet
clothes. It was almost impossible not to laugh out
loud as I replayed the scene in my head,
remembering the chubby middle-aged ladies
flopping around on the floor, like women in a
green slush pit.  It was at this point that I decided
to have a greater respect for the all-powerful kiwi
slush machine. We experienced our own little
natural disaster and as a team we were horrified,
shocked and confused for a few minutes, but we
managed to pull together to clean up the calamity
and laugh at ourselves.  The cafeteria of Taylor
Junior High’s new motto became a quote by Frank
Howard Clark; “I think the next best thing to
solving a problem is finding some humor in it.”  I
believe we did just that.  Thinking back on the
hilarious chain of events I have discovered that
my desire for a big cup of sticky, too-sweet, gooey
kiwi-strawberry slush has disappeared.  Drinking
it is just not the same after bathing in my own
personal spa treatment of green slush!
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Yalitza Rascon _________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Jean Akers

My Epidermis and Mocha Pigmentation
For as long as I can remember I have let the

color of my skin control my life. My mother
is darker than I am and my father is lighter than I
am. I was born into a racially mixed family with
all sorts of ethnicities and colors. Ever since I was
younger, I was always taunted for being the
darkest Latina because I was not as white as all
the other Hispanics in my class. I remember a
distinctive little click of girls that were all
Hispanic, and of course, all lighter than me, in my
kindergarten class. They spoke Spanish all the
time and would make fun of me thinking I could
not understand. Jokes on them, I knew every word
they said.  
Growing up I was constantly reminded of my

mocha pigmentation. As if, it defined who I was
as a person. I imagined people saying, “She is
black on the outside her feelings must not mean
much on the inside.” Being so young, I would
never have imagined that kids my age knew what
the N-word was or knew about slavery. Turns out,
they did, I had the white kids call me the N-word
telling me to go back to Africa and the Hispanics
yelling at me “Negrita go get the jump ropes
because since you’re black you’re the slave.” I
was too dark to play with the other Latinos, too
light to play the other two black kids in our whole
grade, where was I supposed to go. Whom could I
play with?
For the longest time I was my own best friend.

I sat alone during lunch and played by myself
during recess. Since no one would talk to the
black girl that spoke Spanish, I paid attention in
class, did my homework, and got straight A’s
through out elementary and junior high. I was
determined to embrace my own skin and I wanted
to make sure that those kids, even some adults
that had made fun of me would be working for me
one day. A successful black woman on the outside
and a spicy Latina on the inside who was their
boss. Those years of being bullied, I turned to

education. It was my outlet some how. The more
they made fun of me the harder I worked on my
assignments, as if getting an A+ would prove
them wrong about categorizing me in a box as
unworthy.

In a world where having white skin constantly
judging you because you’re born different trauma-
tized this then seven-year-old girl. Now, I have no
animosity towards people who have a lighter tone
in their skin than me. I do not hate whiter people
because some ignorant family’s instilled racial
slurs in their children that could not look pass my
color. That seven-year-old girl use to be jealous
instead of loathing them. That seven-year-old girl
used to hate being tan. Did you notice I said
USED TO? My anatomy teacher told me that
since interracial couples are becoming more and
more approving to people that soon white won’t
exist. We will all be tan one day. At first I was
happy that people would understand what it was
like to be dark, but then was disappointed because
I like being different.  
I am done believing people when they say I

am worthless over something I cannot change.
Skin is called the epidermis and is the largest
organ we have. The epidermis is often keratinized
and is hardened by the presence of keratin. Our
epidermis is composed of different layers of skin
that do different things. Our deepest layer of skin
is called stratum basale and that is where melanin
is produced. Melanin is pigmentation, where we
get the color of our skin and hair. Scientifically I
cannot do anything to naturally change my color
and I would not want to. My epidermis must have
a lot of keratin because I have grown some thick
skin. I have more melanin than most Hispanics
and I refuse to let racial slurs get under my
stratum basale. Science has a reason why I’m so
dark, but my reason? To change the world’s
perspective.
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Eric Kirkes ____________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Sue Buffington

Find the Strength to Succeed
As the bus rolls away leaving me behind to

venture home, the monotonous, plethora of
thoughts roams around my five-year-old mind. I
wonder, What will I find at home today? Will it be
warm soup? Will it be a strange man with a weird
smell? Will I have some hot water to shower in
today? Opening the door to my own personal hell,
the things I want least find me. Beer. Drugs.
Strange men. Not the warm cookies or endearing
“Welcome Home.” These were all commonalities
into my five-year-old life. Every night I pray to
some image of a God, “Please make Momma
better, and keep me safe, warm, and full. Oh, and
to sleep tight.”
I constantly try to drown out the animalistic

noises coming from my mother's room. Grunts
and moans one would think only jungle animals
could produce. They lustily dance with an air
stenched with alcohol, invading my mind. I hope
silently to escape. Escape to a land of happiness; I
knew existed...somewhere. There I could run
around all day, eat candy for dinner, and play
freely without a care. Is this too much to ask for?
Embraced in those dirty bed sheets, I began to
believe with all my heart there was no escape.
However, miracles find their way, even in the
darkest of nights. 
Claudia and Alan Kirkes. My grandparents.

My angels on Earth. 
When I moved in with my grandparents,

loneliness consumed me. 
Where’s mommy? 
Silence. 
She is on a long vacation, Eric.
Silence. 
What else would a six-year-old comprehend?

Seeds of loneliness fell into my heart, and
sprouted. Outwardly, my body displayed apathy.
Internally, my heart wailed in silence. I was given
things I did not deserve. The warm clothes and
fresh food, yet no mother. As much as I wanted to
be happy, should have been happy, I failed. Over
the course of three years, I grew mentally and
physically, but remained the same six-year-old.
Forlorn, friendless, helpless. At the end of these
years, Life knew I needed a change. I was put in
the car and was driven into the horizon. Nothing
appeared but the yellow, four-worded sign.
Sunshine Acres Children’s Home. 
These four words have created the young man

I am today. I never imagined at the age of nine,

Sunshine Acres Children’s Home would have
such significance to me. I will always remember
the day my grandparents brought me here. I see
the golf carts. I see the pale buildings. I see a
barren desert landscape. My senses overload with
the plethora of new surroundings. Emotionally, I
am in a state of confusion as to why my
grandparents brought me to this alien location. I
refrain from asking for I assume I was tagging
along for the ride. However, the longer we stayed,
the more nervous I became. Why would my
grandparents bring me here?  Did I do something
bad to deserve this? Finally, we walked into a
room and sat around a chestnut table. “Would you
like to come live here?” enters my ears. Huh?
What did he just say? “Eric, would you like to
come live here?”  Umm…I cannot bring myself to
say words. I lose all abilities of speech. My worst
dreams came true. I was about to be abandoned.
Left alone. I look to my grandparents and saw
something peculiar in their eyes. Hope. Hope for
what? How could they be hopeful about this? As
much as I want to scream “NO!” and storm out of
the room, I cannot bring myself to act out. As if, I
was on autopilot, the words “Yeah… I mean yes.
Yes, I would like to live here.” And that was it.
No turning back now. A new experience happens
to me every day since moving here... Meeting
someone new. Going to a sports event.
Communing with my peers. Sunshine Acres has
blessed my life more than I ever imagined. It gave
me the opportunity to change who I was into
someone I wanted to be. 
I miss my mom. I miss my dad. I still want to

be normal. I want to be able to go home to a warm
home-cooked meal, and know two loving parents
are waiting there for me. They will ask me about
my day, support me in my interests, and console
me in my time of need. However, it just will not
happen; it cannot happen. That is life. No matter
the thought, I always come to the same
conclusion. It was a part of my destiny in life.
Sunshine Acres is the springboard to my success
in life. These experiences give me the drive in life
and mold my character. I work and study hard to
make my grandparents proud of the lost six-year-
old boy they took in. How can we make a
difference if we are all the same? I am here to
remind society the “American Dream” truly does
exist. “You is kind. You is smart. You is
important.”  No one can hold you back.
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Jessica Armstrong ______________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Stephanie Reary

Visibility Zero
What started out as a small flurry quickly

evolved into what was certainly the worst
snowstorm that Mathew Knowlan had ever
experienced.
Shining crystals of ice were a more accurate

description than snow for what was pouring from
the heavens. Flakes of hardened water shattered
on Mathew’s face as he trudged forward. Each
one made his frosty cheek that much colder. Blue
frost had already begun to cling to his once soft
spongy skin.
Mathew uselessly held up his sleeved arms to

shield himself against the wind. The chill was
cold enough to slice through the coat and gloved
hands as if he was wearing silk. In weather like
this, even his husky winter coat was inadequate
for the long march back to base.
Visibility: one mile.
Mathew sighed to himself before clenching his

teeth and returning his gaze to his goal.
Somewhere in the distance was the research base;
his sanctuary. He was unsure, but dearly hoped he
had chosen the proper path. If the Base was too
much farther; he would surly freeze.
The temperature made most of the snow under

the fresh coats hard packed and, for the most part,
walkable. Mathew had discarded his snowshoes,
which became more of snowplows than things to
help him navigate in the blizzard, a few miles
back. His boots were already caked with hardened
sleet and hail. Their weight dragged him down
every step, and made the tread more of a hassle.
However, in this weather, one furry, steel-toed,
snow mound in front of the other; that was what
would get him home.  
Visibility: one thousand feet.
Snow drifts moved like mountainous ships

across the wavering terrain. Large hills of snow
moved in a moment’s notice to far off locations
that where hardly visible. Gales of wind sent the
ravenous snowfall in all directions. Mathew knew
that losing his way in a storm like this would not
be a difficult task.   
A speck that was scarcely visible flashed in the

distance. Mathew squinted, his eyes barely making

it out over the continuous flurry of the storm. 
Mathew’s heart sunk; he recognized what it

was immediately.
The beacon he saw was one of the lights that

they had posted on the outskirts of the base.
However, it also served as a signal to the research
team. From inside, the base workers and
volunteers could control the color of the light to
warn those outside what the danger was for the
weather. Green was clear, yellow meant the
temperature was dropping, blue was that a storm
was coming, and red. Red meant that the weather
was, or was to become, so uninhabitable that no
personnel were allowed to leave the base.
The light that he spotted a moment ago was red.
The scarlet in the distance, even through the

snow, was unmistakable. No one was allowed out
in a storm like this.
No one was going to break that safety protocol

without a reason. Only Alexi knew that Mathew
started this trek on the yellow light. Everyone
who would have risked the journey probably
thought that he was locked away in his room
working on the next write up for his experiment.
No one knew he had not returned.
No one would be out looking for him. 
Visibility: five hundred feet.
Biting down on his cracked lips, Mathew stuck

his worn, snow-caked boots into the ground; one
after another. He was going to make it. The base
was around a mile away from the beacon, and the
light would be able to direct him. He wasn’t going
to get lost, and he wasn’t going to die.
Another step, another step, just one more step.

His thoughts began to fade as the freezing
temperature dipped lower. The white around him
turned a sickly gray. 
Mathew stumbled on a hill-like snowdrift that

rammed into him. The power sent him reeling
sideways. He spun around and fell to his knees.
Mathew narrowly stopped himself from landing
on his face. His left arm was folded beneath him,
and his opposite hand was braced against the
merciless snow.
In the moment that followed, the temperature
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dropped so low that the usually soft snow was
hardened into hard glass-like sheets upon impact
with the unforgiving earth. Mathew took a
moment to catch his breath; to watch the powdery
snow as it desperately clung to his thick glove.
The soft, innocent powder turned into harsh,
deadly ice before his eyes.
Visibility: one hundred feet.
Mathew only realized his mistake after it was

too late. In the time he took to watch the snow’s
powdery decent to a frosted wasteland, the
clinging snow on his ice-covered glove piled up
and completely buried it. The mound that built up
around his legs was now thigh high and has
frozen them with hard sheets of icy snow to the
arctic earth. Mathew couldn’t even shift them
now. His shoes were frozen stiff, as solid as
concrete and his entire lower body was pinned to
the ground.
He pulled the hand that he was leaning against

away from the traitorous ground, trying to pull
himself from the icy connection as the truth sank
into him. There was no escape now. The winter
chill seeped its way through his weather resistant
trousers and began its sharp sting path up his
numbing legs. The pain was terrifying, but the
knowledge that he was never going to make it was
worse.
Visibility: fifty feet.
There was no way he would be able to make it

back to the base. He held his cradled arm close to
his chest to keep it warm. His other arm had
somehow found its way from its outstretched
position, from where he had been reaching out to

the stormy sky, to the ground again, this time
falling entirely to the ground. His side slammed to
the icy ground. The snow was raising, the storm
was getting worse. His breath came out in
desperate pants. He wasn’t going to make it. He
would be entirely encased in frigid snow by
morning, or sooner at this rate. His friends, his
brother, they would miss him eventually; right?
Would he even be found? Soon, later, or at all?
Visibility: ten feet.
The world blurred. It seemed wrong. All was

white, a blaring unearthly white that consumed
the colors from the world. There was no feeling.
No touch, no cold, no pain. Only ice and snow. 
Ice and snow. Angry ice and comforting snow. 
He wished he hadn’t said that horrible thing to

his brother. Mathew didn’t hate him, he didn’t
mean it; he shouldn’t have said it. If only he
hadn’t.
Visibility: five feet.
Emotion was less than it had been before,

wasn’t it? His thoughts came through sluggishly,
short and choppy. A brief flash of yellow passed
nearby casting gray shadows through the small
section of the storm it was able to penetrate. It
stayed a moment, almost calling Mathew to reach
forward to touch it, find it, hold it, smell it; to
know what it was. But his hands wouldn’t move.
His body wouldn’t move. 
The light moved on. The snow continued to

fall. Then, with the solemn pang of regret, the
world went dark.
Visibility: zero.
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Whitney Oar ___________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mountain View High
Teacher - Tracy Weaver

The Snow Continued to Fall
The snow fell softly and peacefully, oblivious

to the panic unfolding beneath it. He lurched
forward as a tree root caught his foot. His
shoulder slammed against the ground, scraping
over the twigs and rocks hidden beneath the
snowy blanket. A shadowy tendril leisurely
stroked his ankle, rendering the skin a painful red
that contrasted sharply against the white snow. He
gasped in terror and scrambled to his feet. The
snow mixed with mud under each step and
muffled the pounding of his feet while threatening
to suck away his boots. Sweat streamed down his
brow as he fled, arms pumping, breath labored
and ragged, as he tried to quickly slush his way
through the snow. His legs burned with the effort
and screamed in protest. But the wails—those
terrifying, inhuman, spine-chilling wails that
continued to pursue him—spurred him onwards.
Each passing minute, the sounds increased in
number, volume, and frenzy, drawn to and
hungered by panic; the closest ones maliciously
toyed with him—pouncing, then withdrawing, as
their comrades rapidly drew near. He had to get
into the light, escape this dark forest and the dirge
that possessed it! He vaulted over a fallen tree, his
left foot landing awkwardly in a ditch. He winced
as pain consumed his ankle but forced his legs to
keep moving. His lungs were unbearable now, a
fire in his chest that seemed to devour more
oxygen than produce. It hurt to breath, he couldn’t
cry out for help. His heart pounded so hard he
thought it would burst out of his chest any minute
now. The wind whistled through the trees, the
snow carried along with it
only adding to the poor
visibility resulting from the
strange grey fog. A hoarse
scream sounded just to his
right, and two more snake-
like shadows encircled his
neck and arm, immediately
searing the exposed skin. He
frantically batted them away,
burning his fingers, and
willed his exhausted body
faster. The fog surrounding him was a demon all
its own, weighing him down, obscuring his
view, pouring into his ears and gasping mouth a
limb-deadening poison. Behind him his pursuers

keened louder than ever, enjoying his terror.
Ahead, he could barely make out the edge of the
forest. The fog was beginning to lessen, light
shone ahead. Then, every one of the unearthly
beings began wailing at once, a continual
terrible, deafening sound, and the shadowy
snakes shot ahead of him to block the path to
freedom. They were done playing. His panic
peaked, triggering the last reserves of icy
adrenaline to release and flood his veins, mixing
with heated blood. The tree line was mere feet
away. He desperately leaped forward, craning
his neck, arm outstretched, and white light filled
his vision…
The winter breeze blew hollowly through the

snowy mountain pass and over the frosted
treetops. White flakes drifted lazily from the gray
clouds of the heavens. The serene landscape was
punctuated only by the howls from the forest and
the crunch of snow under the merchant’s boots.
He sneezed and shivered, pulling his cap down
and woolen cloak tighter, muttering to himself
something about maximizing profits. He cringed
as the wails resounding through the forest reached
a final, earth-trembling crescendo. The sound
slowly faded, and there was silence. The icy
northern wind rustled the tree branches. He
paused his murmuring to glance nervously at the
trees. That strange, ever-present fog encompass-
ing the cursed forest made it impossible to peer
through the trees, but he didn’t particularly want
to anyway. Those dreadful creatures in that
forest—thank the heavens he was out of their

reach. Once in those woods,
few prey ever escaped their
shadowy grasp. But the sun’s
light was now dimming, and
night fast approaching. They
would soon no longer be
confined to their daytime
prison. He gripped his pack
and hurried in the direction
of the next town, flurries of
snow swirling in his wake.
He passed the limp, human

arm, nearly as pale as the snow itself and barely
visible in the bushes, without a notice, and
disappeared over the hill.

Overhead, the snow continued to fall.
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Cynthia Li _____________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mountain View High
Teacher - Tracy Weaver

Carlos
Carlos seemed excited, but I could sense the

anxiety in his eyes. He had been waiting for
hours for his surgery and watched patient after
patient get wheeled into the operating room.
Carlos was twelve years old, had cleft palates on
both sides of his face, and had never worn shoes
in his life due to his severe club feet.
I spent a week in San Salvador with a medical

mission team to care for children with club feet.
The doctor I shadowed in preparation for the trip,
Dr. Gunzy, was on his twentieth mission. Before
the trip, I had wanted to become a doctor for the
typical reason: the reputable high income, the
respect, and the interesting career. However, Dr.
Gunzy gave me a new reason to become a doctor,
a reason that has changed how I think.
At nearly 5 o’clock, the nurses finally wheeled

Carlos into the operating room. He was the last
surgery of the day and the whole team anxiously
waited. Afraid that due to his cleft palates Carlos
would have respiratory problems, the doctors
devised a unique plan. A total of four surgeries
and two residents would work on Carlos’ two feet,
thereby shortening the procedure and lessening
the chance of a tragic outcome. Dr. Gunzy not only
cared for Carlos’ two feet, but also for Carlos’
frail health.
The surgery that should have taken two and a

half hours took only half that amount of time.
During the case, I ran around washing instruments,

retrieving equipment from the storage room, and
occasionally giving a much needed sip of water to
a tired surgeon. I had already been standing for
hours and my feet ached, but I could not bring
myself to sit down. I wanted to help in any way I
could: to help Carlos, to help Dr. Gunzy.
Despite having stood and worked through

seven cases that day, every member of the team
was there to greet Carlos as he woke. We gave
him his first pair of shoes, and watching him
embrace the shoes brought tears to my eyes. I
even hugged Carlos and marveled at the fact that I
had been part of the team that made a significant
difference in this young boy’s life.
Now I am determined to lead my own mission

trips. Although my limited experience includes
days filled with washing instruments, cleaning
rooms, and counting supplies, I know that
medicine will be my life’s work. Dr. Gunzy and
his team showed me the human side of medicine.
Behind the technical jargon is a beautiful and
universally understood message: the ability to
heal. The role of a doctor as a medical expert and
a compassionate healer has no boundaries.
On the last day, I went alongside the doctors to

visit Carlos one last time. His mother stood beside
him holding his hand. Through tears, she thanked us
for changing her son’s life. Little did she know how
much Carlos and Dr. Gunzy had changed my life.
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Colleen Breazeale_______________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Stapley Junior High

A Little Voice
Almost everyone has a little voice. I’m not

referring to the Jiminy Cricket conscience
voice that reminds you about the difference
between right and wrong – but the voice that
warns of danger, the voice that teams up with the
little hairs on the back of your neck, the voice that
shouts RUN! Most of us have that voice, and too
many of us ignore it. I did and I’ll never forgive
myself.
I’d been married for exactly two weeks. It was

wonderful – married to my first love. We’d grown
up together, drifted apart, married the wrong
person, divorced, and were finally together. Rick
had wanted a motorcycle but I made him wait to
buy one until after we had paid off the wedding
expenses. So, there we were, two weeks after the
wedding, driving across the valley to look at, and
probably buy, a Gold Wing 1200.
Rick had grown up on motorcycles. His dad

had a Harley and Rick had owned several bikes,
from a mini-bike at age ten to a 750 as an adult. I
knew he knew what he was doing.
On the way across the valley, Rick drove the

Suburban and I snuggled up to him on the bench
seat. We chattered about bikes, plans, and
hopefully a family. The sun shone, a gorgeous
May day.
Clouds gathered overhead as we reached our

destination. In front of the house, a Gold Wing
1200, Limited Edition, with its pop-up tent trailer,
glittered in the scattered sunlight.
I heard Rick’s intake of breath. I knew this

bike fulfilled his dreams. 
The Suburban crept up the curving driveway

to the house. Through the windshield I saw
someone in the carport, a young man. The man
was in a wheel chair, obviously not temporarily,
with shriveled legs and turned in feet.
A man in a wheel chair and a motorcycle for

sale . . . 
At this point, that little voice, the one at the

back of my mind, started shrieking, RUN!
One look at Rick and I knew he had not made

the same connection. All he could see was the
bike. He was already touring the byways, not a
care in the world.
How could I interrupt his bliss? I was being

silly. He knew how to handle a big bike. He’d
ridden his dad’s Harley and his roommate’s Gold
Wing often without any major mishap. 
I shook my head, refocused, and the little

voice disappeared.
The bike’s owner lumbered from the house.

The older man with Coke bottle glasses explained
he couldn’t see well enough to ride anymore and
needed the cash.
After a test ride and some haggling over price,

we finalized the sale and went to the bank to get
the paperwork notarized. I wanted to stop and call
the insurance agent to add the bike to the
coverage. But, with a storm moving in, Rick
wanted to get on the road. He also danced with
excitement just like a little kid on Christmas
morning. There was no way I was going to keep
him one more minute from gliding down the
highway on his new golden beauty.
As he straddled his new toy, Rick plopped on

the full-face shield helmet. He chided, “Gimme a
kiss, baby.”
“You s_ _ _ !” the last thing I said to him

before heading home.
He led the way. I drove the cumbersome

Suburban.
I remember thinking, “This is it, his private

Utopia.” and “He’s smiling so big that he’s going
to have to use a toothbrush to get all the bugs out
of his teeth.”
Things progressed well until we reached the

transition from the 17 to what is today the 60. 
Because of my vantage point high in the

Suburban, I easily saw Rick, even though there
was a car between us. Without apparent reason,
his handlebars shuddered and he started to weave
an “S” pattern in his lane.
I thought, “Rick, quit showing off!” Then, I

realized he wasn’t fooling around.
The freeway made a gradual, up-grade, curve

to the left, over the 17.
Rick didn’t make the curve.
The bike hit the guardrail, throwing Rick, like

a rag doll, into the air.
The bike continued, riderless, around the curve

and disappeared.
A terrible screaming sound, like a cat with its
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tail caught in a door, assaulted me. As I pulled the
behemoth Suburban into the emergency lane, I
realized what the source of the banshee shriek
was – me.
Traffic stopped and I rushed across the

freeway. Four people, faceless, nameless people,
worked on Rick, trying to save his life.
I screamed.
No one answered.
Police swarmed, Air Evac landed, the whole

highway shut down.
“What do you mean I can’t go in the

helicopter?”
A woman, a police officer’s wife who had

been riding with him, trundled me into the
Suburban and drove me to the hospital.
I waited, alone, cold, shivering. Someone

wrapped a blanket around me.
My parents appeared, then Rick’s. “How did

they know?”
An officer asked inane questions.
A doctor approached,  “I’m sorry . . . We did

everything we could . . . They cracked his chest in
the helicopter. . .” All so far away – a tunnel, a
cave, darkness – my ears rang with nonsense. 
Four hours later, strangers in scrubs led me to

see Rick. They had needed to clean him up; they
apologized for the long wait. He lay behind a
curtain, beneath a sheet.  I asked someone,
perhaps an orderly, to remove the sheet before I
could even venture into the room. 

It was my bridegroom, but it wasn’t.  His
unseeing eyes stared at nothing; tubes in his
mouth exposed his teeth. Because of the trauma
caused when he hit the guardrail, his face had
swollen beyond recognition. Then I saw his tiny
ears, the ears I had nibbled on, and the familiar,
slightly crooked front tooth. 
“Rick!” I sobbed.
Although they were taped together, I grasped

his ice-cold hands. 
I whispered words of regret, promises, and

lamentation. Why didn’t I listen to that little
voice? Why didn’t I stop this?
Without reason, I asked an attendant to remove

his wedding ring. It left a deep cut on his finger. I
held the ring, a symbol of our love. It too was ice
cold. Had our love died? Then, I kissed him good-
bye – so final.
Only my parents remained. Rick’s parents had

left to privately grieve long before. My parents
took me home – not to our home, Rick’s and mine
– but to their home, the place where I had grown
up.
The next several months spiraled. Nothing

focused but the image of the rag doll flying, cart
wheeling, through the air. 
The rag doll, my love, my soul mate still soars;

I still see him late at night when everything is
still, dark, and quiet. Not even a little voice
disturbs my silent screams.
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Poetry
Poetry: Writing that develops an idea in a fresh, original way, in a format
that breaks from traditional prose through the use of line breaks, word

placement, rhythm, rhyme, and/or other poetic elements.
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Sereniti Johnson_______________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Dabbert

Dolphins
A blue dolphin.
A gray dolphin with soft fins.
Beautiful dolphin.
Diving in the sea

Reed Thompson_________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

Papa Built a Swing Set
Papa built a swing set

And I love to swing so high in the sky
So I can feel the wind

Rihanna Hall__________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Beth Hunt

Pretty Butterfly
Butterfly, Butterfly,
up in the sky.
Tell me, Pretty Butterfly,
how high can you fly?

Upwards and downwards,
frontwards and backwards.
Tell me, Pretty Butterfly,
can you fly with the birds?

Colorful wings so bright,
they shine in the light.
I tell you, Pretty Butterfly,
you truly are an amazing sight.

Reagan Woods_________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Beth Hunt

Books
So many adventures
We hold in our hands
Make believe stories about far off lands
You learn about fish
And what they eat
Or laugh at a clown fish that walks on two feet
Wherever we go, in the books that we read
You are sure to learn new things and have fun indeed
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Jefferson Giles______________________________
Second Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Jessalyn Anderson

Victory
The score is tied with one minute to go.
Our chances of winning are very low.

Our receivers are fast and our linemen are tough.
If we want to win then we must play rough.
I caught the ball with my own two hands.

I was running so fast that my legs felt like rubber bands.
Touchdown! I did it! I hear the crowd scream.
They are so happy for my football team.

We huddled together, and on the count of three,
We clapped our hands and shouted VICTORY!

Evelyn Bass___________________________
Third Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Kelly Argos

The Tree
I took a walk in the forest
And what did I see?
A tall monstrous tree
Hovering over me.
When I tried to flee
It grabbed me.
I twisted and turned
When I looked back I learned
My shirt had caught on a branch!

Benjamin Glennon______________________
Second Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Carlie Bacon

Dog Dreams
Every night, in my head
I dream about dogs

in my warm comfortable bed.
All snug and warm on a winter day,
all cuddled up and dreaming away.
I dream about having a bichon,
or golden retriever to keep,

to sit in my lap and snuggle at my feet.
I’ll walk it, feed it and keep it clean.
I promise to love it and never be mean.
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Micah Denton_____________________________
Third Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Debbie Schaub

The Garden
Many seeds grow in Dad’s garden.
The beautiful crow eats them.

Our glorious crop springs out of the moist soil.
Sounds come from the coop in the evening.

Fruit trees form a loop of trunks.
Look at their fragile blossoms.

When leaving, lock the gate tight.
Let the water lick your hands clean.

“Mick, the people are inside.”
Now the mice have their dinner.

Natalia Demichellis________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Feelings
Feelings are an ever changing bubble that floats around you like a fish bowl,
Feelings are a wave of emotional ripples affected by most everything they see, hear, or touch,
However, feelings are the most delicate thing in the world
They are not to be tampered or tortured or tempted with,
Feelings can be looked at as a book,
However, at times this book is almost impossible to read,
This special little book contains feelings of hatred, sorrow, and love written on the sweetest petals of rose
Everyone has, owns, “contains” this book
Feelings are constantly rippling, groaning and healing again,
But some cuts are too deep for medicine to mend and feelings slowly die.
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Tessa Jagoda ____________________________
Fourth Grade, Bush Elementary
Teacher - Patricia Miller

Winter Season
Every winter has different features,
The sound of the winter birds calling,
The bare trees, covered in white.
The crystal snowflakes falling,
Gently hitting the banks of snow.

Our house is surrounded by the icy snow,
Smoke bursting out the chimney.
The winter wind, giving out a blow.
We are all inside, even our cat Ben.

We are sitting by the fire, all snug and warm,
I wish winter would never end.

Riley Duemler___________________________
Fifth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Sheri Christensen

I Am a Hamster
I walk over to my food bowl,
I am constantly alert, waiting, watching,
I hear the click of my cage opening,
A hand reaches in,
I bolt for my coconut.
I hear a voice calling, “Minnie, Minnie,”
The hand offers fresh lettuce!
I devour it.
I listen for the beast that lurks here,
I see his long, sharp fangs,
The girl shouts, “Moqui, leave!”
The puppy obediently trots out,
Saved again,
As the hand reaches for me once more,
I let her pick me up,
After all, good deeds require thanks.

Jennifer Melgoza _________________________
Fifth Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Julie Suchor

What Will I Do?
My light bulb pencil is the BEST–
Saves my life when I take a test

Math is easy as one, two, and three
When that pencil does it for me

I win awards and get straight A’s–
I’m the smartest kid in all the grades

I draw like a wizard in art class
And wonder how this came to pass

How did I get from the worst to the best?
From last in the class to ahead of the rest

But then I worry, wonder, and fret
And scratch a rash for I’m so upset

It’s the pencil, it’s really not me
That knows how to spell geometry

It’s the pencil, It’s really not me
That can add to a trillion and three

It’s the pencil, it’s really not me
That draws like an artist perfectly

BUT even pencils with magical powers
Have to be sharpened every few hours

When the lead is gone
And the magic is through
Oh light bulb pencil
WHAT WILL I DO!
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Amber Wadsworth ____________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Felicia Muller

My mother owns a pet shop.
It’s the best in town!

It’s always clean and tidy.
Come have a look around!

It’s closed on holidays, of course,
But the pets still need their care.
Mom couldn’t come on Easter,
So I volunteered to be there.

I got there late for feeding time–
You should have heard the din!
I found the key to the cupboard,

Where the food is always locked in.

First, I shoved a rattling bowl,
Of food in the puppies’ cage.

Then turned around to feed the cats,
Who, by then, were hissing with rage.

I dashed over to a tank of fish,
And sprinkled in their food.

Then fed the birds and hamsters,
And began to be in a good mood!

I fed the rabbits, mice, and rats,
The snakes and lizards too,

The guinea pigs and turtles last...
Now something was chewing on my shoe!

Drats! I’d forgotten to close the cages!
So I closed the ones with pets inside,
Then turned around to survey the mess.

Oh! My heart slid down a slide!

The animals were chasing each other,
Spilling things and running amok.
It took me about an hour to fix–

When I finished, I locked each lock!

I took a giant, calming breath,
And proceeded to wipe up the floor
Morning was drawing to a close,
So relieved, I stumbled out the door.

And that night at the dinner table,
Mom leaned over and inquired.
When I hesitantly told my story...

She grinned and announced, “You’re hired!”

And to this day, I work with Mom,
Cleaning, feeding, and grooming galore.

I so my job when Mom’s around,
But I substitute no more

Substitution
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Mikayla Marriott _______________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Felicia Muller

Where Do You Go?
Where could you sail the Seven Seas,
Or find that animals talk and say please?
Where could you go on a tour of France,

But at the same time learn to sing and to dance?
Talking rocks and dancing lambs,

Where do you go to find how to cook yams?
Fighting and victory, witches and all,

Where do you find a Grand Glass Slipper Ball?
Where do you find someone’s come back to life,
Or where someone’s going to murder their wife?

Where do you go to find unicorn’s real,
And also find how to cook a fanciful meal?

Prehistoric dinosaurs and the future with more,
Flying on broomsticks and wand spells galore.
Where do you go to find a black legend horse?

Why, you go to the library. You go there of course!

Abigail Anderson _______________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

As I Soar
As I run across the meadow

Gathering flowers for the dinner table,
My feet begin to lift off of the ground.

I feel it happen
And I am afraid.

But only for a moment.
Because after that moment,

That terrifying, horrible moment,
I see your face.

You soar along beside me,
And you bring me to your golden home.
Your home is guarded by large gates

adorned with pearls and precious stones.
But before we pass through,

You must test me to 
see if I am worthy.

Worthy to go through these
Gates of immense beauty.

You say that I am able to go through because
I love you and trust you.

As I enter your house of love
I am greeted by all of the people
Who have flown away before me.
I see people who I have longed to see

Since they were put in those
Boxes long ago.

We enter the heart of the house
And I sit on your knee as your servants sing to me.

They are glad to be your servants,
and they wear flowing robes of white

and circles of light hover above their heads.
Before long you are telling me that I must leave,

And I know it is true and that 
Whatever you say I must do.
So I begin to soar again,
But I am not afraid;

you are there beside me.
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Parker Hoopes _______________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

World I Live In
I live in a world where I feel all alone   
rust is on metal, gum is on stone.

Some days are so smoggy, I can’t  see the mountains
some days go by with penniless fountains.

I can almost see evil in the air
is there nobody left in this world that cares?
The innocent children breathe in the smoke 
exhaled from the mouth of the one who spoke.
The spit on the ground washed away by the rain,

the blood on the hands wiped off in vain.
Wars go on in other places,
is it brother on brother 
or against different races?

I listen to the wind and all cries disappeared.
I couldn’t believe the words that I hear.

It says, “you look at the world in a very bad way,
But maybe it’s not as bad as you say.

Have you forgotten the one watching down from above ?
The people you seek, the people you love?
The heroes who heal and put out the fire,

Your father who fixes your flattened bike tire?
Or me, who blows away all the smoke,

that comes from the mouth of the sinner that spoke?
This world may be covered in mud and weed,
but surely there’s good, we just must take heed.”

The wind was right, just look in your heart,
our world may be worse than it was to start.

So just throw a penny in the fountain with duck,
and climb your own mountains with newly earned luck.

A rainbow will always come after the rain,
you can not know joy without a little pain.

All I ask, is for you to care,
but make sure you have lots of love to share.

Elise Mason _________________________
Seventh Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Kathy Holso

Rainy Day
Awaken the Hero

That defends the maiden
Rebel against the villain

Manipulating, cruel, and vile

Warn the people,
Recognize their silence
As they yearn to unite
To defend their outrage

React quickly as you feel the 
Thrill of panic invite shock

Insult cowardice and scoff at luck
Urge the sword to do its mighty job

Beseech the stubborn warrior 
Flatter his mighty ways
Jeer at his forbidden pride

Walk away when at last he says: No More

Blink twice, strain your ears
Peer out the windows

Bellow for beckoning freedom
Jaunt outside for the rain, 

Has stopped.
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Kelsi Funk ________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Kathy Holso

A Ride in Wonderland
White lips, pale cheeks, inhaling snowflakes.
Gripping coat and socks providing warmth.
A mountain of glistening, soft flakes.

The thin, metal rimmed board held steading.
Gloved fingers trembled.

The frosted trees dared me to glide past them.
Fear laughed in my face.

Excitement beckoned me to climb aboard the sled.
Weight shifting from foot to foot.

Crunch, crunch, crunch.
Toes wiggling beneath the fuzz in leather-clad boots.

Nerves swished in the pit of my stomach.
“Brace yourself,” my mind screamed.
“You can do it,” my heart whispered.

Eyes squeezed shut.
A cold breeze shifted my hair.

Be brave…
Be brave…

My heart rate accelerated.
This is it.

With one last shaky breath, I climbed atop the cold plastic that was my sled,
And pushed myself towards the ride of a lifetime.
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Paige Heckel________________________
Eighth Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Alison Ozmun

Falling
Moonlight falls.
Shining down, 
Whispering softly
to the dew-covered grass. 

Her hair tumbles
playfully
upon her shoulders,
And her bare feet pound
on silent land.

Euphoria consumes the girl,
And she smiles
as she leaps,
twists,
turns,
dances
in the cold.
The moon gazes down upon her,
Casting a veil of soft white
on the stoic landscape.

She slows to a stop,
Stepping light
as a frightened doe.
But she is not frightened,
only disappointed—
as she exits Dreamland,
and returns to Turmoil.

Annie Allen _________________________
Eighth Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Gone
Memories.

All that’s left is memories; 
Fierce red and blue light awaken the dark night,

A siren echoes through the air, 
And he is gone. 
Gone. Forever.

I remember now his playful eyes,
The way he teased, the way he grinned...

Memories.
Memories flit through my mind, 
A single song, a final laugh,

The way he taught me how to swing,
How to read, how to sing, how to dance out in

the rain,
And not to care when called a name...

But now that’s gone.
It’s all gone.

Memories.
Only memories to hold on to.

Now thoughts of him often pierce my mind;
Gray hair, blue eyes, and a joyous smile...
But now his face has grown fuzzy, clouded,

The memories have begun to fade.
But they can’t-I must hold on!

They’re all that’s left, because now...he’s gone.

Memories.
Incomplete memories now torment me.

Bits of one, less of another;
These precious thoughts, have almost gone,

But no! They can’t!
They’re all that’s left,

All that remains of my dear, old friend,
His smile, his laugh-they must come back!

Memories.
Fragments of him invade my mind.

His rough, strong hands, his cowboy boots,
His mismatched clothes, a deep tan...

But I need him.
I need his steady support, his careful advice,

I need him...
But he is gone.
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Logan Guthrie _____________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Economics
Buildings towering like 
giants in the sky
Lights blazing like
fireflies awry
Stars dim at the 
city’s whim
Never stopping, forever evolving
Cars zooming,
Business booming
Cash flow,
Market growth
Seniors fired,
Graduates hired
Never stopping, forever evolving
Companies bankrupt, 
Debt relief erupts
Broadway, Rockefeller,
Wall Street too
Admissions rising at
Central Park zoo
Stock Market crashes,
Countries turn fascist
Never stopping, forever evolving
America proud of
Its economy
A single lynchpin
Destroying this theory
America builds this
Impenetrable wall
But all it takes is one
Domino and the rest will fall

Kerstyn Soderblom __________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

The Jew
In the beginning,
We had heard it all.

The insults, the criticisms,
They were all too familiar.
But as it progressed,

Everything began to change.
Before our eyes,

We watched our loved ones pass.
The lights fade from their eyes,
And we can only watch.

Their pain and suffering ended instantly.
We watched as our captors became inhumane,

Savage animals.
They were practically murder machines.

Though, we were not untouched.
Forced into inhumanity,
Defeated, beaten.

No emotions, or guilt,
Only numbness.

In the past we were noble and proud.
Never loved, nor despised in history.

Our ostracism from others drew us together.
Now, it’s gone, our homes, our synagogues,

Everything.
Our families ripped apart,

Scrounged for any value, and tossed away.
Loneliness overcomes even the best of us.
As terrible things happen around us,
We carry on, for there is nothing else.
The work and labor is agonizing,
But every day we are reminded
How lucky we are to be alive.

We carry the empty, lifeless shells
Of our families emotionlessly.

Mercy is unheard of.
We are alone

Some days there is no reason,
No will to live.

No help will come.
Only pain.
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Angelica Pangan __________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Ellen White

There’s so much that I don’t see,
When all I think about is me.
Too preoccupied with my hair,
I don’t see a man waiting there,
Sitting on the curb,
Huddled in the soaking wet.
In his hands, a tin can
And a sign that says:
“Help: homeless army vet.”
Stop to check my reflection
In a door of glass,
Unaware that this is
A hospital I pass.
Within its white walls,
And through its winding halls,
Is a woman,
Clutching her husband’s hands,
Staring at their wedding bands,
Wondering if the cancer will take her life.
Meanwhile, he hides his tears,
Because the one thing that he fears,
Is that he’s about to lose his wife.
When I check that my shirt’s okay,
I don’t see the parents weeping
‘Cause their baby ran away,

Don’t notice the mourners crying
At the funerals of all the dying.
Or the little girl stuck on the outside,
Just wanting to run and hide,
’Cause no one wants to be her friend.
I don’t know what’s around the other bend.
If there’s something better on the way,
It doesn’t really matter.
I probably won’t notice anyway.
There’s so much I don’t see,
When all I think about is me.
I am frugal with my compassion,
One of the few things in my possession:
A symptom of my subjection
To chronic self-obsession.
This vanity is a burden on my soul,
A shadow I can’t escape,
An impulse I can’t control.
It is a virus that has spread,
Infecting my heart and my head.
Now I know:
There’s so much that I can’t see,
When I’m so focused on me…

me…
me…

Thinking About Me
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Sarah Horton ____________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

52-Card Pick-Up
1) Grab a stack of cards
2) Throw them in the air
3) Watch them fall through the air as each card
hits the ground at a different moment
Cards everywhere.
Kings and queens.
Threes and fours.
It seems like such a silly game
But it was so fun to be able make a mess and not
get in trouble.
A mess in the living room.
A mess inside him.
The moment my mom would tell me I could go
to Grandpa’s house, I would start smiling and
planning what we would do.
Sometimes we would do puzzles and sometimes
we would read books.
Reading books was my favorite though.
Even more than 52-card pick-up.
I would choose one of the many colorful books
from the old icebox as he sat down in the giant
comfy leather chair.
Sitting in his lap, holding the book as he read
made me realize how much he loved me.
He would go to Dunkin’ Donuts on his way to
my house
I would eat a strawberry frosted donut while he
drank his cup of coffee.
A mess in the living room.
A mess inside him.
He started to run out of breathe easily.
His skin was pale and his body was swollen.
He didn’t have enough energy to take care of us
anymore.
He was the first person in Arizona to have that
horrendous disease.
It was like an avalanche.
The symptoms started small and the terrifying
progression was inevitable.
It weakened his fragile heart day-by-day.
His heartbeat was so strong though.
He gave the tightest hugs.

Melissa Taufa ____________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

She Dances
As waves brush her feet
And sand tickles her toes
She dances,
For she dances to the island drums.
When the cool breeze kisses her face
And her long thick hair flows
She dances,
For she dances to the island sounds.
As different rhythms are played
She travels to every island.
She dances,
For she dances to the island beats.
Her hips sway to songs of love, 
And they shake to the cry of war.
She dances,
For she dances to the island rhythms.
All who see her stare in awe,
They wonder how her hips can move so quickly 
And yet be so smooth.
They wonder how she can be so powerful
And yet be so graceful.
She dances,
For she dances to the island music.
In her wake her footprints remain, 
The beach’s sand telling her story.
She dances through the generations
She dances through me.
The Island roots run through my blood.
Drums make sounds,
Sounds make beats,
Beats make rhythms,
Rhythms make music,
Music makes me.
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Kayla Gard___________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

Little Monsters
I once heard that the hardest thing to go through is to lose the one you love. I do not believe that is true.
The hardest thing for anyone to go through is to in fact, lose yourself.

To lose your mind to a whirlpool of destructive thoughts.
To lose your soul and feel it be sucked out of you by darkness.

To lose your heart in an ocean of pain.
To be devoured by the hungry demons in your head.

To be alive, but to not be living.
To lose yourself to the monsters within.

So I say to them,
Leave me numb.
Leave me damaged.
Knock me down.
Leave me to believe that I can build myself again, just in time to fall.
Watch me crumple.
Watch me bend, and break, and snap.
Hear my silence,
And watch me perish.
Rip me apart; take every part of me and everything I have, ‘till I have nothing left.

But just know that I will rise again,
Stronger each time, ready for the next fight.

Ready for the urges to sink back down.
And one day, I will be strong enough to win.

But until that day comes…
Breathe me in and accept me this way, mangled, torn and damaged.
Trace my scars with your delicate and graceful fingers. 
Do you see the stories wrapped up within them?
Do you see the pain that they’d rather hide deep inside than reveal?

They say that monsters live under children’s beds, or in their closets.
I choose to believe that the monsters live in our heads, 

Hiding in the cracks and the corners of our minds, waiting to come out.
They wrap themselves around our lonely thoughts, causing nothing but destruction and chaos.

We do not know how to stop it; 
We let them roam freely because, as miserable as they make us,
They become our best company.
They become a part of us.
And when they go back into hiding, I do not fret much, 
For I know they will be back soon enough.
Calling my name softly, inviting me back to the only comfort I’ve grown to know. 
And when it calls me, I retreat, without hesitation or fight.

And I say to them,
Call me damaged, 
Call me numb, 
Call me broken, 

Call me shattered. 
Call me self-destruction, 

Call me a disaster, 
Call me whatever you please. 

Just as long as you call me home.
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Tyrine Pangan _________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Diane Grogan

When Life Was Simple
Life was simple when you were just a kid

When stealing chocolate chip cookies from the jar
Or leaving a mess in Daddy’s brand new car
Was the worst thing that you ever did

Life was simple when you had an imaginary friend
When you spent time together every day of the week
Often running around, or playing hide-and-go-seek

How did that fun ever come to an end?
Life was simple when there was less fear

When a gentle kiss on the head
And a snug tuck into bed

Made all the scary monsters disappear
Life was simple when you didn’t know why you shouldn’t talk to strangers

When a “Missing Child” poster didn’t mean much to you
Unaware of all the bad things people do
Since when were parks so full of dangers?
Life was simple when boys were dumb

When the wink of an eye
From a really cute guy

Didn’t make you feel numb
Life was simple when you weren’t ashamed to step on a scale

When you didn’t watch how much you ate
Didn’t put so little on your plate

How can a bite more make you look like a whale?
Life was simple when looks didn’t matter

When a blemish on your face
Or a hair out of place

Didn’t make your self-esteem shatter
Life was simple when it was a snap to make a decision

When you did “eeny-meeny-miney-moe”
To help you pick which way to go

When did you fret over exact precision?
Life was simple when a word was just a word

When you didn’t care about what other people said
Never paid attention to the rumors that spread
Completely ignored the drama it spurred

Life was simple most of all,
When you always said what was on your mind
Never leaving a single thought confined
Keeping your head up straight and tall
Is it too late to go back in time?

Even for a year…a month…a week…a day?
Before my memories drift away?

Is wanting to be a kid again a crime?
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Alyssa Wilkes _______________________
Eleventh Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Diane Grogan

An Artist’s Way of Life
Acrylics splayed on pure white canvas,
Endless possibilities waiting restlessly

In the Artist’s delicate hand.
Countless hues, infinite techniques

To the power of showing
Movement

In the single downward stroke of a paintbrush
From a steady mind.

No sounds,
No rustles of a book being turned –
Only the Artist’s deep breaths

As a light hand wielding paintbrush
Prepares to make the first

Downward stroke
On a pure white canvas.

Things I Remember
The way you called me kiddo, even at 17

The *thud click thud click* of your boots when they hit the tile
The spot you sat in every day by the fireplace

The times you told me about your first date with mom
The Sci-Fi novels you liked that overpopulated the book basket

The staggering amount of Sun Fish you helped me catch and release
The Merle Haggard song Silver Wings that you sung along to

The first time we told each other everything
The new recipes you copied from PBS cooking shows and forced us to try

The Mr. Fix-It attitude you carried
The aspiring photographer gene you plagued me with

The smell of oil that emanated from your clothes after work
The once strong bones you had before they started to grow fragile 

The exhausted look that grew more fierce on your face
The once plentiful beard you adored growing white and sparse

The gaping abyss that overtook my being when I had to say goodbye
The alarm clock I hear at 4am, knowing full well you’re telling me to go to sleep

The thought of my sister and I getting along for your sake
The laugh I can still hear to this day echoing in my head 

The strength I find in myself I once found in you
The hope of making you proud one day

The you

Taylor Wilson ________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mountain View High
Teacher - Tracy Weaver
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The Field
In the dark the music begins,

The drumline crashes and the trumpets blare.
The director gives an almighty shout,

As the tuba catches the sun’s first glare.
Over and over they march again,

Through the mud, bugs, and sweat.
The stadium lights have seen it all before,

The shining horns as they’re snapped to set.

One step and another step more,
Through a mix of valve oil, feathers, and tears.

A ragtag group of friends who’ve cheered,
At every football game the past four years.

The sun rises to blind the flutes,
Its rays signaling a practice half gone.
At that moment is when everything clicks,

The sweetest sound in those last few licks.

The last game is tonight,
After thousands of hours of sun, wind, and rain.

Under those stadium lights where friends have come and gone,
It would be their turn to move on.
Memories of field trips and dedication,

The thrilling victories and the heartbreaking losses.
Run through the years to this moment all for what?

When tonight may be the last “Band ten hut.”

Laura Kuegemann __________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington
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Dannika Nielsen ____________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mountain View High
Teacher - Tracy Weaver

untitled
The kitchen is filled with quick, hushed tones.
Somewhere down the hall, behind the closed doors
Noses rise simultaneously, sniffing, smelling
Searching for an answer, like a child in the dark,
Groping for a light switch,
Now and then a joyful cry-
Loud, sweet, exhilarating, full of joy and excitement-
Streaks past the white washed walls.
All this because something special whispers in the air
A faint popping and cracking,
Beautifully familiar and vaguely disquieting:
Bacon is nearby.

It is, in fact, nearby in exorbitant amounts, in the kitchen.
This is lean bacon, tender bacon, crisp and crunchy and savory,
Pink of meat and delicately glistening with grease and fat.
The butcher has bred out of it any resemblance to its ancestors. 
This newly-cooked treasure has never seen a child’s plate
A human’s fingers,
Or a tongue’s taste buds;
It has never sat next to scrambled eggs
Nor slept between the lettuce and tomato of a BLT.
But it still makes, in the sizzling hot pan, 
The universal sound that cooking bacon has always made.
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My First Dream Was Dead, So I Became a Woman
A pilot, a buddy, a pal, a leader
My father, my friend, my teacher

We went to the park, one crisp night in March
We loved to ride bikes; I’d ride on two wheels tonight

Time to move past my training wheel days

He pushed me down the hill, he heard me scream, he heard me squeal
Released into darkness, yet he was never too far

No crutch to ground me, I soared like an eagle through the brisk night
He ran at my side, applauding my success

One day I’d learn to really soar—lift the wheels off the ground
He’d certify me as a pilot; fulfill dreams of having wings of my own

To be free, liberated, loosing gravity’s bands of captivity
Elevated from earthly anguish, worries—mortal mayhem
To view earth’s beauty from a heavenly perspective

This childhood fantasy met its demise when my father met his
He fought a good fight, but the victor was fate

Flames conquered my dreams, his plane, and our future

Stability again relinquished
My dream was dead, so I became a woman

When he got his wings

Courtney Kinneard _____________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay
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A Windy Day
Candy wrappers

Driving recklessly down the boulevard.
Colorful leaves

Frantically dodging a riding mower.
The American flag

Standing at attention evoking a salute.
Bare branches

Swaying as they dance to a rhythmic beat.
Dust and dirt

Swirling in an ever upward tug of war.
A porch swing

Gliding back and forth, back and
The wind comes and goes as if on a whim

Never staying, always moving on.

Lyndel Akers ____________________________
Second Grade Teacher - MacArthur Elementary
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One-Hundred and Forty
Characters were figures in stories and plays;
to analyze, examine, explore, befriend.
Characters were kids downtown on the weekend;
ignored, enraged, enlightened, engaged.

Conversations were personal engagements; 
face to face, heart to heart, mouth to mouth.
Conversations were the center of all relationships; 
mundane, momentous, romantic, real.

Entertainment was exploration of the unknown; 
physical and messy and alive.
Entertainment was the adventure of adrenaline; 
fear, fun, friendship, freedom.

We were infinite. We are caged.
We were pioneers. We are slaves.
We slowly but surely dig our own graves
as we trade in the glorious bright light of day
and surrender our will to the dim, pale, gray
glow of a screen.

Characters are letters, no more than 140; 
tweeted, texted, updated, and liked.
Characters are misspelled, then auto-corrected; 
brief, lifeless, meaningless, and trite. 

Conversations are memes, digital mockery; 
hand to hand, keys to screen, fade to black.
Conversations are empty, apathetic cyber forgeries; 
fake, forgettable, impersonal, deleted.

Entertainment is a fix, the addiction you feed; 
twelve things at once – everything right now!
Entertainment is a glitch-it shuts down, you shut down; 
no joy, no success – there’s an app for that.

See life through eyes, not through a screen.
Love like there’s never been iAnything.

Unplug. Log off. 
Expand. Create.
Experience experience
… before it’s too late.

Haley Tracy ___________________________________
English Teacher - Mesa High



Class Book
Class Book: (grades K-1) A thematic book, fiction or non-fiction, in
which each student in an individual class contributes a selection.

2013





We eat soup because it’s warm. 
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Merrilee Kupfer’s Class ______________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Field Elementary

Excerpts:

Winter? In Arizona

In kindergarten we learned that it’s supposed to be hot in the summer and cold
and snowy in the winter. Arizona is mixed up!  It sure is hot in the summer, but in the
winter we can’t find the snow and most of us don’t even have mittens! This is how we
know it’s winter in Arizona…

My grass is really green in
the winter.

We could drink hot cocoa.

When I wear my shorts, my legs
feel a little bit cold.

I can’t shoot baskets after
dinner it’s too dark.

I can see my breath when I’m walking
to school in the morning.

I go on the train and see
the snow.

I can’t swim in my grandpa’s pool because
I would turn into an icicle.

I get to wear my octopus
slippers in winter.

Some times I play outside in my bare feet and
walk in the rocks and they are cold and not hot.

My teacher said so.

The leaves are fallen off the
tree.

In the winter I wear long sleeve
shirts and long sleeve jammies.

My mom turns on the heater in
the car instead of the air.
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Julie Reichert’s Class_________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Zaharis Elementary

The Perfect Pet For You!

Chirping Chickens
If you have chickens and you get the eggs every day, it is healthier.  
BEWARE! It is bad to smell the dust. It is bad. 
If you have kids, it is a great pet to have. 
That is why you should buy my pet.

Awesome Betta Fish
Betta fish are awesome pets. 
Bettas have many colors and that makes the betta beautiful. 
Bettas can live in shallow water and all you need is a fish bowl.  
Bettas snatch insects. 
They are so cool, you should buy them!

Playful, Cute Beagles
Indoor beagles are playful. 
A beagle’s small size makes it easy to hug. 
A beagle might stand at your door to pee!  
When feeding, fill to first line of your cup. 
Beware… they pee!

Racing Rabbits
You will like this stuff about bunnies. It will lead you to bunny land.  
Bunnies have to have some playtime every single day. 
Newborn bunnies cannot be pets right away because they cannot be
pets for two months. 

Bunnies live in logs. 
P.S. Bunnies can sometimes be trouble. Bye, bye bunnies.
Bong…bong…bong.

Parakeets Paradise
Parakeets are intelligent birds. They have to have something to do
or they will become bored and unhappy.

Parakeets are little acrobats and love to climb and swing.
Unless you want to breed parakeets, the best plan is to choose two
cocks or two hens (Cocks are boys. Hens are girls.)

Just so you know, all parakeets need the freedom to fly for a while
each day.

To me, parakeets are the best pet for you.

DEDICATED TO: Children who have ever wanted a pet!
Excerpts:
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You Are My Hero!
Peggy O’Neill’s Class_________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Hale Elementary

My Grandpa
My grandpa has been my hero since

I was born. He would always check me
when I get hurt because he is a doctor.
He would tell me what to do to make it
feel better. 

He taught me how to swim. He
taught me all the strokes. Now
swimming is my favorite sport. 

He helps me read when I don’t know
a word. He tells me when to stop. He
reminds me when there is a question
mark. 

Sometimes he takes care of me
because my mom and dad are gone. 

My grandpa is my hero.

My Stepdad
My stepdad is my hero and my best

friend. My stepdad likes football, but
when the family wants to go on a bike
ride he turns off the T.V. and comes
even when a good game of football is
on. We go down the canal. We usually
go down three or four canals. 

My brothers and I both got two
remote control helicopters, and my
stepdad got an aircraft. Then my
setpdad taught me and my brothers
how to fly them. We flew them and it
was like a mini air show. It was so cool. 

I got a 3DSXL for Christmas, and
me and my stepdad play it. When I
need help my stepdad helps me. My
stepdad and I are trying to get 90 star
coins on Super Mario Brothers 2. 

That is why my stepdad is my hero.

My Dad
My dad is my hero because he is

very important to me. He taught me how
to swim down to the bottom of the deep
pool when I was four years old. Now I
know how to swim. We swim together all
the time. He also helped me go down the
waterslide. 

My dad and I have playdates
together. We like playing on the school
playground and swinging on the swings.
Then we have a sleepover at night. We
watch a movie and eat popcorn and Red
Vines. Then we drink hot cocoa. 

My dad is the coolest dad and my
best friend.

My Mom
My mom has been my hero ever since

she brought me home from China. She
taught me how to play the piano. She
has taught me lots of songs. My favorite
song is Jingle Bells. 

She also has taught me how to cook.
I like to cook pasta. I help her with
dinner. Sometimes we have hamburgers
and I get to help her cook them. I know
how to cook lots of meals. But I really
love my mom for teaching me how to
play the piano. 

I have a great family now. I thank
my mom for that.

HERO

Excerpts:
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Essay Writing
Informative/explanatory writing conveys information to increase readers’ knowledge
of a subject, help readers better understand a procedure or process, or provide readers
with an enhanced comprehension of a concept. Older students write multi-paragraph

essays of various types, including comparison/contrast, argumentative, process,
cause/effect, descriptive, reflective, or literary analysis, in which the writer 

offers unique insights into a topic.

2013
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Arhinoceros beetle can lift 100 times its own
weight. Could you? Probably not. Let’s learn

more about rhinoceros beetles.
Rhinoceros beetles are one of the

largest beetles at 150 mm (6 in). Their best
protection from predators  is their size.
Rhinoceros beetles cannot harm people
because hey cannot bite or sting, although
they do fight well. They use horns to fight for a
mate. They can fly, but not very well because of
their horns and size.
Rhinoceros beetles are nocturnal, so they avoid

predators when the sun is out. When it is daytime,
they camouflage in logs or plants so that anything

big enough to eat it won’t see it. Some species
send hissing squeaks when they are disturbed.

They make those squeaks by rubbing their
abdomen against wing covers. They are
well protected and adults live two to four
months, sometimes longer.
They are popular pets in Asia. They

are used in gambling fights since they
fight for females they battle.
Some larvae will attack trees or even root

vegetables.
Next time you pick up something heavy,

remember the rhinoceros beetle.

Christian Godfrey ____________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

Rhinoceros Beetles

If you go to South America in a rain forest, becareful because you might see a GRANULAR
ARROW FROG. Run away if you see one! It’s
poisonous. Maybe this information can help you
avoid them. 
If you see a leaf that has eggs on it, probably a

Granular Arrow Frog is near. Now you can run
away. Then when the tadpoles hatch they wiggle
on their mothers back. Then if you see a leaf pool
on a high tree, you might see a Granular Arrow
that is smaller than an inch. That’s not an adult
Granular Arrow. But please be carful if the
Granular Arrow is an adult or not.

They live to be over 10 years old. Also, they
are aggressive. They even eat bugs and are clearly
red as a warning sign. Another
warning is high and low sounds
they make.
I think I know how the

Granular Arrow Poison Frog
got its name. Because local tribes use its poison to
coat the tip of their arrows.
If you see one of these frogs, know that they

are dangerous but still very fascinating in many
ways. Coolest frog ever.

Anthony Fields_________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Lyndel Akers

Granular Arrow Frog
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Do you want to learn about bats? Bats
are mammals which means they are

warm blooded, they have a backbone,
and they nurse their young. There are
about 2,000 types of bats! That’s a lot
of bats. 
They come in many shapes and sizes. Bats are

not part of the bird family. They have fur on their
body, not on their wings. Did you know that bats
have hands and feet just like you? They have tails,
too. Some bats have strange looking faces. 
Bats sleep during the day and find food at

night because bats are nocturnal. They eat insects,
fruit and nectar, and some even eat small animals
like frogs. Gross! 
Vampire bats drink blood and share with their

family because they don’t find much blood. They
do this by finding a large mammal and making a
small wound in the animal. Because bats have
tiny eyes, they use their large ears to use
echolocation. They do this by sending out little

squeaks that humans can't hear into the
air and the sound bounces off objects so
the bat knows where to go. Fruit bats
have large eyes and a dog-like face.
Bats can live in caves, cellars, or

trees. Bats have their blood running through their
body when they’re hanging upside down. This is
because there is a special valve in the bat’s body
that keeps it moving.
There are big bats and little bats. These bats

have special names. Big bats are called megabats
and little bats are called microbats. There’s even a
type of bat that’s the size of our thumb! 
The flying fox has a wing span up to five feet!

That’s really long. Bats have sharp claws to get a
good grip on their food. 
Bats also have nurseries. The nurseries are for

baby bats. The baby bats wait in a little place
while their mothers get food. 
I like bats. Do you?

Arella Payne ______________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Linda Hofmann

Bat Facts

In colonial times things were different thantoday, but there are some similarities too.
Today, we have big schools and buildings. Back
then, they had very little, one-room schools.  Only
men and young boys could attend school. Women
and young girls stayed home and worked, learned,
and cooked. 
Speaking of cooking, today we can buy our

food, but they had to hunt and fish for food. They
also had to plant gardens. They’d grow cotton and
sew clothes (they didn’t buy clothes). Women and
girls sewed, even boys! Now that’s what I call
“Difference!” 

But there are some things in common between
us and them. We both own guns and hunt (they
probably hunted more than us). People still even
shoot at haystacks with arrows! 
Today people harvest corn and celebrate

Thanksgiving, just like in colonial days. 
Here’s a similarity that no kid likes, chores!

Good, think we still get time to play, eh? 
The last and very last thing

in common that I would like to
write would be that we both live
in America and are free.

Ewan Schmelter ___________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Meena Kazmi

Colonial Times
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Although most people have heard of Geronimo,
they don’t really know who Geronimo was.

It’s hard to believe this famous Indian warrior was
a medicine man but never a chief! 
Geronimo was born on June 16, 1829 near the

Gila River in New Mexico. His Indian name was
Goklayeh or One Who Yawns. Geronimo had
three brothers and four sisters. When
he was young his father taught him
how to shoot a bow and arrow, how to
catch and then leap on a horse, and
how to run for miles without stopping.
He loved to listen to the stories and
songs he heared about his tribe’s
history and culture. In 1946 he gained
admittance into the warrior’s council of
the Chiricahua Apaches and started to
lead raids on Mexican and American
settlers, stealing their horses. I guess if
someone was destroying my home I would do the
same thing.
Geronimo married Nedni Chiricahau and had

three children. One of them was born on March
17, 1858. I bet that was a crowded tepee with his
whole family living there and no privacy at all!
We remember Geronimo because when he was

older, even though his home was getting destroyed,

he was brave. He was being chased by bounty
hunters because they wanted him to move to a
different reservation and Geronimo refused. He
didn’t want to move because that was where he
was born and it had been his home forever. He
was brave because when he was hiding form
bounty hunters and he would see someone being

beaten or getting hurt, he would run
out and try to help them. That made the
bounty hunters furious, so they started
trying to shoot him. Like Geronimo, I
would never want to move somewhere
different. Ultimately, he was no match
for their guns, so he had no choice but
to let them destroy the village. He then
was forced to go to another reservation
where he would start his life all over
again with people he didn’t even know.
I bet that was pretty hard—living

somewhere nothing like what you were used to.
Geronimo died of pneumonia at age 79. He was

a hero to the people he helped. Even though he did
not specifically help me, I will remember him
forever. I like Geronimo because I am also a Native
American and he inspired me so I won’t be scared
to speak the truth and have faith in what I believe.

Navadine Banuelos ________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Roosevelt Elementary
Teacher - Renae Wellman

Geronimo’s Life Story
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Iwrote this to help other girls my age (almost 10)survive their older brother’s teenage years. 

Scenario #1: Your older brother just lost some
kind of sports game.
Survival tip 1: Feed him quickly, and watch your

fingers!
Survival tip 2:  Distract him with a pretty girl.
Survival tip 3: Do not talk to him unless he talks

to you.
Survival tip 4: Tell him how well he did in his

game.
Survival tip 5: If survival tips numbers 1-4 fail,

back away slowly and get to a
parent.

Distraction example: “Oh, that girl is really cute”

Scenario #2: You drink the last Capri Sun in 
the fridge.
Survival tip 1: I’ve got nothing. RUN AWAY!
Distraction example: “Look, there’s an ice-cold
Capri Sun on top of the stairs!”

Scenario #3: You yell your brother’s name out
the window while picking him up from school.
Survival tip 1: Get down really low in the car.
Survival tip 2:  Deny it was you saying his name.
Survival tip 3: Become invisible.
Survival tip 4: Write your will.
Distraction example: “Maybe it was DJ yelling
your name.”  Then hide.

Scenario #4: He wants you to make a deal about
something that you will have to keep forever.
Survival tip 1: DO NOT make the deal.
Survival tip 2:  Do something else annoying so he

forgets about the deal.
Distraction example: Smile and blow a kiss his
way; they hate that.

Scenario #5: He catches you reading his texts.
I only have one survival tip: blackmail him with
the information you have learned.

Scenario #6: You accidentally laugh when his
voice cracks.
Survival tip 1: Pretend it was a cough.
Survival tip 2:  Look away from him and quickly

start tying your shoe.
Survival tip 3: Say something else quickly that

won’t insult him.

Distraction example: Quickly ask, “Are you
hungry?”

Scenario #7: Your parents get really mad at your
brother.
Survival tip 1: Act like a complete angel so

you’re not in the dog house too!
Survival tip 2:  Take your brother’s side, when

your parent aren’t looking.
Distraction example: “Mommy, do you need help
with dinner?”

Scenario #8: You call him an embarrassing
nickname in front of girls or his friends.
Survival tip 1: Say “just kidding” and change the

subject quickly.
Survival tip 2: Start another sentence right after

you said the nickname.
Distraction example: Yell “Javelina!” Then run
away.

Scenario #9:When your teenage brother has
friends over.
Survival tip 1: Stay away from the lousy

teenagers as much as possible.
Survival tip 2:  Have food ready, so mood swings

don’t occur.
Survival tip 3: Be ready for anything painful.

Example, you get shot with a BB
from an airsoft gun.

Distraction example: “Hey, Mom’s back. She
brought ice cream.” If you haven’t noticed, food is
your most powerful weapon.

Scenario #10: He catches you reading this book.
Survival tip 1: Get rid of the evidence (I suggest

eating it.).
Survival tip 2:  Tell him you love him and give

him a big hug!
Distraction example: “Does anyone have
ketchup?”

The most important thing about surviving your
big brother’s teenage years is always to remember
that somewhere deep, deep, I mean really deep in
his heart, he loves you too. Also remember your
teenage years are near. Revenge is sweet!
P.S. If one of these survival techniques doesn’t

work the first time, don’t try it again. They’ll
freak out the second time you attempt it.

Mercedes Ortiz_________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Joel Saxen

Baby Sister’s Guide to Survival
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Matthew Millett ________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Sue Brown

Jupiter
What is the biggest planet in the

solar system? That’s correct, it’s
Jupiter! Would you like to hear more
about Jupiter? Of course you would!
Just keep reading! You will learn about
some of Jupiter’s natural wonders and
Jupiter itself!
Jupiter is the fifth planet from the sun. It’s

made up of hydrogen and helium. The Romans
named it Jupiter after one of their gods. In the
night sky, it is the third brightest. The atmosphere
resembles the sun’s. It has four large moons and
many smaller moons. It is its own mini solar
system! Its volume can hold about 1,300 earths!
The day is under ten hours. Because of its great
mass, if you’re two hundred pounds on Earth,
you’re four hundred fifty pounds on this gas
giant!
It gets even cooler!

Jupiter has three rings. The main
ring is twenty miles thick! It is the
flattest one, though. The halo ring is
twelve thousand miles thick and cloud-
like. The gossamer ring is debris from
three moons and eighty thousand miles
thick! Holy Cow!

Another one of its natural wonders is the Great
Red Spot. It’s a giant hurricane-like storm that has
been seen for three hundred years! It spins
counter-clockwise. When it is at its widest point,
it can be three times the diameter of the earth!
Now you know a lot about Jupiter. You can

even go brag about it! This 4,185,696,509,842,
090,000,000,000,000-pound planet might be, in
the future, an amazing place to visit. This planet,
no matter how it’s weighed, is an amazing sphere
of natural gas.
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Through hundreds of years people have
wondered which is better, born talent or made

talent, nature or nurture. Are people born with
talent or do they work for it?
So what is talent? Talent is a special ability

that people can have. You could have a talent in
dance or math.
There are many success stories in today’s

society. We look at what happened and through
the analysis we see one pattern: ten thousand
hours. At a young age, the band, the Beatles
practiced almost ten thousand hours in their
younger years. They gained experience from this
and learned how to work together. Without this
practice, the Beatles might not have been so
successful. Another success story we can learn
from is the story of Bill Gates. Bill Gates would
stay up late using his school’s computer. Now, we
can see how much this has helped him, because h
invented Microsoft Programs such as Word.
Based on our own performances we can prove

that people probably work for talent. This can be
proven, because studying for tests seems to get us
higher scores. Practicing your musical instrument
helps you get better at reading notes and listening
to your instrument.
Mozart practiced music when he was very

young. This helped him get more familiar with the
notes, and lead to him being able to compose great

music with the same notes. Mozart was able to
listen to notes on his instruments, and use them to
find new patterns that sounded good together.
Albert Einstein wasn’t born knowing every

formula he made and used. He was interested in
science and mathematics since very young age,
and this helped him learn a lot about these
subjects. He studied a lot while working in a
library. With all this knowledge, Einstein came up
with formulas and theories. Newton did the same
and ended up with the same results.
To be good in dance, you have to learn twirls

and leaps. You do not naturally know how to
dance. It takes years or practice, but you soon
become good at dance. It is the dame with
singing. People can’t naturally hit that high note.
They practice and practice until they learn how to
hit that note. 
Talent is, in fact, overrated. People appreciate

the talent others have, but sometimes they do not
appreciate the hard work people have to do for
their talent. Talent probably has a lot to do with
hard work and practice based on the success
stories of many people such as Bill Gates or the
Beetles.
In conclusion, talent is made talent, not born

talent. People do not know how to use a formula
at their birth. They work hard and don't give up.

Hannah Shadmany ___________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Michelle Guanell

Are We Born With Talent or 
Do We Work For It?
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Alot of people don’t know much about dance.
Most people just think of a dancer as a little

ballerina standing on her toe, twirling in a little
circle. But that’s not true. Read on to see what
dance really is.
There are a lot of different kinds of dancing

that you can do, such as ballet, jazz, tap, and
ballroom. But today we’re going to focus on
ballet. Ballet is a sport. Yes, I know you’re
surprised, but it’s a sport. The exact
definition of  a sport is, “Any activity that
requires physical activity and some skill.”
So is ballet an activity? Do you have to
move to do ballet? Do you have to have
some skill to do it? The answer is yes. So
all you boys who think ballet is for little
girls, there you have it. We break bones, we get
tired, and we sweat.
So what do you wear as a ballerina? Some

people would say “You wear a pink tutu and toe
shoes!” No. It takes years of practice and daily
dedication to stand on your toes. When you start
as a beginner you use tech shoes, or soft toe (as

some call it) until your growth plates are ready to
withstand your full body weight. Then you can
start pointe. Ballerinas also do not wear pink tutus
all the time. For a class you would wear light pink
tights, a black leotard, and your hair in a bun. The
only time you wear a tutu is on stage.
What do you do as a ballerina? Well, first of

all, before every class you have to stretch so you
don’t pull a muscle, then we do barre
which is also a warm up because we do
mostly small things, next we do center,
which is like barre except everyone is
standing spread out across the room. After
that we go to the corner of the room and
do waltz turns and leaps. Then we go back
to the center and do jumps and some

turning. Finally we do a reverence or reverence to
the teacher.
Overall, ballerinas are pretty hard workers and

even ballet itself is hard, so all you people out
there who think ballet is a “little girl in a pink
tutu” thing, you’re wrong. Ballet is hard. Ballet is
tough, but it’s mostly fun.

Carmiña Garey_________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin West Elementary
Teacher - Mary Ann Mason

Dance
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Did you know that, according to statistic-
brain.com, 774 million adults worldwide are

illiterate? That might be a reason the economy is
suffering with unfulfilling jobs. The people that
do not have jobs may not be able to read. And
that’s why I’m going to show you that you NEED
to know how to read. I am going to show you
ideas on how reading can help your life, and to
prove that reading can also be a pleasant activity.
To start with, let’s talk about reading for

entertainment. If you don’t already know, reading
can take you on new, exciting adventures, to
another world, time, or even another universe!
You never know! You can be taken to places like
Narnia, Hogwarts, or even the future, just by
reading a book! Reading is a great activity for
travel, because during the ride, it can keep you
well occupied. As a result, the ride won’t feel as
long. Now, you probably heard the saying “Never
judge a book by its cover,” and I agree. Never
judge a book by its cover or even its title, because
mabe after you reluctantly read that book, it could
be your favorite book of all time! Your favorite
book of all time can be FREE. If you visit a local
library, you can gather and checkout a variety of
different books that you would be interested in.
They WILL be free unless you lose or damage the
books.
The next reason to read is to expand your

knowledge. Reading gives you a large variety of
vocabulary. You can learn words like boondoggle,
melancholy, and ravenous, along with their
meanings. Reading more books can also help you
in aspects you pursue in school, such as writing,
science, social studies, and many other subjects. It

even helps your grades!
Reading more can also
expand your interests.
For example, if you wanted to learn
how to play chess, its official rules, and its history,
reading will allow you to do so! Can you believe
that you can become an expert at your interests,
just by reading!
The final reason to read as much as possible is

for your own success in the future. It is important
to know how to read because it will increase your
chances of getting a college education. If you
have a college education, you will have a better
chance of getting the job you want, instead of one
you get stuck with. Some good-paying jobs
include being a doctor, lawyer, an architect, and
even president, and yes, you have to know how to
read in order to do any of these jobs. Some good
colleges that will help grab yourself a good job
are Harvard, Yale, University of Michigan,
University of Arizona, and Stanford. These
schools provide all the necessary materials and
classes to help get your career started and help
you keep a jubilant life. But you must remember
to read!
In conclusion, reading is an aspect of your life

that can bring you hours of entertainment while
also helping your future. Although reading takes
time and skill to perfect, it is 100% worth it! If
you don’t know how to read, you NEED to learn
how to, so that you can grab your goals as an
adult. If you DO know how to read, good for
you; you can excel in your goals and have a great
life! Now, what adventure will reading take you
on next?

Paige Savory_________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, O’Connor Elementary
Teacher - Tara Swanholm

Why Should You Read More?
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Rebecca Nicol_______________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Summit Academy
Teacher - Deborah Hodo

Drumbeats and Bullets vs. the Drummer
Boy of Shiloh: Historical Text Comparison
On April 6-7, 1862, one of the bloodiest battles

in the American Civil War was taking place.
The Battle of Shiloh, as it is commonly referred
to, took place in a peach orchard and ended with a
Union victory. Some authors choose to capture
these days and the life of the people involved in
the Battle of Shiloh. Historical fiction and
informational texts are two different ways of
writing a piece about Shiloh. “Drumbeats and
Bullets” displays a large amount of facts in its
informational text. “The Drummer Boy of Shiloh”
uses a storyline to illustrate the life of a fictional
drummer boy during the Battle of Shiloh.
“The Drummer Boy of Shiloh” takes place on

April 5, the night before the battle. “Drumbeats
and Bullets” refers to the Battle of Shiloh, but
does not have a specific chronological date
because it describes the lives of drummer boys
throughout the Civil War. In the area of the text
that does describe this battle, the date is April 6-7,
l862.  As for the location, both texts depict the
same place, but in a different way. “Owl Creek,
not far from the Church of Shiloh” is how the
“Drumbeats and Bullets” illustrates this location.
From a drummer boy’s perspective, “The Drummer
Boy of Shiloh” describes the location by stating
that the army was “In Tennessee, near the
Mississippi border, beside the Tennessee River.”
Even though the setting is very similar in the

two texts, the characters are very different. The
reader gets a glimpse at what a drummer boy’s
thoughts, feelings, and fears might be like in “The
Drummer Boy of Shiloh.” Although the point of
view is third person, “The Drummer Boy of
Shiloh” depicts Joby, the drummer boy in the
Confederate army, as a scared and frightened boy
far from home.   The general whose name is not
revealed, but is presumably General Thomas
“Stonewall” Jackson, is the second and final
character in “The Drummer Boy of Shiloh.”
Johnny Clem was an actual drummer boy who
drummed for the Union side during the Battle of
Shiloh and is also mentioned in “Drumbeats and

Bullets.” Joby is most likely a work of fiction, but
Johnny is famous for his actions during the Battle
of Shiloh. Most of “The Drummer Boy of Shiloh”
focuses on dialogue between Joby and General
Jackson, whereas only a small portion of the text
in “Drumbeats and Bullets” is devoted to Johnny
Clem and his adventures. These two texts don’t
just describe their characters differently, but their
events are diverse as well.
In “The Drummer Boy of Shiloh,” Joby wakes

up on midnight of April 5, filled with nervous
anticipation for the next days’ battle. Later,
General Jackson walks over to him and
encourages Joby to be “the heart of the army.”
Joby then falls asleep again with a new hope.
“Drumbeats and Bullets” is very factual, so there
are not any actual storyline events, but there are
few things in the text that describe things that
have happened. The drummer boys woke up
soldiers and performed many other tasks as a part
of their daily routine. In a quoted example from
“Drumbeats and Bullets,” a young boys explains
his distress at being assigned the role of drummer
boy instead of being assigned a soldier. Both texts
share the main idea that drummer boys were a
vital part of communication during the Civil War.
The Civil War changed America forever, along

with countless other lives. Drummer boys played
a critical role in the Civil War. “The Drummer
Boy of Shiloh” and “Drumbeats and Bullets”
zoom in on specific drummer boys during this
time. Informational text, like “Drumbeats and
Bullets” takes the approach of a lion hunting a
gazelle. The lion uses facts and strategies to find
its dinner, much like informational text uses facts
and strategies to convey its message. “The
Drummer Boy of Shiloh” and historical fiction in
general, is similar to the theory of unicorns.
Historical fiction takes something true, like
narwhals and horses, and turns it into something
based on facts, like a unicorn. Informational text
and historical fiction start with raw facts and turn
them into diverse and complex pieces.
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“Thirty thousand people die of a gun related
death in the United States each year”

(Ballaro 1). Gun control is a valuable tool to use to
lower this atrocious statistic. The debate over how
far gun control should go has been around in our
country for years. Gun rights advocates believe
that restricting their gun rights is a violation of
their 2nd amendment rights, while people for gun
control believe that guns should be restricted in
order to minimize the number of deaths caused by
guns. However, the ways to create a safer America
is by allowing fewer dangerous firearms, by
having better background checks, and by enforc-
ing and correctly enforcing gun laws.
One way to make America safer is by not

allowing dangerous weapons, such as assault rifles
and semi-automatics, available to the average
person. Over the past twenty years, there have
been numerous mass shootings including: the
Columbine High School shooting in 1999, the
2007 massacre at Virginia Tech, the 2011 Tucson
assassination attempt of Gabriel Gifford, the
Aurora theater tragedy in 2012, and the most
recent butchery, the bloodbath at Sandy Hook,
which took the lives of 20 children.  One common
trait that all of these shootings have is that a type
of semi-automatic or assault rifle was used to kill
between 5 and 35 people.  If these tragedies were
not enough, according to the FBI, 1,874 people
have been killed by an assault rifle in the past five
years. If we want to decrease the number of
people dying in tragedies like Sandy Hook, then
we need to discontinue the purchasing of semi-
automatic or assault rifles to the average person.
Another precaution needed to make America a

safer place is to conduct better background checks.
In the United States, a background check is for
gun shop owners to check on an individual who
wants to purchase a gun, and based on legislation,
these checks can be “instant” or require a waiting
period (Lee 2). So according to legislation, a
person can buy a gun without a close examination
of the person’s background and buy the weapon
“instantly,” which means, depending on store from
which it is bought, any person can buy a gun.
There should be a mandatory amount of time
needed to conduct a background check in order to
ensure that the citizen purchasing a firearm is
eligible to have a gun. Also, background checks
make it illegal to “engage in the business of

importing, manufacturing, or dealing in firearms”
without a federal license to do so (Aresti 1). These
checks do work; however, there are still problems
with the system. For example, in 2002 and 2003,
out of the 17 million background checks only
120,000 resulted in denials and the federal
government only prosecuted 154 people (Aresti
2). Background checks are the final process that
decides whether or not a person should own a gun;
this type of necessary precaution should not be left
for interpretation or used sparingly.
It is because of misinterpretation and lack of

enforcement that many do not believe that gun
control works.  Statistically, countries that have
very strict gun-control rules and enforce them, like
England and Japan, have some of the lowest
homicide rates (per 100,000, 0.04 and 0.03
people) while the United States has a rate of 3.42
gun murders per 100,000 people—100 times
greater than England or Japan (Ballaro 2). We
currently have several gun control laws on the
books, but their enforcement has been reduced or
weakened by other laws.  For example, in states
like Florida, a person “may justifiably use force in
self-defense when there is reasonable belief of an
unlawful threat, without an obligation to retreat
first” (Florida Stand Your Ground Statute). This
statute, known as “Stand Your Ground,” can have
numerous interpretations because a person can
feel threatened in many ways. For instance, in the
Trayvon Martin case, George Zimmerman allegedly
shot Martin because he thought that he “looked
suspicious.” This is further shown by the fact that
Miami is the forth highest city of gun-related
deaths (33.5 people per 100,000 people), while
New York, which has the tightest gun-control
polices, has about 5 gun related deaths per
100,000 people (Florida 1). Furthermore, in 2008
Florida had a higher murder rate than the national
average. As you can see, these statistics show that
stricter gun regulations work. 
Gun violence can never be completely eradi-

cated, but if we implement these polices then we
can decrease the violence. If we allow fewer
dangerous firearms, better background checks, and
correctly interpret and enforce gun laws, we can
make America less dangerous. Gun control is a
weapon we need to use in order to fight gun
violence and lower these terrible statistics. 
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Great opportunities await me in Springfield but
I am so far from those miracles, not a dollar

to my name. My name is Ike Osteen. A dust
storm, Black Sunday as they called it, had struck
my dear family’s farm nearly a month ago. After
my father’s death and my mother and sisters’
departure, I, myself, have an important decision
to make: should I stay or should I go? To be
honest, I absolutely love the old farm. It holds
cherished memories like harvesting wheat with
my father, helping my sister’s with their work,
having dinner with my mother, and several other
reminiscences I wouldn’t dare let go of. Though,
it’s about time I took a step forward for myself
and take a few risks. This is the time to leave my
home for there are several things pushing me away
from the plains and pulling me into Springfield to
find a job.
To begin with, the plains of Baca Country,

Colorado, seem to be doing their best to push me
away. Continuous dusters storm the area, creating
extremely tough and harsh living conditions. Even
the livestock we used to have in the fields have
died off from dust invading their lungs. I fear that
this could be my fate if I choose to stay. The farm
has grown to be more of a pain than it ever was to
maintain and restore, as well. Every piece of
machinery to the final leaf of a corn husk is
completely covered and caked with dust to the
point of desperation. To my surprise, my love for
these Great Plains has dwindled under the
darkness that arrived on that April afternoon, as if
it was stolen from my thoughts.
From my knowledge, I do know of many

opportunities in which the New Deal has created.
Franklin D. Roosevelt has done his best to put
people to work. He’s increased values, brought
life back to trade, and has even made more jobs
and there are many opportunities I could take

among these. I could try to take part in the
Tennessee Valley Authority, the Civilian Conser-
vation Corp, or one of the many other new
programs that were introduced. Though, the TVA
would probably be my best bet. This New Deal
group provides construction jobs such as
controlling flood waters and improving naviga-
tion. Clearly, the available opportunities are a
great way to turn.
In addition to that, the cities are experiencing

great economic relief, recovery, and reform. The
government has been providing aid to those that
need it. If I cannot earn a job straight away, this
help could allow me the push I need to get the
work. Also, things have been harsh with the
depression leading on, but Roosevelt’s program
has introduced new ways to recover in the cities.
These recovery projects lead to more invest-
ments, trade, work, administrations, you name it.
The stock market has even improved its policies!
I’ve always wanted to take a chance to buy a
company’s stock and now with the Securities and
Stock Exchange Commission which polices the
market, I can purchase them without fear. It’s
seems the country has healed greatly and is
continually repairing itself from the damage left
by the Great Depression.
In the end, I’m prepared to stand by my decision

to leave and travel to Springfield. Baca’s dust-
filled plains and conditions have pushed me
towards the great opportunities with the New Deal
programs and groups. I will do whatever I can to
find work there and make a difference. Perhaps I
will even take part in building great landmarks
that will last throughout time itself. The journey
will be treacherous and I will miss the farm
behind me, yet the greatest gift I could ever
receive is luck for the road ahead. 
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“Romeo, Romeo wherefore art thou Romeo?”
(Shakespeare II.ii.33). Shakespeare’s Romeo

and Juliet is often regarded as one of the greatest
love stories of all time. Although, this is supposed
to be  a story about “star-crossed lovers” (prologue 6)
and romance, Shakespeare presents a negative look
on love saying love comes and goes, the two lovers
in the end die from their love, and ultimately all of
the characters suffer from loving.
Often in his play, Shakespeare mentions how

Romeo and Juliet’s love might be a phase, that it
will come and go as quick as lightning. In act two
scene two, when Romeo and Juliet first profess
their love to one another, Juliet talks on fears of
how everything is going too fast, how their love is
“too rash, too unadvised, too sudden/too like the
lightning which doth cease to be” (II.ii.118-119).
Friar Laurence also shares her fear when he was
talking to Romeo and said “love moderately: long
love doth so;/ too swift arrives as tardy as too
slow” (II.vi.14-15); basically the Friar is saying
passionate love comes and goes and eventually
burns out like a candle, so beware. A final example
of Shakespeare’s on this topic is in act three scene
five where Nurse basically says, you (Juliet) had
your fun with Romeo, but now he is banished, so
oh well, but look here is Paris, why not marry him
(III.v.224-227)? Doing so, Shakespeare presents a
negative perspective on the lasting effects of love.
Ultimately at the end of the play, Romeo and

Juliet kill themselves over their love for one
another. In act four scene one lines fifty-four,
and act three scene five lines one hundred and
ninety-eight to lines two hundred and three,

Juliet threatens suicide over a life without Romeo
and a life with Paris. In act three scene three lines
one hundred and six to lines one hundred and
seven, Romeo also threatens suicide over a life
without Juliet and even tries to stab himself. Later
Juliet reintroduces the knife and threatens to stab
herself unless the Friar presents a way for her to be
with Romeo (IV.i.54). In the end (V.iii) Romeo
drank poison when he saw Juliet dead. Upon
waking up and finding Romeo dead, Juliet then
stabbed herself with his knife.
From Rosaline to Juliet, from Romeo to Paris,

Shakespeare makes it apparent that love causes
suffering. At the beginning of the play, you meet
Romeo suffering from heartbreak over Rosaline.
His friends, Mercutio and Benvolio, state (II.iv.13-
17) that loving Rosaline has brought Romeo
nothing but suffering. Juliet also suffers from the
same afflictions as Romeo does. She makes this
known by saying “My only love, sprung from my
only hate!/ Too early seen unknown, and known too
late!”(I.v.138-138). A final character who suffers
from loving, was Paris who dies defending his dead
love, Juliet, the girl who would never love him.
All throughout the story, Shakespeare makes it

apparent love is suffering, that it comes and goes
as quick as lightning, and in Romeo and Juliet’s
instance, it can push people to do stupid things like
committing suicide. Overall, Shakespeare does an
excellent job at presenting his negative outlook on
love. For like he once wrote “never was a [love]
story of more woe, than this of Juliet and her
Romeo” (V.iii.309-310).
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“Cause it’s a bitter sweet symphony, this life.”
Is a song just a song, or can it be a view on

life’s complexity? With their song, “Bitter Sweet
Symphony,” The Verve proves a song can be so
much more. The 90’s British Alternative-Rock
band hit #2 on the U.K. charts, and #12 on the
U.S. charts with this meaningful song.  Although
lead singer Ashcroft broke up the band and went
solo in 2000, this hit song lives on forever. “Bitter
Sweet Symphony’s” casual vocals by Richard
Ashcroft, thoughtful lyrics, and constant instruments
blend together to create a melancholy melody.
The Verve’s lead singer, Richard Ashcroft,

emits a nasally, yet smooth sound flow from his
seasoned mouth. His voice is monotonous, like the
drawn out sound of a ship’s horn, making it easier
to focus on the raw lyrics of the piece. The vocals
are a worn-in pair of jeans, comfortable and
relaxed. Ashcroft’s voice conveys a compli-cated
meaning despite a calm, soothing delivery. The
deep meaning of the lyrics is somewhat concealed
by the soothing tone of the melody.
The lyrics in “Bitter Sweet Symphony” arouse

an inquisitive feeling that makes the listener
desperate to know more. Lyrics like, “You’re a
slave to money then you die” mean that you work
hard all your life, but why, because you just end
up dying? “I am here in my mold/ But I’m a
million different people” suggests that he’s trying

to fit in with society by taking on the different
personas people want him to take on. Ashcroft’s
voice is a carbon copy of Liam Gallagher’s from
Oasis.  Both artists have the hollow imperfections
radiating from their voices, yet a smooth sound of
raw purity. The combination of instrumental
arrangement and lyrical complexity weave a rich
tapestry of meaning.
Without the strings’ constant melody, “Bitter

Sweet Symphony” would be a bland song without
such a great impact. Throughout the whole song
the violins are marching a glittering melody in a
military parade of repetition. The cello and basses
are playing the same sticky staccato melody as
well. However, the most prominent characteristic
of the instruments is that they never stop playing
the same exact thing during the whole piece. The
instrumental component of this tune provides a
wafting background of melody.
“Bitter Sweet Symphony” is more than just a

song; it’s a philosophical take on our existence.
The Verve’s song will inspire change in your life,
just like it has mine.  It has an unknown power to
get the ball of life rolling. “Bitter Sweet Symphony”
will leave you questioning if life truly is “bitter-
sweet.” “I’m a million different people from one
day to the next.” Will you be you, or change for
someone else?  Are we really as small a part in the
world as The Verve tells us we are?    
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Is it possible for a human to experience adven-ture and mischief, or is it only a myth like the
legendary Captain Jack Sparrow? The award-
winning German film composer and music
producer Hans Zimmer of “Jack Sparrow,” is also
distinguished for his pieces in various movies such
as The Lion King (1994), The Dark Knight (2008),
and Inception (2010). “Jack Sparrow” composed
by Hans Zimmer depicts a pirate ship lost at sea,
fighting for dictatorship with its use of compelling
instruments, creating a resonating tone.
Carrying the melody with their dominant roar,

the cellos created the foundation of adventure,
from the intense fighting on board, to the vicious
ocean threatening to kidnap its crew. The cellos
act like the narrator, telling the story of love,
hardship, and myths. Amidst the foundation,
various cello solos with their vibrato and staccato,
created the image of the successful pirate
submerging in his ego after victory. Splintered
cellos emerge and provide, as they were the wood
that made up the heart and soul of the pirate ship.
Constantly whining, the violins were like the

unpredictable crew aboard the ship, working while
drowning in rum and jealousy. The repetitive
murmurs of the violins were like foot-long, red-
eyed, unhygienic rats scurrying about the ship.
(No offense to rat lovers.) Creating numerous
crescendos and decrescendos, the violins lead to

the climax with their obnoxious trills. This climax
involved the dictator-like captains fighting, their
goal to decimate their opponent. Mimicking the
cellos the violins depict the behavior of the ocean
during this exchange, with their waves rocking the
ship to sleep.
The resonating pitch of the trombones created

the murky, muffled tone of the sea. They sounded
as if a chubby, abusive captain rumbled a pirate
ship, as if he were crawling on a frozen lake, fixated
on preventing the ice from cracking. Almost like a
diamond in the rough, the trombones were cloaked
by the shadow of the cellos, but contain a unique
beauty themselves. Without the trombones there
would be the feeling of a missing, undiscovered
link, as severe as the drainage of the sea.
Hans Zimmer created a mischievous, adven-

turous tone, through the strategically picked
instruments in his masterpiece, “Jack Sparrow.”
This piece is the concrete base of the exotic music
that appears in the widely popular movie, Pirates
of the Caribbean. “Jack Sparrow” by Hans Zimmer
enslaves its audience into working on the ship of
the deranged pirate, battling on the vast, majestic
ocean for control of treasure, and to reassure their
ever-so-growing egos! Now you decide, do you
believe that it is possible for a human to experience
adventure and mischief, or is it only a myth like the
legendary Captain Jack Sparrow? 
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Snap! Noelle gasped, stepping back in horror.
That was my last mallet! her mind screamed.

How can I play the xylophone with one mallet!
She cast her eyes on the splintered pieces of wood
and a wave of worry washed over her. 
Noelle scrambled around the band room,

frantically searching for a replacement mallet. The
performance was in less than ten minutes! If she
didn’t find a usable mallet before then, Noelle
would be forced to sit the performance out.
I told him to get me new mallets…she thought

to herself. I told him this would happen…Noelle,
now stressed and frustrated, located her band
director and informed him about the newly
broken mallet. He shrugged his shoulders and
sighed. The band program at her school did not
have any more mallets, and instead of participat-
ing, Noelle glumly sat backstage while the rest of
the band played.
During that time, Noelle reflected on the events

that led to her misfortune. She had previously
warned her band teacher a month in advance that
she only had one old pair of mallets to play the
xylophone with, and there was already a crevice
snaking its way up the thin wooden shaft of one. It
would soon break, and then she would need a new
pair to play with. Her director had heeded her
words and filled out an order for her, but he
cautioned Noelle that he could not control how
fast the district would turn in the order to actually
receive the supplies. Crossing her fingers, all she
could do was hope that the district would send out
the order before her mallet broke.
But it was too late. Despite all her hard work

and efforts to avoid this situation, Noelle had to
miss the performance.
Noelle’s story is one of many in which students

involved in school music programs suffer from a
supply deficiency. A growing problem in today’s
society is the lack of needed materials in musical
education. The district should put more awareness
into providing supplies for the music program
because music is essential to education, opens

opportunities to students, and is a high priority
that should not get lost in bureaucracy. 
First of all, music plays a vital role in public

education today. According to the Emmy award-
winning music education company Children’s
Music Workshop, a study was done at the
University of California, and it was discovered
that second graders who were involved in music
lessons scored 27% higher on math tests than
children without music instruction. Music in
education is of equal importance as any other core
academic class. In the words of Patricia Guth, the
successful choir director of Young Singers of
Pennsylvania and Director of Music at the Ivyland
Presbyterian Church, “Scientists have also
discovered that learning to read music or play a
musical instrument develops higher thinking
skills. The child who is skilled at music excels at
problem-solving, evaluation, and analysis. Music
reading uses the same portion of the brain that’s
used in mathematical thinking. That’s why so
many adept musicians are also quite good in
math.” Not only do music programs present a way
for students to express themselves, but it also
assists in cultivating young brains to their fullest
capacity.
Furthermore, making the necessary provisions

available to participants in the music programs
will ensure opportunities for those students. It isn’t
fair for a potentially talented student to be
deprived of an occasion where they could share
their musical abilities because of a simple shortage
of materials. Music programs benefit students by
opening new windows of opportunity within the
community and themselves. According to Adara
Cox, orchestra alumni of Agua Fria High School,
“Music develops talents, allows students to make
life-long friends, and helps them discover who
they are or who they should become.” How can a
student unearth and cultivate their hidden talents if
the only accessible materials they have to learn to
on is a violin without strings? A drum without
drumsticks? A piano without keys? Adara Cox
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continues, “Thanks to my involvement in orchestra,
I decided that I want to major in musical studies.
Without my violin, I don’t know where I’d be!” It
is unjust for a student’s possible capabilities to be
hindered or eliminated because of the insufficient
distribution of materials.
Last, but most certainly not least, the district

needs to place music education as a higher
priority. Jesse Bradbury, music educator and drum
line tech for Mesa High School, stated that this
supply deficit “is definitely a huge problem. […]
It can really make or break a program.” If music
programs in public education are so beneficial,
then they should be a main concern to the district.
According to the article Update: Arts Funding on
Facts on File news services, it is understood that if
funding and provisions for music programs “were
eliminated, cultural life in the U.S. would suffer
markedly. The arts are of integral importance for
and society. […] funds [and supplies] therefore
represent an increasingly crucial lifeline for the
arts.” The administration that is responsible for

regulating the ordering of supplies should not
have to be held accountable for denying students
of the benefits and chances that music programs
offer. The district should focus their attention on
the students’ needs, and providing for music
programs is definitely one of them.
All in all, music education needs consistent

support of materials to keep running. Without
support for the required equipment, music
programs would fail. And thus, music education
evidently must be provided for in order to thrive.
The music programs depend on the district to look
after the maintenance of supply distribution to
uphold the benefits and opportunities that result
from music programs. With the right supplies,
students will be able to reveal unknown talents
from inside themselves and take part of such a
rewarding experience. Just as in the case of
Noelle, no student should ever be deprived from
the chance to share or uncover their musical
abilities due to the absence of materials.
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High school is the wonderful place where
teenagers transform themselves into young

adults and into the people that they will be for the
rest of their lives. This is when their career plans
are figured out, many life goals are established,
and the abilities to communicate properly are
formed. Often, students do not take advantage of
the wonderful opportunities given to them and
take classes that might be easy, but will not
benefit them in any way in their lives. According
to David Skorton and Glenn Altschuler, the
writers of America’s Foreign Language Deficit,
“Schools at every level are balancing their
budgets and offsetting reductions in government
allocations by cutting their offerings and/or
eliminating foreign language requirements.” This
is actually quite unfortunate because foreign
languages are very helpful to students when it
comes to developing a good work ethic and life
skills as well as socially. Foreign language classes
should be required in high schools because they
help students be more confident, leads them to be
more successful, and would help them connect
better with the rest of the world.
Undoubtedly, learning a foreign language helps

students develop confidence by talking to new
people. According to Ruth Eiseman, a French
teacher at Mesa High School, “Most of the class
focuses on speaking and understanding.” She also
explains how because of this, her class requires
students to do partner work. As a result of partner
work, students talk to new people, get to know
them and become a little more sociable. When
people become more sociable, they also become
more confident because they feel that if others can
accept them then they must be a good reasonable
person that is worth being accepted. Christiane
Markwell, a German teacher at Mesa High School,
says, “It helps you come out of your shell, working
with other people is very important.” She goes on
explaining how her class consists of presenting and
how its helps with the communication of students.
In order for good communication to be established,
a student must out of their shell and gain some
confidence. With that being said if there is good
communication then there must be a decent amount

of confidence. Therefore, taking any form of
foreign language class can help improve a student’s
confidence, which improves ones self-esteem.
Taking a foreign language class can also lead

students to be more successful. Often, when
someone speaks more than one language, they
have more job opportunities. According to Kali
Damschen, the writer of Many Benefits Come
With Learning a Foreign Language, “Even if the
job you're interested in doesn't require bilingual
employees, the ability to speak a second language
can make you a more competitive candidate for
any job.” This may be helpful towards being
successful because it gives you a better chance of
getting a job since an employer can see it as a sign
of dedication and as a sign that one has the ability
to learn and might do well in the job. According
to James Moody, a Spanish teacher at Mesa High
School, “The chances of finding business in another
country with another language have dramatically
increased.” This is a good thing because business in
another country is very beneficial and it gives one
an opportunity to make a very good amount of
money and with that, success is not far behind.
According to Christiane Markwell, “It helps you
with other classes as well as English.” She went
on to explain how it helps improve studying skills
because of the amount of vocabulary that is
required to be learned for the class and how it can
help in learning new words in English by figuring
out their roots. Therefore, taking another language
will not just help one learn that language but also
help improve in English which is quite beneficial
no matter you do in life. In fact, Ruth Eiseman, a
French teacher at Mesa High School, states that
learning a foreign language builds mathematical
skills as well as memorization skills. Not only
would the students be learning a new language,
but they would also be improving their grades in
other subjects. This would make them more
successful in school and would give them a better
chance at receiving scholarships and getting into
good colleges and universities.
Another benefit of learning a foreign language

in school is that it would help students be more
connected with the rest of the world. According to
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James Moody, “You start to learn how to see
things and begin to sympathize and empathize
with other countries” It is very important for
students to be able to see what other countries are
like because it gives them a new point of view to
see the world through and this can be very helpful,
especially when wanting to do business transac-
tions in other countries and when wanting to
travel. Moody also says, “When you learn about
the language, you learn about the people.”
Learning about the people in other countries is
important because this way one learns what they
are like and what to expect if one were ever to
visit that country. Traveling is probably one of the
largest benefits in being able to connect with other
countries because one simply cannot just decide to
travel to another country without knowing a bit
about them. Even when there are people in that
country that speak English, you still would not

know enough about them to interact properly. In a
foreign language class you practically learn
everything that you would need to know in order
to communicate with others in another country
without seeming completely bizarre and strange to
the people.
The benefits to learning a foreign language

are practically endless. Students will ultimately
be able to be more confident, happier with them-
selves, and more sociable. Also, students will
ensure their success in many aspects of their
lives by having these second-language skills.
Learning a foreign language is necessary today
because it can help students achieve greatness;
eventually assisting with their understanding of
the world and all of the different cultures that
exist. At the end of the day, foreign languages
need not be foreign.
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Drip, drop, trickle, drop.Water that is condensed
from the aqueous vapor in the atmosphere

and falls to earth – rain. Earth’s vital nourishment
falls from the sky to continue the circle of life
and fulfill Mother Nature’s cycles; such a
flawless combination of hydrogen and oxygen
renews and replenishes. In literature, this heaven
sent liquid offers conclusion and commencement.
The ominous storm must come before sunlight
can break through the clouds with radiance of
resurgence. Rain delivers a new start. It falls to
the earth from clouds like Adam fell from the
Garden of Eden. He fell from grace – he fell from
innocence. In the classic novel, The Catcher in the
Rye, Holden Caulfield, too, falls symbolically.
J.D. Salinger uses rain to exemplify that falling is
essential to salvation. 
Chronologically, the first time Holden recalls

an experience involving rain was the day of
Allie’s funeral. Not only did the sky weep for
Allie’s death, but Holden grieved as well. At the
time of the funeral, he is in the hospital with a
broken hand from smashing the windows in his
garage to liberate his anger. Holden has just fallen
from innocence. His blissful days with Jane,
Phoebe, and Allie, have ceased. Allie fell away
from being physically present in Holden’s life.
Rain falling at Allie’s funeral is like the burgundy
curtains closing for Act I of Holden’s life thus far
– concluding his thirteen delightful years of
incorruptibility. When the curtains open for Act II,
Holden’s quest for happiness to fill the void in his
life commences. 
Although the rain has stopped, dark clouds of

despondency trace his journey as he pursues
superficial pleasures, such as: flirting, drinking,
spending money, smoking, swearing, and attempting
sexual activities. Although these may distract him
from focusing on what he has lost by losing Allie,
they yield no reward. For example, during his
promiscuous encounter with Sunny, the prostitute,
he thinks to himself, “I feel much more depressed
than sexy.” (Salinger, 95) It is ironic that her name
implies sunshine and joy, yet she leaves him in a
darker mood than before. When Sunny arrived,

he had intentions to get to know her before giving
her his virginity. When she questions his social
behavior, he responds by saying, “I just thought
perhaps you might care to chat for awhile.”
(Salinger, 95) He seeks companionship, and learns
that meaningful companionship cannot be bartered
for from a seducer. Holden’s actions make him
feel more disparaged than before – drowning him
in solitude. 
Clouds of gloom also stalk Holden because he

cannot move past Allie’s death. Even years after
Holden smashed the garage windows he
occasionally feels pain in his broken hand, “My
hand still hurts every once in a while, when it
rains and all.” (Salinger, 39) The nostalgia of rain
returns Holden’s feelings of anguish, which he
experiences emotionally and physically. Although
Allie has fallen from Holden’s life, it is Holden
who falls away from Allie through losing his
innocence. They once stood on the same moral
ground; as Holden’s life progresses he is hanging
over the cliff to corruptibility – grasping Allie’s
hand through the sentiments of Allie’s baseball
glove. “Old Allie’s baseball mitt. I happened to
have it with me, in my suitcase.” (Salinger, 39)
This suggests that Holden carries Allie’s mitt
with him whenever he changes schools, and even
throughout his New York City excursion, just as
he carries memories of Allie in his heart.
However, sometimes these memories are painful
for Holden – predominantly when it rains.
These internal conflicts continue to invite the

overcast. With oppressing clouds overhead,
Holden’s perception of life is as if he is looking
through darkened spectacles. Colors are generally
omitted from his account. The exception is red –
the color of Allie’s hair. Holden is proud of Allie’s
hair color, and alleges, “People with red hair are
supposed to get mad very easily, but Allie never
did, and he had very red hair.” (Salinger, 38)
Holden takes pride in Allie being an exception to
stereotypes – that he overcame flaws which beset
other redheads. Red being a significant color for
Holden, he bought a red hunting hat. He describes
it as very unique and inexpensive, but does not
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directly convey its significance. An occasion that
he wears it is when he is trying to think creatively
to write Stradlater’s composition about Allie’s
mitt after Ackley leaves the room. “After he left, I
put on my pajamas and bathrobe and my old
hunting hat, and started writing the composition.”
(Salinger, 37) Holden wears this hat to help
enhance his innate talent of writing, revealing that
the hunting hat represents individuality. As
Holden tenderly writes the personal composition,
he ruminates over the fond memories of Allie and
his mood elevates – temporarily chasing the
clouds with sunlight. The hunting hat allows
Holden to feel more confident, secure, and at ease
with his identity. 
Holden gives the hunting hat to his dear younger

sister Phoebe as a gift to help her remember him.
The relationship between Phoebe and Holden is
rare – one of unconditional love. Words Holden
uses to describe include: intelligent, neat,
affectionate. Although she knows Holden makes
foolish decisions, she is overjoyed to be woken up
and find him in front of her, “‘Holden!’She said
right away. She put her arms around my neck and
all... She was glad as hell to see me. You could
tell.” (Salinger, 161) In her presence, Holden feels
different. Holden feels content. While admiring
Phoebe in her sleeping position, he ponders, “I felt
swell, for a change… I felt good, for a change.”
(Salinger, 159) Phoebe saves Holden by restoring
the sunlight in his life. 
The culmination of Holden being saved is the

final scene of Holden’s account –- when Phoebe is
on the carousel. Before she rides the carousel for
the second time she gives Holden a kiss and says,
“It’s raining. It’s starting to rain.” (Salinger, 212)
Phoebe returns the red hunting hat to Holden’s
head. Then, she runs to buy her ticket, gets on a
horse, and waves to Holden. As Holden happily
watches Phoebe ride the carousel, he contemplates

his internal and external feelings, “I got pretty
soaking wet, especially my neck and my pants.
My hunting hat really gave me quite a lot of
protection, in a way, but I got soaked anyway.”
(Salinger, 212) Holden is protected by his
individuality, which Phoebe returned to him –
saving him. Aside from the hunting hat, Phoebe
saves him by providing him with the meaningful
companionship he has eagerly been in quest of. At
last, Holden feels happy. 
“I felt so damn happy all of a sudden, the way

old Phoebe kept going around and around. I was
damn near bawling, I felt so damn happy, if you
want to know the truth. I don't know why. It was
just that she looked so damn nice, the way she
kept going around and around, in her blue coat
and all. God, I wish you could've been there.”
(Salinger, 213) It may be raining “buckets,” but
Holden’s tone insinuates that the clouds have
surrendered to rays of beaming sunlight. The fog
is lifted, and Holden can see clearly. 
Through his experiences of falling, he has

come to realize that although he is apart from
Allie, he is not alone. Primarily, he has Phoebe.
He has also developed the understanding,
conveyed symbolically through the hunting hat,
that he does not need to forsake his life
experiences, individuality, or memories of Allie. It
is not necessary to dwell on them, but they are
with him when he needs “protection.” Without
being subject to the misery which Holden
endured, he would be unable to fully appreciate
this moment of joy. Without falling, he would
not appreciate the breathtaking salvation. These
raindrops crashing to the ground in this conclud-
ing sun shower applaud Holden as curtains close
for Act II. When curtains open for Act III, Holden
will commence his steps on a more luminous
path, leading to an incandescent future. 
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The teacher unnerved me. She wasn’t one of
those old crones with the beaks and vulture

eyes. She was actually pretty, with piercing dark
eyes that made me wonder if she could read and
devour my soul as easily as she devoured her
books. But it wasn’t the eyes that made me
nervous; it was the voice. The ear-splitting, dark
voice dripping with biting sarcasm rings in my
ears at least twice a week. Do something wrong,
and it’s as if an atom bomb went off. That was my
first impression of my AP Literature and Compo-
sition teacher.
And that was also the first lesson she taught me:

first impressions are almost always, inexplicably,
wrong. As the class progressed further into the
year, I observed her closely, and began to perceive
qualities in her that I never would have guessed
lay beneath that storm cloud of high expectations.
I saw humor paired with that sarcasm, pride sitting
alongside those high expectations, and passion
mixed in with her thunderous vocalization. And
thus I learned to observe and collect information.
Underneath her dragon skin, my Literature
teacher’s bright and dignified personality lay in
wait. I no longer feel fear towards her; only great
respect for that woman, who has taught me how
to connect characters, plots, and stories to the
living world. 
As of now, my class is knee-deep in William

Faulkner’s As I Lay Dying. Just like my teacher,
this book is not what it seems on the surface. After
wading through the first few chapters, I began to
realize that not everything that is spoken is known.

This novel is written in a stream of consciousness
format, which enables the reader to delve into the
characters actual thoughts as they think them. 
In other words, it’s a jumbled mess of chaos. 
Naturally, my teacher tells my class to discuss

and essentially figure the perpetually perplexing
tome out on our own. And that is her second
lesson: I am smarter than I know I am. My
classmates and I have spent entire periods (in
other classes, mind you) discussing what a certain
passage could possibly mean, to no avail. But
suddenly, after endless re-readings, it clicked. All
on my own, I discovered the message between
the lines, and subsequent to that, I kept discover-
ing the novel’s secrets everywhere. It practically
read itself to me after that. And I began to feel a
little of her pride, in myself. Lesson number
three: if I just open my eyes and look a little, I
can find anything. 
And so I have learned that the key to life is

observation. In any class, it is vital to pay attention,
and endeavor anything I might be working on.
Putting my effort into everything I do enables me
to feel some self-satisfaction and pride in my work
and thoughts. I firmly believe that my intelligence
level and intellectuality has risen significantly
because of this class, and all of that I owe to my
Literature teacher, who has taught me well in the
arts of cerebral reasoning. I am aware that I will
need these paramount skills to succeed in my
future college courses, and as the year progresses,
I will continue to hone the dexterity of my mind,
using it throughout life as I take on the world. 

Morgan Louvier _____________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Keiko Dilbeck

A Commendation to My Literature Teacher
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Heather Christie _____________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade Teacher - Las Sendas Elementary

Cinderwaterella

Once upon a time, in a land far, far
away, there lived a beautiful water

drop named Cinderwaterella. Her father
had died many years earlier, but not before
taking on a second wife.  Cinderwaterella’s
stepmother was cold-as-ice cruel.  She cared
nothing for Cinderwaterella and treated her
very differently than her own two daughter-drops,
Oceananastasia and Drizzella. Cinderwaterella
tried to get along with the three of them, but it was
futile. She completed her daily chores, singing
and dreaming of a happier life. 
One fine sunny day, a knock was heard at the

door. Cinderwaterella came back with an
invitation to a fancy pool party at Cloud Castle.
The king was throwing it for his beloved son, who
had just returned home from a hurricane. The king
believed that it was now time for his son to settle
down and find a wife. With bikini season coming
up soon, a pool party might be just the place to
find a beautiful bride. Cinderwaterella was very
excited, as every eligible maiden-drop in the
kingdom was invited.  
For the next few days, the stepmother and

selfish stepsisters loaded up Cinderwaterella’s
chore list, caring only that they would be able to
turn out their closets, try on swimsuits, and
accessorize themselves for the water party
extravaganza. In the blink of an eye though,
Cinderwaterella was being “Bibbiddy-Bobbibity-
Booed” up into the atmosphere. As she evapor-
ated, she sloshed and bumped into many other
droplets, including her vapory godmother.  With a
flick of her wand and a few magic words,
Cinderwaterella was transformed into a beach
babe. Although she was now beautiful on the
outside; she was told that the most important part
of her beauty lay on the inside. This would surely
catch the prince’s eye, more than her pink two-
piece and matching sandals. Her vapory
godmother warned her that once the thunder
started rolling tonight, she would need to leave

immediately. This would signal that her
fantasy evening was drawing to an end.

Cloud Castle became more and more
crowded as dozens of drops arrived.

Everyone chit-chatted as they waited in the
crowded line to greet the prince. Cinder-
waterella quietly sang to herself, “Raindrops

keep falling on my head.” When the prince
looked up from the long line of hopeful H2O’s, he
was immediately struck by Cinder-waterella. He
strode over and asked her to dance.  
All night long they waltzed, boogie-woogied,

and danced the rumba. Too soon, a roaring rumble
of thunder jolted them.  Cinderwaterella panicked,
bolted, and accidentally slipped out of her hot-
pink strappy sandal on her way out the door.  It
was raining hard outside of Cloud Castle and she
poured down into the great unknown. She
wondered where she might land: Tokyo?, a mud
puddle in the middle of Kansas?, a bird bath in the
lower half of Michigan?, the mighty ocean?, a
glass of lemonade? There was just no telling! She
wept as she precipitated, believing that she’d
never see her prince again. 
To her amazement, Cinderwaterella splash-

landed in the soft, freshly-turned dirt of a garden.
As she sank into the ground, she watered many
gorgeous gardenias. She was absorbed by the
roots of one, and did her part to nourish and care
for the plant. After some time, the plant released
her on the underside of one of its leaves,
right next to particularly handsome,
dewy, and dashing young drop.
He held one object in his hand…
a hot-pink, strappy sandal.  
Cinderwaterella cried tears

of joy as she and her prince were
reunited. True love had weathered
the fierce storm! They happily hugged, condensed
on Cloud Nine back to the castle, and lived
happily ever after. 

(A fairy tale essay caught up in the Water Cycle)
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Voices 
Narrative

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. 1st Place Sadie Christie Mister Sun, Please Get Up Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas
Kdg. 1st Place Sereniti Johnson The Gingerbread Girl Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Hayden Biship Animal Trip Janece Jones Robson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Eden Usher My Build a Bear Day Janece Jones Robson

1st 1st Place Kye Miller The Ladybug and the Caterpillar Carol Childs Pomeroy
1st Honorable Mention Alisa Cummins My Gerbil Peggy O'Neill Hale
1st Honorable Mention Emily Rudd The Haunted House Diane Occimio Johnson

2nd 1st Place Amber Housley The Magic Wolf Lisa Yoder Field
2nd 1st Place Hyrum Schnebly The Tallest Tree in the World(s) Courtney Lee Franklin East
2nd Honorable Mention Case Felstead The Big Catastrophe Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Carolyn Brown The Enormous Necklace Alane Eaton Las Sendas

3rd 1st Place Allie Christensen How Skunk Got Smelly Tammy Cerqua Entz
3rd 1st Place Asher Jesclard The Amazing Dolphin Scene Sabrina Keoviengxay MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Mia Dover Hit It! Linda Hofmann Franklin at Brimhall
3rd Honorable Mention Lizzie Johnson Rocky Mary Kay Lukert Robson

4th 1st Place Macquila Cruz The Day Grandpa Falls Miquela Daniels Kerr
4th 1st Place David Gray Sir Meowalot and the Quest For Barbara Vance Mesa Academy

the Treasure
4th 1st Place Luke Nicholas The Football Miracle Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th 1st Place Jessica Landa-Carrillo The Glowing Pumpkin Karen Carrier Whittier
4th Honorable Mention Mandy Wadsworth My Magical Visit Angela Sanders Franklin East
4th Honorable Mention Lisa Backlund My First Trip to the Orthodontics Renee Langston Hale
4th Honorable Mention Emma Miller My Worst Haircut Ever Pamela Robedeau Highland
4th Honorable Mention Reid Copeland Beauty Joel Saxen Red Mountain Ranch

5th 1st Place Madeline Cordischi- The Surprising Rocks Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy
Hinson

5th 1st Place Jackelyn Lobatos Depression Teri Nowicki Red Mountain Ranch
5th Honorable Mention Braden Cusson The Wicked Witch Lorie Kamboukos Hale
5th Honorable Mention Brooke Stratman Pony Express Legend Karen Strickland Jordan

6th 1st Place Jayden Yocum Identity Marie Lombardi Las Sendas
6th 1st Place Joshua Burks The Composing Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
6th Honorable Mention Tessa Allie Piper's End Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Lauren Hyland Trapped in a World of Darkness Tracy Saxen Red Mountain Ranch

7th 1st Place Bianca Gomes Goodbye Theresa Wines Shepherd
7th 1st Place Ari Herron Undoubted Believing to Icy Kathy Holso Stapley

Achieving
7th Honorable Mention Kalani Brubaker Who Needs Popularity? Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Alexander Ritchie Dreams of Gold Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.

8th 1st Place Kelby McHardy Shedding My Light Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th 1st Place Jamie LeSueur I Barely Survived Julie Miller Stapley
8th 1st Place Christy Nguyen Paths, Flowers, and Changes Julie Miller Stapley
8th 1st Place Kaisa Woolf What If I Fall? Paula Morelli Taylor
8th Honorable Mention Cooper Dana The Ride of My Life Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Brynn Shults Conquering the Waves Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Emily Campbell An Unexpected Challenge Paula Morelli Taylor
8th Honorable Mention Leilani Lewis Cup of Hot Chocolate Paula Morelli Taylor

9th 1st Place Daycy Gomez Moment of Impact Keiko Dilbeck Red Mountain
9th 1st Place Natalija Bogdanovic Beneath the Dust Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Landon Schnebly Substitute Ellen White Mesa High
9th Honorable Mention Annika Hjelmstad Friends? Janette Ramsey Red Mountain
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Voices  
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. 1st Place Reed Thompson Papa Built a Swing Set Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. 1st Place Sereniti Johnson Dolphins Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Kyle Roth The Flowers Suzzanne Shawver Johnson

1st 1st Place Rihanna Hall Pretty Butterfly Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch
1st 1st Place Reagan Woods Books Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch
1st Honorable Mention Renee Ganstrom The Cat and the Rat Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Katie Salas My Dog Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma

2nd 1st Place Jefferson Giles Victory Jessalyn Anderson Red Mountain Ranch
2nd 1st Place Benjamin Glennon Dog Dreams Carlie Bacon Red Mountain Ranch
2nd Honorable Mention Lucy Van Cleve What I Love Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Elli Baker Weather Lyndel Akers MacArthur

3rd 1st Place Micah Denton The Garden Debbie Schaub Hale
3rd 1st Place Evelyn Bass The Tree Kelly Argos Red Mountain Ranch
3rd Honorable Mention Sage Millett Fall Suzanne Holguin MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Danielle Smolka Fireworks Meena Kazmi Red Mountain Ranch

4th 1st Place Tessa Jagoda The Winter Season Patricia Miller Bush
4th 1st Place Natalia Demichellis Feelings Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Cielo Bake The World Full of Talent Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas
4th Honorable Mention Brylin Hiatt Sisters Barbara Vance Mesa Academy

5th 1st Place Riley Duemler I Am a Hamster Sheri Christensen Franklin East
5th 1st Place Jennifer Melgoza What Will I Do? Julie Suchor Hale
5th Honorable Mention Makenzie Jensen The Tale of My Teeth Diana Lawien Franklin East
5th Honorable Mention Jaxon Pierce Dreams Lorie Kamboukos Hale

6th 1st Place Mikayla Marriott Where Do You Go? Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th 1st Place Amber Wadsworth Substitution Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Braxton Harris The Power of One Tracy Saxen Red Mountain Ranch
6th Honorable Mention Jacob Martinez Imagine Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy

10th 1st Place Katie Meek Hair Today, Gone Tomorrow Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th 1st Place Melissa Taufa The Cage For Abigail's Secrets Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Sawyer Brown The Sound of Silence Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Markayle Emerson The Man in the Cell Jean Akers Westwood

11th 1st Place Camille Palmer The Green Geyser Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th 1st Place Yalitza Rascon My Epidermis and Mocha Jean Akers Westwood

Pigmentation
11th Honorable Mention Alyssa Wilkes Stained-glass Memories Diane Grogan Mesa High

12th 1st Place Cynthia Li Carlos Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th 1st Place Whitney Oar The Snow Continued to Fall Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th 1st Place Eric Kirkes Find the Strength to Succeed Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th 1st Place Jessica Armstrong Visibility Zero Stephanie Reary Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Marissa Wheeler P.S. Don't Save Me Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Miguel Albanez Influenced Keiko Dilbeck Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Alexandra Moccia The Timepiece Keiko Dilbeck Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Amberlee Allen Dear Wise Old Man Jean Akers Westwood

Staff 1st Place Colleen Breazeale A Little Voice English Teacher Stapley
Staff Honorable Mention Karen Procopio New Girl Technology Teacher Mesa Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Ellen White Three Minutes English Teacher Mesa High
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7th 1st Place Abigail Anderson As I Soar Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th 1st Place Parker Hoopes World I Live In Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th 1st Place Kelsi Funk A Ride in Wonderland Kathy Holso Stapley
7th 1st Place Elise Mason Rainy Day Kathy Holso Stapley
7th Honorable Mention Macy Hales The Caterpillar Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Marlee McCathren- Some Words Are… Kimberly Pierick Fremont

Hotchkiss
7th Honorable Mention Brittany Caruso Night Timothy Cox Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Morgan Beus Goodbye Kathy Holso Stapley

8th 1st Place Annie Allen Gone Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
8th 1st Place Paige Heckel Falling Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th 1st Place Logan Guthrie Economics Julie Miller Stapley
8th 1st Place Kerstyn Soderblom The Jew Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Kenzie Checketts Sharing With the World Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Esly Plazola Mascareñas Nothing Left Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th Honorable Mention Tangee Connolly Alive Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Kentaro Smith My Experience Michelle Lofblad Taylor

9th 1st Place Angelica Pangan Thinking About Me Ellen White Mesa High
9th 1st Place Sarah Horton 52-Card Pick-up Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Chelsea Perez My Mask Cheryl Falvo Crossroads
9th Honorable Mention Rylee Bachus The Butterfly Rachel Collay Westwood

10th 1st Place Kayla Gard Little Monsters Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th 1st Place Melissa Taufa She Dances Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Mary Jomia Down the Street Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Brooke Donovan The Tree Celeste Burns Red Mountain

11th 1st Place Tyrine Pangan When Life Was Simple Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th 1st Place Alyssa Wilkes An Artist's Way of Life Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th Honorable Mention Addison Goff A Lotus Temptation Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th Honorable Mention Jacob Heslop Hands Diane Grogan Mesa High

12th 1st Place Dannika Nielsen untitled Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th 1st Place Taylor Wilson Things Remembered Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th 1st Place Laura Kuegemann The Field Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th 1st Place Courtney Kinneard My First Dream Was Dead, Rachel Collay Westwood

So I Became a Woman
12th Honorable Mention Nathan Hooton The Love Life of an Internet Michael Garcia Mesa High

Addict
12th Honorable Mention Nikki Burgess Icarus Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Robert Heinze Mad Sea Musings Keiko Dilbeck Red Mountain

Staff 1st Place Lyndel Akers A Windy Day 2nd Grade Teacher MacArthur
Staff 1st Place Hayley Tracy One-Hundred and Forty English Teacher Mesa High
Staff Honorable Mention Jo-Anne Bondelli It's Only Nerves! 4th Grade Teacher Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Jean Akers Self Reflection English Teacher Westwood

Voices 
Class Book

GRADE PLACE ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. 1st Place Winter? In Arizona Merrilee Kupfer Field
Kdg. Honorable Mention Santa's Time Off Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas

1st 1st Place You Are My Hero Peggy O'Neill Hale
1st 1st Place The Perfect Pet For You Julie Reichert Zaharis
1st Honorable Mention Helpful Hands Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch 
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Voices 
Essay and Informational/Explanatory

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd 1st Place Christian Godfrey Rhinoceros Beetles Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd 1st Place Anthony Fields Granular Arrow Frog Lyndel Akers MacArthur
2nd Honorable Mention Emma Hughes Fantastic Penguins Claudia Bretzing Hale
3rd 1st Place Arella Payne Bat Facts Linda Hofmann Franklin at Brimhall
3rd 1st Place Ewan Schmelter Colonial Times Meena Kazmi Red Mountain Ranch
3rd Honorable Mention Chloe Gustafson Delicious Smoothies Krista Hall Brinton
3rd Honorable Mention Scott Peterson Grizzly Bears Debbie Schaub Hale
4th 1st Place Mercedes Ortiz Baby Sister's Guide to Survival Joel Saxen Red Mountain Ranch
4th 1st Place Navadine Banuelos Geronimo's Life Story Renae Wellman Roosevelt
4th Honorable Mention Hallie Walker The One and Only… Gila Monster! Megan Hulihee Franklin at Brimhall
4th Honorable Mention Lauren Burch Mysteries of the Deep Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
5th 1st Place Matthew Millett Jupiter Sue Brown Franklin East
5th 1st Place Hannah Shadmany Are We Born With Talent or Do We Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy

Work For It?
5th Honorable Mention Carter Antebi What Is Wrong With the Python Hunt? Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy
6th 1st Place Carmiña Garey Dance Mary Ann Mason Franklin West
6th 1st Place Paige Savory Why Should You Read More? Tara Swanholm O'Connor
6th Honorable Mention Kayla Allen The Art of Rollerblading Connie Corea Hale
6th Honorable Mention Preston Jones A Day at Jumpstreet Shirley Lesar Ishikawa
7th 1st Place Rebecca Nicol Drumbeats and Bullets vs. the Deborah Hodo Summit Academy

Drummer Boy of Shiloh: 
Historical Text Comparison

7th Honorable Mention Daniel Davis Tom Whittaker Theresa Wines Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Luke Jacobson An End to Halloween? Kathy Holso Stapley
8th 1st Place Seth Harper From My Cold Dead Hands Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th 1st Place Caitlyn Mosher No More Bounds Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Katy Anderson Your Dreams Can Come True, Too Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention David Chandler How Can I Help My Friends Realize Paula Morelli Taylor

Their Value?
9th 1st Place Kendri Nicolls Shakespeare's Negative Perspective Janette Ramsey Red Mountain

of Love
9th 1st Place Maeve Kennedy Life: Bitter? Sweet? or Both? Rachel Collay Westwood
9th 1st Place Sakthi Kumar The Everyday Life of a Pirate Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Juliana D'Aoust Ye Old Essay Rachel Collay Westwood
10th 1st Place Dawn Alohilani Castillo The Significance in Providing for Lorelei Barker Mesa High

Music Programs in Education
10th 1st Place Erika Sanchez-Lopez Foreign Languages Shouldn't Lorelei Barker Mesa High

Be Foreign
10th Honorable Mention Ana Covo School's a Journey – Just Take It Slow Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Mark Skabelund Teachers: Very Underpaid Lorelei Barker Mesa High
12th 1st Place Morgan Louvier A Commendation to My Literature Keiko Dilbeck Red Mountain

Teacher
12th 1st Place Courtney Kinneard To Fall, to Catch, to Save Rachel Collay Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Gloria Cutter-Shore Double Jeopardy Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Marsie Trego Students vs. Scholars Tracy Weaver Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Miranda Burnap Why I Need a Husband Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Diana Terreros Time Travel Through Words Keiko Dilbeck Red Mountain
Staff 1st Place Heather Christie Cinderwaterella 6th Grade Teacher Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Mary Ann Mason Art Lesson #1 6th Grade Teacher Franklin West
Staff Honorable Mention Brian Jones Footprints of Life Gifted Teacher Taft 
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2012 Boeing–Mesa Diversity Council Essay Contest
“Science and Technologies: Shaping Arizona for the Next 100 Years”

Sponsored by Boeing–Mesa Diversity Council
LOCAL AWARDS

ESSAY
7th-12th

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

7th Dell Laptop Gabriella Beltran Katie Garcia Kino
8th Dell Laptop Lauren Vossler Brenda Franks Fremont
9th Dell Laptop Ashley Hughes Meg Howell Mountain View
10th Dell Laptop Lindsay Gray Heather O’Brien Red Mountain
11th Dell Laptop Kelsey Sneezy Gabrielle Fajardo Red Mountain
12th Dell Laptop Lauren  Burgheimer Heather O’Brien Red Mountain

Creative Communication Contest
Sponsored by Creative Communication

NATIONAL AWARD
POETRY

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL
6th Published Evan  Allore Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Joey Bauer Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Mark Benson Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Daniel Chaffin Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Paige Conaway Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Caleb Ellis Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Sarina Espinoza Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Jeremy Field Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Jazmine Garcia Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Dan Jonas Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Sami Majorczak Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Jeffrey Mcdonald Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Tanner Rackow Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Haley Reed Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Hannah Reichman Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Shannda Rose Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Torren Union Janece Larson Crismon
6th Published Elyssa Young Janece Larson Crismon

National Novel Writing Month (NaNoWriMo)
50,000 Words in 30 Days

Young Writers Program—Sponsored by The Office of Letters and Light
INTERNATIONAL AWARD

NOVEL 
Young Adult Level:

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL
7th Book Publication Megan Phillips Karen Procopio Mesa Academy
7th Book Publication Abby Stockwell Karen Procopio Mesa Academy

The challenge was to write an entire novel—50,000 words in 30 days.  Participants began writing November 1 and finished by midnight,
November 30.
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Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Contest
“Many Faces, One Community”

Sponsored by Mesa Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Committee

LOCAL AWARDS
First place winners receive $150
Second and third place winners receive a medallion

ELEMENTAR WRITING
Kdg-3rd

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL
2nd First Place Griffin Miller Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Second Place Christian Godfrey Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
3rd Third Place Amber Huddle Patti Traughber Franklin at Alma
3rd Honorable Mention Madeline Bleak Carol Burlew Ishikawa
3rd Honorable Mention Rylee Forsgren Patti Traughber Franklin at Alma
2nd Honorable Mention Lucy VanCleve Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall

4th-6th
6th First Place Cole Helderman Janece Larson Crismon
6th Second Place Albert Keller Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
6th Third Place Jalen Kent Janece Larson Crismon
4th Honorable Mention Ashley Quintana Terri Strunk Wilson

JUNIOR HIGH WRITING
7th-8th

8th First Place Brynn Shults Julie Miller Stapley
8th Second place Cassie Hute Todd Troidl Rhodes
8th Third place Ben Canfield Todd Troidl Rhodes
8th Honorable Mention Kylie Temperly Todd Troidl Rhodes
8th Honorable Mention Jose Fuentes Todd Troidl Rhodes

HIGH SCHOOL WRITING
9th-12th

10th First Place Kamy Kropp Dana Hertel Westwood
10th Second Place Desiree Shaver Dana Hertel Westwood
10th Third Place Korina Delacruz Dana Hertel Westwood
10th Honorable Mention Amie Wright Dana Hertel Westwood
10th Honorable Mention Wynter Elzie Andrea Murphy Westwood

Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Contest
“Preserve and Transcend”

Sponsored by Arizona State University
LOCAL AWARDS

ESSAY WRITING
Kdg-2nd

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL
2nd First Place Kiara Zepeda Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall

BOOKMARKS
Kdg-2nd 2nd First Place Paige Escamilla Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Third Place Alex Naegele Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall






