




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.



Sponsored By

Mesa Public Schools
•••

Governing Board

Mr. Mike Hughes, President
Mrs. Michelle Udall, Clerk
Mr. Mike Nichols, Member
Mr. Steven Peterson, Member
Dr. Ben Whiting, Member

Superintendency

Dr. Michael Cowan, Superintendent of Schools
Bruce Cox, Associate Superintendent
Dr. Suzan DePrez, Assistant Superintendent
Pete Lesar, Assistant Superintendent
Arlinda Mann, Assistant Superintendent
Bobette Sylvester, Assistant Superintendent
Holly Williams, Assistant Superintendent

Alita Miller, Language Arts Program Specialist
DeAnne Carl, Contest Organization & Graphic Design

Matthew D. Scoutten, Graphic Designer 

Acknowledgements

Printing by MPS Print Shop



Table of Contents

Narrative Writing . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  5

Poetry . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 51

Class Book . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 73

Essay  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 79

Writing 2014 Honors . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 115

Special Achievements . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 123 
Local, State, and National



4
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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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Sedona Schnebly________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Doreen Stradling

The Three Red Clouds
Once upon a time, there were three red 

clouds. One day they said,  “We’re getting 
too soaked! It’s time to rain!” Suddenly, the three 
red clouds heard thunder and saw lightning and 
said, “I guess the storm has already started. Let’s 
go find the other clouds.” But when they got 
there, they figured out it was the grumpy, mean, 
old clouds. They were raining over the happy 

city. Then the three little clouds said, “Could 
we please join in?” “No! You are the strangest 
clouds!” shouted the mean clouds, “Plus, you’re 
red, and you are not grumpy or old like us! Go 
find another storm or go back where you were,” 
the mean clouds said. So the little red clouds 
did. They started their own storm, and lived 
happily ever after. 

André Peña____________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Cheryl Rogers

Our Vacation to Legoland
My mom, me and my sister flew on an airplane to Legoland. 

We couldn’t wait! We wanted to go on the rides. My favorite 
rides were the roller coasters because they were fast. We went 
on a scary ride and my little sister cried. But I didn’t cry. It was an 
exciting day because they made a big, big tower out of Legos. 
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Jake Austin-Goins_______________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Annie Brown

My Football Game
In November something 2013 I had a football 

game. We faced the yellow team and our 
team is called the Navy Team! We had the ball 
first. A player on my team handed it off to my 
friend. So he ran down the field as fast as he 
could. While dodging people there he scored 
on the first play. It was awesome! Then it was 
the yellow team’s ball. They handed it off and I 
dodged in and pulled his flag. Then they threw 

the ball and I intercepted it. Now it was our ball 
and we threw it. Yep! I got it and I ran as fast 
as I could. I outran someone and I scored and 
everyone cheered. Then it was the yellow team’s 
ball. Then they scored and it was really really 
annoying. Finally it was halftime. The two halves 
went by and it was end of game. The score was 
20 to 17. We won and I punched in the air and I 
ran to my team and I gave them a hug.  

Debani Ruiz____________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Lindbergh Elementary
Teacher - Sara Ebert

Me and the Black Kitty
On Monday the 13th me and my friend heard 

a meow sound.  It was coming by my blue 
car. We were freaking out. My friend told me, 
“Don’t be afraid just keep on looking.” We heard 
one more meow. Suddenly a black kitty popped 

out of my tire. I was surprised! The black kitty 
ran to my bushes. We gave the black kitty milk. 
The kitty cat stayed in the bushes one more day. 
Then my friend gave it to my neighbor. 
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Sharilee Cusick__________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Irving Elementary
Teacher - Kamie Gaebel

Witches and Cats
Una was doing something exciting. She was 

going to the zoo! She woke up early. After 
she got to Kitten School, a paper on her desk 
said, “Your partners are Milky and Star.”

“Meow wow!” thought Una. They were her 
BFF’s. They were excited too!

After they got off the bus, Milky said, “Come 
on! Let’s go to the mermaids’ tanks!” 

On the way, Una fell. “Rowww! Meow!”
Star and Milky tried to save her but fell too! 

They screamed and screamed but no one even 
heard them. PLOP! They sneaked through some 
feet. “Where are we?” whispered Milky.

“I don’t know, but I’m afraid!” said Star. 
“Something tells me we aren’t supposed to be 
here!”

“Meow,” screamed Una. 
“What’s this?” said a creepy voice. 

Milky and Star pranced away but left Una 
sitting there feeling incredibly scared. “Mm. I 
wonder . . . Cat! Come see!” A lot more weird 
figures came. Una hissed and leaped out of 
sight. Una was looking for Milky and Star but fell 
in something. Brew! Witch Brew! 

“Row!” Una cried. After she got out she 
started looking again. She found them! While 
they were looking for the hole they ran into a 
witch! 

“Meow!” cried Una. Milky got kidnapped! 
Una said “Come on, Star! We have to find Milky!”

“Oh please,” said Star. When Una left her she 
pranced to catch up. They finally found her in a 
cage!

“Come on! Where is it!” screamed the witch.
“Well? What are you waiting for?” Una 

whispered. Crawling out of the cage slowly Una, 
Star, and Milky escaped and got away! Leaping 
into safety, they got out! Now they had to go to 
the bus. They had an adventure already.
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Brisa Esparza___________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Pomeroy Elementary
Teacher - Ashley Levy

A Turkey Thanksgiving
Once upon a time there was a turkey family. 

There was Mama turkey, Papa turkey, 
Granny turkey, and Little turkey. Mama turkey 
asked Little turkey, “Little turkey I need you 
to find Mike turkey in the woods far, far away 
from our house. Can you do that?” asked Mama 
turkey. 

“Ok,” said Little turkey and off he went.
“Oh my what a brave boy he is,” cried Mama 

turkey in tears of joy.
“Yes he is a very brave little turkey!” said 

Papa turkey.
“Yes a very brave one but he better not go 

out there  too long because legend has it a long 
time ago there was a happy camper. He heard a 
very mysterious sound. He turned around and 
got eaten by something. No one knows what 
that monstrous beast is called! SO MAKE SURE 
HE IS SAFE OR ELSE!!!!!!!!” yelled Granny turkey. 

“Oh yeah, I suppose there is a scary monster 
around this corner. You know nothing Granny 
turkey,” said Mama turkey.

“Oh well, I guess no one needs me here. I’m 
just going to leave.”

“Hey. Does anybody know where Granny 
turkey is?” wondered Papa turkey.

“Oh my, all those bad, bad things I said to 
her,” said Mama turkey in a sad voice.

In the kitchen there was a note on the table. 
The note said:

 Dear turkey family,
 I moved from our house to find Little   

 turkey in the woods.
 Sincerely,
 Granny turkey
“We are going to find her,” shouted 

everybody. And off they went to find her.

Back in the woods where Granny turkey was 
looking for Little turkey and Little turkey was 
looking for Mike turkey. “Where am I?” asked 
Little turkey to himself.

“Where am I?” asked Granny turkey to 
herself. Then Granny turkey bumped into Mike 
turkey.

“Hi Granny turkey! What are you doing out 
here?” asked Mike turkey.

“I’m looking for Little turkey. Have you seen 
him?”

“No,” said Mike turkey.
“Can you help me?” asked Granny turkey.
“Yeah! I’ll help you,” said Mike turkey.
“Ok then move your slow poke booty Mr.” 

said Granny turkey. And off they went. After 1 
hour and 49 minutes they finally found Little 
turkey. 

“What are we going to do?” asked Little 
turkey.

“We’re going home. And you too Mike 
turkey,” shouted Granny turkey. 

“Ok,” agreed Mike turkey. After 2 hours 
and 22 minutes they were home. But only one 
problem, the rest of the family was gone!!!!!!!!

“What are we going to do?” asked Little 
turkey.

“I don’t know,” said Mike turkey. 
Then, after five full hours they bumped into 

them in the woods. They were all sooo happy.
“Let’s go home and have some chicken!” 

yelled Mama turkey.
And they lived happily ever after.

The End
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Natalie Hess____________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Sirrine Elementary
Teacher - Leslie Shepherd 

Natalie:  Pretty, Smart, and Smelly
Natalie had blonde hair, sparkling diamond 

earrings, and crystal high heels. Every boy 
in her class thought she was gorgeous. There 
was only one thing the boys didn’t like—she 
smelled  like rotten cheese. On the first day of 
school, the teacher automatically put her in the 
back of the room without any neighbors to talk 
to.

Another reason the boys liked her—she 
was smart. One day Ms. Shepherd was teaching 
math to the class. She asked, “Does anyone 
know what twenty-four divided by twelve 
is?” The first hand to shoot up in the air was 
Natalie’s. All of the boys were amazed that she 
knew an answer like that.

The smell never made a difference for her 
until show-and-tell one day. Gavin was showing 
the class a piece of gold. He gave a fun fact 
about the Gold Rush in California. He made a 
mistake and Natalie rushed up to correct him. 

She was standing right in his face. Gavin asked, 
“Can you please step a little bit further away?” It 
took her a while, but when she figured out why 
he didn’t want her standing so close, she was 
devastated.

When Natalie got home she told her mom, 
“All of the kids at school think I smell like rotten 
cheese! Can you please run me a bubble bath?” 

Her mom said, “Yeah, sure.” 
But as she was filling the tub, she thought 

to herself, ”You know my dirty socks need to be 
washed.” So she put the socks in the bath.

The next day, Natalie smelled like 
strawberries from the bubble bath, but there 
was also a slight whiff of old, dirty socks.

Every week there was a new smell. One 
week it was bubble gum and onions, another 
week—roses and moldy lasagna. So from that 
day on she was known as “Smelly Nat.”
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Isabella Arellano_______________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Ellen Weser

Oscar and Alphonse
She knew it was time to let him go. The 

caterpillar wiggled in her hand, spelling out 
“goodbye.” 

“Mummy, do we have to go?” Alphonse 
whined.

“Yes dear. Your grandmother is expecting 
us. Now, let’s go before we miss our flight.” 
Alphonse’s mother smoothed her daughter’s 
hair, even though she didn’t need it.

Alphonse was average height, with blonde 
hair and aquamarine eyes. She was intelligent, 
but too meek to answer questions in school. 
She didn’t have many friends and often read her 
books at recess.

“Let’s go Alphonse!” her mother called. Her 
mother stepped onto the plane gaily, while 
the girl did the opposite. She boarded slowly, 
preparing herself for the flight from London to 
Bordeaux. 

“Darling, are you sure you don’t want to 
come?” called her mother. “Yes, I’m very sure,” 
Alphonse replied. Since their arrival in Bordeaux, 
Alphonse had been asked to join in on 
horseback riding, hiking, and all sorts of things. 
She never felt like joining in.

While her mother, grandmother, aunt, and 
male cousins were away outdoors, Alphonse 
decided to go out to the rose garden. There 
she found lavender, carnation pink, and scarlet 
roses. Just as she was bending down to smell a 
lavender rose, Alphonse noticed a lime green 
blob on a rose petal.

Alphonse jumped back, picked up a stick, 
and poked the blob gently. The blob wiggled, 
and when she looked more closely, she saw that 
it was a little caterpillar. She scooped it up and 
gently stroked its back. “From now on, you shall 
be called . . . Oscar!” Alphonse whispered. With 
Oscar lying in her hand, Alphonse went inside 
and made him a home from a shoebox, lined 
with leaves.

Alphonse adored Oscar, but it finally got to 
the point where she had to make over ten trips 
daily to find leaves for Oscar to gobble! She 
knew it was time. Alphonse knew that she had 
to let Oscar go. As she looked down, the little 
caterpillar wriggled in her hand. He was spelling 
out “goodbye!”

For weeks after Oscar was gone, Alphonse 
was still glum, until one day! She found another 
green blob . . . . 
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Collin Manuel___________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Kerr Elementary
Teacher - Teresa Grasser

The Art of Being a Hamster
First of all let me get something straight:  I 

am a hamster and us hamsters are not to be 
joked around with. We are smart, smarter than 
a cat or dog and any other animal in the whole 
WORLD! We know about danger, the right food 
and toys. Here are a few tips from me.

All of us hamsters know our dangers 
(obviously), that’s why we’re so smart! Most of 
our dangers are (just in case other hamsters 
don’t remember) those slithery reptiles the s-s-
s-SNAKE. They’re SCARY! They could eat a small 
animal (like me) with one GULP! But that doesn’t 
even compare with the birds. They swoop down 
to find their prey and the worst part is they 
catch us with their razor sharp claws and EAT 
US!! But our last but not least:  CATS. Brrr. They 
give me a chill thinking about it. They chase 
you around and around. They’re not really a big 
threat, when you know a place to hide and if 
you’re smart enough you can give the cat a taste 
of his own medicine! But if you don’t know how, 
my advice is to watch some Tom and Jerry. 

And whatever you do:  don’t fall for those 
toys. I think it’s just a hunk o’ junk so people 
will bribe you into exercising. Hamster wheels 
can be fun at times but that’s all. And there’s 
no brakes on there so how am I supposed to 
stop! But there are toys worse than that. Mazes:  
they can take hours to escape and there is no 
emergency exit (in case of emergency). You 
would be lucky enough to find your way out. 
The hamster ball is the worst toy. EVER! It’s very 
slippery, like running on butter. And whoever 
built it at least put some BREATHING HOLES for 
Pete’s sake!!!

But after all that chaos it’s nice to have 
some food. Refreshing, sparkly, clean water. 
Yummm. Another good food is hamster food. 
I recommend it and by the way, small raisins in 
the cage is not food! But the real tasty food is 
human food. Yummy sandwiches.

But overall, being a hamster is not a very 
bad animal. We know how to eat and see danger 
and toys. We are COOL! 
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Noah Nichols___________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Diana Lawien

Repelling
One day I was with my cousins, Zack, 

Treven, and Will, and my brothers, Spencer, 
Jared, and Luke, in Snowflake. Our parents had 
arranged a trip so that my older brothers could 
go repelling. I was hoping to try also. We started 
out for the nearest cliffs at about 10:00 a.m.

The first thing that we did when we arrived 
was to find a place to climb up what seemed 
like a gigantic cliff. My uncle said it was about 
200 feet to the top. I thought I was going to 
plummet to my death the first time I ascended 
the cliff, but I didn’t. What really happened 
was that my family found a great way to go up 
and we all got to the top safely. From the top, 
the cliff didn’t look so huge and scary . . . until 
I looked down. There was a tremendous fall 
before me! Although once I got used to the 
height I felt a lot better. Setting up took what 
seemed like forever, but finally we were ready to 
begin.

First, my cousin Zack repelled. He put on 
this funny looking harness with a rope going 
through it. The rope was tied to the car and 
reached all the way to the bottom of the cliff. 
Zack had been repelling before so he knew how 
to jump. He would leap away from the side of 
the cliff and descend a few feet, then land back 
on the side of the cliff. Next, my brother Spencer 

went. He has a great fear of heights but he still 
did better than me. The first step over the side 
of the cliff was the hardest for him but after that 
he did great. Next was my brother Jared, I am 
extremely sad to say that I didn’t get to see him 
repel. I was too busy playing with Will and Luke.

After a great amount of pleading with my 
uncle, he finally agreed to let me repel. I had 
to put the harness on and adjust it several 
sizes smaller, but it still felt uncomfortable. The 
first few steps were extremely scary, but then 
repelling seemed easy. I got really brave and 
even tried to jump like Zack. It didn’t work so 
well for me. Instead I jumped, flipped around, 
and my back slammed against the cliff wall, but 
I held on tight to the rope. I didn’t try to jump 
again and I made it down with no back injuries. 
As it turned out, that was not the end of our trip. 
My brother Luke was going to repel also. He did 
very well. Then it was the dreaded time to go 
home.

So, yes, I jumped off a cliff because everyone 
else was doing it. Though it seemed like a huge 
gigantic cliff when we arrived, it seemed smaller 
after I had spent so much time on it. Everyone 
got something out of it. Spencer conquered his 
fear of heights, Jared earned a scout badge, and 
I had an amazing adventure.
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Emma Miller____________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Highland Elementary
Teachers - Janet Millar-Haskell, Pamela Robedeau

Hood in Riding
Dust flew up behind a horse which was 

ridden by a girl of thirteen, a bow slung 
across her back. After much time and much 
pleasure spent riding and occasionally stopping 
to look at flowers and other nature related 
things, she suddenly heard the sound of a wolf 
howl. Her body tensed, and she soon darted 
onto a path that she well knew. Her crown of 
fiery locks flew behind her, along with her only 
flag—a red cloak. Her cheeks were crimson with 
exhilaration.

After racing along the path for a short time, 
the maiden flew off and dismounted. The reins 
of her steed clutched in her hand, she came 
to a small cottage, overgrown with vines and 
many beautiful blossoms. Suddenly, there was 
a flicker in the air just six inches away from the 
panting, flushed girl. Inside the tiny bubble of 
silvery light, a distinct form of a fairy from which 
the light was emanating, gestured to the reins 
the human was holding, indicating that she 
would lead the horse to his hollow redwood tree 
stable.

“Thank you!”
The home interior was extremely quaint. The 

young woman entered the only entrance, which 
led her straight into the kitchen, consisting of a 
fireplace, multiple shelves, a medicine cabinet, 
and a table. On the opposite side sat four neatly 
made beds—under these were the clothing 
trunks, and a window.

“Fiammetta! Welcom-a hom-a!” Fiammetta’s 
mother, Amadea Ackerman, called in a thick 
Italian accent from the kitchen.

“My little flame! Where did you go 
gallivanting off this time?” her father, Marvin 
Ackerman, a sorcerer, bantered from the kitchen.

“Hello, little sister! You look quite excited,” 
observed Maria Ackerman as she looked up 
from her well-concentrated work.

“Oh, yes. I am excited. Xerxes and I ran 
so very much! The wind was just perfect. I 
also discovered a new picnicking place! It is 
surrounded by beautiful flow . . . ” She could 

not finish, for just then they all heard a terrible-
”OOOOWWWWW!”

“Everybody, quick, hide! It’s the wolf pack!” 
 warned the protective father.

“Father, can’t you make them go away with 
your magic?” whispered Maria. 

“Sweetie, it doesn’t work that way. I can’t use 
magic for my benefit. I have to use it for others.”

“Why not use it for us?” Maria selfishly 
thought aloud.

“Yes. I’ll do it. That will definitely work.”
“NO! Father, I didn’t mean it! That was selfish 

of me, really!”
But it was too late. He was already closing 

his eyes, concentrating with his utmost will. 
Slow, flowing fog swirled about the womenfolk. 
Suddenly, the wolves broke the door and 
window. They were prowling about, occasionally 
pouncing on the sorcerer. He winced with every 
blow, and the swipes and bites became more 
frequent. The wolves occasionally sought to 
harm the females’ flesh, but Marvin Ackerman’s 
spell protected them.

Finally, the dear protector of the Ackerman 
women was gone. Even so, he had concocted a 
spell that would last as long as the wolves were 
around. 

“No, se n’è andato. He’s gone. I will never 
love again,” sobbed the widowed Amadea.

Fiammetta’s anger was infinite. These 
monsters had taken her devoted father. Her eyes 
blazed. With some unknown power, she ceased 
the force field and took up her bow and arrow, 
additionally starting to slay the destroyers of 
the loved. She then realized that because of 
her temper, she had put her remaining family 
members in jeopardy. The young woman fought 
her way to her family, and realizing that she 
had her father’s power, removed them from the 
midst of attackers and released them outside, 
with herself tagging behind. They all mounted 
Xerxes, and rode to the mother of Amadea’s 
cottage.
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The Ackerman tale ends with the “Little Red 
Riding Hood” story, except there are some flaws 
in there, but you may interpret it as you wish. 
She wasn’t the sweet seven-year-old that the 
nannies tell you of at bedtime. She did, however, 
fight a wolf.

Fiammetta is long since dead, but if you go 
out into the forest, into the exact center, you will 
find a new picnic place, with a border of flowers. 

And if you go in, the fairies that inhabited the 
small ring of roses and berries long ago will tell 
you this very story. If you don’t believe me, that’s 
all right. But before you make assumptions, 
go and ask what happened to Fiammetta 
Ackerman. The fairies will tell you. I know for 
myself. I’ve gone. 
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Riley Duemler___________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Felicia Muller

Two Tails Are Better than One
Hi, I’m Moqui, the family dog.  I have an 

amazing story to tell about a pest that 
turns into a friend.

Ugh! I propped one eye open hoping it was 
all a dream. My family loved me right? Was I 
doing something wrong? They would not get a 
puppy would they? Yesterday, when the family 
came home, I assumed they were hiking, but 
instead they brought a little whippersnapper 
puppy home with them. 

They kept hugging her and yelling, “Willow, 
come here,” and silly stuff like that. I have to tell 
you it hurt my pride a little because I usually 
get a big hello whenever they return. But, 
nooooo! For twelve years I have been their 
faithful companion and hiking partner, and now 
I get this. It’s just absurd that they should get a 
puppy, I was never a puppy. Well, maybe, but 
not for long.

So, it was not a dream. I padded my way 
down the hall to try and teach some rules to the 
little whippersnapper and guess what she was 
doing when I found her; she was chasing her 
tail, of all things! Really? I told her to calm down 
and be quiet so she could listen to some rules 
that would help her survive in our house:

1.  Never eat grass, it makes you sick.
2.  If you take my bone, you will be missing
      a tail.
3.  No complaining, whining, or barking of
      any kind.

4.  If you bite people, you will be sent to 
      sleep in the doghouse.
5.  Most importantly, do not chase the cat  
      if you want your nose. 

After that, Master put us outside. 
Whippersnapper was darting at me, so I barked 
at her to put her in her place. That was when 
disaster walked over. “Hello,” meowed Sushi, the 
outside cat, as she rubbed against my leg.

Her tail tickled my nose, “Aaachoo!”
“Nobody sneezes on my tail and gets away 

with it,” hissed Sushi. Her paw, fast as lightning, 
smacked my nose. I gave a yelp and snarled at 
her. That was a mistake. She arched her back 
and her fur looked wild. Where was that little 
whippersnapper when I needed her? Oh, there 
she was chasing a butterfly, as usual. 

I barked orders at her, “Whippersnapper, we 
are under a full cat attack, get in defense mode.” 
Barking and snarling we cornered Sushi. She 
bopped each of of us on the nose, and then ran 
for all she was worth.

That was the end of the Sushi attack. Ever 
since then when I see that scar on my nose that 
I got fighting that cat, I remember the promise I 
made to myself about putting up with that little 
whippersnapper for another day. Because that 
day I realized, “Two Tails Are Better than One.”
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Heather Jensen_________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Heather Christie

Rockin’ Around the Kitchen
The scent of sugary maple syrup wafts 

through the air from the kitchen, instantly 
combining with the ever-green-and-mint aroma 
that’s always around this time of year. Dark 
green fryers sit outside on our weathered picnic 
table, with an almost-sleeping old man behind 
them. The plastic, pre-lit, twelve-foot Christmas 
tree, decorated with hundreds of ornaments, is 
up, tall and proud in the living room, patiently 
standing there while my younger cousins race 
a train around the base. Our Christmas advent 
calendars are sitting all around the house, too. 
In the kitchen, big, nearly transparent, tinted-
green bowls of puffy dough are out, because 
today is doughnut making day.

We roll out my grandma’s recipe for dough, 
making the yeast-covered mixture the width 
of our thumbs, and then push our doughnut 
cutters into it. Then, a supposedly responsible 
adult takes the cut-out doughnuts and carries 
them to my grandpa, the half-asleep man, who 
fries them in the boiling water of his fryers, 
then yells to my brothers, like a good grandpa 
should, trying to tell them how to shoot their 
airsoft guns. See what I mean about supposedly 
responsible? After he gets done telling them 
his gun wisdom, he turns back to frying the 
doughnuts, which go on a scorched metal 
tray and are imprisoned in the kitchen. Ever 
since last year, when there weren’t enough of 
us to do all of the jobs, I’ve been promoted to 
Glazer. I guess my parents trust me more than 
Grandpa—a wise choice. Using metal salad 
tongs, I dunk the doughnuts in our syrupy, 
sugar mix, made with secret ingredients, that, at 
this time, I am not permitted to tell you about. 
Then I drop them on the cookie racks that are 
constantly by our stove, where they cool off. 
Well, some do. It depends on how hungry my 
brothers are.

After the glazing comes the biggest, scariest 
most exhausting job—dumping them all in our 
festive, gingerbread-man covered, brown sacks 
and then riding around the neighborhood, 
putting the loot on unsuspecting people’s decks 
like amateur Kris Kringles. Our huge “double” 
bike that we affectionately call “the four-
wheeler,” dominates the street. Even then, we 
still have at least a hundred doughnuts. That’s 
when things get crazy. Wherever we go, the 
LDS temple lights, grandparents’ house, church, 
the store—we bring the classic brown bags and 
give them out like the sun gives solar power. If 
we’ve really churned out too many doughnuts, 
we go to houses we’ve already hit, then drop 
and run.

Sleep creeps up behind us, tapping us 
gently on our eyelids. We give up on the pot, 
already crusted over with syrup, toss stale 
doughnuts, and collapse weakly onto soft, silky 
covers that welcome us warmly. By the time 
my parents wake up, the swirling flour in our 
kitchen will have settled like the fog outside, 
people will have put the doughnuts on their 
bucket list, and my siblings and I will be sitting 
at the top of the stairs, whimpering as we gaze 
at our presents. Even exhaustion from doughnut 
making can’t stop Christmas.

Our doughnuts have paved a legacy. Many 
dream about our doughnuts. People wait all 
year, stay in the neighborhood, or drive by, just 
to get our doughnuts. Truthfully, if our family 
stopped making doughnuts, we’d probably have 
a riot on our hands. And so, every year, the scent 
of sugary, homemade, maple syrup fills the 
house . . . .
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Amber Wadsworth______________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Cumbersome Troubles with  
Troublesome Cubs
Wind whispers. Water ripples. Zebras 

meander across the savannah. A beautiful 
day for a hunt. 

 I crouch far from them, taking in their scent. 
My paws creep over the ground. My eyes stay 
fixed on my target, a smaller animal standing 
slightly away from the rest. I close in on him 
without being seen. Now this is the tricky 
part: judging my distance, his position, and his 
eyes (if they are dull, I have a great chance of 
catching him; if they flash intelligently, I’ll have 
to select another target). I squint through the 
grass. My zebra stares blankly ahead. No light 
dances in his pupils. I take a quick breath and 
leap from my hiding place. My aim was perfect! 
I land square on his striped back before he has 
a chance to bolt like the others. If one knows 
anything about hunting, they’ll know what must 
happen next.

When the deed is done, I speed away from 
my kill for my family. My paws rip through the 
turf in my haste. For if I dawdle, my food can 
easily be stolen by lions. Will easily be stolen by 
lions. As I burst into the den, I call softly,”Cubs! 
Come here, I have dinner!” Two furballs tumble 
into me. 

“Food?”
“Where?”
 I dash out of the den, cubs following almost 

as rapidly. We slow as we near the meal. “Here! 
Eat up!” I urge.

 They’re happy to comply.
 For a few days, we feast like kings on zebra. 

Our luck holds; no lions come close. But after we 
gnaw the last shreds from the bones, our good 
fortune wanes. It all ends when I take my cubs 
hunting for the first time.

“I’m starving!”
“I wanna eat!” 
I silence their moaning with a flick of my tail. 

“Hush, I have a surprise for you. We’re going…” 
They gaze up at me with eyes as wide as the 
waterhole…”Hunting!”

Silence. Then--
“Mommy!”
“Like, with antelope an--”
“Yes,  now here are the rules. One, no 

noise when I start. Complete silence. Two, no 
interference. You’ll just watch. OK?”

“Yup.”
“What he said.”
“ Cubs, just be good. Let’s go.”
Later, I sit quietly, searching for prey, as a 

certain pair of cubs wrestles. I spot a brown 
smear on the savannah. “Aha! Stay put, you two.” 
I bound towards the distant herd. When I’m 
close enough to stalk, I gingerly lower myself, 
careful not to disturb the grass. I snake closer to 
the herd and am about to select a target when 
an excited squeak pierces the air. I whirl around, 
and lo and behold, there sit those two trouble-
makers. I gaze sternly at them and motion with 
my tail to remain silent as I complete the hunt.  
I turn back to continue, bunch my legs under 
myself, and prepare to launch upwards when--

“Hey! That’s my tail!”
It’s over. I glare at the retreating prey and 

then face my cubs. 
The following scene could make a pride of 

lions deaf. 
Waiting. Waiting. Waiting for what? Clear 

weather for hunting. Because ever since the 
unsuccessful hunt, rain darkened the sky like a 
bad omen. No food. I grow thinner over the next 
couple days. My strength wanes. My tail droops. 

As for my cubs, well, I forgive them. They 
don’t care because they’re so ravenous. Their big 
dark eyes lose that playful spark. Their usually 
radiant and flowing fur loses its soft sheen. 
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Then one miraculous day, we wake in the morning 
to triumphant sunlight. For a moment, we rejoice, 
rolling around and squealing. Then the atmosphere 
grows serious again as I explain that if I don’t make a 
kill today, I won’t have the strength to try tomorrow. 
Our lives are at stake here.

We proceed to my favorite lookout station 
and spot a herd of zebras out grazing, hungry like 
everyone else after the rain. I glance nervously at my 
cubs. A sudden, strange feeling comes to mind, telling 
me to bring them along. They nod solemnly when I tell 
them, afraid of bringing death upon us. 

I pad off, cubs trotting along behind. This could 
very possibly be our last hunt together, so I walk 
slowly, savoring every moment listening to their soft 
banter. I never should’ve gotten angry with them for 
spoiling that hunt. Cubs will be cubs. 

All too soon, it’s time to stalk. I narrow my 
eyes, trying to clear my mind of emotion so I can 
concentrate. Then we press ourselves together one 
last time. Finally, I tear myself away from them and 
crawl off . I gather as much information as possible 
about the animals as I draw nearer. There are many 

suitable targets, but I settle on a large female on 
the fringe of the herd. It might be tricky to bring her 
down, considering her size, but my family needs the 
meat. I sink lower. They start plodding in another 
direction, still unaware of me.  It’s now or never. I 
spring into the air, but realize immediately that it’s 
hopeless, for I’m about to fall short of my target. I sadly 
watch the zebras dart off, splattering my coat with 
mud. 

Then a miracle takes place. In the corner of my 
eye, I notice a flicker of gold. I turn to witness an 
unbelievable sight: my cubs, who caused all this 
trouble in the first place, rising into the air as one, 
narrowed eyes boring into the female. They bring her 
down and make quick, clean work of the kill. They’ve 
done it, saved our lives, redeemed themselves a 
thousand times over. Finally they’ve been able to 
work together on something. They look up, over to me 
and gesture to the kill, but I have eyes only for them. I 
rise to my paws, the energy of life once again pulsing 
through me. We restore our strength through the 
magnificent zebra. It lasts for days.

And I never have doubts about hunting with my 
cubs again.  
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Xena Whang___________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Joseph Reilly

Free
Restrained, trapped. I direct all my strength 

and will into the distant memory of 
freedom. Forcing all hope into the prospect of 
eternity, possibilities awaiting to be discovered 
at every turn. But, no. Firm claws grasp at my 
chest, leaving me stranded, a prisoner in the 
grip of a giant. Air leaves me, forced out of my 
fragile lungs flying into the air without me. Free, 
no longer restrained as I was now.

I struggle against my prison, and the 
talons cupped around me twitch in response. 
I try to bite down on them; I remember, they 
were fragile, skin easy to break. I twist my neck 
around but clamp down on air. The claws moved 
lower, out of my reach and into my stomach. 
I cry out, only to have it come out as a ironic 
melodic tweet. The monster laughs in a deep 
rumble, assuming that I was too, and pulls me 
closer to his looming chest. I want to cry, to 
weep as humans do, but tears don’t come. They 
never did.

I avert my gaze left to right. There, taunting 
me with the image of freedom, was the window. 
I wriggle in the grasp of its hands, attempting 
to escape the prison I’ve been stuck in. I know, 
even if I do manage to escape, the glass barrier 
will hold, not even a millimeter thick. The 
bruising marks of previous escape attempts still 
lingered on its frame. A bit cracked, an imprint 
of my head and barely healed wings, so close, 
but not exactly shattered. There’s no hope. For 
the final time, I gaze longingly at the window, 
behind it the beautiful canvas of blue behind 
clouds. Freedom.

Then I close my eyes...
I stare down at the fragile sparrow in 

horror. It’s periodic rise and fall of its chest 
had ceased, and its eyelids were pulled down, 

shutters signaling an empty home. It no longer 
struggled in my hands, or teared at my shirt, but 
stopped moving entirely. I shake it, pleading for 
a response, but none came forth. I had tried to 
nurse it back to health from the moment I saw 
it impaired in the rainy street weeks ago. Tears 
sting my eyes as I found my efforts, in the end, 
were all in vain. And when the day finally came 
that it was well enough to fly, the bird had 
succumbed to death. Tears still streaming down 
my cheeks, I leave the bird on a windowsill, 
and crack it open for the sun to illuminate its 
chestnut feathers one last time. I leave the 
window sorrowfully to grab a rag to bury him 
in. Meandering around slightly disorganized 
furniture, I find a soft, baby blue rag, time 
worn and small, yet fit for a newborn to sleep 
blissfully in. I rub the fabric between my fingers 
and use it to wipe a tear that had just formed 
at the corner of my eye. I walk out from the 
bathroom, ready to finish the deed, as I looked 
to the window…

It was empty, nothing but a single feather 
remained on the sill. I rush up to it as fast as my 
legs could carry me and lean out, careful not to 
drop from my perch. My heartbeat quickened as 
I feared that a stray cat had stolen from me the 
shell of my temporary friend. But… No, there, 
in the skies, a brown blur flew, elated, through 
the heavens. Eyes widening in shock, my jaw 
dropped in surprise. The rag dropped from my 
fingers and fluttered to the ground in a twirl, but 
that didn’t matter. It wasn’t needed anymore. 
A smile corrupted my tears, and I laughed the 
word that I had wanted to say for so long. In a 
faint echo, I hear the sparrow sing back to me 
the same word:

Free.
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Nadia Current__________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Patricia Reckell

The Half Pipe Horror
All year, Madison told me she wasn’t going 

on any of the crazy slides on our field trip 
to Sunsplash. But I knew I had to get her on one 
of those slides. Although she’d already made up 
her mind, I had devised a plan to get her to face 
her fears.

On May 20th, 2013, the whole sixth grade 
got to go on a field trip to Sunsplash. Me and 
my best friend, Madison, longed to go there all 
year. It was a perfect day for swimming. It was 
hot enough for perfect water temperatures and 
cool enough to lounge in a poolside chair. I got 
to school early and waited for Madison. When I 
saw her,  I felt my feet pick up and run straight 
towards Maddie.

“Are you ready to go on so crazy slides today 
Maddie?” I asked.

“I’m not going on any slides. I’m terrified of 
them” she replied.

“I’m going to get you on one of those slides 
Maddie,” I told her.

“Yeah right,” she said without a hesitation of 
disbelief. Which meant my plan was working.

When we piled into the bus, it was selfie- 
central. If pictures were money, we’d have 
enough to end world hunger.

When we finally arrived and checked in, 
I couldn’t find Maddie. I was a lost puppy. I 
eventually spotted Madison in the Lazy River.

“Maddie!” I whined. “I’ve been looking all 
over for you!”

 “I’ve been here!” she said. “C’mon. Get in. It’s 
fun!”

“I’ll meet you in there!” I told her. I raced to 
the entrance of the Lazy River and we floated 
leisurely. We were on an endless cloud of 
conversation.

Then it was time for the fun to begin.

“Maddie! I found a baby slide you would like. 
Follow me!” I said.

“I want to see it!” Maddie said, full of joy.
We revved our engines to get in line at 

the “baby slide.” Then we started up the stairs. 
Looking back we made progress, looking 
forward the stairs dashed up and up. As we got 
higher and higher, Maddie smelled something 
fishy.

“Are you sure this is a baby slide? It’s very 
high up,” she said.

“Positive,” I lied. “It’s going to be fun.” When it 
was finally our turn, Maddie realized it wasn’t a 
baby slide.

“You tricked me!” she yelped.
“Well, we can’t go back down now!” I said as 

I climbed into the raft.
“I’m going to get you back someday, Nadia,” 

she told me, with a hint of revenge in her voice.
When we were pushed down the Half Pipe, 

I felt like I was going to laugh all the way to my 
grave. 

I’m sure Madison blew out my ear drum. I 
was scared too, but all I could do was laugh. We 
went up and down so many times and she never 
stopped screaming for air.

When we got off the slide, she said, “You 
know, that actually wasn’t that scary.”

“I told you! I knew you’d like it,” I told her. We 
went on a few more slides and then it was time 
to leave. The bus made its stop back to selfie- 
central, and then finally back to the school.

It was the best day we’d ever had together! 
Maddie enjoyed going on the slides and realized 
she had to face her fears. I did trick her into 
going on a crazy slide, but I was glad to be the 
one to help her overcome her fear.
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Kiersten Rundio________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Patricia Reckell

Legacy
Sadness, an overused feeling. Abundant 

in everyday life, the meaning of many 
things. Most commonly however, the death 
of an inanimate being is the greatest cause of 
sadness. Few people truly understand death and 
only some can fathom that while death ends 
one thing, it may not end another. 

The grey walls of that small upstairs room 
had been serving me for three years. Looking at 
my dinky reflection in the water-stained mirror, 
I didn’t realize how much change was waiting 
just around the corner.

The loud abrupt noise of my father coming 
in the front door would’ve caused anyone to 
come to their senses. “Great Grandma is dead..”, 
he claimed in a hushed, emotionless tone.

My heart stopped. It seemed as though 
everything stopped and listened to the mocking 
silence. The world seemed as if it was a lonely 
desolate planet, with nothing but a fading star 
in the sky. Reality was too far to grasp and made 
it too hard to breathe.

My little brush clanged on the counter, my 
mouth fell open looking for words to speak.

I just stared. Stared at nothing, the world 
went black. The slow tink of dripping water 
became so apparent; the only thing I could hear.
The drips were the last thing I could remember 
before fading into nothingness.

The six minute ride felt like six years. Six 
years without her.. My body was heavy and 
numb. My head was reeling out of control. 
With tears climbing down my round face in an 
endless stream of despair, I sat sobbing in my 
sisters arms in that double room that served 
as a learning place. Bellows and sobs filled my 
mouth and prevented words from escaping. It 
was the jail that held my emotion.

My sister generously explained my situation 
to everyone watching. “She was close to her,” she 
said, “we found out this morning.”

She stayed until the sobs finally ceased. 
Until then I had not realized that thirty pairs of 
silent eyes cast their gaze upon my frenzied 
behavior. The room was silent. Not even the 
classroom cricket made his joyous noise. A new 
zone had been created in my mind that day, and 
that’s where all my thoughts wrestled emotion.

Days went by and it felt like years. I couldn’t 
come to terms with the reality of her being 
gone. To me, it seemed as though she could 
never be gone. It couldn’t happen.

The smell of a freshly cleaned church and 
day-old flowers filled the air as the sound of 
small children echoed through the halls.

Some would argue the strength of my 
relationship with my Great Grandma, though 
those who knew us well and who saw our 
interactions could tell you that she meant the 
most to me. At least once a week my days after 
school would be spent with her. I enjoyed her 
stories and sat through her scoldings about 
English and grammar. I loved every second I 
spent with her.

Listening to my father’s sermon that day, I 
realized that death ends a life, not a relationship 
and oftentimes people do not understand 
the meaning of death. I understand now that 
you can choose to mourn the deceased or you 
can choose to celebrate their wondrous lives. 
She still lives on through us. She lives on in our 
thoughts and memories. Her legacy stayed 
strong in me and every time I write, I think of 
her. I strive to impress her, no one else.
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Ricardo Escarcega_______________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Kino Junior High
Teacher - Monique Zatcoff

Eating Hope
I gagged, trying to get as much air as I could in 

my lungs. I knew that even just a small pouch 
of air would keep me going. The weight on my 
chest was quickly growing and I couldn’t do 
anything to stop it. I couldn’t breathe.

It all started the day before, I woke up strong 
as a bull. The day started getting worse and 
worse. No matter how much medicine I took 
I was getting worse. My lungs were getting 
tighter and tighter with each hour that passed. 
I had decided not to call my mom right away 
because I thought if I took enough medicine 
I would get better. I was trapped at home, that 
was like a vacuum secretly stealing all the air 
that I had left little by little.

I got to the point where I could not bare the 
pain any longer. I called my mom. She was on 
her way. Seconds felt like minutes, and minutes 
felt like hours. I was like a fish out of the water 
gasping for air.

My mom driving home felt like forever, but 
driving to the hospital in Phoenix was eternity. 
By that point my chest and back were hurting 
from all the work I was putting in to getting air 
in my lungs. I had a strong grip on the handle, 
my knuckles turning white.

I got out of the car, took a little step and 
threw up a little. The walk from the car to the 
entrance of the hospital exhausted me. I wanted 
to lay on the floor and wait until someone 
miraculously came and carried me away. 
That wasn’t going to happen anytime soon 
so I sucked it up and continued walking. The 
moment I walked in, they took me back.

They placed me in a bed and strapped a gas 
mask to my face. I didn’t notice they put an IV in, 
but the doctor was injecting a clear liquid into 
my veins, whatever it was, it wasn’t working fast 
enough. I was still struggling to breath.

The bed started moving. I was going 
upstairs to I.C.U., Intensive Care Unit. I watched 
as the lights were moving over my head. It had 

distracted me of what was going on for a split 
second. I entered the room. 

There was a group of doctors outside talking 
to one another.

“He looks really bad,” said one doctor to the 
other.

“Yes,” said the other doctor in agreement. 
“We’ll have to keep him on continuous 
treatment.”

They came back and explained that they 
were going to double the dose and slowly 
bring it down. And oh, I couldn’t eat in fear of 
throwing up. The dose was so high my heart 
rarely fell under 130. I couldn’t sleep. This went 
on for four days. I did not sleep, I did not eat. I 
just watched T.V. and wondered if I would ever 
leave.

I was getting healthier but I was getting 
weaker. No food or sleep really messed me up. I 
would beg for food but they would deny it every 
time.

Finally they said yes. I was glowing with 
excitement, until they walked in with some 
red Jello. I was not allowed to eat solids. That’s 
how it was for the next two days. I finally had a 
full meal. I licked the plate clean, but I was still 
hungry. I was always hungry. I could not stop 
eating.

The food was the only thing I looked 
forward to all day. I honestly believed that 
food would get me healthier and stronger. For 
some reason food was giving me all the hope I 
needed.

I was finally healthy enough to leave. My 
face was happy but my body didn’t react the 
same way. My body was too weak to celebrate. 
I just had to keep eating for strength. Hope can 
come in the weirdest ways. For me, it came in 
the form of hamburgers and fries.
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Callie Gaytan___________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Alison Ozmun

The Brown-Eyed Man
Music flies through the air, a series of notes 

played to create a personal symphony. 
A phrase, the uttering of only six simple words, 
made this possible. Although I can’t recall his 
name, or even most of what he looked like, I will 
always remember the deeply concerned tone of 
his voice, and his kind,  yet piercing hazel brown 
eyes, scanning each of our faces one by one, 
contemplating what he could do.

“Now I don’t want any of you to ask for 
anything over $20,” my mother informed us. 
“We are not going to be greedy and ask for 
gameboys.” She stared pointedly at my brother, 
Juan, making his face shrink in disappointment.

Our family isn’t the richest or the poorest, 
yet there are still times when we struggle to 
pay the bills. Dad would be able to help, if 
he was still alive today. But it doesn’t matter 
now, because when all is said and done, we 
always have clothes on our bodies, food in our 
stomachs, and a roof over our heads.

However, sometimes my dearest mother 
must sacrifice to provide these necessities. That’s 
why they signed us up, so they could give us 
the things which she could not. I guess we go 
under the “less fortunate” portion of the ads for 
charitable organizations, being that we always 
seem to receive.

Now here they are, our own personal 
Santas, eager to find out information on what 
we want, to fill our stockings to the brim. We 
went around, each of us saying what we desired. 
When it came to be my turn, I didn’t know 
what to say or even ask for. This was always the 
hardest part. It’s as difficult as trying to pick 
between five different flavors at an ice cream 
parlor; the possibilities look amazing, yet you 
can’t choose all of them. Also I don’t want to be 
too greedy, but the good thing is mom already 
gave us a price range, so that should make it 
easier...right?  Wrong. 

 “Well, I-I don’t know...” I stuttered out after 
awhile. 

“Ok well, what are your interests?” The hazel-
eyed man asked curiously.

“Hmm... well, I really love music, I even play 
the clarinet in band at my school. We rent them 
and the last two we’ve tried out have been 
broken. Sorry, I’m starting to ramble.  I usually 
do this, and when I start I just can’t stop! But yes, 
music. You can just get me a bunch of music, 
sheet music for my clarinet. Oh, and some yarn 
for the scarf I’m making. And if you could, some 
new jeans, but only if you can manage.” I wasn’t 
that greedy; I only asked for three simple items. 

“I’ll see what I can do,” he replied, an easy 
smile gracing his face. He finished up with a few 
more questions, planned a date and time on 
when he could drop off the presents, had Juan 
secretly whisper to him his, “gameboy wish”, and 
went on his way. Life went back to normal, the 
weeks passed on, and the drop off date grew 
closer. I didn’t think much of it; the encounter 
slipping to the back of my mind, making it as if it 
didn’t happen in the first place.

Christmas morning finally arrived, so the 
gifts began to unravel. I went through each one 
fairly quickly, until only one remained. I messily 
ripped off the snowman and elf wrapping, 
revealing a white cardboard box in its place. 
Gently lifting the lid, a black case met my eyes. 
Unzipping the rectangular container, I gasped 
as tears collected beneath my glasses. A bright, 
shiny, still-wrapped-up-in-plastic new Mendini 
clarinet lay within the case. I could just see it 
coming to life, playing alongside me, for I knew 
at that moment that we would always, always, 
be together. Peering over my shoulder, my little 
brother’s expression illuminated with glee. 

“Does this mean I get my gameboy?” He 
squealed, quickly going through all of his 
presents to search for it. I chuckled, not at my 
brother, but because six simple words, “I’ll see 
what I can do”, could create such a monumental 
amount of joy within me. For one of the very 
few times in my life, I was happy, truly happy. 
And it’s all because of the brown-eyed man.
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Kayla Miller____________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Smith Junior High
Teacher - LeAnn Napoleone

An Alternate Ending for Roald Dahl’s 
“The Landlady”
“Temple,” Billy said, “Gregory Temple. 

Excuse my asking, but haven’t there 
been any other guests here except them in the 
last two or three years?” 

Holding her teacup high in one hand, 
inclining her head slightly to the left, she looked 
up at him out of the corners of her eyes and 
gave him another gentle little smile.

“No, my dear,” she said. “Only you.”
Her words seemed to slam around in Billy’s 

head for a bit before he went on. “It-It’s getting 
pretty late, I must head off to bed,” He muttered, 
thoughts flickering in his mind as he abruptly 
stood up and began walking toward the stairs.

“It’s not that late Mr. Weaver.”
Billy stopped, his hand on the wooden rail, 

his throat all dried up. “I’m awfully sorry, but I 
have to leave early in the morning.” Billy’s eyes 
caught onto her strong, blue ones and a sudden 
guilt flourished deep within his stomach. He had 
to go, he needed more time to think of where 
this was going.

Softly, she set down her teacup and glanced 
at his, seeing that it was practically full. Her eyes 
immediately shot back at him. “Are you sure you 
wouldn’t want anymore tea? That you have to 
rest so soon?”

Almost instinctively, Billy nodded his head.
“Oh, okay.” She slowly patted her dress down 

and walked over to him quickly, patting his 
shoulder. “Off to bed you go.” And then she was 
gone. Within a blink of an eye.

Billy stood there, befuddled, but somehow, 
miraculously pulled himself together and began 
walking up the steps to his room. With each 
creek of the rickety wood beneath him, an odd 
feeling seemed to flutter across each molecule 
of his body as her words sorted through his 
brain. Maybe he should check things out... Just 
to see....

Billy bit his lip, feeling --No... Knowing that 
he, himself, were going to be caught snooping 
around in someone’s house. He felt that it was 
so wrong, but then again, this had to be the 
right thing to do.

Looking left and right, worry grew deep 
within his gut. What would she do if she really 
caught him? Were Mulholland and Temple really 
up there?... Dead and... Stuffed...? He had to 
know.

He could practically feel the curiosity eating 
at him, devouring him whole, tearing at his 
thoughts, movements, everything, to shreds.

Once Billy reached the floor, his heart was 
absolutely drenched in fear. Wrapping his 
nimble fingers around the brass door knob, 
he slowly turned it, and a loud CRACK, made 
him drop everything, before attending it again. 
Pushing the noisy door forward, listening to it 
mumble in agony from not being used in a long 
time, Billy let his foot slip inside, then the rest of 
him rushed into the dark room.

His eyes looked around, unsure of what 
he was about to witness. The darkness swirled 
around him and his eyes tried to adjust to the 
only light in the room, which was the moon. The 
window didn’t have any curtains which hit Billy 
with a peculiar thought... Why would she hide 
two dead men in a room with a view? Where 
everyone could almost see everything inside? 
And why is this the only floor besides the first 
with a window?

Billy knotted his eyebrows in confusion... 
Maybe it was too high up for anyone to see?

He shrugged then scanned the closets and 
every possible place for them, not finding a 
single trace. In exhaustion, he let himself plop 
onto the bed. A true, frustrated scowl came 
across his face.
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Billy’s eyes widened as his throat began to burn 
and make him choke. Instantly, he wrapped 
his hands around his throat. The scowl gone, 
replaced with some fear covered face as his 
lungs began to stop breathing. Horrendous 
noise came from the back of throat as he cried 
for help.

His eyes began to water and a frown glued 
itself to his mouth. He got up and ran, straight 
at the window. Hearing the glass split and crack, 
letting it seep into his skin, giving his death 
some room... He stopped breathing... His heart 
stopped beating... And Billy wouldn’t remember 
his body slamming into the rubble down below, 
or the reporters, the policemen... He wouldn’t 
remember a thing. Because he was gone.
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Elizabeth Smith_________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Existential Crisis
I sat with my head propped up comfortably 

against my pillow. Everyday seemed to flash 
by this first year of junior high and blur together 
creating a giant mess of random memories. 
School started soon, but I remained wrapped 
in my comfortable bed not wanting to leave. 
Sadly, I did eventually have to get up, and I did 
have to go to school. When I finally got out 
of bed, I gathered my things, threw on some 
mismatched clothes, and trudged out the door.

The route I took to school was short, and 
as I wandered down the road I looked around 
at all the familiar surroundings. This was the 
neighborhood I had grown up and felt at 
home in. Everywhere I turned, memories of my 
childhood surfaced, from riding bikes down the 
streets with my brother, to going swimming 
with my dad during the summer at Poston’s 
old pool. I felt a strong sense of nostalgia 
remembering how many things I had done, yet I 
felt strangely empty with the sudden realization 
of just how little it all really mattered.

I stopped and thought for a while; 
everything I had been living for, my entire 
existence was essentially meaningless. If by 
some chance I died right then and there, I 
wouldn’t be remembered by anyone but my 
family and maybe a few friends. Soon, everyone 
would forget I had existed; I would just fade 
away like I had never even been there. I had this 
one life to create as many memories as I could, 
to be as happy as I could be, and to try to make 
it matter in some form. It suddenly occurred to 
me that I exist; that we all exist. We all have this 
single pathetically short life to accomplish all of 
our goals.

I felt the crisis, an existential crisis in which 
I question my existence, setting in. Every day 
I had lived a completely mediocre life simply 

going through school and trying to fit in, 
doodling on my homework, never realizing 
how much better I could draw, doing well in 
class but not truly trying; everything I did was 
so passionless. I never pushed myself to try 
anything new or different in fear that I wouldn’t 
be any good at it, or I might look like a fool for 
even trying. When, in reality, that is the exact 
point of living: to try new things.

I resumed walking down the sidewalk, 
nearly at the school by now, feeling invigorated 
from this shocking revelation that I matter, that 
I have potential just as much as everyone else 
does. If we could all just realize that life is too 
short to live with regrets or to worry about what 
everyone else is thinking, then I’m certain that 
each and every one of us could accomplish so 
much more and live so much happier. 

Looking back at the street, I remembered all 
of those beautiful moments long gone, those 
moments which had sculpted me to become 
who I was. In fact, they weren’t meaningless 
at all; they were possibly some of my most 
important moments. Although they may not 
have much meaning in the grand scheme of 
things, those moments mattered to me.

I decided that I would try my best to make 
good decisions so that I would not only be 
happy in the ‘now,’ but so that I would be 
content with the path I chose to follow for the 
rest of my life. Because if I looked back on my 
life like I looked down that street and wasn’t 
satisfied with what I had done, then my life, to 
me, wouldn’t have been worthwhile.

We should all strive to live to our fullest, 
whatever that may be, because we each only 
get this one life to do everything we need and 
then it’s over. No second chances, just one long 
(yet never long enough) struggle. 



 Narrative ~ 29

Shelby Lynch___________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Ellen White

Counting in Secret
“One… two… three…” I began counting. 

The chills of weary evanescence 
lingered my soul as I sat impatiently, glaring 
at the inset floor. My lips quivered at the quiet 
breaths being whispered into my ear, tempting 
me to listen to them. “Just do it…” I heard. 
“You’re worthless!” said another. “It will make 
you feel better!” That one orbited my mind. 
It will make me feel better… a release from 
pain. I thought to myself. Judgments raced 
through my mind as my heart pounded like 
a condemned prisoner thrashing on their cell 
door. “Four… five… six…” I continued. Why? I 
thought. Why was I treated like this? Why did I 
have these excruciating thoughts crossing my 
mind every instant of the day? A normal boy 
in high school doesn’t have to deal with this. 
But for some reason, I did. “Seven…” Counting 
calms me down. Who cares if I was different? 
Did it matter to them? I’m my own person, and 
I shouldn't care what everyone else thinks. But, 
I did. I did care what people thought about 
me. I didn’t have any friends. I’ve cut myself 
many times and those thoughts still course my 
head every second of my life. I was alone. “Self-
harm?” I wondered. I can’t do that any longer! I 
peered down at my wrists, covered in streaks 
of blood. “Eight… nine…” My calming counting 
was interrupted as somebody bashed through 
the bathroom door, causing me to flinch with 
my eyes shut. Silence. That’s all I needed. I bit 
my lip in distress, praying for some kind of a 
miracle. “Please, don’t find me… Don’t find me 
please!” I softly muttered under my breath. I 
sat up on the top of the toilet to avoid my feet 
showing from under the stall. The locked stall 
stared at me as I hopelessly stared back. My 
ashy blue eyes started to water in fear as I hear 
loud footsteps inching closer to my location. The 
suspense was generating inside of me, growing 
more intense with each step I could pick up. 
“Hey, gay kid! I know you’re in here!” The raspy 
voice yelled. I peered through the slim crack of 

the stall door, only to see him standing there 
with a wide, sinister smirk on his dark 5 o’clock 
shadow. His 6 foot tall, buff silhouette disgusted 
me. He ruled the school. He ruled me. And by 
“ruled”, I mean destroyed! He destroys me every 
time he has the opportunity to, which he never 
passes up! He always feels a sense of peace after 
hurting me, which I don’t get why. My teeth 
trembled as goose bumps absconded over my 
cold, scarred body. This was it. He had found 
me, once again. I couldn’t escape. Knowing I 
had no anticipation, I resisted in moving. I would 
stay where I was; alone, afraid, and unwanted, 
curled up in captivity. It’s not like I matter to 
anyone. “Why doesn’t he just kill me now then?” 
I thought. Suddenly, bolts and metal emerged, 
soaring through the air, striking my face. The 
metallic door burst open with thrust. He found 
me… “Hey gay boy!” He projected, leering 
with beady, demonic-like eyes. “G-g-get away 
from me!” I stuttered, knowing that this wasn’t 
going to turn out well for me. His eyes spoke 
with anger and intent as I knew what he was 
thinking. He grasped me in his hands and went 
at it, bruising my lifeless body. I began counting 
silently once again… hoping to calm down 
a little more. “One… two… three… four…” 
Just then, the bell echoed and the demon 
bolted out of the room, leaving me coughing 
up my own blood, crippled and abandoned. 
Well, counting did help me to calm down. I 
reluctantly got up, winced at my agonizing 
pain, glanced in the mirror, and shut my eyes. 
Electric tears penetrated my face like a blade. 
Those voices mysteriously surrounded me once 
again… “Do it now! It won’t matter, you’ll feel 
better.” I began to agree with the eerie, hushed 
voices inside of me. I propped myself up, gained 
control over my stressed body and ran. I ran 
until I couldn’t run anymore; to the spot where 
I would go every day to reflect on my one and 
only disturbing problem: life. My eyes peered 
over the steep hill, seeking a glistening pond.  
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It was howling my name. I strode towards the 
swampy area, with smooth, swift moments, 
almost stumbling over my crippled foot. I was 
delusional. My eyelids were drooping down as 
I looked at my torn apart reflection in the mist 
of the water. Shivers engulfed down my spine, 
over my shoulders, and down to my toes, filling 
my heart with an icy, cold burn. Rapid beats 
shook my body as my limbs trembled at my 
sides. I know what I have to do. I progressed to 
the edge of the pond, slipping the tips of my 
toes around the face of the freezing water. I spit 
out a drop of blood and gazed at it as it sunk 
to the bottom of the abyss-like mere. I lightly 
shut my eyes. “You’re worthless! Just do it! Get 
it over with! No one wants you here! You won’t 
feel pain anymore.” I heard the voices tell me. It’s 
true. I would be free. Free from pain. “Freedom 
is not the absence of commitments, but the 

ability to choose.”  I murmured to myself. And 
this is what I wanted to choose. I didn’t want 
to suffer anymore. Here I go… I turned my 
weak back towards the frosty water. I wept. My 
hoarse voice let out some cries. “One… two… 
three…” The last thing I remember seeing is 
the sub-zero fog penetrating from my mouth 
as I silently counted. Blood arose from me and 
circled around the water, looping around my 
pale, icy soul. I lay in the water. No movement. 
No sounds. No more secrets to hide. I was 
submerged in the now-red-liquid, plummeting 
to the center. I was finally free. Free from harm. 
Free from the world. My eyes were introduced 
to a whole new world. For the first time, I 
experienced peace. I began counting. But this, 
was only the beginning of my new serene life. 
“One…”
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Lindsay McConnell______________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Road Trip
The looming clouds seemed to weep for 

her, shaking with every sob but she blazed 
on.  Rain drops pitter patted, slipped and slid 
on her withstanding shell.  Droplets collided, 
racing to the finish line of a glistening silver 
stripe.  Tints of white light poured from the eyes 
of her protector who bolted through the inky 
night.  No fear coursed her veins, only adrenalin.  
With a demented look in her eyes and a hollow 
feeling within, she stepped on the gas.  The 
low rumble and rev of the engine only caused 
her excitement to rise, while shadowy black 
tipped with yellow and white would guide her 
through the eternal night.  Tip tap, tip tip tap, 
danced on the roof and tumbled down the 
windows creating a helter-skelter rhythm for the 
background of a song.  Squishing and squashing 
of the tires against the moist road added a low 
undertone, while the heaving of the engine 
compartmentalized the bass.  Gleaming in 
the passenger’s seat lay her phone, a silent 
passenger, filled with messages, showing only 
a dark, vacant screen.  Drowning in her far 
away thoughts, she missed the highway signs 
begging her to take an exit for food and gas.  
Cries of a ravenous stomach drew her back to 
reality and turned her right blinker on.  Hoping 
Exit 198 would hold the key to her bliss, she 
veered into the next lane.

“$9.70 is your total.”
Nervously, she fiddled with wadded bills 

and spare change, clanging them on the 
counter littered with a Mountain Dew, Skittles, 
and an airy bag of Bugles.  While the grimy 
cashier bagged her assorted goods, she glanced 
around scrutinizing the dinky store.  A light in 
the corner blinked, the drink coolers murmured, 
and the rotisserie hot dogs let off a three-day-
old-bottom-of-the-garbage-can aroma.

“Here’s your change,” snarled the gas station 
attendant whilst he threw the coins in her 
direction.

“Thanks,” she slipped out cautiously with 
a smile.  Da-ding the rusty bells clanged and 

the door swooshed shut, one foot in front 
of the other she scampered back to her safe 
abode.  Slamming the door, taking a moment 
to receive the echo, and then slumping in her 
creased leather fortress, she let out a sigh.  Tiny 
pricks engulfed her skin and painted her from 
limbs with goose bumps.  Crisp air hugged the 
outside of her windows, shivering and shaking 
to get warm she wrapped herself in a blanket 
of arms.  A balmy, hysterical breath fogged 
the inside of her window, cloudy just like her 
mind.  Since she did not get time to herself very 
often, she truly relished this moment.  Allowing 
her breaths to move further apart, her mind 
wandered.

Soon her thoughts skipped to events 
of earlier that night, her nose scrunched in 
distaste.  Recollecting her fight with her parents 
she sensed her pulse begin to race and her 
temperature rise.  It made her enraged how no 
one ever understood her; all she wanted was 
some time to herself and to have a little freedom 
after a stressful day of homework and school.  
After retiring to her velvety for the night, a hole 
grew inside of her, filled with fury.  An essay, a 
science project, tests, quizzes began to warm 
her mind and sting her with their venom, 
infecting her with the desire to run.  She figured 
if she could not get rid of her problems she 
could at least escape them.  Deciding it was the 
only solution, she plopped in her car, shoved her 
keys into the ignition and drove.  Called back 
to reality by the once again steady dap tip tap, 
tip dap, tap tip of the rainfall she shook of this 
memory and twisted the prickly neck of her 
Mountain Dew.  Refueled by her beverage, she 
jammed the car into first gear and pulled back 
onto the open highway, eyes wide open.

The next couple of hours were monotony.  
Her eyes were glued to the road like a Jane 
Austen book, occasionally her radio would 
tune into a rock station for a couple of songs 
but usually it would fizz, crackle, and fade out.  
Keeping her mind off her problems presented a 
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challenge, but thinking about them felt worse.  
With time dragging on, steady sips depleted 
the supply of liquid in the bottle.  By the time 
no liquid remained, she accumulated an urge 
to use the restroom.  Scouring the side of her 
narrow path, she noticed a sign that read:  
Woodland Hills.  Since the town sounded nice 
enough, she determined to get off at the next 
exit.  In desperate search of a bathroom, she 
scavenged for dimly lit signs.  Rolling to a stop 
at a red light she peered for an open restaurant 
or gas station.  When the light shouted go, she 
cruised down the lonely street for signs of life.  
In the distant shone a bright, sunflower-yellow 
“M.”  Busting out a smile at the thought of a 
restroom, she hit the gas.  As the mysterious 
light grew closer, she realized it was an “M” for 
McDonald’s.  Although it was definitely not 
her favorite, it would do for the purpose of a 
bathroom.

It’s left she thought, no right, maybe it’s two 
lefts.  Angry with herself for not being able to 
find her way back to the highway, she huffed, 
puffed and decided on following the road she 
was on.  Since following this road had been a 
bad idea, she geared up to do a U-turn ahead 
when she glimpsed the ocean through the trees.  
Letting out a gasp, she continued to stay on the 
deserted road which led to a pier nestled on a 
rocky beach.  Reaching a barren parking lot, she 
gawked in awe at the beauty before her.  The 
sun was beginning to peek over the horizon 
and reflect its glowing face on the calm water.  
Mesmerized, she clambered out of her car and 
settled on the hood to take in the view before 
her.  A picturesque sunrise from her imagination 

lit up her world.  Radiant apricot and lemon 
swirled with in the dark iron and azure of a 
refreshing ocean.  Taking in the compassionate 
warmth of the sun, the light of a new day, the 
hope that came with it, she felt lighter, merrier.  
The translucent coral arms of the sun wrapped 
around her, while the continuous, smooth 
crashing of the waves cooed a message of 
encouragement.  Seagulls lulled a morning 
song, while she felt the brisk ocean air pressing 
on her face and all around.  Gazing up, she took 
in the allure of it all and realized she could not 
run from her problems, they would always catch 
up to her, like the day catching up to the night.  
An idea of a fresh start gave her time to think 
and truly evaluate her situation.  She relaxed 
until the sun rest high in the sky, watching it 
climb all the way.  Still not ready to leave the 
view but feeling it was time, she stumbled into 
her coupe.

Releasing pressure from the top bottom, 
she turned her phone and let her parents know 
where she ventured off to.  Wiping tears from 
her bloodshot eyes and throwing the guilt from 
her mind, she headed back to the open road.  
The new hop filled her with strength to have a 
peaceful drive home.  Clouds had cleared and 
there was no longer a steady pitter-patter, now 
she absorbed the wind, fresh air, and music.  
Tapping her fingers to the beat of the drums, 
belting out her favorite lyrics, and eyes on the 
road, she knew fixing her problems would not 
be easy.  This would be a storm she would have 
to drive through if she wanted to get to the new 
day.



 Narrative ~ 33

Noah King_____________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

The Selflessness of a Stranger
Everyone has that epoch of change in their 

early existence, a time where reality soars 
in and sweeps their legs out from underneath 
them. It’s a kind of initiation to the real world, 
and honestly, it’s a bit painful at times. But the 
experience drives everyone to change in ways 
that they could have never expected. And the 
resulting change in life can be rewarding or 
impossibly brutal. In my case, it took a turn for 
the worst but brought me to a place where 
I could make life worth living. In a way, my 
unexpected sorrow pushed me to find greater 
joy than ever before.

Matt. The name rings through time, bringing 
back memories from days gone by. Matt. A 
name insignificant to my young mind until one 
short year ago. Matt… the one person I never 
knew could change my direction in life, who 
could show me the way to be happy by making 
others happy. The unknown stranger who 
became a friend in one instant and a guardian 
angel in the next. The man who would change 
me from a selfish boy to someone who would 
give anything up to insure others’ happiness.

My expedition into the heart-wrenching 
world of reality started like any other uneventful 
school day. Classes flew by with teachers 
spewing information that they had kept pent 
up in their brains through the year like boiling 
water in a geyser. Knowledge flew all around 
the classroom, most of it passing right over the 
heads of many of the students. Every action the 
teachers made that day seemed robotic and 
monotonous. Needless to say, I was hopelessly 
joyful when I finally got out of the prison of 
repetitive lectures.

Once home after the excruciating day of 
confinement, I plopped down onto the emerald-
green leather couch that had so often become 
my bed during late-night homework dashes. 
Taking my chrome silver-colored iPod from my 
pocket, I checked to see who had tried to get in 
contact with me while I served my sentence in 
the jail cells we call classrooms. 

Madison’s number flashed across the top 
of the freshly revived black screen of my iPod. 
Maddie was a dazzlingly social character as 
well as one of my best friends, so I should have 
expected a text or two from her. But as I looked 
at the screen, it was apparent that the message 
was not from her.

“Hey, this is Matt. This is Noah, right?” Matt— 
I had heard Maddie talk about him before. He 
was in the hospital with some kind of cancer, 
and Maddie had been spending a lot of her time 
with him. Every time I tried to talk about him, 
the conversation ended in tears, so I had learned 
to not ask about this mysterious Matt character. 
From the small amount of information I 
received, I knew that he and Maddie were really 
close friends, but he didn’t have much time left. 

“Yeah, it’s Noah.” I quickly texted back. 
“Hmm,” I thought to myself, “Why would he be 
talking to me? I’ve never met him before, and we 
haven’t had contact before this. So why now?”

A new message popped onto the screen. 
“Good! I’ve been meaning to talk to you for a 
while.”

“Why?” I inquired. I wondered what he 
could what he could possibly say to me. Was he 
going to break the good news of his recovery 
from whatever illness he had? Was it something 
about Maddie? Was he upset with me? I couldn’t 
think of a single reason that this stranger would 
want to talk to me. I hadn’t even met him before.

A message box on the screen interrupted 
my interrogating introspection. “Well…I’m 
going into surgery soon and I’m not sure how 
long I have left. From what I’ve heard, you’re a 
good guy, so I have a job for you when I’m gone.”

I wondered what he had heard about me. 
Seeing that he would trust me with some sort of 
task, it was probably something good. Although 
I had never met this man before in my life, I 
felt inclined to do whatever he asked. If there 
was anything I could do to help someone on 
the verge of death, I would do it in an instant. 
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“Alright, whatever you need. What’s the job?”
A few painstaking moments passed, and I 

realized how odd it was to anticipate a message 
from someone  I had never met. After several 
anxious seconds, a new text shoved its way onto 
my screen. “I need you to be there for Maddie 
when I’m gone. Make sure that she’s happy. 
Don’t let the world take away that beautiful 
smile of hers.”

Wow. I was expecting a last request or 
some random task I could perform to before his 
passing. But this? This selfless imperative to help 
someone else? It boggled my youthful mind to a 
point of being nearly frozen with confusion and 
utter admiration for his ethics.

A second message made its place near 
the previous note. “Check that. Don’t just keep 
Maddie happy. There are plenty of people who 
need love and joy in their lives. I want you to 
help them find that.”

I was absolutely and completely baffled. 
Matt, a guy about to go into surgery for what 
might be the last time, had every right to be 
self-centered and concerned with matters only 
directly correlating with his own life. Yet, he was 
doing the exact opposite. My only response to 
his call to action was “I will.”

“Thanks, man. I gotta go. Time for surgery. 
I’m giving the phone back to Maddie.”

“Anytime. Even though I just met you, I can 
tell that you’re a great guy. You’re incredible.”

“Thanks, bud. Don’t forget what I asked you 
to do. Bye.”

“Bye.” As I put down my iPod, I could 
envision him being wheeled away to a final 
brawl against the impending jaws of death. 
I slumped into the recesses of the couch, 
gripping its leathery jade arms. How could 
anyone in Matt’s situation be such an angel?  I, 
with an easy life that was nearly perfect, always 
complained about the most miniscule things. 
I was impossibly selfish and thought of myself 
as superior to my peers, even though I was 
obviously not any better than the worst of them.

I realized that I needed to change. If Matt 
could be strong, so could I. This emerging 
desire for positive change slowly became my 
motivation for bettering myself through service 
and kindness.

These thoughts of altering my life for the 
better haunted my dreams that night. I could 
not shake the message that my life needed 
to go in a new direction. I needed to become 
someone who would dedicate his life to help 
others find the joy that Matt had imprinted on 
my soul, my heart, and my will. These feelings 
climaxed the next morning with the news that 
would serve as my brutal initiation into the 
frightening world of harsh reality. Matt, a man as 
much as an angel in my eyes, had passed away 
during surgery. Something had gone wrong, 
and the doctors could not fix the issue in time 
to preserve his life. This message brought me 
to the brink of tears, spilling over the edge a 
bit into the depths of true mourning, but these 
feelings were gradually replaced by a sense of 
duty. I would follow Matt’s final wish. I would 
carry on his legacy.

Almost a year after this occurrence, I have 
done my best to keep happiness in Maddie’s 
heart and a smile on her face. She remembers 
Matt far more vividly than I do, and we both do 
our best to preserve the spirit that he brought 
into our lives. We both strive for joy among life’s 
sorrows, and we both help others in any way 
we can.  And apart from Maddie, I still strive to 
bring others peace. This single commitment 
has reshaped my life from pride and falseness 
to humility. Without this motive, I likely would 
have traversed the erroneous path I had been 
on before, and I would not be who I am today.

I owe the person I am today to this selfless 
stranger, this unexpected blessing in my life. 
He helped me overcome my flawed view 
of life by giving me a chance to replace my 
selfish pride with humble service. My humility 
has strengthened me in times where I could 
have never lived without it. I now see that in 
this rugged reality of rocky paths and broken 
endings, one truth has proved itself valid for me, 
my good friend, and my guardian angel Matt:  
one of the best ways to find joy is to help others 
find it for themselves. 
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Benjamin Meek_________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

All Because of Clean Underwear . . .
I sat dejectedly in a pile of muddy slush on the 

edge of the highway, viciously rubbing my 
hands together in a vain attempt to stay warm. 
My stomach growled angrily. Today was just not 
my day. For the hundredth time that afternoon, 
visions of a huge, succulent hamburger drifted 
through my mind, its ephemeral taste lingering 
on my tongue and mocking my stomach’s 
emptiness. A frigid wind was blowing icy 
snowflakes against my cheeks, and a puddle of 
melted snow was gathering beneath my boots. I 
was alone. Completely alone. 

I leaned back slowly, closed my eyes, and 
tried to remember just how I had managed to 
get myself into this mess in the first place.

Surprisingly, the weekend hadn’t started 
out all that bad.  There hadn’t been any fire 
and brimstone, lightning bolts, pop quizzes, or 
other natural disasters to foretell my impending 
doom. The only difference about it was that 
it happened to be the weekend of my Scout 
troop’s annual snow camp out in Heber, Arizona. 

During the three-hour drive to the camp, we 
blasted songs nonstop, our discordant voices 
drowning out the music. Slowly, the landscape 
changed from a few sorry patches of frost 
to a blinding, glistening, endless expanse of 
perfectly white snow. All of the Scouts squealed 
in delight, like a group of five-year-old girls on 
Christmas morning, only louder and a lot more 
obnoxious. We arrived at the campsite just as 
the sun was setting on the horizon.

The next morning, we quickly packed up 
and headed down the road toward our sledding 
hill. As we pulled up, our troop glanced out 
the window and our mouths dropped open 
in wonder. It was a frozen paradise. A winding 
path led to the base of a steep sledding hill, and 
all around us was a lush, snow-covered forest, 
mysterious, yet enchanting. It looked as though 
someone had draped a huge, white blanket over 
the entire landscape.

 

The next few hours passed in a blur of whirling 
snow as the other Scouts and I threw snowballs, 
careened down slopes on rickety sleds, and 
tried to avoid eating the more questionably 
colored patches of snow. After a few hours of 
this, we slowly trudged back up the hill to the 
waiting car, our solitary oasis of warmth in the 
frigid wilderness. Every inch of my clothing was 
completely soaked, and I desperately needed 
a change of clothes— my snow-soaked pants 
were beginning to freeze to my skin! My only 
desire in life was a pair of clean, dry underwear. 
Without a second thought, I went back to the 
car, grabbed some dry clothes, and slipped into 
the woods to change, willing to do anything to 
end the torture of my soggy underwear.  

It took a little longer than I’d expected. I was 
forced to balance precariously on a log, trying 
valiantly to keep my toes from touching the 
snow. I must have looked ridiculous, arms and 
legs flailing wildly like a beetle flipped on its 
back as I struggled to put on a new pair of socks 
wearing only my birthday suit. The wind chill 
factor of -95 degrees was almost too much as I 
trudged back up the slope toward the waiting 
truck. And then, the unthinkable happened—I 
watched as the car slowly pulled out onto the 
highway and drove down the road. The scene 
replayed over and over in my uncomprehending 
mind like a broken record.

They were leaving me! 
For a second I stood there, stunned. Then 

everything shifted into slow motion. I dropped 
my pile of soggy clothes in the snow, racing for 
the road. My lungs were burning, there was a 
roaring in my ears, and my heart felt sick, yet I 
still managed to scream, “Stop, STOP!!!”

But it was too late. By the time I reached the 
road, the car was fading into the distance, a tiny 
black dot in the vast white wilderness.
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I groaned and sat down dejectedly in a pile 
of muddy slush. I was completely alone in the 
middle of nowhere. How could I have been so 
stupid? I thought, mentally kicking myself. I 
could just imagine my bleached bones being 
discovered by some Scout troop twenty years 
from now. The Scoutmaster would shake his 
head at the pile sadly and say to his boys, “See, 
this is what happens to bozos who forget to 
bring a buddy with them.” 

Suddenly I sat up straight. If I was going to 
die, I sure wasn’t going down without a fight. I 
began planning my survival strategy. Whenever 
someone gets left behind in a movie, they just 
hitchhike and get rescued by the next person 
who drives by. Maybe it would work for me 
too. I stuck out my thumb and waited. Just as 
I was about to give up hope, I glimpsed a car 
approaching from the distance. My hopes rose 
slightly. Could this be my golden chariot back 
home? The car drew closer. Suddenly, it spewed 
out a huge belch of black exhaust. I could now 
see that the van was shaking like it was going to 
explode, and the fifteen old, fat guys inside were 
drinking and singing louder than a herd of wild 
cats at midnight. I quickly put my thumb down. 
Hitchhiking is so overrated. So, it was on to Plan 
B. 

I was lucky enough to have remembered 
my pocketknife, and I knew the basics on how 
to make a snare. Maybe I could catch something 
to eat, I thought as I watched a couple of plump 
little squirrels chase each other up a tree. I 
quickly dismissed the idea when I realized just 
how disgusting eating a squirrel sounded, but 
I was ready to try almost anything to abate 
the gnawing hunger growing in the pit of my 
stomach. I was getting desperate, but although 
the odds were stacked against me, I refused to 
give up hope. 

And then a miracle happened.
Another car appeared. It came down the 

road, slowed, and pulled over right in front of 
me. I couldn’t believe my eyes. Was this really 

happening?! The engine idled for a moment, 
ticking softly, and then the doors burst open 
and a group of guys my age tumbled out. They 
were followed closely by their Scoutmaster. It 
was another troop! I was saved! If I hadn’t been 
so cold, I would have thrown myself at their 
feet and kissed their snow-covered boots. Their 
leader stared at me for a moment in confusion. 

“Hey, kid...what are you doing here?” he 
asked loudly. 

“Excuse me, but...do you have a cellphone 
that I can borrow to call my mom?” I squeaked. “I 
kind-of-sort-of-might-have gotten left behind.”

He gave me that are-you-kidding-me-right-
now look, but he pulled a phone out of his 
pocket and handed it to me. I gulped. Mom was 
gonna kill me. I slowly dialed her number with 
numb, shaking fingers and waited. 

My mom did what any good mother would 
do if she heard that her son had been left on the 
edge of a highway. She freaked out.

“You got left behind in the snow because 
you needed to change your underpants!?” she 
yelled in disbelief through the phone. I could 
hear the snickering of my older siblings in the 
background. I groaned, completely humiliated. I 
was never going to hear the end of this one. 

Though I came out no worse for the wear, 
this experience taught me a few things about 
life that I’ll never forget. First of all, don’t 
hitchhike. You never know who will try to 
give you a ride. Also, trying your best to solve 
a problem is always better than giving up. 
Even though it didn’t change the situation, 
by trying to find a solution rather than giving 
into my fears, I was able to overcome my trial 
and find hope that I would make it home. And, 
most importantly, having to endure soggy 
underpants isn’t all that bad. Believe me; clean 
underwear leads to nothing but trouble. 
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Mea Valli-Doherty_______________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Diane Grogan

Wild Waters
Complications, hardships, and difficulties 

often cloud our mind everyday, this results 
in the tragic loss of simple, yet precious details 
in life that go by unnoticed and forgotten. Birds 
chirping in the distance or the leaves rustling 
on a tree can be signs we overlook, but they 
prove how much Mother Nature has to offer. 
As humans, we are vulnerable to Nature’s 
forces and what she possesses. Whether calm, 
or overpowering and majestic, her beauty 
can leave us breathless and awestruck. For 
decades, the natural beauties or wonders of 
the world have attracted millions and caused 
countless onlookers to witness with disbelief, 
Mother Nature’s stunning qualities. Multifarious 
spectators have flocked overseas, traveled many 
miles and crossed borders to catch a glimpse of 
the powerful and roaring Niagara Falls. 

I was eleven years old when I experienced 
the inspiring and powerful sight of Niagara 
Falls. Our family stopped in New York to visit 
family for the summer, and thought it would be 
enjoyable to see another Natural Wonder of the 
World. Having witnessed the Grand Canyon’s 
vast and extensive view numerous times, I 
anticipated the moment we arrived with much 
anxiety. The rest of my family was bubbly, bright 
and overly excited about riding the Maid of the 
Mist, a legend of a boat ride, which gives an up 
close view of the massive waterfall. After we 
had driven around the teeming parking lot like 
baffled tourists to find a parking spot, I ambled 
out of the car and was suddenly aware of loud 
crashing waters. I was completely shocked 
at how, from a distance, I could still hear the 
rushing, pounding waves of the river. We arrived 
at the entrance to the park and, I glimpsed the 
glorious falls.

The water was rushing with impressive force 
as the massive white waterfall crashed down 
into the river below. The thundering of waves 
was overpowering as I leaned over the metal 
railing peering to get a finer look. The damp 
smell of water in the air was pleasing to my 

nose as I continued to be perplexed by Nature’s 
grandest site. The electrifying sight of the falls 
was inconceivable. I could see the American 
Falls on one side and the Canadian on the other. 
While the American side isn’t as grandiose as 
the Canadian, they are both stunning images. 
The Canadian Falls, unlike many other waterfalls, 
wrap around like a horseshoe. The semi-ring 
of the falls, immerses the basin in a curtain of 
water and makes every viewer’s senses explode 
with vibrancy. However, the American Falls was 
just as jaw-dropping. Streaming down the side 
of the cliff, rocks intercept the water, as the thick 
rush of white pour down the side. Despite the 
powerful and noisy sound of the falls, there was 
something very peaceful about just watching 
the water plunge into the deep abyss below. As 
we strolled around the park and engulfed the 
scenery around, we were finally ready to board 
the ride of a life time. 

The anticipation grew inside of me as we 
waited in the long line preparing to board. The 
line moved up steadily; it soon came time to 
board the Maid of the Mist. I was handed a light 
see-through, blue, trademark poncho along 
with warnings that I would get soaked. As I 
stepped onto the boat, the ground seemed to 
shift from under me. The rocking of the Maid 
of the Mist was lulling and peaceful, but the 
continuous pounding of the falls prevented 
anyone from falling asleep. The more people 
that clambered aboard, the more I was packed 
like a sardine against the front rail of the boat. 
Once we took off from the dock, I could already 
feel the mist and wind starting to pick up. As 
our white and blue boat traveled nearer the 
waterfall, the wind whipped at my face and 
blew my hair in all directions. I shielded my eyes 
from the spraying water, which was blowing at 
an intensive speed. The adrenaline and thrill of 
the ride was truly spectacular. The rough waves 
in the river lapped at the side of the boat, as if 
the waves were threatening to come aboard. 
Thousands of gallons of water were chugging 
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down the side of the falls into the river every 
second. Niagara Falls looked like a solid white 
curtain falling continuously down, never ceasing 
to part. The heavy constant flow of water was 
deafening, however it was surprising how calm 
the water seemed. 

After we docked, my whole body stopped 
vibrating and my heart rate decelerated. The 
Maid of the Mist ride was a once in a lifetime 
experience that I will never forget.  Even though 

the main reason we all went to Niagara Falls was 
to relish the experience and absorb the beauty 
that it had to offer, I took away something 
special. Niagara Falls will always be a powerful 
symbol. A symbol of Nature’s strength and 
powerful force. Despite the increasing global 
economy and the rising ambition of human 
might, Nature will always conquer. Not only will 
she bring the strong to their knees, but she will 
make them bow humbly before her. 



 Narrative ~ 39

Jessica Tanner__________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Skyline High
Teacher - Jennifer Medlock

The Empty Chair
Freshman year. That’s when I met him, sitting 

on the bleachers in P.E.; I’d seen him before, 
shaggy-haired and well-dressed and a stranger 
to me. That day everyone else was up playing 
dodge ball and there we were, sitting next to 
each other. I don’t know why I smiled at him 
or asked what his name was. I’d spent a whole 
semester perfectly content with only a friend or 
two, never talking to anyone, but I found myself 
rambling the hour away. I don’t know if I liked 
him then. I think I did. At the very least he was 
friendly and easy to talk to, so talk to him I did. 
We sat together at lunch— or rather, he, his ex-
girlfriend, and myself; suffice to say it was very 
awkward for me. Yes, I did like him then, but so 
did she, so I kept to myself. As the year went 
by the ex gave up and eventually moved away, 
but there were always other girls. And since 
I was his best friend, I was the first to hear the 
poems he wrote for them or the news that he’d 
met their parents. It was the unrequited love 
of a schoolgirl, meaningless and very bitter 
just the same, and all the more stinging for 
the combination of the two. I never voiced my 
feelings towards him. I was content to be his 
best friend, always there when he needed me. 
At least, that’s what I did my very best to believe, 
but it was a lie, of course. I hated the surges of 
hope I felt every time there was a new poem or 
a new vague comment about some girl he liked, 
because maybe, just maybe…

The ‘maybe’ felt less and less impossible 
and I felt more and more ridiculous, hoping 
and hoping. He was so hard to read. Granted, I’d 
never had any experience with boys, but surely 
best friends didn’t hug quite that much. Or start 
snuggling during a movie (that was certainly a 
surprise), or say ‘I love you’ before going to bed. 
Maybe, maybe, maybe. 

One year after we sat on the bleachers 
and talked, he kissed me. It was my first— or 
rather, he was. My mom was thrilled, and so 
were all of my friends that had been nagging 
for a year about him and me. I was, too. It’s an 

odd thing, loving someone in a way you didn’t 
know before, but it’s a good thing too. It was a 
bit difficult at times; I’ve always been somewhat 
lacking in self-confidence. I was never the 
prettiest girl in the room (does good personality 
count?) or the most interesting, and I was 
worried at first that he might find someone 
better. It never happened, though. College was 
tough; him being a year ahead of me, he spent 
one year in Wisconsin while I was still at high 
school. The next year he transferred to an in-
state university so we could stay together. We 
got older, graduated, and still it was he and I. 
Most of my friends were surprised, to say the 
least; nobody expects fleeting high school 
crushes to last. We married and bought a house 
together. Life was sweet and simple. And then 
one day he didn’t come home from work.

I was running late that day, I remember. 
Usually I could be home and have dinner 
ready by the time he came back, around 5:00. 
It was raining hard and the roads were slick. I 
was rushing to get home but dinner wasn’t so 
pressing as to make a fool of me; I had to drive 
slow to avoid skidding off the road. Sopping 
wet, I parked and ran inside. It was half past 
5:00 when I emerged from our bedroom dried 
and dressed, and still I was alone. There were 
no messages on my phone so I started dinner, 
thinking he’d been held up by the rain, too.

I sat at the kitchen table, my plate cooling in 
front of me as I watched his do the same from 
his empty seat. 6:00 came and went, and the 
overcast, gloomy light of the day began to die.

I don’t remember how long I sat up and 
waited, or when I went to bed. I know that when 
I woke up my alarm hadn’t gone off; it was a 
quarter to 10:00 in the morning. I stumbled out 
of bed, rubbing my eyes. I had changed into my 
pajamas at some point, it seemed. As I brushed 
my teeth I noticed the smell of cooking wafting 
up from downstairs. Eggs, maybe. He must’ve 
gotten up before I had and started breakfast.
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“Morning,” I yawned, walking into the 
kitchen, but paused mid-step. “Mom?” She 
turned to smile at me, scrambling eggs in a pan.

“How are you feeling?” she asked me, her 
voice kind but something unreadable in her 
gaze.

“Tired, I guess,” I shrugged. “When did 
you get here?”  Now my mother looked at me 
sharply, frowning.

“Last night. Don’t you remember?”
“No,” I narrowed my eyes. “Where’s—“ I broke 

off then. “Shoot! Work! I’m so late, I have to—“
“Don’t be ridiculous, I called you in sick.” My 

mom’s expression was hidden from me as she 
turned to take the pan off of the stove. “Eggs?”

She stayed for a little over two weeks. 
Somewhere in the middle I figured out the 
funny expression she had. It was pity. I guess 
she thought my husband ran off, since he didn’t 
come home. Everybody I passed seemed to 
think so, too. For the first week  people would 
bring over food and look at me with that same 
simpering expression my mother had adopted, 
but I didn’t care. They could think whatever 
they wanted, but I knew the man I married. He 
would be back. I went back to work despite my 
mother’s protests and after a while, she went 
home.

It wounds my pride to say this but her 
leaving made everything so much harder. I 
cried myself to sleep every night in a bed made 
for two, kept laying out dinner plates for two. 
I s’pose I imagined him coming home just in 
time for dinner like he’d always done. A month 
passed, two, three. And then one day, at 5:00 on 
the dot, there was a knock on the door.

I wasn’t as hopeful then as I had been. A part 
of me felt like it could burst, knowing without a 
doubt that it was him behind the door, but I did 
my best to squash it as I got up to answer the 
quiet knock. This had happened so many times 
before. It would be a postman, or a kid selling 
cookies, or—

And there he was. After so long, he was 
standing on the porch, his hands in his pockets, 
dressed the way he was the day he left and 
smiling like the day I fell in love with him.

“Hello,” he said.
I ran outside and buried my face in his chest, 

smelled his cologne, felt his heart beating under 
mine. He stroked my hair like he used to do, 
kissed my forehead, and we went  inside. I think 
I was crying, squeezing his hand as tightly as I 
could and just sitting with him.

Things went back to the way they were, 
mostly. He quit his job and stayed home, so I’d 
wake up, kiss him goodbye, and go to work. I 
always caught myself holding my breath as I 
walked through the front door, wondering if 
he’d be gone again, but he was always there. 
We spent weekends at home, sitting together 
and maybe playing a board game or watching 
a movie or walking around the neighborhood. 
I don’t know that I’d ever been happier. Well, 
that’s a lie, the first year after getting married 
was golden, but after three months of waiting I 
felt just like I had then, so in love and so happy.

I invited my mother over a few weeks after 
he came home. It was both a “thank you for 
taking care of me” visit and also a “look who 
came home” visit; I watched her face eagerly as 
I pulled up a chair for her to sit in, my husband 
sitting next to me. I was expecting surprise, 
gladness, maybe even anger at him for being 
gone so long.

I wasn’t expecting her to look so sad.
“Oh, sweetheart,” she murmured to me, her 

voice breaking. I felt as if I could hear her heart 
breaking, too. “My baby girl.”

There was silence for a moment. My 
husband looked down at his untouched plate 
and said nothing. When my mom didn’t look at 
him or say hello, I nodded towards him.

“He came back,” I cleared my throat, smiling, 
and I heard her stifle a sob.

“I don’t think he did, baby.”
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Rajan Patel_____________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington

The Sudorific Southpaw

The handshake: a gesture of courtesy, 
friendship, and welcome, central to building 

relations in any country. For me, it’s a dreaded 
method of salutation. Grasping someone’s hand, 
seeing them cringe, and noting them covertly 
wipe their hands on their pants is just a routine I 
am used to. A routine that signifies their disgust 
with me when we’ve only just met; a routine 
that tossed any vestige of confidence to the 
wind, making me look nervous, unconfident, 
and weak.

The reason for this almost immediate 
loss of respect? I have hyperhidrosis, a 
medical condition that causes uncontrollable 
perspiration in the palms. Hyperhidrosis, 
otherwise known as “Rajan’s sweaty hand 
syndrome,” is the basis for social, academic, 
and self esteem issues for about two percent 
of Americans, its causes unknown except that 
it’s genetic. As a child, my parents did not think 
much about my damp hands, assuming I would 
outgrow the problem. I, too, basically ignored 
the condition, and even, to a degree, enjoyed 
its novelty.  Sweating beyond normal human 
capacity seemed like the mark of a superhero, 
and I started to imagine myself as “The Water 
Wonder” or “Drip Demon.”

As I grew older, however, such fancies fell 
away. With my condition worsening, I began 
to turn in assignments that bled and faded. 
In junior high, I took to wearing white cotton 
gloves to remedy the problem. While they 
seemed to be a good temporary fix, gloves 
only made my social and day to day life more 
difficult. Using touchscreens and gripping 
pencils became even harder, and now that my 
classmates could visualize my condition they 
moved away in revulsion. Students and even 
some teachers started to refer to me as “Michael 
Jackson” on account of the gloved hand I would 
raise to ask questions.

I began to see a dermatologist, who 
prescribed everything –creams, pills, and 
an Iontophoresis treatment, which would 

supposedly electrocute my hands into sweating 
properly – none of which had any effect. I was 
out of options, and close to packing up my 
white gloves and resigning myself to writing in 
school as little as possible. Drip Demon would 
have to morph into High School Dropout. I 
started to think that my lifelong dreams of 
making it to college would be scotched by 
something as insignificant as sweat. 

However, that choice didn’t rest easy with 
me. I knew that it would take a lot more than 
sweaty palms and a smudged assignment to 
derail me from my path to success. I realized 
that, even with my condition, I was able to 
excel at many things, and make all the hard 
work my parents had done worthwhile. Being 
proficient at school showed me that I could be 
competitive with my peers at our coursework. 
Teaching others about my condition didn’t 
make me pitiful, but rather helped me to 
develop social skills and courage. Being 
questioned about my palms soon became 
enjoyable, made me feel important, and gave 
me a sense of pride. Rather than fear my 
condition, I began to embrace it as a unique 
and integral part of who I was. My desire to go 
to college and to justify all of my parents’ hard 
work had given me the strength to ignore my 
differences. I would not allow the hyperhidrosis 
to serve as an excuse for not being able to do 
certain things. Rather, it was an obstacle that I 
had always overcome to excel at certain things.

 With this on my mind, I chose to stop using 
gloves during high school, and found small 
solutions to the things that ail me the most. I 
altered my writing style, lifting my hand so it 
could not ruin my assignments. I found that a 
high five could be replaced with a fist bump, a 
sweaty grip fixed with a swipe of a handkerchief, 
and a hug swapped for a few pats on the back. 
Today, I continue using my gloves at home 
for relief while typing—even with this essay. 
The only thing I haven’t found a solution to is 
handshakes...maybe there’s an app for that. 
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Ashley Preves__________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Celeste Burns

A Trip to the Fourth Dimension
“Lord help me, Jesus be with me, I need 

you now!” Steven howled with all the 
might of his adolescent lungs. 

Gripping his hand tightly, my blood-drained 
face opened to let out an awful damsel-in-
distress-classic-horror-movie type of shriek. 

As we were occupied with the task of 
exasperating our vocal chords, southern 
California glittered below us. On the bright 
spring morning, seas of palm tress and distant 
steel structures flooded the land. Even the 
smog added a nostalgic touch, gently draping 
over the horizon. I looked down at my stained 
suede Vans slip-ons dangling 100 feet above 
the concrete below. Although the view was 
astounding, I couldn’t help but fear for my 
precious young life.

*****
“I honestly despise you guys right now. 

Why did I agree to go on this trip? I hate 
roller coasters. They’re evil. They’re created 
by psychopaths, I just know it. People bent 
on watching people suffer,” I ranted to the 
four other physics students with me on 
Red Mountain’s Physics Department annual 
excursion to Six Flags Magic Mountain. We were 
in line to ride the famous X2, and I had (against 
my undying will) been dragged there by my 
good friend, Steven. He’d promised me I’d be 
okay, peer pressured me to have some fun, and 
when the adrenaline began to creep into my 
system, he saw his chance and pushed me into 
the line. 

Oh, that line. We were too far in to 
nonchalantly scoot our way out, too far out to 
even see the ride. Every few minutes we would 
inch forward, and every few minutes my nerves 
would leap towards the ever-looming panic 
attack. Soon, we began to pass signs describing 
the ride. I’m not sure if they were supposed to 
build anticipation or excitement, but all they 
achieved was the building up of my breakfast 
in my esophagus. The first 4th-dimension roller 

coaster: 76 mph, a 215 ft drop, 2 inversions and 
flame-throwers! I just hugged myself, keeping 
my body together in fear I would fall apart from 
the anxiety.

Thirty agonizing minutes passed and we 
found ourselves walking up the ramp to board 
the coaster. It was decided I would sit next to 
Steven; it didn’t matter that he couldn’t actually 
protect me from the terror that is the X2, I just 
liked the idea of not having another screaming 
teenage girl next to me. I can barely handle 
myself.

As we took our seats, I quickly ripped the 
first seatbelt across my lap, tightening until I was 
sure I’d ruptured my lower intestine. Pulling the 
steel harness over my shoulders, I made sure I 
had little room to breathe (I was not flying out 
of that seat; not in front of half my AP class). The 
attendant mumbled through the loudspeaker 
about general safety, finally reciting what I was 
sure was my death sentence: “Thank you for 
choosing Six Flags Magic Mountain and enjoy 
your ride on the X2”. 

*****
“Jesus! Any deity that is present, just please, 

watch over me!” Steven continued to wail as we 
waited for the ride to reach its very first drop. 
The coaster was ominously slow; below, the 
people in line cheered in an effort to encourage 
while I focused on every creak of the chain 
pulling us up as heavy metal music played out 
the speakers installed in our seats. I had stopped 
bawling. I wanted my last moments on Earth to 
be peaceful and Zen. I let out a gush of air from 
my lungs as the clicking of the chain slowed. 
Fracturing every bone in Steven’s hand with my 
viselike grip, we both busted out in maniacal 
laughter.

“Steven I love you so much and I just really 
do okay?” I blubbered sloppily.

“Ashley I love you and we’re gonna make it 
through this.”
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And with that, a minute and a half of pure 
hell ensued. I didn’t open my eyes once, but I 
was certain I had broken my neck at least four 
times and there was a distinct moment on the 
second inversion where I knew I was going to 
die, as gravity lifted my entire body out of the 
seat and the seventeen years of memories I’d 
acquired on this earth flooded my mind. Steven 
and the three other students with me screamed 
the entire time, but for some reason I began to 
smile. Maybe it was the endorphins rushing to 
my brain, maybe it was the welcome feeling 
of childhood, maybe I had a psychotic break, 

but in those moments of terror, I was in a state 
of pure bliss. My previous anxiety was nothing 
more than a mere memory. I had faced my own 
demon.

The ride quickly ended and the coaster 
slowly rolled back into its starting position; a 
fresh batch of victims eagerly standing in line 
for their turn. Steven and I tore off our harnesses 
and shakily stepped onto solid ground. After 
a quick smooch to the concrete, Steven 
ecstatically picked me up. Together we said 
a prayer to every god, and left the X2 to begin 
another hero’s journey.
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Heather Christie________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade Teacher - Las Sendas Elementary

The Journal of Harper Beck
8/21/13         
Entry:  “ ‘If it were up to me…’ Answer with 5 

statements. ”
Mr. Thorpe, no offense, but what kind of 

beginning is this?  It’s way too open.  Where 
would one even begin?  

Since you said we could be honest about 
what we’re thinking without penalty, here 
goes…What are YOU thinking?  Like eighth 
graders want to share their feelings in their 
journals—it’s not gonna talk back and give me 
the advice I need.  And, do you honestly think 
anyone believes you when you say we can “fold 
down a private page?”  Would you believe what 
you’re saying if you were me? 

Better yet, who would pour that much heart 
into this thing anyway? Look, my problems 
are best solved with Michelle, my BEST friend.  
There’s also Syd...a very close backup.  And, 
when I need the whole guy-perspective on my 
life’s thoughts, challenges, and problems, I go 
to Kevin.  All of these people actually get me 
and understand when I need ice cream, words, 
the chance to moan and fret, or a moment to 
scream my lungs off and hit something hard.

  Last time I checked, teachers never really 
cared about who their students are anyway.  
They grade papers, teach us a bunch of stuff 
we learned last year, or test us on a bunch of 
stuff they force us to memorize that we don’t 
need…Proof 1, 2, & 3: body parts of a frog, 
distance to the next galaxy, how many different 
combinations can be made from 8 shirts, 4 pairs 
of jeans, and 2 pairs of shoes? This journal is 
probably just something to do in-between all 
that other nonsense.   

Another thought, how lonely does a person 
have to be to actually want to read all these 
journals?  Don’t you have anything better to do 
at night or on the weekends?  If you’re desperate 
for a hobby, why does your class need to supply 
you with one? Can’t you DVR a football game?

I’m finished with my complaining now, 
here’s the assignment.  Enjoy, I guess!

“If it were up to me….”
1) I’d make the school day shorter.  What    

               8th grader wouldn’t?  Never mind, 
               scratch that—everybody probably put 
               that.  I am not a sheep.  I’d make the 
               school day longer, but only by 3 
               minutes.  (More time to chew at lunch.)  

2) Oreo Cookie Ice Cream would be its own 
               piece in the food pyramid.  At the very  
               least, it would fulfill the daily dairy  
               requirement. It’s got plenty of milk in it.

3) Anti-virus programs would NEVER expire  
               so that purely-evil techno-nerds could 
               ruin stuff.  If so, I’d still have my pics from 
               last year’s trip to Chicago with my 
               aunt, and my favorite picture of Jet, my 
               golden retriever who died last August.  
               Stupid, evil viruses!  Stupid, evil brainiacs 
               with nothing better to do than try and 
               make other people suffer because they  
               can’t control the universe!  Or can 
               they?!?!

4) Every big Hollywood star would sell  
               at least 10 things and give the money to  
               those without.  I’m not personally  
               interested in any of their junk, but 
               I’m certain this act would begin the end  
               of starvation in Africa.  

5) My mother would act more like a 
                mother.

So far, that’s all I’ve got.  I’m not going to put 
in any fairytale wishes like a mountain of money, 
no homework, or an endless supply of gum.  I 
bet by the time you’ve gotten to my journal in 
the stack, you’ve read those things eleven times 
already.  Remember, I am not a sheep.  Also, I will 
also not put in anything gooey like, “If it were 
up to me... so-and-so would be my boyfriend.”  
Gross, yuck, so sugary-sick and desperate! I 
mean, you don’t want to read that kind of crap 
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anyway, I hope.  Otherwise, you’d just pick up 
one of those new Clique Chick books, right?  I’d 
never be caught dead with one of those in my 
possession.  

I hope I got the gist of what you said in 
class.  If I didn’t… are you going to make me 
re-do this?  I mean, you can’t really grade this 
like an assignment, can you?  You never really 
explained how this journal thing would impact 
our grade.  

8/28/13
Entry: “The best or worst quote from a 

book…” 
Mr. Thorpe, this prompt is loads better than 

the last one. 
*Just so you know, I’m not into getting all 

personal, especially with a teacher/adult.  No 
offense intended; you seem fairly nice.  It’s just, I 
find myself less disappointed with those around 
me when I can control who I let in to know the 
“real” me.  So far, adults have disappointed me 
the most. (Reference: “If it were up to me…”#5)

“The WORST quote from a book…”
Give me a little leeway here, because 

technically I did not read the entire book.  Last 
year, Ms. Doonley made us read a novel for 
an author’s visit.  Most of us got pretty excited 
about the upcoming break from the tedium of 
having her as a teacher and the idea of having 
an actual published author visit (unless you’ve 
been her student, you can’t give me any flack 
about being judgmental.  She’s terrible!  You’re 
much better, Mr. Thorpe).  

So, Ms. Doonley doesn’t tell us who’s 
coming, but she assigns us all one of the 
author’s novels to read.  We didn’t complain… 
until we saw the covers of the books.  All of 
them had the same overly-tan, fantasy man 
clutching what I am sure was a weak, desperate, 
poorly-written, love-struck leading lady. Turns 
out: the author is Tara Freeman’s aunt, who’s a 
romance novelist with some awful, fluffy pen 

name: Roberta La-something-or-other.  I never 
got past page 8. Poor Tara, she looked like she 
had eaten bad cheese, overripe cantaloupe 
and nine-day-old sushi, during her aunt’s entire 
presentation and sneak-peek reading of her 
latest trash.  I only made it through because 
under my desk, I was reading Sandman by Neil 
Gaiman.

The WORST quote: “Mac was as big as the 
truck he was named after..”   

*Be honest, would you have bothered to 
read page 9?  

Harper, how do you know she’s not my wife? 

9/4/13
Entry:  “Describe an embarrassing moment.”  
Hold on!  I know she’s not your wife because 

I can tell by the Lit. list on your syllabus that you 
have taste.  At least in books!  (Ditch that old-
man cardigan you wore yesterday.  I’m not one 
of those shallow, care-what-everyone-wears 
kind-of girls, but that thing is the color of runny 
diarrhea.) 

Back to the prompt!  REALLY, Mr. Thorpe? No 
one wants to relive an embarrassing moment.  
Not in the mind, and certainly not on paper. 
Can’t I just make one up?  Farting during an oral 
report on the dystopian society presented in 
Lois Lowry’s The Giver.

Any points for that?  Are you at least 
laughing a little? 

Okay, but I’m going to make this quick. Two 
months ago, my mother had too much to drink 
at my aunt’s wedding.  They got into a huge 
argument and haven’t spoken since. No need 
to call a counselor or anything, it’s just a SISTER 
thing.

 

Harper, expand your last entry.  It may 
be cathartic for you.  You can always make it a 
private page. 
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9/6/13 
Entry: Expand on my last entry.  
No thanks. I’m not gonna be able to don 

a cape, swoop in a la Superman, and change 
anything that happened.  Why relive it at all?

9/12/13
Entry: “Use three adjectives to describe 

yourself.  Explain.” (Frustrated. Mad. Crampy. 
Can I just skip the explanation part and tell you 
what’s on my mind instead?)

I can’t believe my mother!  She promised 
me last spring that I could spend this coming 
summer with my aunt and uncle.  Now I can’t.  
You know, my mom makes me lots of small 
promises, which she hardly ever keeps.

Do I complain? No.  I can’t hold her to things 
we can’t afford and I’m not some spoiled brat. 
But keeping me from family is stupid.  I wonder 
if she knows how much I text my aunt anyway.  
THEIR fight is THEIR business.  I don’t want to be 
drug? dragged? put in the middle!  

And by the way…this promise costs her 
nothing but possibly swallowing her pride. 

Why should I miss out on spending time 
with my aunt just because my mom and she? 
her? (Aaahhh! English rules are for mules!) are 
fighting? Not fair.  I know, I know, insert trite 
adult response #134: “Who said life is fair?” 
Phrases like this are why kids mostly open up 
to their peers.  Michelle, Syd, and Kevin would 
never say something so unhelpful to me.  

9/18/13
Entry: “If you could be a toy, what would you 

be? Why?” 
I’d be Legos and start putting my family 

back together.  
Mr. Thorpe, my mom left the house three 

days ago. I can’t even begin to explain all of the 
things that I am feeling. I just need to vent.  I 
guess I’m glad I have this journal…
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Karen Procopio_________________________________________________________________
Technology Teacher, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies

Dearest Amanda

I stand outside the principal’s office, trying to 
divert my eyes away from his window, trying 

not to decipher the voices escalating from 
behind his closed door.  From what I can see, 
Callie Thompson’s father is really angry.  And no 
wonder.  We’re all in deep trouble.  He shoves his 
chair backwards and stands up so quickly that 
his pinstriped pants remain bunched around 
the tops of his legs. “You’re wrong, Principal 
West,” he yells, thrusting a finger in the air.  “My 
daughter Callie would never do anything like 
this.  You’ll be hearing from my lawyer.” 

Jack and the other students who wait 
outside the office stifle their laughter, but 
my throat is dry and I can’t swallow.  As Mr. 
Thompson yanks the door open, the air seems 
to suck out of my lungs.  Callie walks past me 
and presses a stare so deeply into my head that 
I take a step backwards.  Then she nods at Jack 
and follows her father, swinging her hips coolly 
beneath a short skirt.  Mrs. Peters, our school 
secretary, shoots a disapproving glance at Callie, 
and then fixes a confused gaze on me.  I’ve 
never been in trouble before.  

Principal West stands calmly in his doorway, 
unfazed by the outburst, as if a school-wide 
investigation is business-as-usual at Marshall 
High School.  “Jennifer Webster,” he says, reading 
my name from a clipboard.  I leave the safety of 
the wall that has held me upright for the past 
hour.  I follow him inside and he closes the door.  

“Sit down.”  He points to a chair opposite his 
desk.

I’ve only been in the principal’s office once 
to get his signature for a National Honor Society 
event.  But this time, I stand with the accused.  
It’s all I can do to keep from digging a hangnail 
into the side of my thumb.

“So, Miss Webster,” he says, opening a manila 
folder.  “I see that you’re a straight A student.”  He 
flips a page. “And it looks like you took the SATs 
early.  Big college plans?”

“Yes.”    

“State fan?” 
“It’s my Dad who loves State,” I say, trying 

to be lighthearted and conversational, but my 
voice sounds weak and distant, like it’s coming 
out of the PA speakers from across campus. “For 
me, it all depends on scholarships.”  

“Well, it looks like you’ll qualify for quite a 
few.  And your major?”

“Medicine…” I say, but the word sticks to 
my tongue.  What if this whole situation ruins my 
college plans?

He clears his throat and touches his 
fingertips into a teepee.  “Okay, Miss Webster.  
Let’s start at the beginning, shall we?  When did 
you first meet Amanda Trump?”

Amanda Frump.  That’s what everyone’s been 
calling her since elementary school. “I don’t know 
her.”

“Really?  She’s in your English Literature 
class.”

I shrugged.  “Well, sure, but I don’t know her.   
It’s a big class.”  

“According to your teacher, Ms. Willowsby, 
Amanda’s seat is in the row directly in front of 
you.  Am I right?”

“Yes.”  Finally, Ms. Willowsby gets involved.  
Where was she when this whole thing erupted?  

“And Amanda rode the same bus as you.”
“Yes.”
I remember Amanda boarding the 

bus in second grade, heaving her rolling 
backpack up the steps – clump, clump, clump.  
I also remember hiding my face in my book, 
pretending not to notice her standing there, 
waiting for me to scoot over.  And I remember 
the taunts -- Amanda Frump!  Amanda Frump! 
She’s a lump!  In the dump!

 “Mr. West, I don’t understand why I’m here 
today.  I didn’t do anything.”

“Amanda’s family specifically mentioned 
your name, Miss Webster.”

“My name?  Why?”
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“It appeared in Amanda’s journal.”
What in the world did this girl say to implicate 

me in this whole mess?  “Like I said, I don’t 
know her.  I mean, we don’t work on projects 
together…or even talk to each other, for that 
matter…” 

“Miss Webster, are you aware of what 
happened this morning?”

“Not really.  I’ve heard that Amanda Trump 
reported everyone in class for bullying her, and 
we’re all being investigated.”

“Miss Webster, Amanda Trump is dead.”
“What?  Dead?”  
“She hanged herself in her closet.  Her 

mother tried to save her, but it was too late.”  
I clasp my hand over my mouth, attempting 

to hold back a whimper that aches in the back 
of my throat.  “That’s…just…so awful…”

“Do you have any idea why she would take 
her own life?”

“Nothing that I know of,” I say, other than 
the fact that she’d been tormented her entire 
childhood.  “Except…yesterday…there was a 
note...”

“What kind of note?”
“A love note.”
“From whom?”
“I don’t know.  But Amanda’s name was on 

it.”
“Did you read it?”
“I couldn’t help but see it.”
 Someone passed the note during class.  

Ms. Willowsby just kept teaching, oblivious to 
the undercurrent of meanness and snickering in 
the classroom, her eyes breezing over Amanda, 
who had tucked her head into her arms and 
covered her ears.  When the note was passed to 
me, I tried not to look, but it caught my eye.  It 
was beautifully drawn, with artsy swirls of pinks, 
yellows and greens, and in the center of it all 
was a heart adorned with two names written in 
ornate cursive – Jack and Amanda. 

My Dearest Jack:
I know that you’re a 

handsome football player. You’re 
tough and popular and totally 

awesome, and I’m ugly, fat and 
stupid.  But I think if we got 
married, we could make beautiful 
babies and live a fabulous life 
together.  

I love you, my darling! 
Your Dearest Amanda

It was definitely not Amanda’s color scheme. 

I’ve watched her scribble black and purple 
skulls and crossbones all over her notebook.  
And definitely not Amanda’s style, since she 
never made eye contact with anyone in class, 
especially Jack.  It looked more like the artwork 
of someone close to Jack – like his cruel 
girlfriend, Callie Thompson.  Amanda Trump, 
who eats by herself on the school steps, would 
have never written that note.  And I doubted 
very much anyone believed she was in love with 
Jack.  But just the idea of it was enough to spark 
another onslaught of harassment.  

“Did anyone else read it?”
“Yes, pretty much everyone in the 

classroom.”
“Where is the note now?”
“The last I saw it, Jack rolled it into a ball and 

threw it at Amanda’s head.”
“And Ms.Willowsby?
“I don’t want to get a teacher in trouble, Mr. 

West…but she didn’t do anything.”
“And you – did you do anything?”
“What was I supposed to do?”
“You could have reported the incident to Ms. 

Willowsby.  Or to me.”
“Mr. West, this has been going on for years.  

It’s just the way things are, I mean, were, for 
people like Amanda.”

He pulls a spiral notebook from his desk 
drawer.  I recognize the black and purple skulls 
immediately.  Amanda’s notebook.  The one 
that had been thrown across Ms. Willowsby’s 
classroom too many times.  Pages had been 
ripped away.  Secrets had been announced.  
And for some reason, my name was inside.
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Mr. West flipped through its pages. “Let’s 
hear from Amanda, shall we?  Read this part.”

“I have no friends.  No one has 
ever liked me, and I don’t know 
why.  I’d love to talk to someone, 
anyone, but no one ever talks to 
me, or asks me what I think.  I’d 
be a great friend, if I had one.  We 
could have sleepovers and talk 
about books or music or movies.  
But there’s not one person who 
cares.

If I could choose anyone in the 
entire school to be friends with, it 
would be Jennifer Webster.  She 
has a beautiful heart.  She never 
says anything mean to anyone.  
And she’s really smart.  I hear she 
wants to be a doctor.  I think she’ll 
be a-m-a-z-i-n-g.  I just wish she’d 
notice me, but she never does. I’m 
invisible to her, too.”  

  - A –
The words slice into my heart, and all I can 

see is young Amanda staring at me, waiting for 
me to scoot over.  I watched a girl’s fire slowly 
burn out of her soul.  And I did nothing.  How 
could I have been so cruel?  

“Miss Webster, is there anything you’d like to 
say?”

“No.” I stare out the office window at 
the group of students who harassed and 
embarrassed Amanda, and the realization 
makes me shudder.

“You may leave now, Miss Webster.”
“Wait.”  I reach across the desk and slide 

the notebook toward me.  I pull a pen from my 
purse.  “There’s something I need to write...”  

Dear Amanda:
I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you 

when you needed me all these 
years.  I’m sorry I didn’t speak up 
when you needed a friend.  I’m 
sorry I didn’t even try.  If I could 
do it over again, I’d eat lunch 
with you.  And get lattes in the 
morning.  And watch chick flicks.  
And be your friend. 

When I met with Mr. West, 
I was sure I didn’t do anything 
wrong.  Now, I know the truth.  I 
didn’t do anything at all.            

                      - J –





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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Thaddeus Hepworth________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Suzzanne Shawver

My Fish Silvermis
I got Silvermis at Walmart on Tuesday. 
Silvermis is my fish. 
Silvermis lives in a fishbowl always. 
My mom bought the fish today.
I love my fish Silvermis. 
We really wanted to get her more than a dog or a cat. 

I can hit the ball high,
I can hit the ball low,
I can hit the ball fast,
Where did it go?

Backhand or forehand,
Volley or serve,
I love to play tennis,
Even with my nerves.

Sometimes you lose,
Sometimes you win,
But most important,
Is to play like a champion!

Davaya Smith___________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

Dancing to a Puddle
I am dancing to a puddle
I would be splash’en
I would be pranc’en
I am dancing to a puddle

Sereniti Johnson________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Leah Jameson

Tennis
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Katie Gallo__________________________________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Beth Hunt

School
School is a fun place.

We learn, laugh and we even play chase.
We have all these great things which make school fun,

Math, Music and P.E., where we run.
I have all these friends that make school fun,

That’s why it’s sad when my day is done. 

Johanna Mast________________________________________
Second Grade, Entz Elementary
Teacher - Carol Woods

The Song
There is a song very dear,
For all people who strain to hear.
They say it is sung by mermaids fair,
Who sit on rocks combing their hair .
No one has seen these maids of the sea,
No one, that is, except me . . . 

Glais Dill____________________________________________________
Third Grade, Franklin at Alma Elementary
Teacher - Linda Hofmann

Snowflake Twinkling
Snowflake, snowflake, come to me.
Like a drifting bumblebee.
Going softly, coming down, 
With a pattern like a crown.
Falling! Falling! Through the air,
Snowflakes! Snowflakes! Everywhere.
When you touch the ground, I know,
You will melt to water though. 
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Jefferson Giles__________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Meena Kazmi

95
My great-grandma just turned 95,

Holy cow! I can’t believe she is still alive!
She was born in the year 1918,

It’s amazing what she has done and seen.
She grew up in Alabama and swam with the gators,

remembers the first television, microwave, and elevators.
She lived through wars, the Great Depression, and the first Mickey Mouse cartoon,

She even remembers when man first walked on the moon.
Her name is Edna, but we all call her Grandma Moe,

and she loves my entire family from head to toe.
Although her eyes and ears don’t work so well,

my mom still thinks she is a Southern belle.
Even though she is about to take defeat,

I have the most loving great-grandma anyone could ever meet. 

Emeri Arnett____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Renee Langston

      Fall Leaves
 

Falling leaves whoosh to the ground,
All I hear is a crunching sound.

Leaves change from red to yellow,
Love how they feel so mellow.

Leaves will never stop,
Every little one will drop.

And when the leaves are not green,
Very many colors you have seen.

Each will catch your eye,
So many in the sky.
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Katelyn Wiezbowski_____________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Entz Elementary
Teacher - Michelle Mullenaux

The Best Place on Earth
The Ocean

The mystical ocean
Filled with unique wonder

The rich, red coral waits for a kaleidoscope of fish to dart in and out
through the shadows

Crabs scurry across the mysterious ocean floor,
while sharks lurk through the dark depths of the sea

The rebellious octopus squirts its purple ink,
as the stingray paralyzes its prey like a black widow on the prowl

I taste the salty ocean air,
while admiring the crashing waves before me
I can hear the ocean wind howling like a hungry wolf

The glorious dolphins playfully spiral up,
toward the crystal blue sky,
While the spout of the breathtaking blue whale, blows its powerful mist

Feeling at peace,
I smell the calm, salty air,
I watch the waves pound in rhythm against the velvety, sandy shore

A place of tranquility and beauty
As calm as a baby sleeping in its cradle
I can almost hear the wind whispering to me
to wade in its inviting waters

A mysterious and spiritual adventure
The Best Place on Earth
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Natalia Demichellis______________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Michelle Guanell

   Twilight to Midnight

Oliver Wolflig___________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Michelle Guanell

       Gentle Giant

A gleaming sun shares its last light and disappears over the  horizon
A final call of a bird projects out into the dim ever fading light

Fog washes over inviting smooth hills
A smooth log wrapped in flames with a rough crisp crackle tames the

darkness
Soft steps on a lost trail following the sound of silky waters

Eyes grasping every ounce of light trickling down from the stars above
A faint rustle of cool silky wind dancing through needles of tall pine

trees
Bodies still on a warm inviting stone ledge

Not a word to be spoken of such a beautiful canvas

What a beautiful creature,
So many astonishing features

Covered with silky hair,
It is a lovely bear.

Looking at first, someone might be filled with fright,
But Mama Bear with her cubs

Is simply a peaceful sight.

Protecting her young from the wide world around,
Her roars seem to be such a pleading sound.

The terrifying sight of the human race,
Cruelly takes over her valuable space.

On the outside, she is a mighty grizzly bear,
But on the inside, she is a mother who is treated unfair.

Let’s sit down and wonder if
It is us humans that are truly the scare.
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Chase Harris____________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Highland Elementary
Teachers - Janet Millar-Haskell, Pamela Robedeau

                         Nature
Whenever I listen to the wind, it speaks to me saying,

Obey,     Heed,     Listen,
Slow,      Stop,       Listen,

The wind has a story and it wants you to hear

Whenever I listen to the sea, it speaks to me saying,

Rush,      Hurry,     Speed,
Run,        Dash,      Speed,

There’s somewhere the sea wants you to be

Whenever I listen to the mountain, it whispers to me
 saying

Stay,           Recline,         Rest,
Unbend,    Lie down,     Rest,

The journey is finished and the earth wants you to rest.
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Charlotte Stenmark______________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Michelle Guanell

                      In a Spin
We smile and giggle, I watch out the window as the trees zoom by.

In a spin.

The tears hang in the thick, dusty smoke that covers my face and clothes.

I hurt.

I feel the ache in my solemn body and recognize the act, but I can’t understand it.

In shock.

I see the crumpled black beast that saved me.

I wait.

I am a prisoner on a backboard with a brace around my neck.

I cry.

The lights are too bright and the machines too loud.

I wait.

As the x-rays are taken my head spins with questions

I sleep.

Life caught up with me as I finally embrace the terrifying truth.

In a spin.
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Jenna Montierth________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

                      The Corner
She sits on the corner of a lonely street,

Tears swirling around her in great waves of misery.
You stand nearby,

Scoffing at her weakness.
Slowly the tears begin to envelop her.

You point and laugh,
Why doesn’t she just get up?

Soon she is drowning in her own sorrow,
Too exhausted to help even herself.

You marvel at her stupidity,
Why doesn’t she just learn how to swim?

She is taken under.
She is lost.

Suddenly your laughter turns to silence.
It was only a game.

It wasn’t meant to be this way.
You stand and think,

Is there something you should have done?
You walk over and take your turn on the corner of the lonely street.

As tears begin to pour down your face,
Your own cruel words fill your ears.

You remember the girl who once sat there.
And you understand.
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Amber Wadsworth______________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

                           Seed
I cling to my mother, eyes shut and dreaming.

All around us, nature is screaming
Happily

Of rebirth, of new life, of spring.

My eyes flutter open, taking in greens, blues.
My fingers loosen; will I choose

To fall
And spiral down to an unknown land?

I drop and swirl, the world becomes smears
   To return to my hazy life far above. 

I must face the green carpet below me
And start a new life; make it homey.

But no.
The wind has other plans.

It shoves me to and fro, bruising and scratching.
I can grasp nothing for comfort, there will not be 

latching 
Onto anything.

I am on my own in the gale.

I wait patiently for the storm to cease.
But the thrusting winds only increase

And pound
At my fragile body...

Drifting, floating endlessly on a sea of blue,
Gentle breezes pull me through

Calmingly.
Repenting for their fiercer cousins’ rage.

I am at last at peace as I wander,
Often slowing to ponder

Life
And its bounteous beauties.

I soon reach what my destination was through it 
all:

The soft, bumpy ground that ends my fall.
Stillness

Is all I experience for days.

Then, a force inside me cracks my shell
Stronger than the storm and my recent landing as 

well.
Breathing

And nosing its way up.

Later, much later, I stand straight and high
To countless winters I’ve said goodbye, 

But this one
Is special, for now minute life forms coat my arms.

They cling to me, eyes closed and dreaming, 
All around us nature is screaming

Happily
Of rebirth.
Of new life.

Of spring.
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Grace Miller______________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

A Portable, 
Personal Paradise
My retreat
My escape
My refuge
Sits on the clean wooden table.
As I pick up my new adventure,
I ruffle its crisp, clean contents.
The smell engulfs me.
Musty, long forgotten thoughts
Trigger sweet-tasting
And unbelievable memories.
“Far off places,
Daring sword fights,
Magic spells,
A prince in disguise.” 
A fellow explorer once said.
I have found these and more 
In exotic jungles and deep caverns,
Bubbling seas and fantastic camps.
My fingers brush the smooth spine
Of a fascinating,
Yet villainous creature.
It is often said that when you name something,
You become attached to it.
I became attached to this animal.
As soon as I learned its name.
Gripping my ticket home,
I curl up like a puppy on its bed,
And begin to read. 

An aged, clouded sky, sleeping behind a 
dark, sinister mountain; who glowers

 down upon a still, smooth lake, 
untouched by man, untouched by time. 

In the grey morning light, the trees
dance silently through the fog. The lake
 watches the wild mountains, the smoky
 sky, and the piercing pine trees. You can
see it all in her eyes, through the quiet, a 

black and white morning.

Elise Tuttle______________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Nature’s Hushed Vigil
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Angelica Blanco________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Erin Young-Bauer

Confined
I am a dove confined by steel walls.
I ruffle my plumes in disarray.
I jab this prison with my fragile beak, only to be vanquished by my cage.
I collapse atop my frail perch and bundle myself within my aching wings.
Sluggishly burrowing my opprobrious face, so I can dream.
I may be pint-sized but oh, my imagination is vast.
I long to taste the salty aroma of a Mediterranean breeze.
To prance my talons through the fine rivers of sand.
I crave the gleams from legions of lights adorning a bustling city.
The blares of car horns throughout morning traffic being a honeyed melody to my ears.
I desire to be free, to soar my limbs round the heavens.
To rest my physique upon the clouds.
Alas, I am a dove confined by steel walls.



64 ~ Poetry

Anna Millett____________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Lisa Monte

Flames
It starts as a tiny pinprick of light
Ready to move, eager to grow.
The movement is subtle, quiet, and slight,
Painfully little and slow.

If not attended, it’s doomed to die.
If it is not fed, it will fade.
It will sputter, flicker, go out with a sigh,
And a new one’s not so easily made.

It is living and moving, in and then out.
It breathes, and it thinks, and it sees.
It’s as quiet as whispers, loud as a shout.
It traps, it ensnares, and it frees.

It’s dangerous and so underestimated.
It destroys and it tears people down.
It leaves scars – few have healed, few have faded.
Makes you cry, makes you doubt, makes you frown.

It grows rather slowly, yet higher and higher.
It changes things with hardly a glance.
It tells only truth, still it is a liar.
It enthralls you, puts you in a trance.

It’s bright with promise, so close and so far,
Its light representing hope.
It keeps you safe and secure like a Guardian Star,
A lifeline, a tether, a rope.

Knowledge is like unto a fire that’s lit.
If you feed it, it spreads and it grows.
It destroys, and it builds, ‘til you can’t control it.
A fire is what a man knows.
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Landon Schnebly_______________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Michelle Broberg

The Chair
It’s a chair.  
Its fabric worn and old, 
Bare in places, 
But still as soft as a kitten’s fur.
A chair which held many a person 
With different cares, 
Separate lives, 
Distinct personalities, 
And memories.  

Its frame still creaks as if 
someone is shifting.  
Its springs still bounce with a
little child’s laugh. 
I can hear the happy voices even
though they are long gone.  

Nothing is left, 
Just this chair. 

 This chair where many a story
 was told.  
This chair where many a lecture
was given.  
This chair where joyful reunions
played out.
This chair where care and
comfort were spread.  
And this chair where it all 
ended.

The chair where he sat, cheerful, 
Even when he had all the right in 
the world to despair.  
The chair where he laughed, 
jovial, 

Even though he was on his way 
out.  
The chair where he gave, 
lovingly, 
Even when it seemed he had 
nothing left to  give.  
The chair where he said good-bye
For the last time.

I sit in the chair and breathe in the 
scent of memories.
This is all that is left.
No one to joke with,
To eat strawberry ice cream,
Or give hugs to.
Just a chair.

I feel the gently caressing breath 
of a caring ghost.
Better than Casper.
A ghost that comforts me.
Brings me peace.
Lets me know he is alright.

Slowly I get up.
Slowly I leave.
As I close the door, I know he is there.
Sitting in the chair.
His chair.
All that is left.

“Good-bye,”
I whisper.
Alright.
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River Rodriguez________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Maggie Casmus

A Tribute to Banned Books Week
My little native son
Long gone with the wind is the catcher in the rye
For whom the bell tolls
Branded in cold blood
With the scarlet letter
 
By those who will bury my heart at Wounded Knee
Whose prejudice blooms with the grapes of wrath
Fueled like a fire by the leaves of grass
 
What was I to do
I was not, but an invisible man
Who no longer heeded the call of the wild
Who no longer yearned for the jungle
I hid in Tom’s cabin
Solaced by Twain and Fitzgerald
 
But when societies doubts turned to bullets aimed to kill a mocking bird
I let out a howl for how can we
Our bodies, ourselves
In the words of Cesar Chavez
Let those who ignite free thought
Turn books into birds of flame
And their precious words into its fiery plumage
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Kylie Cooper___________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Diane Grogan

             Hospitality in Brutality
Today, I met a man

His name was Declan.
 The Irish name for saint

And his body was marked permanent paint.
Marks of the most dangerous gang

Truly as deadly as a rattlesnake fang.
But my Declan was not scary

He was light and caring as a spring time fairy.
He came from a world that only knew crime

And made others lives stop while they were still in their prime.
He listened to my stories

Without boasting in his own glories.
When my story became sad

Declan grew mad.
Mad at those who have hurt me

Offered protection and more did he
My loving Declan from a notorious band

Notorious for killing and burying in the L.A. sand
For killing rivals on sight 

And shooting women in flight.
My dear friend offered protection 
And showed me fatherly affection.

Today, I learned the media catches only the bad
And hastily generalizes the gang’s every lad

Never recognizing men like Declan
Let this be a lesson to every Fox news fan

Media catches a gang’s brutality 
Not a member’s hospitality

Good lies beneath blood shed and tattoos
Empty threats and .22’s 

Today, a man offered a girl warm hugs
Instead of his gang’s shotgun slugs
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Jake Sibley_____________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Celeste Burns

Grass
The simple green and yellow hues
Flow through the darkened ground unseen
Where sound and sight have both infused
And remind us of what we could have been
If all the blades wrapped around my bones
And kept me here a day
Will all I did remain unknown?
Would it matter I was away?
If we could forget the radiowaves
That flow around us every day
If all sudden resolve just fades
And nothing’s left to impede our way
And we noticed every little blade
Of grass, the light bent through it
Would we forsake our older ways,
And in a way, undo it?
Should the screen go blank, empty out,
And nothing matter there,
Could we remember what it was about, 
No matter how hard we stare?
Could we regress just to progress,
Get away from it,
Would we see colors slightly less,
Or, in certain lights, offset?
Though this all may seem another fantasy,
Belonging to a world far too far away,
Remember just what we could see
If a blade of grass our teacher became.

Grass explains simplicity because it is a very simple structure.  It could teach us to leave everything 
unneeded behind and focus on what’s important.
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Justin Cheung__________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington

Worn
It’s a shame shoes were made to be worn;
Worn to the very last inch of the sole.
Frayed laces and faded beauty,
History in the tread and journey in the heel.
The less fortunate, feet
Exposed to the elements.
Dust covered calluses
And boiling blisters.

It’s a shame shoes were made for walking,
The fortunate tying their laces together,

throwing their boots over their shoulder when it rains. 
Fearing their leather will wear when wet.

Pampered feet, succored in favor and fashion.
Not thinking twice when the holes in their feet

Are kissed by a blessed land.

It’s a shame shoes were made to be worn;
Worn to the very last inch of the soul.
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Justin Mieth____________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington

We Fight Our Battles
They fight in their own combat, against the world in pursuit of the dream.

But they stand united, for their names are etched in the pages of the book, together.
They fight their battles.

He fights on the gridiron, on the sacred ground his brothers fought on
When history wrote of their names, their fights, and the sacrifice that followed.

But now it is his turn to go down in the books, for his hands are draped in ripped tape
And his feet are stained with the mud of previous matchups.

His eyes glow with the memories of the games he loved, and remembering those moments
He fights his battles.

She fights in the concert hall, on the same stage professionals had made their own famous
When history recorded their songs, and wrote of their names in his score.

New history sits in his reserved seat as she plays her solo with her hands tattooed with rosin
And her feet fitted into the shinning heels she wishes to dance in with destiny.

Her eyes hold the fire of her dream ignited long ago, and as she looks through the flames
She fights her battles.

I fight my battles on the baseball field, where dreams and hopes were fulfilled and destroyed,
When history shined the lights down on those who stood for something greater than themselves. 
Now it is my turn to be a competitor in history’s game, for my hands are adorned with blistered scars

And my feet are discolored by the dirt and grass of the diamond I have fought to be on.
My eyes are focused on the dream, and through the lens of sweat and tears from years past

I fight my battles.

We fight our battles, waiting for history to write our names in his book.
And though our faces may fade from memory, and our quotes are but a distant echo

We are remembered because we fight our battles
They never said it would be easy, only that it would be worth it in the end.

Will you stand up and fight for your dream?
Will you fight your battles?
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Janet Millar-Haskell_____________________________________________________________
3rd-6th Gifted Teacher - Highland Elementary

BC and AD- a Timeline
BC I worried about lesson plans, common core and if my students were really getting it.
AD I worry about lesson plans, common core, my students getting it, and dying.

BC I joked about having to work until 75 to get my full pension,
AD I wonder if I’ll see 60.

BC I made my husband increase his life insurance- after all, he is seven years older than I am.
AD I told him he could cancel it.

BC I fretted about America’s future, the Affordable Health Care plan, and the growing disparity 
between haves and have nots.
AD still fretting - after all, I have children and teach children.

BC we talked about whether this would be our last dog.
AD I wonder if I’ll be her last owner.

BC little things bothered me, like lines that were too slow, drivers who were discourteous, and those 
annoying students who thought I was their maid.
AD all those things still bother me, plus the big question of how long I have left.

BC before cancer.
AD after diagnosis.



72 ~ Poetry

Uncertain is his destination,
Chaotic his uncharted course –
First swimming forward, then spun round,
He’s governed by an unseen force.
I’m not unlike the red-finned fish
Who hangs from wire above my bed;
Succumbing to each capricious breeze,
He flounders helplessly overhead.
I, too, am whirled and pushed and pulled
By outside forces I can’t see,
Try as I might to navigate
A course that’s chosen and mapped by me.
Yet stubbornly I set my sails
For a journey guided by my heart,
Full knowing that the winds insist
On their own direction from the start.
Perhaps someday I will rejoice
That mutiny had the battle won,
But until then I’ll wage a war
And never acquiesce or run.

Jo-Anne Bondelli________________________________
Fourth Grade Teacher, Las Sendas Elementary

The Mobile



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.





Class Book~ 75

We have a school family. Each of us is important and together we are 
awesome. Our teacher said that if we take the best part from each child and 
build one person we would have a perfect five year old student. So we each 

chose our best part . . . . 

My brain helps me learn things.

My eyes are big and brown. 

I can smell things that I like and also eat them.

When I smile I have dimples.
 

My teeth chomp everything. They are awesome.

My muscle is really strong.

My heart is awesome because being nice to everybody is easy.
 

My clothes are pretty and beautiful.

When we put our best parts together we 
made a perfect 5 year old student.

 Well, almost!

Merrilee Kupfer’s Class___________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Field Elementary

The Perfect 5 Year Old
Excerpts:
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My snowgirl is singing in the concert.

The snowman is playing baseball.

My snowman likes to go outside.

The snowman is going to the beach
 and drinking grape juice. 

The snowman goes swimming.

My snowmen are at work.

My snowman goes to the park. He meets 
a snowlady.

My snowman goes to eat hotdogs.

My snowman is going to school.

My snowman likes to play soccer.

The snowman has lots of friends.

Teresa Fullerton’s Class___________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Porter Elementary

My Snowman
Excerpts:
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My Grandma

My grandma is very 
important in my life. She lets 
me play with her toys. She 
has lots of toys. My favorite 
toy is the doll house. The doll 
house has a balcony and dolls 
for it. She is a good cook. I 
really like her soup. My favorite 
soup is her chicken soup. We 
sometimes come to her house. 
At her house we play with each 
other. I like to hug her. I love 
her very much. 

Excerpts:

Peggy O’Neill’s Class_____________________________________________________________
First Grade, Hale Elementary

Love Shines

My Dog

Bella is my best friend. We 
like to play catch at the park 
after school and on Saturdays.  
Bella loves me when she sleeps 
on my bed at night. When I 
go in my pool, Bella swims with 
me. Sometimes she goes in the 
deep end of the pool with me. 
We like to swim sometimes on 
Mondays. Bella is two years old 
but in dog years she is actually 
14 years old. She is as old as 
my sister Brittany. I love Bella 
very much. 

My Mom

My mom is my best friend. 
She is awesome. I love her very 
much. She taught me how to 
knit. I knitted a little dog on 
some slippers. She also taught 
me to sew. We made a little 
kitten. My mom helped me with 
my homework. She listens to me 
read my book. She also helped 
me study spelling words. After 
homework she takes me to the 
park. We ride a bike named 
big wheel. My mom is my best 
friend. 

My Grandpa

My grandpa is my friend. He 
makes cookies for me. I like 
his chocolate chip cookies the 
best. He mixes the eggs and 
the chocolate. Then he bakes 
the cookies for ten hours. Then 
we eat them. My grandpa also 
plays tag with me. We go to 
the park and play. I love my 
grandpa so much. 
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Colorful Rainbows

 Have you ever seen a rainbow? 
Oooow a rainbow! Rainbows are 
made from water and sun. Boy are 
they amazing.

Julie Reichert’s Class____________________________________________________________
First Grade, Zaharis Elementary

Things That Happen

Snow

When it is cold and raining the 
rain turns into snow. Snow happens 
in the winter. Snow happens in cold 
places. Snow happens in a lot of 
places, like Flagstaff, the Arctic, 
and Alaska. Snow is fun to play in.  

Excerpts:
Awesome Amazing Glaciers

Oh no! A glacier is falling! Run! 
Glaciers are big blocks of ice in 
water but small on top. Boy would 
it be fun to slide on one, but cold!

Hurricanes Are Not Happy

Beware the most powerful hurricane 
is a category 5. They have winds over 
200 miles per hour. Hide in a hurricane 
shelter if there is a hurricane coming 
your way! Hurricanes can cause floods 
and damage. 

Wonderful Waterfalls

Waterfalls are really loud. Boom 
crash! Waterfalls are where it comes 
falling and comes down a big mountain. 
Some can be really big! Waterfalls 
can come from different ways. Boy 
are they beautiful. 



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.





Essay ~ 81

Jaxon Rogers___________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

My Grandpa
My best example of service is my grandpa. 

When he was little they never had enough 
food and he was always hungry. Lots of times 
he had to get potatoes from a dumpster. They 
definitely didn’t have enough money to buy 
him treats. He decided to work hard and have 
enough money so that if he sees people who 
don’t have enough food he can buy them 
some. The thing that makes him sad most is 
when he sees kids hungry. He is very kind and 
generous. He will buy anybody food if they don’t 

have enough. If my grandpa is busy or tired 
he will still get people food if they need some. 
He invites lots of people to dinner and cooks 
for them. He makes tons of food. When I get 
out of school and my grandpa picks me up he 
always gets me something to eat. He says kids 
shouldn’t be hungry. Because of my grandpa I’m 
never hungry. Now I think about giving people 
food if they are hungry. If people are hungry I 
feel bad for them. I love my grandpa and want 
to be just like him when I grow up! 
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Jocelyn Peterson________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Claudia Bretzing

The First Thanksgiving
Do you ever wonder how Thanksgiving 

was created? A long time ago in England 
some Pilgrims were unhappy and they gathered 
together and they left England. “Why,” you ask? 
Because they wanted freedom and to get new 
jobs. Of course they also wanted to stop taking 
the king’s orders. Where did they go? Off to 
America! So they left on a trip to America. There 
were two boats. One was the Mayflower, the 
other was the Speedwheel. The Speedwheel 
had a leak in it so all the Pilgrims rode on 
the Mayflower. The Mayflower was very very 
crowded. There were 102 Pilgrims and 30 Sailors. 
That’s tons! The Mayflower HAD NO BATHROOM! 
Can you imagine that? It smelled stinky. It 
was SO disgusting. They hardly had any food 
because it was eaten by icky picky bugs like  
. . . bees, flies, ladybugs too. The water went bad 
too and they had to drink beer. They also got 
their clothes wet. Why? Because of the splashes 
and why did the splashes happen? Because of 
storms. There were thunderstorms, rainstorms, 
and all types of storms. Some got seasick and 
the sailors made fun of them. Soon they spotted 
land! So they sailed there and landed in Cape 
Cod. The women washed the clothes finally and 

the men explored and the children had free 
time. Cape Cod was not a good place to stay 
so the explorers found a new land and called 
it Plymouth. In Plymouth they had a terrible 
winter. They weren’t prepared for winter. They 
only had one house. All the Pilgrims stayed in 
that one house and half of the Pilgrims died. 
After winter, spring came. They built way more 
houses. One spring morning two Indians named 
Squanto and Samoset came. They taught the 
Pilgrims to survive and hunt deer and duck. The 
Indians became friends with the Pilgrims. They 
had a feast which we call Thanksgiving. Since 
the Indians helped the Pilgrims, the Pilgrims 
invited them to the feast. They only had spoons 
and knives, no forks at all. Because of that they 
usually used hands to eat and guess what they 
had . . . napkins that covered their clothes! In 
between meals they would play games, and the 
children? Oh, don’t worry! They had free time 
again. Besides sports there was also singing and 
dancing.

Thanksgiving is not all about the turkey and 
pumpkin pie. It’s all about the Pilgrims and their 
amazing adventure.
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Jasmine Tufts___________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Tina Wylie

Watermelon Day

The author wrote amazing phrases in the 
story, Watermelon Day. My favorite phrase 

was, “The willow branches dipped up and down 
testing the icy water.” I like that phrase because 
it is talking about icy water. This is a great phrase 
because the author could have just written the 
watermelon floated, instead she wrote how it 
felt. One place the author also talked about icy 
water is when Pappy said, “I think it’s good and 
cold now.” Another place she had icy water is 
when it said, “Cold as a puppy’s nose,” and, “as 
cold as the deep blue lake.”

There are some connections I made with 
this phrase. My first one is my teeth got cold 
when I drank a water bottle from the fridge. 
Another connection is in winter it is freezing 
outside! As one can see, I have many examples 
showing, “The weeping willow tree dipped up 
and down testing the icy water,” is a wonderful 
phrase in the story. 

Daymon Reidhead_______________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Madison Elementary
Teacher - Cheryl Hickey

The Spectacular Sonoran Desert

When you travel to the desert you might 
think it is boring, but when you look 

closer you will change your mind. One reason 
the desert is unique is that you’ll see desert 
animals. Some wild creatures you’ll find there 
are bobcats, jackrabbits, prairie dogs and even 
tarantulas. Arizona is famous for how many 
reptiles it has.

Next, there are tons of amazing plants in 
the Arizona desert. So many plants grow in 
the Sonoran Desert like the barrel cactus, the 
ironwood tree, the saguaro cactus and so much 
more!  

A final reason the desert is amazing is the 
weather in Arizona is very pleasant. There is a 
lot of sunshine for kids to play in. During the hot 
summer, people are able to cook eggs on the 
road! Now you know why the Sonoran desert is 
full of wonder!
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Sage Millett____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Lyndel Akers

Honeybees
Honeybees are fascinating insects! There is 

no need to be afraid of them. Honeybees 
work together to provide for the colony. Guess 
what? In one ounce of honey there’s enough 
energy for a bee to fly around the world!

Everyone knows that frogs have life cycles. 
Did you know bees have life cycles too? They 
start off with the queen bee. She lays up to 
1,500 eggs per day. Soon they hatch into pupa, 
but they are still not adults. Pupas eat a lot and 
it’s hard for the adults to feed them. Then the 
pupas eat the outer covering the top of their 
combs freeing themselves to start their adult 
life.

Honeybees come in three types, workers, 
drones and queens. Worker bees gather food 
and attend to the queen bee. Drones exist only 
to mate with the queen so that she can lay eggs. 
Sometimes drones get kicked out of the hive 
because they eat too much. Queens fly away 
after they hatch and start a hive.

To get honey, bees collect pollen. They do it 
every day, except on rainy days. Bees can’t fly in 
the rain, but on sunny days they can fly up to 15 
miles per hour.

Bees are amazing, but their stingers give 
them a bad reputation. I think if we look closer, 
we could understand bees more fully. So next 
time you see a bee don’t run away. It will only 
sting if it feels threatened. Look at it and you 
will come to understand the wonderful animals 
honeybees really are.   
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Elliott Krzeminski_______________________________________________________________
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Freezing Frogs, Saving Lives
Could a tiny brown frog save thousands of 

lives? Scientists think that the common 
wood frog can help with human organ 
transplantation.

Common wood frogs live in forest wetlands 
in the northern United States and most of 
Canada and Alaska. They are about two inches 
long. They are brown frogs and usually have a 
dark streak around their eyes. Most interesting, 
they are one of the few animals that can freeze 
solid for several months, then thaw out and 
come back to life!

When the winter comes, and the frog 
touches an ice crystal, the frog digs under a pile 
of leaves and waits for the weather to get cold 
enough to freeze. The frog’s blood contains a 
type of “antifreeze.” All of the frog’s organs stop 
functioning, even its heart stops beating! If 
that happened to any other animal, the animal 
would die. Because the frog lives about five 
years, they can freeze and thaw over five times.

The frog’s “antifreeze” could help with 
human organ transplantation. Fifty thousand 
people die every year from organ failure. Most 

organs, when not in the human body, last a very 
short time. A heart might last only six hours! If 
doctors could use the common wood frog’s 
technology to preserve organs for a long time, 
the number of people dying from organ failure 
would greatly decrease. Unfortunately, the 
frog’s “antifreeze” is toxic to mammals. The good 
news is that scientists have made an “antifreeze” 
that is not toxic to mammals. Scientists have 
successfully frozen, thawed, and transplanted 
rat and mouse organs. They hope to do the 
same for people. One day we might have an 
“organ bank” for organs to be stored. Whenever 
someone would need an organ, they could just 
get one from the bank! 

The common wood frog can freeze solid 
and come back to life. Scientists are working 
on technology based on the frog’s special 
“antifreeze” to make organs last longer outside 
of the human body. That is how a tiny little frog 
can save thousands of lives. 
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All About Gators
Crunch! Did you hear that? It was the sound 

of an alligator biting into his midnight 
snack, gazelle delight with a side of fresh bird. 
Alligators are amazing creatures that roam the 
wild, with no rules to follow. Just sit back, relax, 
and enjoy learning about the life of a gator. 

First off let’s talk about an alligator’s 
description. Gators have a very unique and cool 
appearance. Female alligators grow to be about 
8.2 feet long. The average size for the male gator 
is about 11 feet, but can weigh up to 1,000 
pounds. That’s half a ton! Males and females 
have what I would say an armored body that 
feels rough, with a very strong and powerful 
tail. Alligators have long snouts with nostrils at 
the very end that face upward. This helps them 
breathe with only their nostrils out of the water 
while the rest of the body is relaxing under 
water. Alligators have four legs, but oftentimes 
a leg gets bitten off because of fights over food. 
Alligators have five toes on its front two legs, 
but only four on its back two.

Another interesting thing about alligators is 
their habitat. They are found all over the world. 
Such as . . . the southeastern United States, 
Louisiana, Georgia, Mississippi, and east Texas, 
just to name a few. Gators live in fresh water 
areas. They like slow moving rivers, and other 
fresh water areas like swamps, marshes, and 
ponds. Apparently these creatures are not picky 
about where they live. In Florida and Louisiana 
there are over a million gators in each state. 
WOW!

Their diet is pretty much meat. They like all 
sorts of meat, though. Fish and frogs are what 
they usually eat under water, but they eat birds 

and animals that come to take a sip at the pond. 
When they’re not expecting it SNAP! They’ve 
become lunch for a gator. Alligators are sneaky, 
carnivorous animals. Gators spin their food until 
it breaks up into smaller pieces so it can swallow 
its prey easier.

Alligators’ family life is next. They mate in 
late spring when they are about six feet long. 
Females build their nest seven to ten feet long 
and three feet high. Females lay their eggs in 
early July, and they lay 35-90 eggs. In August, 
baby alligators make high pitched noises to let 
their mom know it’s time to hatch. Baby gators 
are born in groups called pods. They are 15-
20 cm when born,  and a half of them are sadly 
killed by birds, but the birds are probably just 
getting back at them because the gators ate 
their relatives. Their mother stays with them for 
the first few years. Then they’re on their own. 
Baby gators grow a foot a year.

Fun facts are next, and some of these are 
pretty awesome! Did you know that alligators 
were around over 37 million years ago? That’s 
back in dinosaur times! The largest alligator ever 
found on record is 19.2 feet long—holy cow 
that’s big! This fact is more sad than happy. The 
Chinese alligator that’s found in the Yangtze 
River is almost extinct, with only a few dozen 
left. Gators also help by making gator holes 
which help other animals survive during a 
drought. See, gators are helpful!

In conclusion, alligators are amazing 
animals, and now you know a little more about 
these carnivorous creatures. So go, tell your 
friends and family about awesome alligators.
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Teenage Brother’s Guide to Baby Sisters
This is  a continuation of “Baby Sister’s Guide 

to Survival” but for the older brothers of 
those baby sisters. This is also told from my older 
brother’s troubles with me and the opposite 
points of view from my previous book.

Scenario #1:  Your little sister just lost some type 
of sports event. 

Survival tip 1:  Comfort and support her, it would    
                             probably help her to hear some 
                             comforting words from her big 
                             brother.
Survival tip 2:  Get her ice cream, everybody 
                             loves ice cream (unless she is 
                             lactose intolerant, then DO NOT 
                             give her ice cream).
Survival tip 3:  Mention things about the event 
                             so she can believe you have at 
                             least a tiny bit of interest in what 
                             she likes.

Scenario #2:  She does something you don’t 
like.
Survival tip 1:  I know that little girls try their 
                             hardest to be accepted by their 
                             big bro, so you are most likely  
                             overreacting!
Survival tip 2:  Calm down and get a pudding 
                            cup!
Survival tip 3:  Give her a hug as long as you 
                             don’t stink or else she may punch 
                             you in the face.

Scenario #3:  You try to make a deal with her to 
do your chores. 
Survival tip 1:  Don’t do it, she will bother you 
                             until you end the deal.
Survival tip 2:  She will most likely find a 
                             loophole and mess up the deal 
                             for you. 
Survival tip 3:  Don’t take advantage of your 
                             baby sis!

Scenario #4:  She fails at something she is trying 
to do.
Survival tip 1:  Avoid, at all costs, laughing or  
                            else she will cry, alerting a parent 
                            and getting you in trouble.
Survival tip 2:  Pretend like you messed up too if 
                            she is really little.
Survival tip 3:  Put down this book and help her!

Scenario #5:  Your parents get angry at your 
baby sister.
Survival tip 1:  Get out of harm’s way!
Survival tip 2:  Do not side with anyone, you will 
                             get into trouble either way.
Survival tip 3:  Do not make contact with anyone  
                             unless for the following; 
                             bathroom, food, and other 
                             necessities.

Scenario #6:  Your little sis has friends over.
Survival tip 1:  Pack your room with supplies.
Survival tip 2:  Lock yourself in your room.
Survival tip 3:  If you leave your room, stay 
                            hidden in the shadows.

Scenario #7:  She catches you reading this 
book. I only have one for this one; look her 
straight in the eye and say that I made one for 
her too. So you guys can survive each other, 
together.

The most important thing about dealing with 
your baby sister while going through your 
teenage phase is that your little sister loves you 
with all her heart. So stop being such a jerk and 
hug her and tell her you love her!
P.S. The results to the actions in this book may 
not work on younger sisters older than thirteen. 
Remember any girls older than that are going 
through their teenage phase too!
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All over the country, students start their 
day by reciting the Pledge of Allegiance. 

Following this is a moment of silence that, 
in 2007, was declared a law in Illinois. Is this 
necessary? Is it even allowed? I believe so. Why? 
A moment of silence is a way to think about our 
day. It is also a way to honor those who have 
done so much for our country. Finally, it is a 
chance for us to organize our thoughts before 
the many hardships of the upcoming day begin. 

  As I have mentioned before, a moment of 
silence is a time to think about our day. Some 
may choose to pray. It is said that a moment of 
silence urges people to pray and forces religion, 
thereby against the Constitution. I, however, 
do not agree. We make our own choices, and 
just because there is a moment of silence, it 
does not mean we need to pray. Some might 
choose to, but not all need to. There are plenty 
of other things that can be thought about at 
this time. In the article “Debate:  A Moment of 
Silence, Please,” student Ana Vermullin says, 
“There should be a moment of silence because 
it gives students a chance to think about the 
challenges that they will face that day.” Imagine 
yourself waiting for school to begin. You have 
an extremely difficult test that day, and you are 
very nervous about it. After the bell finally rings, 
you walk inside, your heart pounding. Your 
words are shaky as the Pledge of Allegiance is 
said. As the moment of silence then happens, 
you are able to calm down and collect your 
thoughts, ready and prepared to take the test. 
In this case, a moment of silence would be an 
extremely helpful thing to have.

  In 1986, a terrible tragedy occurred. The 
Challenger and its passengers (including the 
first teacher to ever go into space) exploded 

during takeoff. My mom remembers honoring 
these passengers through a moment of silence. 
If you believe that a moment of silence “forces 
religion,” then instead of praying or thinking 
about your day, think about all those who have 
died for our country.  Try imagining how happy 
they would be to know that you care about 
what they have done for you. We do not have 
to make this about religion, but we can honor 
those who have died for our country instead.

  Sometimes, when we go to school, work, 
etc., we have things on our mind. English 
teacher Tiffany Barnett-White says, “Students 
need this opportunity to organize their 
thoughts before working” (“Debate: A Moment 
of Silence, Please”). Things that would be 
distracting during the day can be disposed of if 
we have a moment of silence. After a stressful 
event or in the rush of trying to get to school, 
we often find ourselves needing a moment 
to calm down. It is very hard to focus when 
you have a million little things nagging at the 
back of your mind. A moment of silence is a 
wonderful solution, and the best part is it is only 
a few seconds of your day, hardly any time that 
matters at all. Why have stressed and unfocused 
children at school when the answer is so simple 
and easy?

  A moment of silence can be used for 
anything. We have freedom to think and do 
what we want, so a moment of silence would 
not be “forcing” us to pray.  I believe that a 
moment of silence is crucial to the start of 
each and every one of our days. It is a time to 
bring out peace, lift our moods, and prepare to 
have an amazing day, along with being able to 
handle any hard deeds that may cross our path.

Andrea Judd___________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Highland Elementary
Teachers - Janet Millar-Haskell, Pamela Robedeau

Should Schools Observe a Moment of 
Silence?
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Save the Penny
In the article “Waiting for Change,” Josh 

Sanburn explains about the penny and how 
it may be taken out of circulation. Sixty-seven 
percent of Americans want to keep the penny, 
and I agree with them. There are many reasons 
that taking away pennies could hurt our nation, 
such as penny drives. Charities that receive coin 
donations will not be able to make as much, 
because more people are willing to donate 
pennies than dimes or dollars. Another reason 
is the penny’s historical value. Our country 
has always had a penny. It honors Abraham 
Lincoln, one of our finest presidents. Are we 
willing to risk forgetting Lincoln and his crucial 
contributions to our country?

For years, Jarden Zinc Products has been 
the only supplier of penny blanks for the U.S. 
mint. It’s a good business; the article says that 
the company has made over $800 million 
since 2000. If the penny was to be taken out of 
circulation, Jarden would go out of business and 
the workers would lose their jobs. By ending 
pennies, we would be placing thousands of 
families in danger of poverty and hunger.

Another reason to keep pennies is that, 
according to the article, the cost to make them 
dropped in 2012. Couldn’t it continue to go 
down? The article states that President Obama 

has proposed the U.S. mint explore cheaper 
metals to make pennies, such as steel. I do not 
see why we must jump to take away pennies 
when we can solve the issue by using other 
metals, as the article reasons.

If pennies were to be taken from circulation, 
we would become more reliant on the nickel. 
Not only does the nickel also have problems 
(it costs $0.10 to make each one), but prices 
would be rounded up. Gas (whose price is 
already shooting up), groceries, and other 
everyday essentials would go up in price, and 
people would be paying more for everything. 
The article says that some have even proposed 
we get rid of the penny and the nickel, in which 
case prices would be rounded up to the nearest 
dime. 

Because taking away the penny would cause 
poverty, raised prices, hunger, and is against the 
wishes of most Americans, I think we should 
keep the penny. It has so much historical value, 
and if we took it away, that could be lost. We 
can solve the penny issue and save thousands 
of jobs. If it was taken out of circulation, prices 
would go up, and it would be harder for people 
to pay for basic things such as gas and food. The 
penny must be saved.  
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Diary of a Python
September 25
Today was my first birthday! Mom said I was 

growing up so fast. I told her I still have 39 more 
birthdays left.

September 30
We learned how to constrict in my python 

class. I practiced on Mouse at recess but I got 
in trouble. Apparently constricting looks like 
wrestling. 

October 10
I hate mornings. Especially when you have 

to share a bathroom with 79 brothers and 
sisters. Dad said that he and Mom had to go 
through the same thing when they were kids. 

October 12
I saw my enemy, Rattlesnake, at school 

today. To scare him off, I showed him all my 
small sharp teeth, but he decided to make it a 
competition and showed his fangs. He won that 
one. 

October 25
I started to shed today at school and my 

eyes turned grey, then I accidentally ran right 
into the prettiest girl in school. Mouse laughed 
at me, but by the time I finished shedding, I 
outgrew him. Who’s laughing now?

October 31
For Halloween I’m going to be a caterpillar. 

I can even inch like one! I do the worst snake 
though. I can’t even slither. The smallest python 
might pass as a caterpillar.

November 10
My friend Mouse and I played hide and seek 

today. Mouse said he was for sure going to win. 
He was wrong because I kind of cheated. Mouse 
doesn’t know I used my heat sensors to find him. 

November 19
I don’t get why humans are so afraid of us 

pythons. We can’t really hurt anyone. It’s not like 
we’re venomous. Just give us a chance!



Essay ~ 91

Alexandra Rolfness______________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Apples Are Red and Leaves Are Green
. . . Or Not?

What if I were to tell you that a leaf is not 
green, but every color except green? Sight is 
one of the most bewildering senses, but color 
alone is intriguing. Before you start thinking 
your kindergarten teachers deceived you, we 
do “see green” just not the way you might think. 
In actuality the object is just reflecting the light 
rays that we call green. First, the sun shines 
light on the earth that we call visible light (or 
all the light that the human eye can perceive). 
We don’t see this light as being colorful 
because when all the colors in the visible light 
spectrum are combined it creates white. When 
this combination hits an object it then absorbs 
all light except for one. This color it reflects 
outward until our eye catches it.

Our eye can mix these colors 700,000,000 
ways and all these colors are derived from basic 
primary colors. Depending on who you are 
talking to you might get different opinions on 
what those colors are. A printer worker might 
say the primary colors are cyan, magenta, 
yellow, and black. These are the colors that are 
used for printing. Small circular pixels are mixed 
together to create more colors. A scientist and 
an artist might tell you that the primary colors 
are red, green, and blue; however, they are 
not talking about the same color system. The 
additive primary colors are used when dealing 
with light and electronic devices that produce 
light. Artists refer to the subtractive color system 
that mixes pigments together to create new 
colors. In the RGB method no colors can be 
mixed to create the primary colors. 

The part in your eye responsible for 
color is called a cone this is the same for all 
eyes. Humans have three cones making us 
trichromatic. Each cone is responsible for one 
primary color. There are other animals who are 

either tetrachromatic or dichromatic. Meaning 
they have a different number of cones in their 
eyes. Although we cannot imagine any other 
colors than what we can see, animals like birds 
can see many more colors than humans. Bees, 
as well as other creatures, have special cones 
which see ultraviolet light making it easier to 
find pollen. This would mean when looking at a 
sunflower instead of seeing bright yellow they 
would see white leaves and a red center. Each 
species was designed to see only what it needed 
to see.

If colors are created by the brain and 
different cones in your eyes, what is to say that 
I don’t see a different red than you do? In fact, 
there is nothing to say that we all don’t see 
different colors, and just call them by the same 
name. We all were shown a pigment and learned 
from childhood to call it a corresponding name. 
We do know that women see more colors than 
men. This was found when participants were 
given a scale of color values, and asked to count 
how many colors were on the page. Women 
were found to see significantly more shades of 
red. Furthermore, two percent of women were 
actually found to have a fourth cone in their eye 
making them tetrachromatic. This proves that 
not everyone sees exactly the same colors.

Learning about color may just seem like fun 
facts; however, color has helped to further our 
society in a variety of ways. Medical scientists 
have used color and vision to further knowledge 
on x-rays and color blindness, astronomers 
have used it when designing different types of 
telescopes, and computer workers have used it 
to develop the graphic interface. Although color 
may seem simple and ordinary, it is a fascinating 
and complicated phenomenon.
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Melissa Stockwell
It is very challenging to run 26 miles, a whole 

marathon! Think about doing that with only 
one leg.  Melissa Stockwell, a long time athlete, 
never thought she would only be running and 
swimming with one leg. She has a big adversity 
in her life that she can not change.  Melissa was 
in Iraq when a roadside bomb took her leg.  She 
decided to challenge the idea of being disabled.  
Melissa knew she was very lucky to be alive.

Melissa dreamed of being a professional 
athlete since she was little. When Melissa 
graduated from the University of Colorado she 
was commissioned as first lieutenant in the US 
Army’s Transportation Corps. Joining the Army 
may have been the worst and best decision of 
her life. 

In March 2004, Melissa was deployed to 
Baghdad, Iraq. Days after she arrived, Melissa 
was on a routine convoy when her humvee 
went through an underpass. All of a sudden 
Melissa heard a loud boom! She says it was the 
loudest noise imaginable. They had hit an IED 
(improvised explosive device).  When Melissa 
realized what had just happened, she could 
feel a burning sensation and see blood where 
her left leg no longer was.  Luckily a combat 
medic was two vehicles behind; he saved her 
life. Melissa immediately went into emergency 
surgery at a hospital in central Baghdad. When 
Melissa awoke from her surgery her husband 
simply greeted her with  “It’s gone.”

There were many surgeries and infections 
along the road to recovery.  As an above knee 
amputee Melissa decided to get her prosthetic 
leg.  Fifty-two days after the accident Melissa 
got a prosthetic leg.  Her prosthetic leg is 
colored red, white, and blue to show her pride 
as a veteran. The prosthetic leg led to many back 
problems, but it did help her change her ways in 
life.

Melissa decided to fight for the people who 
didn’t survive in Iraq.  The Wounded Warrior 
Project helped her set her sights on the 2008 
Beijing Paralympics. Through hard work, Melissa 
joined the 2008 Paralympics swimming USA 
team.  Melissa didn’t win any medals but was 
proud to carry her nation’s colors through 
the opening and closing ceremony.  After the 
Paralympics she decided to train and run in 
marathons and triathlons. On November 17, 
2013 Melissa ran her first Ironman in Tempe, 
Arizona. She has learned to deal with her 
adversity; she has overcome any thoughts of 
giving up.

After Melissa’s accident it was a very hard 
recovery, but she did get through it. “It’s not like 
my leg is gonna grow back anytime soon. You 
just have to deal with it, said Melissa Stockwell.  
Melissa really inspired me to care for the people 
that are in worse situations right now than I am. 
She is a hero.
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Courtroom Essay
Hello ladies and gentlemen of the jury. 

My name is Michaela Daas, and I am the 
defense attorney on the case of Slade vs. Mr. 
Baumer. As stated by Alexander Hamilton, “I 
think the first duty of society is justice.” It is my 
job today to convince you that the accused, 
Mr. Baumer, is not guilty of the crime for which 
he is being unjustly charged. Mr. Baumer is 
being charged with the murder of Slade. The 
prosecution states that Mr. Baumer knowingly 
sent Slade to transport wood alcohol. It was a 
well-known fact that Slade was unable to read, 
therefore Slade would not be able to tell that 
the wood alcohol was poison. Even though Mr. 
Baumer employed Slade and had a history of 
violence with him, Mr. Baumer is innocent on 
any attempt of murder on Slade’s behalf.    

Slade was found dead by Moore, Mr. 
Baumer’s old freighter. Mr. Moore transported 
Slade back to town with his wagon. Upon 
examination, Slade’s body was doubled over, 
as if he was slumped over in a chair. Slade’s 
load was intact. The prosecuting attorney 
would like you to believe that Mr. Baumer 
intentionally sent Slade out to import a 
poisonous load of alcohol, knowing that Slade 
would drink it and be poisoned. What the 
prosecution does not want you to know is that 
all of the evidence that points to Mr. Baumer is 
completely circumstantial. The temperature 
was so cold outside that it is possible that 
Slade froze to death. The temperature around 

the time of Slade’s death was 42 degrees 
below zero. Temperatures around the location 
of where he was supposed to take his load 
were much colder. Any prolonged exposure 
to these temperatures could have resulted 
in hypothermia, frostbite, or even death. The 
fact that Slade was found slouched over, it is 
possible he was taking a break to rest and froze 
to death. It is also possible that Slade died of a 
heart attack.  It was widely known that Slade 
was an alcoholic and that he did not take very 
good care of himself. Being an alcoholic and 
not taking good care of you affects the heart is 
a very bad way. Based on the position that Slade 
was found in, it is possible that he fell forward 
during a heart attack. 

In conclusion, Mr. Baumer is a hardworking 
and trustworthy man that cares about others. 
Even though Mr. Baumer employed Slade and 
had a history of violence with him, that sure isn’t 
a motive for murder. Mr. Baumer is innocent on 
any charge of the death of Slade. Reasonable 
possibilities for Slade’s death are that he died of 
hypothermia or frostbite or he died of a heart 
attack. Would a man that tried to forget a past 
with another human being by hiring him for 
a job really want him dead? Would he? That is 
left for you to decide. Just like Benjamin Disraeli 
said, “Justice is truth in action.” Now take action 
today… Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, thank 
you for your time.
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The Permanent Evils of War
A starving child sits in the corner of her 

foreclosed house, saying goodbye to life 
as she knew it. A homeless man sits in a dirty 
alleyway wondering if his fate would have been 
the same if he had not lost his job. Indeed, the 
United States has many problems to deal with; 
consider the many more issues that will take 
place if the U.S. intervenes in the Syrian conflict. 
While some support military intervention in 
Syria because the U.S. has the power to give aid 
with its intricate weapons and massive army, the 
amount of lives and money an attack would cost 
creates a clear argument against involvement in 
the Syrian crisis.  The United States should not 
use force against Syria because they need to 
put their own domestic problems first, and the 
conflict will produce a war that was never theirs 
to begin with.

To begin, the United States shouldn’t 
intervene with the conflict in Syria because they 
need to concentrate on their own domestic 
issues. For example, Bruce Kennedy, a journalist 
for the website MSN Money, states that “an 
attack on Syria will cost millions of dollars in the 
opening days alone, which will create an even 
larger financial challenge in the United States” 
(Kennedy). It is no secret the United States is 
having economic troubles, just think about all 
the money that would be added to our national 
debt if we went to war against Syria. And the 
economy isn’t the only thing the U.S. should 
focus on. According to writer Jessica Phelan, 
“an attack on Syria has very high chances of 
unleashing a new wave of terrorism on the 
United States” (Phelan). Is intervention in a 
foreign country more important than the safety 
of the U.S. and its citizens? Or worth the risks of 
another 9/11, which would result in thousands 
more deaths and the national debt skyrocketing 
with the costs of rebuilding? No American wants 
to slowly stitch their country back together 
again. The United States should focus on its own 

problems and dismiss the idea of intervening 
in Syria’s war, which will only make the United 
States’ problems worse.    

Not only will military strikes on Syria brutally 
drag the United States into a war that was never 
theirs, but it will also slap a daunting label 
on them that may be permanent. With this in 
mind, Russian President, Vladimir Putin, states 
that “America is not the world’s policeman 
and they keep intervening in other countries 
conflicts” (Phelan). For instance, “when fighting 
in Iraq over four-thousand Americans died in 
the search for weapons of mass destruction 
(WMD), which were never found” (Smith). So 
the intervention was pointless! America never 
seems to keep its nose out of anyone’s business. 
It always has to “help” any country that is being 
swallowed into war and these actions to try 
and aid Syria only increase the number of 
fatalities.  As retired U.S. military general James 
Mattis said, “We have no moral obligation to do 
the impossible and harm our children’s future 
because we think we have to do something” 
(Snyder). All the battles and wars in the world 
cannot be taken care of by the U.S., sooner or 
later we must realize how much this will affect 
our world and further generations. Fighting 
just because you can should never be a reason 
to go to war. Vladimir Putin states that “millions 
around the world see America not as a model of 
democracy but as a country that only relies on 
brute force” (Phelan). Is this how America wants 
to be seen? As a bully that uses force on small 
countries because it has the weapons to do so?

Given these points, the United States should 
not intervene in the Syrian conflict because 
they have many other problems that need to 
be addressed and a war will only increase their 
intensity, dragging them into a conflict that was 
never theirs.  There are many things that could 
go wrong if the U.S. uses force against Syria. 
How do we know these attacks will not backfire 
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on America at the cost of a million more lives? 
Focusing on the United States, many American 
people are suffering because of the large debt 
looming over the country. If they are unable 
to support their own people, how can America 
take on another country’s costly war? Besides 
the amount of  money it would take for the 
U.S. to support Syria, in past battles located in 
the Middle East, such as Iraq and Iran, America 
had lost countless numbers of people to almost 
worthless causes such as searching for WMDs 
that were never found. Does America really 

want to waste lives on a battle that isn’t theirs? 
As a United States citizen, your problems and 
security should be the main focus of your 
government, not another country’s war. You 
must think about how this will not just affect the 
country, but you as a person, because it is very 
possible that the violence could seep through 
the cracks of America’s plan to help Syria  
survive the permanent evils of war.

“I object to violence because when it 
appears to do good, the good is only temporary; 
the evil it does is permanent.” --Gandhi
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The Battle Rages On
Marcus Aurelius said, “Life is neither good 

or evil, but only a place for good and evil.” 
In J.R.R. Tolkien’s book The Hobbit, good and 
evil are what make up the lives of his characters 
and with only one of the two there would be 
no balance in his world: Middle Earth. In all of 
Tolkien’s books, he portrays the characters and 
races of Middle Earth with certain attributes 
that make them identifiable as good or evil, 
such as their actions, the character’s speech 
and the race the character is. The Hobbit creates 
archetypes for characters and races that make 
them good, evil, or a mix of both.

The good characters in a story are usually 
the easiest to spot because of what they do 
and the type of creature they are. The actions 
that a character performs are a major factor in 
them being identified as good. Generally, they 
are kind and assist others, and dance and sing 
merrily. Good characteristics also include the 
type of speech that is used. When the elves 
sing it is a “burst of song like laughter in the 
trees” (48). Joyous words such as “Tril-li-li-lolly 
the valley is jolly”(48), and “To stay would be 
jolly”(48),are used in their song, showing that 
they are delightsome and kind people. Some 
characters and races of The Hobbit that portray 
the characteristics that make them good are the 
elves, dwarves, Bilbo, and Gandalf. The forces of 
good generally overpower the evil in The Hobbit.

Much like good, evil can be determined 
by a character’s actions and upbringing. Evil 
characters commit fiendish actions. Evil is 
thought to be unintelligent, but really, they 
just misuse their intelligence. For example, the 
goblins use their intelligence to make weapons 
of mass destruction rather than study arts like 
the elves. Moreover, the goblins destroy nature 
rather than living in harmony with it. Tolkien 
uses the idea of the machine to represent pure 
evil, so the use of machinery is his ultimate way 
to show evil characteristics. Also, the speech 
of evil characters is much different from good 

characters. The Goblin songs provide harsh, 
sharp words such as “smack”(l.4), “crack”(l.8), 
“crash”(l.4), and “smash”(l.4). In addition, 
Gollum’s dark riddles and hisses are examples 
of disturbing speech. “It cannot be seen, cannot 
be felt, cannot be heard, cannot be smelt. It 
lies behind stars and under hills, and empty 
holes it fills. It comes first and follows after, 
ends life, kills laughter.”(75) The answer to this 
riddle Gollum presented to Bilbo was “dark”. 
Along with Gollum hissing “Ss, ss, ss,”(75), he 
was a main example of evil language. Some 
of the characters who are fit to be identified as 
evil are: the goblins, Smaug, the giant spiders, 
Gollum, and most of all, the ring because it turns 
the wearer evil like it did to Gollum. Evil is the 
darkness in the story that balances out the good 
and gives it trials to overcome to enhance the 
story.

However, some characters are not 
set stereotypically good or evil, but are a 
combination of both. Characters that have a 
bit of both attributes do not always stay the 
same as they were in the beginning. They’re 
dynamic. “The best men are not consistent in 
good-why should the worst men be consistent 
in evil”(Wilke Collins, The Woman in White). 
Some wonder whether there is even good or 
evil at all. “There is no good and evil, there is 
only power and those too weak to see it”(J.K. 
Rowling, Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone). 
In The Hobbit, some good characters can contain 
a bit evil, like Thorin, when he is too greedy with 
his “long- forgotten gold”(14), and Bilbo when 
he is under the influence of the ring. Just the 
same, some evil characters can be good just 
like Gollum(because he turned evil from the 
ring only and used to have a quite happy life 
with his grandmother before he found it), and 
Smaug because it is in the nature of dragons to 
like shiny treasure just like the dwarf treasure 
that he took. With closer analysis many of the 
characters struggle with being good or evil, and 
in many cases could be a compound of both.
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In The Hobbit, the battle is fought between 
good and evil, but sometimes, through trials, 
the two get intertwined and a character 
changes from one to the other. Evil can only be 
fought by good, and good can only be fought 
by evil. However, in the end, good overrules 

evil. Much like Tolkien’s world of Middle Earth, 
the battle between good and evil will always 
continue to rage on and convert more and 
more people to opposing sides, no matter what 
happens.
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The Good Prevails
The heroes have been trapped, and the 

evil is closing in. The heroes are in trouble! 
What will they do? All of a sudden, BANG! The 
heroes are freed and fight off the evil. The 
good prevails! Throughout time, numerous 
stories have been told with both good and evil 
characters. In the book The Hobbit, J.R.R. Tolkien 
portrays many examples of both good and evil 
throughout the story. Tolkien shows good and 
evil in appearance, song, and actions in battle.

Tolkien portrays good and evil in a variety 
of ways. One of these ways is in looks. When 
Bilbo and company come across the trolls, 
Tolkien describes them with “great heavy 
faces… [big in] size and shape of their legs, 
not to mention their language, which was 
not drawingroom fashion at all” (34). Tolkien’s 
description of the trolls reveal that they are 
repulsive, unintelligent, and, as seen later in the 
book, evil. Another example is underground, 
in the deepest darkest cave. An evil creature 
by the name of Gollum lurks there. Gollum is 
“a small, slimy creature… as dark as darkness, 
except for two big round pale eyes in his thin 
face” (71). This description of Gollum reveals his 
true nature. Again, the evil creature is shown 
as repulsive, dark, and mysterious. Unlike these 
evil creatures, Elrond is a good character, a king 
over all of the elves. When Elrond is introduced, 
Tolkien depicts him as “noble and as fair as 
fair in face as an elflord, as strong as a warrior, 
as wise as a wizard, as venerable as a king of 
dwarves, and as kind as summer” (51). Tolkien 
portrays Elrond as good looking, strong, and 
wise. It is shown that Elrond is a good character. 
The appearance of these characters is one way 
Tolkien shows good and evil.

Just as with looks, Tolkien also shows 
good and evil in their songs. Take a look at the 
goblins. When the goblins capture the dwarves 
and Bilbo, they sing a bloodcurdling song: 
“Clap! Snap! the black crack! Grip, grab! Pinch 
nab! And down to Goblin town you go my lad!” 
(60). The usage of onomatopoeia is to strike fear 

into the hearts of the heroes. Thus, it is found 
that the goblins song is dark and evil, much like 
themselves. On the other hand, when Bilbo and 
company come across the elves, their song is 
very different. “O! Will you be staying, or will you 
be flying?... To fly would be folly, to stay would 
be jolly, and listen and hark, till the end of the 
dark, to our tune, ha ha!” (49). As shown in their 
song, the elves are energetic creatures, who 
laugh and giggle. The elves want Bilbo and the 
dwarves to stay and be merry, to forget about 
their worries and relax. Essentially, it is shown 
that the elves are indeed good characters. Lastly, 
a closer analysis of the dwarve’s words, “Far over 
the misty mountains grim, to dungeons deep 
and caverns dim, We must away, ere break of 
day, To win our harps and gold from him!” (15). 
The dwarves’ song tells about their passion for 
adventure and their craving for revenge on the 
evil dragon Smaug. Their goal is to save the day 
and defeat the dragon! Tolkien’s songs provide a 
clear idea of the intent of these characters, good 
or bad.

In addition to song, Tolkien also shows 
good and evil in battle. Not only does he show 
it, but also he demonstrates how evil can be 
fought. The trolls are unintelligent and fight 
amongst themselves. Gandalf uses intelligence 
to fool the trolls. He impersonates their voice 
and uses phrases like “No good roasting ‘em 
now” (40) and “No good boiling ‘em!” (40) to 
confuse the trolls and make them argue. In 
this occasion, Gandalf uses intelligence to fight 
evil. Another example is found in the battle 
with the goblins. The goblins’ goal is to create 
mischief and enslave their new prisoners, 
Bilbo and the dwarves. They escape by using 
Orcrist and Glamdring, swords feared by the 
goblins. “[The Great Goblin] fell dead, and the 
goblin soldiers fled before the sword, shrieking 
into the darkness” (64). In this situation, the 
heroes fight off the evil by using strength and 
courage. Shortly following, Bilbo and Gollum 
battle. Gollum challenges Bilbo to a game of 
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“riddles.” Both are very intelligent, each forming 
and guessing complex riddles. Bilbo wins by 
outsmarting Gollum when Bilbo asks, “What 
have I got in my pocket?” (78). Gollum fails to 
guess the answer and loses the game. He then 
becomes outraged and tries to kill Bilbo. Bilbo 
then uses the magic ring he found to turn 
himself invisible, and Gollum accidentally leads 
Bilbo out of the dark caves. Once again, the hero 
wins the battle by using intelligence. This is how 
Tolkien presents the good and evil in battle.

Through looks, songs, and in battle, Tolkien 
displays good and evil. He also demonstrates 
how evil can be fought, as seen throughout 
his novel. His fictional demonstrations can be 
applied to reality. No matter what situation we 
find ourselves in, Tolkien indicates that there will 
always be good to fight the evil. The good will 
prevail.
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How Dreams Lead to Success
As Eleanor Roosevelt once said, “The future 

belongs to those who believe in the beauty 
of their dreams.” Following your dreams is 
like hoisting up the anchor of other people’s 
opinions, raising your sails of bravery, leaving 
the safe harbor, and setting sail on the stormy 
seas of innovation, artistry, and creativity. 
Many would agree that dreams are the key 
to all success, but what is it that really makes 
dreams so influential? Visionaries acknowledge 
the fact that dreaming is not only setting a 
goal, but planning on how one could achieve 
that objective. If it weren’t for the dreams of 
others, society, technology, social requirements, 
and history as a whole would not be what it is 
today. These people dreamed, and it was their 
dreaming that eventually led to their success. 
Among the many people who influenced our 
culture today are Amelia Earhart and Marie 
Curie.

In June of 1937, Amelia Earhart launched 
one of the bravest expeditions of the time 
– she attempted to fly around the world at 
the equator, and be the first woman to do it. 
However, it was not luck that got her there – it 
was hard work, determination, optimism, and 
most importantly, her dreams that led to her 
success. As a child, Amelia’s tomboyish behavior 
caused much dissatisfaction and uncertainty. In 
addition, due to her father’s work with railroads, 
she spent the majority of her childhood moving 
from place to place. During her early teens, 
Amelia’s father turned to drinking and, by 1914, 
her immediate family’s once-abundant finances 
began to shrink, so they became the topic of 
much gossip.  Amelia’s mother, having enough 
money due to income from a trust fund, was 
able to send both of her daughters, Amelia 
and Murial, to private intermediary school, in 
preparation for college. Only after training as 
a nurse between the years of 1917 and 1918, 
enrolling as a pre-med student at Columbia 
University in 1919, and eventually rejoining 
her parents in California, did she realize that 

her true passion was flying. Despite a difficult 
upbringing, financial hardship, and her parents’ 
separation, Amelia Earhart remained set in 
every decision she made. Amelia Earhart’s 
story demonstrates that if you stay true to who 
you are and are sincerely unwavering in your 
determination, nothing can stand in your way as 
you follow your dreams.

Marie Curie, born on November 7, 1867, 
had a difficult youth. Her parents, both 
teachers, taught their five children early on 
the importance of education. However, their 
family came upon toilsome times, her father 
being denied a favorable teaching position 
due to his pro-Polish views. In addition to 
economic struggle, the family’s fears were 
realized when the eldest child died of typhus 
and the mother died of tuberculosis. After 
graduating high school at the age of fifteen 
with the highest honors, Marie Curie fell into 
a state of depression. Education was difficult 
for her to obtain, so she and her sister, Bronya, 
made an agreement that Marie would work as 
a governess in order to pay for Bronya’s studies. 
Then, after her graduation, Bronya would 
cover the costs of Marie’s university schooling. 
Eventually, Marie saved enough money from her 
job of tutoring children to study at a university 
in Paris. There, she met her future husband, 
Pierre Curie. Their early experimentations 
were completed under difficult circumstances, 
both of them having to teach in order to fund 
their research. Years of exploration led to their 
discovery of polonium and radium and in 1903, 
they were presented the Noble Prize for Physics. 
On July 4, 1934 Marie Curie died as a result of 
her work with radiation. Her contribution to 
science came with a risk, yet her dreams of 
becoming a scientist eventually led to one of 
the greatest scientific achievements in history.    

What we can learn from these women is 
extremely powerful. If your passion, dedication, 
motivation, and inspiration surpass all of the 
obstacles that block your path to success, you 
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can accomplish anything. Dreams are influential 
in every aspect of your life, if you are to stay 
sincere to them and not let anyone’s opinions 
keep you from moving forward, along the 
path of your dreams. As you make your way 
across the undulating oceans of Life, you may 
come across small islands of success, but it is 
important to remember that you biggest goal 

is the mainland. It is also critical that you look 
back, every once in a while, and ponder all of 
the difficulties you’ve gotten past. Focus on 
the little accomplishments from time to time. 
When you reach your ultimate destination, then 
you will realize that dreams certainly do lead to 
success. 
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Drenched in the Storm
“What if this storm ends? And leaves us 

nothing. Except a memory. A distant 
echo.” The Lightning Strike, by Snow Patrol, is 
a beautiful storm of a song. It makes listeners 
feel as if they are in the midst of a hurricane, 
drenched in pure bliss. Snow Patrol is an Irish/
Scottish band, formed in 1994. They rose to 
fame in 2006 when the album Eyes Open was 
released. On this album is the hit single, Chasing 
Cars, which was nominated “Best Single” at 
the 2006 Grammys. Snow Patrol’s song The 
Lightning Strike was released on February 25, 
2013, though it was originally recorded in 2008.  
Mesmerizing listeners with passionate vocals, 
emotional lyrics, and chilling instrumentation, 
The Lightning Strike is sure to leave you soaking 
wet.

Lead singer Gary Lightbody’s vocals dance 
throughout the song. His voice is powerful, yet 
subtle. Lightbody’s anthem invades your mind, 
threatening to tear you apart, but then he backs 
off suddenly. Like wind pushing the storm, it is 
breezy, breathy, beautiful. Lightbody’s voice 
seems to envelope you, filling every corner and 
crack in the room. Harmonies intertwine with 
melodies, creating a tornado of voices; swirling, 
twirling, whirling. Paradoxes invade your mind 
as he sings note after note. The vocals are 
complicated, but simple. An organized mess. A 
beautiful disaster. Gary Lightbody takes you on 
an adventure, flying you high into the sky, and 
then letting you fall. But right before you hit the 
bottom, he suddenly swoops you back up. This 
process repeats, and one is left an emotional 
wreck when it ends.

Lyrics in The Lightning Strike are the 
foundation that the song stands on. Lightbody 
compares his lover to lightning, like in the 
phrase, “Be the lightning in me, That strikes 
relentless.” He creates such a vivid picture of 
her. Your mind cannot help but erupt into a 
swirl of unimaginable color and streaks of 
white light. Their relationship is a storm; a 
whirlwind of emotions. While questioning their 

love, Lightbody expresses that he never wants 
to leave this girl’s side. Like a wave crashing 
on the beach, he keeps coming back to this 
unpredictable love. The poetry is pure genius; 
Snow Patrol put much thought into each and 
every word. Through dedication and patience, 
they were able to create a masterpiece. The 
lyrics represent plunging into ice cold water; 
you are left shivering and chilled to the bone. 
You can’t help but hold your breath during the 
song, and gasp for air when it’s over.  

 Instrumentation in this song sails listeners 
away to a far-off island, never to return again. 
Each instrument is an element in the storm. 
The piano imitates rain, constant and fragile. 
Acoustic guitar? The sweet smell of water 
glistening on asphalt. Bass and drums beat 
ferociously, much like thunder. And electric 
guitar, the lightning; you can’t always see it, but 
when a crack of electricity lights up the dark 
sky, it’s hard to miss. All of these instruments 
come together and create something truly 
magical. Maybe it’s the way each part swims in 
simplicity, or how the song builds up, adding 
only one instrument at a time. The song starts 
with piano, playing a couple low notes and a 
sweet melody. Acoustic guitar and bass join, 
creating a slow but steady build-up. And then 
his voice, like dripping honey. Bass and drums 
burst into the mix, and suddenly instruments 
overtake the song. A choir collides with the 
instrumental, creating the highest point in the 
song, drowning listeners in the storm until we 
cannot breathe, cannot think. And then it stops. 
You hear only Lightbody’s voice, accompanied 
by piano, singing his sweet lullaby. The song 
ends and listeners are left drenched in the 
storm. Sopping, dripping, mesmerized. 

The Lightning Strike portrays a perfect 
example of true art. It confidently stands as 
one of those songs that never truly leaves you; 
it is infinite. The vocals steal away any hope 
you had of becoming a singer. Lyrically, you are 
left emotionally and physically exhausted. The 
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instrumentation beckons you forward into the 
hurricane with open arms. The Lightning Strike 
is a storm. A storm that hits you fast, and leaves 
you in the blink of an eye. A storm that seizes 

your sanity and threatens to never give it back. 
And I am left wondering, “What if this storm 
ends? And leaves us nothing. Except a memory. 
A distant echo.”
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Hang On to Music, Let All Worries 
Wash Away
Like an Arizona monsoon, Active Child’s 

piece Hanging On demands attention. 
It refuses to retreat until the listener has 
succumbed to its underappreciated existence. 
With its intense, brooding clouds, deafening 
thunder, and stunning lightning, it envelopes 
the listeners’ senses and leaves them feeling 
a little bit more alive as they inhale a breath of 
the subtle sweetness of petrichor and open 
their eyes wide.  Active Child, the alternative, 
electronic music project, cleverly blends the 
organic quality of harp with a cornucopia of 
electronic sounds and rebellious-run-away-
choir-boy vocals. In 2011, Pat Grossi of Active 
Child released his album You Are All I See. Grossi’s 
eccentric masterpiece, Hanging On, steals its 
listeners from their complicated existences 
and drags them into a world where time melts 
and even their most inconceivable thoughts  
are perfectly comprehended…in the music of 
Hanging On, people can let go.

Pure vocals demonstrate the emotional 
profundity felt by the singer and elicit sympathy 
in the listeners as they melt in Pat Grossi’s 
warm hands. Contrasting deep and high 
pitches intrigue the ear, and could symbolize 
the dynamics of the stressed relationship 
presented in the lyrics. The notes float back and 
forth between bell-tone low notes and breezy 
high notes, just as the twisted lovers try to 
untangle their situation.  Melodious runs blur 
into haunting howls of heartache. It’s almost 
as if Grossi is so overcome with grief that he 
can’t help but cry; his expressive capacity is 
overwhelming.  Coaxing his audience into 
his web, he effectively tugs on the human 
emotions, and captures his listeners in his 
spidery net.  Grossi’s rich banshee-voice, like a 
swift wind passing through leaves, mesmerizes 
listeners. 

The message in the lyrics provides a 
valuable life lesson: sometimes one must let 
go…of a person, a place, or a feeling. To arrive at 
this conclusion, the lyrics expose the dynamics 
of a stressed, one-sided relationship.  He recalls 
how the other person leads him on with the 
words, “Touch me and then turn away”. The 
line, “Every day I feel this pain, but you just turn 
and walk away…” shows how one person is 
very emotionally invested in the relationship, 
while the other is not. Craving recognition as an 
individual, the singer explains how he doesn’t 
want to just be dragged around by the other 
person. It is implied that he is going to end the 
relationship, as he seems to be psychologically 
drained when he belts , “ I don’t want to be a 
ball and chain”.  Finally, he admits that he’s lost 
and confused as he apologetically sings, “I don’t 
know what is wrong, I just can’t keep hanging 
on to you and me.”  At the close of the song, 
he comes to the understanding that not every 
battle can be won, and sometimes the best 
option, however painful, is to surrender. Roaring, 
thunderous, dramatic lyrics insist on being 
acknowledged.

Overlapping instrumental layers backdrop 
the piece and meld the components of the 
song together.  With the combination of 
harp and electronically-produced noises, the 
song transports its audience to a previously 
unexplored dimension of sound. The deliberate, 
fluctuating harp runs, like sheets of rhythmic 
rain pummeling pavement, give a movement 
to the piece that prevents the song from 
turning stale. Lightning-like electronic sounds 
flash across the scene and add variety. As in 
a storm, all of the elements of the song seem 
spontaneous, yet are perfectly coordinated to 
some unseen hand of an omniscient conductor:  
the underlying rhythm sways like trees in the 
wind, the grey-blue bass line rumbles and 
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grumbles as do thunder clouds, the clash of a 
gong strikes like lightning, the harp runs ripple 
through the music like raindrops on a pond, and 
Grossi’s voice echoes through the listeners’ mind 
like the howl of a moaning banshee. 

During Hanging On Grossi takes his 
audience through the crux of a storm, but with 
the realization that it is acceptable to wave the 
white flag, he brings them back into a peaceful 

desert landscape with red blossoms on plump 
cacti, smoldering violet-red and gold sunsets, 
and most importantly, cooler temperatures. 
Long-anticipated summer rains cleanse and 
renew. After experiencing Hanging On listeners 
will feel liberated and rejuvenated as the 
delicious raindrops roll down their skin and 
wash their worries away, leaving them only to 
savor the music of the moment.
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Down with Five-Day School Week!
Picture this: It’s a typical school night, and 

you have just arrived home from sports 
practice, your job, or hanging out with friends. 
Suddenly, to your horror, you remember that 
you have a huge essay due tomorrow in English. 
Even though you start right away, by the time 
you finish late that night, you are exhausted, 
stressed, and mentally drained. Add to that the 
fact that you have to wake up early for school 
tomorrow morning, and you have a serious 
recipe for disaster. Sound familiar? It’s happened 
to every student, especially those trying to 
juggle schoolwork with sports or clubs. They 
have the motivation to do well in school, but the 
constant, vicious cycle of too much homework 
and not enough time to do it only makes it 
harder for overworked students to succeed. 
What is a simple way to make it easier for them? 
Switch to a four-day per week schedule. It may 
not seem like a feasible or even a good idea at 
first, but it has other (and greater) benefits that 
will help students and teachers throughout 
the Mesa Public Schools learn and accomplish 
more. The district needs to seriously consider 
switching to a four-day school week because it 
would give students a chance to prepare better 
for school, reduce the number of student and 
teacher absences, and would save a significant 
amount of money by reducing transportation, 
utility, and faculty costs.

First of all, a switch to a four-day week will 
allow students to better prepare for school. 
A four-day school week means a three-day 
weekend, and this means an extra day for 
motivated students to study and complete 
projects to the best of their abilities. An extra 
day also gives students some time to relax 
and relieves some of the stress they feel from 
homework. Unfortunately, a four-day schedule 
would also mean that school days would have 
to be about an hour longer than normal to 
make up for the loss of the fifth day. Many 
critics of these extended days, including Karen 
Jozefowski, an English teacher at Mesa High 

School, believe that students won’t be able to 
focus for an extra hour in school. Jozefowski 
stated, “I have difficulty getting students to 
stay focused in a six hour day, so realistically, 
I can’t see them being able to handle taking 
in even more information.” Contrary to her 
beliefs, students can take initiative and learn 
to handle that “unmanageable” extra hour of 
class. Matthew Hooton is a freshman at Heritage 
Academy in Mesa, a charter school that uses 
a four-day schedule. When asked if the longer 
days made it harder for students at his school 
to focus, he replied, “No, everyone adjusts and 
gets used to it after a while, so the extra hour 
doesn’t really affect your ability to learn.” Two-
day weekends simply are not long enough for 
students to complete their homework because 
many students use Sundays as a religious or 
family day, so they have only Saturday to cram 
in homework. By giving students an extra day 
to study and recharge, students’ grades will 
improve and struggling students will have the 
chance to get ahead in school.

Another important benefit that would 
come from the district switching to a four-day 
school week is a reduction in the number of 
student and teacher absences. Students who 
forget to study for tests or to complete large 
assignments often tend to ditch class or stay 
home rather than face the consequences. 
Teachers also have issues with attendance, 
trying to balance their job with family life and 
doctor appointments. An extra-long weekend 
would open up opportunities for teachers and 
students who have too much to do and never 
enough time to do it. Jozefowski argues, “I don’t 
think [a four-day week schedule] benefits the 
average student. Essentially, they are losing a 
day of instruction.” In contrast to Jozefowski’s 
argument, students attending class more often 
and for longer each day would more than make 
up for lost time. This reduction in absences 
helps students by allowing them to be in class 
almost every day to receive instruction. In the 
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article “Four-day School Gaining Traction”, Terrie 
Morgan-Besecker interviewed Debbie Ozark, a 
woman whose children’s school is considering 
switching to a four-day week. Ozark said of 
the idea, “It’s a long week. I don’t think the kids 
would mind going to school as much if they 
knew they had a three-day weekend.” Because 
of the incentive of a three-day weekend, kids 
would work harder and be less willing to miss 
a day of school.  Giving students time to take 
trips and complete large projects in a three-day 
weekend would certainly reduce absences and 
increase their success in school.

Most importantly, a switch to a four-day 
schedule would save the district a significant 
amount of money that could be redirected 
to students for their benefit. In her article 
“Americans Resist Idea of Four-Day School 
Week”, author Julie Ray cites the 35th annual 
Gallup Poll, saying, “Ideally, the four-day school 
week saves schools a day’s worth of costs in 
transportation, utilities, and staff expenses. 
What savings this translates to varies from 
school district to school district, but any money 
saved may mean funds can be redirected into 
areas that need them.” According to Ray’s 
article, districts similar in size to Mesa that 
have switched to a four-day school week have 
saved an average of about $1.5 million a year 
on utilities and transportation alone, and it is 
a positive alternative to the option of cutting 
teacher and faculty jobs to save money. Even 
Jozefowski, a strong critic of the idea, agrees 
that it would help with school funding, saying, 
“It would save money, of course, on buses, 
lunches, utilities, etc., and that extra money 
could definitely be used to benefit students.”  
Savings like that would be a huge boost to the 
district, which struggles to properly supply 
funds for things like musical equipment and 

extracurricular activities. Who wouldn’t want 
to transfer money that is currently paying for 
gas and electricity over to provide funding 
for sports and fine arts programs? Just think 
of the difference that this extra money could 
make for the students in Mesa’s schools. In this 
troubled economy, a four-day week is a sure 
way to save money and supply for students that 
are currently being limited in their ability to 
participate in extracurricular activities by a lack 
of funds.

This is the Mesa district’s chance to solve 
a plethora of problems it currently struggles 
with, including lack of student motivation and 
adequate funding for extracurricular programs. 
According to the Gallup Poll, almost 75% of 
Americans are unfamiliar with the four-day 
school week. According to Ray, it is a little-
known and yet highly successful schedule 
that over 120 schools in the U.S. currently 
employ, and it is a way to save millions of 
dollars annually in the Mesa schools. If the 
district wants to quickly and effectively better 
prepare students for school, reduce student 
ditching and absences, and redirect a significant 
amount of funding from utilities to students, 
then switching to a four-day schedule is the 
key to their success. America is facing tough 
times ahead. American schools and students 
are failing under the current system, and the 
U.S. is falling behind the world in education. 
Switching to a four-day school week might be 
the first step in reversing the downward spiral 
of the American and the Mesa Public Schools 
education system. Will the Mesa district choose 
to go against the grain, switch to a four-day 
school week, and reap the rewards of better 
funding and more motivated and successful 
students? Or will it stick with the faltering 
system it is currently in? Only time will tell.
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Amber Miles___________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Skyline High
Teacher - Jennifer Medlock

A Humble Suggestion
(A Satire)

According to Martin Luther King Jr., “Nothing 
in the world is more dangerous than 

sincere ignorance and conscientious stupidity.” 
Therefore, the world desperately needs 
education, for all people are born ignorant 
and many are born stupid. The former have 
hope; the latter, not so much. Despite this, in 
keeping with the policies of Horace Mann, all 
in America have access to public education. 
On teenage whims, however, many foolishly 
surrender that right and consequently waste 
the funding provided them. With the national 
average of per-pupil funding at $10,259 (Reese), 
schools cannot afford to bear students who 
lack the resolve or intelligence to appreciate 
the opportunity. In light of this, schools must 
revise their policies. Schools, in order to increase 
funding for students who show promise, should 
expel those who show indications of dropping 
out of high school.

In America, thirty-three percent of high 
school students do not graduate (Azzam), and 
yet the government spends billions of dollars 
each year to support them, essentially wasting 
money. According to a study from 2007, thirty-
eight percent of dropouts choose to leave 
high school because they fail classes while an 
additional forty-three percent leave because 
they miss too many days of school. One can 
assume, then, that poor grades and excessive 
absences indicate a predisposition to drop out 
of high school.

From this connection springs a solution: 
Schools can expel students who fail half their 
classes or miss ten days in one semester 
because such students would probably drop 
out anyway. Following this policy, high schools 
should expect their student population 
to decrease by approximately thirty-three 
percent. If the amount of funding remains 
linked to student population, this becomes 
a crisis, but if the government continues to 

provide the same amount of funding, quality 
of education improves dramatically. Having 
thirty-three percent fewer students allows 
schools to appropriate thirty-three percent 
more per-pupil funding to remaining students. 
Consequently, spending of funds becomes a 
matter of quality rather than quantity. By being 
more discriminating, schools free up money 
for students who may actually succeed (grades 
being the indication of success, of course).

As with any new policy, contentions may 
arise through execution, but currently the 
foremost objection lies in the possibility of 
exacerbating poverty and crime. After all, 
people need education in order to contribute 
positively to society. This argument, however, 
ignores the benefits of unskilled manual labor. 
Students who lose their education privileges 
can be sold to farmers, factory owners, or other 
like businesspeople and become “permanent 
indentured workers” (since people nowadays 
so frown upon the term “slave”). This, in itself, 
benefits everyone involved: For the student, 
this provides a far more stable future than they 
might have had as a high-school drop-out; for 
the business owner, a lifetime of inexpensive 
labor; for the school, the coveted funds to 
reinstate that art or sports program it had to cut.

However, even such a favorable solution 
poses a problem: parental interference. 
Guardians of permanent indentured workers 
may grow envious of the school’s financial 
gain and therefore demand compensation. 
Since parental guardians and schools share 
equal blame for the student’s failings, then 
let them share the proceeds equally. As for 
determining the amount at which one can 
purchase a permanent indentured worker, 
that responsibility belongs to higher powers; 
though, since the government has already 
calculated a student’s worth to be $10,259, that 
may be a suitable price.
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Although beneficial for all, this policy may 
exist only temporarily if circumstances change. 
First, adequate funding for education would 
eliminate the problem and thus render the 
solution unnecessary. Additionally, improved 
attitudes and graduation rates among high 
school students would nullify the policy entirely. 
Unlikely as these changes are, however, one 

can expect a long life for this program as it is 
wholly necessary. As long as some states receive 
only $5,765 in per-pupil funding (Reese), the 
implementation of permanent indentured 
worker programs serves as the only option to 
provide deserving students with a high-quality 
education--and thus combat the dangers of the 
world.
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Hannah Jarvis__________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Stephanie Reary

Still Life, An Essaie
An elementary teacher once introduced the 

essay to me as “a short literary composition 
on a particular theme or subject, usually in 
prose and generally analytic, speculative, 
or interpretive,” dry. Is this all an essay can 
be, a collection of the vernacular, a cookie-
cutter thesis statement sounding off the first 
argument, five paragraphs lined neatly in a row? 
What a flawed misconception.  No, the essay is 
trying for the perfection that is hiding within the 
art of beauty, trying despite our flaws. 

I take pride in the art of my eyebrows. 
Generally, though, people never come close 
enough to see that my right eyebrow is slightly 
better groomed than my left. On the occasion 
that they do, they come close enough to see it 
is these flaws, my heart that thinks too loudly, 
my mind that feels too deeply, that make me the 
person I am.

Flawed. I once dated a girl who described 
herself as so broken, so depressed by the pain 
within our world. And I saw her as flawed— 
flawed as a many-faceted diamond is flawed. 
Yes, we are all flawed, but if you were a stone you 
would shine, love, shine. She learned to make 
flawed beautiful. Someday, in an essay of your 
own, you must share with me the secrets to being 
you.

Beauty is not easy, but it cannot be worked 
for. It comes off of you effortlessly, but you pay 
dearly for it— “I am not well-adjusted for this 
world,” you say, and that is your price. Here I 
am, trying to work for beauty but to no avail; I 
am not an artist, but a curator. Beauty I can 
see, and beauty I can protect, but when it 
comes to creating something both beautiful 
and significant, I am lost. Loss is something I’m 
beginning to grow used to, now, always being at 
a loss for words, always remembering that loss of 
you.

My mother is not strictly religious, but she 
loves God. Her faith that such a large and unruly 
power exists, and that it loves her in this loveless 
world, never ceases to amaze me. Yet, for all this 

love, by the end of every church service she 
attends, tears rain a tiptoeing waterfall down 
her face. Tears of what, I cannot say, and neither 
can she; they may be of awe, sadness, nostalgia, 
all or nothing. Whatever they are, they are her 
price for beauty, for feeling too deeply. 

There is a line in Andrea Gibson’s poem, 
Wasabi, that goes something like, “This girl is 
gonna crush me like a small bug…, but I’m like, 
go ahead, I’m all yours.” On nights where I can’t 
sleep for the rope knotting in my stomach, 
that line sings over and over in my mind. That’s 
where Gibson and I have something in common; 
we both love with the entirety of our selves. 
We know we are going to be broken, but we 
would rather experience that moment of awe 
as the lightning flashes directly overhead than 
hear the thunder from miles away. Let me throw 
myself into the storm of you, I am not afraid, not 
in the traditional sense of the word. I do live in 
anticipation of the lightning that surely will 
strike, however, the pain of what is sure to come. 
I know I will eventually be a bug on the windshield 
of you. 

Landslides, tornadoes, hurricanes, they 
are all beautiful to me. The careless way they 
wield their power, it is captivating, the way they 
create utter chaos without meaning to. They 
demonstrate the power nature still holds over 
us, which, despite our genius technology, we 
cannot escape. Even with our seismographs 
and careful science, nature manages to destroy 
everything with what seems an unconscious 
gesture. If there was a human embodiment of this 
chaos-creator, it would be you. You feel with the 
power of a mudslide, you write with the passion of 
the sun. You uproot the people who love you in the 
caress of your monsoon. 

My mother grew up in a household turned 
nuclear by her sister’s case of epilepsy. She 
describes her and her siblings’ ways of handling 
the stress: her brother became the comic relief 
of the family, her other sister the “bad child,” 
while my mother strived to look perfect in her 
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parents’ eyes. One may think it ironic, then, that 
she is the one that her parents would consider 
to be the least perfect. Unlike her siblings, she 
did not manage to hold her marriage together, 
to tough out the hard times, to raise the perfect 
child. To have a “normal” relationship. Her 
parents see my homosexuality as testament to 
her failures as a mother, which is, in their eyes, 
the most important role a woman can play. But 
is there no beauty in the willfulness of her effort? 

Doesn’t it seem that life denies us the things 
we want very much the most? My mother and 
her perfection, you and your quest to never hurt 
another living soul. I don’t know if you realize that 
you are a tornado, that no matter how gentle 
and careful you are, things will get destroyed. 
What do I want very much the most? To identify 
something so important seems to almost erase 
it as a possibility. I want to make something 
beautiful.

A similar soul is one who sees 
embarrassments, hidden things, and still 
says, “I wish I had that. I wish I had friends 
and parents that would go along with that. I 
respect you even more for that.” Friend, don’t 
worry; together, we will immortalize our 
embarrassments in the Untitled Essay that 
makes up our lives. Our essays may be neither 
beautiful nor powerful, but, together, we will 
ravish in our ugly unimportance. 

A French philosopher birthed the essay into 
this world, only his essay was essaie, defined in 
French as to try. Is this not what we do in this 
short-lived life? Is this not the only thing at 
which we can actually dream of succeeding?

Life is an essay, and it belongs to us, the 
authors. It is our job to look past our flaws, to 
build them into the art of perfection, the art of 
beauty.

It is our job to essayer; it is our job to try. 
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Savanah Frisch_________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Swimphony
Once my body shatters the surface of the 

water, all is silent and peaceful.  The pool 
is my place of solace and contentment as I 
meditate through repetitions of sets.  With the 
cool water flowing past me as I swim, my mind 
clears and all sounds are muted.  I am happy, for 
I am like a note, the pool my empty score.  Here I 
can try to create anything.

The cadence of my arms sets the tone 
of my swimming.  Swimming rapid, staccato 
strokes for sprints of freestyle starts the melody.  
Except, this isn’t my stroke.  My arms don’t want 
to move that fast to keep up with a sprinting 
freestyle.  Strength and power held in a long 
fermata describe long distance swimming and 
that is what my body loves.  With the constant 
rhythm in my head and my long arms to create 
a strong force, I can keep up and stay with the 
tempo this time.  I like distance. I can swim for 
hours and hours.  

There are also other strokes in swimming, 
just as other instruments make up an orchestra.  
I try butterfly.  My butterfly is like a note that 
waivers in and out of harmony as I flop in the 
pool trying to kick like a mermaid.  But, I end 
up looking like a dying fish; I can’t swim it.  
Backstroke is next.  I think to myself, this is going 
to be fun, because it is like freestyle, but on 
your back.  But no, water rushes into my nose as 
I flip turn.  I am now in pain and my nose runs 
profusely.  This is no longer the content place I 
thought I was in.  Last of all, I swim breaststroke.  
I feel myself propel forward from the power of 
my strong frog kick.  It feels great, it feels natural 
and I can breath, after, every, stroke.  I am happy 
again and love the pool.

My coach is the conductor, giving 
instruction and critique.  He helps me perfect 
my technique.  I learn how to quicken the 
throw of my arms to create less drag when I am 
swimming breaststroke.  Repeatedly practicing 

these tips and tricks, just as a musician would to 
perfect her music, helps me excel.  I do workouts 
my coach has instructed me to do, so I can be 
the best I can.  

Though some workouts may seem like they 
are from the depths of hell and there is pain, 
there is still solace.  My mind wanders...I think 
about my dreams, my life goals, “of making a 
positive impact on the world.” The explosions 
of my epiphanies drown out the sounds of 
splashing and coaches screaming.  It is a time 
when I can unwind from all the the stress that 
school provides.  It is peaceful.

To me, swim is not just a sport.  It doesn’t 
end when my race ends or when this final 
season concludes.  It is a time to express myself.  
When it comes to swim meets, the pristine 
clarity of a single note, my swimming, fills the 
musical score.  I show everything I have learned 
to compose the swimmer I am.  I, only I, can 
change the outcome of the race.  I compose my 
future.

With my events, the 500 yard freestyle and 
the 100 yard breaststroke, I show endurance, 
power, and strength, something not easily 
learned.  Yet, in the water I have achieved 
these qualities through my dedication of early 
morning practices, when the sun has yet to 
make an appearance in the sky.  I go at that 
moment in the morning when all is quiet, no 
birds chirping, or cars humming, just the silence 
that fills the last few minutes before the sun 
rises.  The pool is peaceful, I feel happy.  I am 
content with life, the pool.
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Jennifer Medlock_______________________________________________________________
English Teacher, Skyline High

Dangling by a Wire
I awoke to enormous pressure across my 

spine. The Herculean push against my skin 
left a permanent mark: .995. I later understood 
that this distinguished my purity, my value. 
Life was calm those first weeks. Dark shipping 
containers gave way to glass display cases 
sparkling Windex clean. My relationship with my 
purchaser started hot and heavy. The searing 
heat of a soldering iron bound me forever to 
the 14 karat links that sported myriad objects 
of sterling and gold. You might think that was 
the end of my adventure, but it was only the 
beginning.

My purpose in life is to hold a miniature 
photo. This may sound rather mundane, but 
truly it is of the utmost importance. You see, I 
hold a wedding picture: a moment of endless 
devotion captured for posterity. I am well-suited 
to this task since my bright, fine silver body has 
miniscule curlicues and hearts surrounding 
the happy couple. My larger purpose though, 
is to remind my owner of her lover every day; 
and I do mean EVERY DAY. As a matter of fact, 
I seldom get a day off. I dangle next to my 
brethren, clanking and jingling in time to my 
owner’s quick shuffle step as she moves through 
her helter-skelter life of family, students, classes, 
and meetings.

Morning comes early. The spicy, dark aroma 
of coffee surrounds me as I leave my red velvet 
jewelry box after a night’s rest. I can taste the 
heaviness of the steam lingering in the air after 
the morning’s shower. I jingle happily as I come 
to rest on the smooth wrist softly perfumed 
with the faint scent of vanilla and roses. A 
kaleidoscope of colors dances across my view 
as the mirror reflects the fluffy golden towels, 
amber-beaded curtains, and tone-on-tone 
maroon patterned wallpaper of the bathroom 

along with the shimmering, emerald, satin 
ruffles on my owner’s blouse. I wait to see which 
jewels will color my vision for the day. Will it 
be the emerald swirls set in gold? Perhaps it 
will be the opal surrounded by clover-green 
tsavorite garnets.  It may even be the diamond 
solitaire with baguettes on the side. Whichever 
jewels adorn the hand, there will always be 
the platinum and gold band that encircles the 
finger. 

Today my eyes rest on a starfish ring 
studded with round tanzanites. This ring’s 
purpose is similar to mine – a remembrance 
of the beginning of my owner’s married life. 
She surrounds herself with these symbols of 
love and faithfulness in an effort to hold on to 
the romance that felt like it had been alive for 
10,000 years even on the first day it dawned in 
her heart. That feeling ebbs and flows with life’s 
twists and turns. The years in Las Vegas were not 
kind to my owner, but she remained steadfast 
in her devotion to husband and family. Days are 
sometimes rough for her. The creativity in her 
soul occasionally lags and the darkness creeps 
in, seeping into crevices – chinks in the armor 
she didn’t even know existed until they turn 
black and brooding. On those days she relies 
on me and the other tokens of remembrance, 
of affection, to remind her that life is good and 
love can indeed last forever.

So that’s my job, my purpose in the world. 
I am a physical and emotional representation 
of love. I began much like everyone else – in 
pain and wonder, in changing and searching. 
But when I found my home, my destiny, my 
picture of a moment in time – I knew it would 
be forever, just like the couple I guard dangling 
on a wire, tied to a feeling. 
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Voices 
Narrative

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Sedona Schnebly The Three Red Clouds Doreen Stradling Franklin East
Kdg. First Place André Peña Our Vacation to Legoland Cheryl Rogers Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Krew Eckman The Bald Eagle in Flagstaff Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Aenea Schwartzmann My Competition Jan Jones  Robson

1st First Place Jake Austin-Goins My Football Game Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st First Place Debani Ruiz Me and the Black Kitty Sara Ebert Lindbergh
1st Honorable Mention Venise Wang The Moving, Stretchy Play-Doh Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Silvie Schmelter The Day I Lost My Tooth Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch

2nd First Place Sharilee Cusick Witches and Cats Kamie Gaebel Irving
2nd Honorable Mention Bianca Corona Fourth of July Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Nicholas Watts Getting My Bearded Dragon Alane Eaton Las Sendas

3rd First Place Brisa Esparza A Turkey Thanksgiving Ashley Levy Pomeroy
3rd First Place Natalie Hess Natalie:  Pretty, Smart, and  Leslie Shepherd Sirrine
            Smelly  
3rd Honorable Mention Hannah Martinson The Loud Baseball Game Meena Kazmi Red Mountain Ranch
3rd Honorable Mention Westin Shumway Field Trip Mayhem Marilyn Uhl Whittier

4th First Place Isabella Arellano Oscar and Alphonse Ellen Weser Hale
4th First Place Collin Manuel The Art of Being a Hamster Teresa Grasser Kerr
4th Honorable Mention Shelby Martinsen Beach Blowout! Terri Caves Franklin at Brimhall
4th Honorable Mention Kaley Stalder Volleyball Becky Nudell MacArthur

5th First Place Noah Nichols Repelling Diana Lawien Franklin East
5th First Place Emma Miller Hood in Riding Janet Millar-Haskell  Highland
      Pamela Robedeau 
5th Honorable Mention Natalie Whitmer My Dad’s Work Party Xan Albright Franklin at Alma
5th Honorable Mention Eden Carter Plymouth Gwen Lenz Porter

6th First Place Riley Duemler Two Tails Are Better than One Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th First Place Heather Jensen Rockin’ Around the Kitchen Heather Christie Las Sendas
6th Honorable Mention Nick Pauley A Winter Dream Vivien Barcia Hermosa Vista
6th Honorable Mention Zibby Christensen Fire and Ice Janet Millar-Haskell  Highland
      Pamela Robedeau  

7th First Place Amber Wadsworth Cumbersome Troubles with Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
            Troublesome Cubs 
7th First Place Xena Whang Free Joseph Reilly Mesa Academy
7th First Place Nadia Current The Half Pipe Horror Patricia Reckell Shepherd
7th First Place Kiersten Rundio Legacy Patricia Reckell  Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Anna Dranchak-Kalb Ashes As Black As Fur Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Dustin Smith Stray Love Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Justin Nelson Socks Ablaze Patricia Reckell Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Kallee Schwan Stay Kathleen Holso Stapley

8th First Place Ricardo Escarcega Eating Hope Monique Zatcoff Kino
8th First Place Callie Gaytan The Brown-Eyed Man Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th First Place Kayla Miller An Alternate Ending for Roald LeAnn Napoleone Smith
            Dahl’s “The Landlady” 
8th First Place Elizabeth Smith Existential Crisis Julie Miller Stapley
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8th Honorable Mention Judy Schnebly The Show Must Go On Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Piper Stevens The Tournament Michelle Winn Rhodes
8th Honorable Mention Dallin Flake Hunting with Sharks Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Nadya Soekardono The Key Sherri Stradling Summit Academy

9th First Place Shelby Lynch Counting in Secret Ellen White Mesa High
9th First Place Lindsay McConnell Road Trip Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Angela Foley The Figure-Eight Knot of Infinity Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Sarah Stinocher Heartbeat Lisa Monte  Westwood

10th First Place Noah King The Selflessness of a Stranger Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th First Place Benjamin Meek All Because of Clean Lorelei Barker Mesa High
            Underwear . . . 
10th Honorable Mention Cody Gillespie A Halfling, an Elf, and a Michelle Broberg Mesa High
            Mushroom Man Walk Into 
            a Bar . . . 
10th Honorable Mention Angelica Pangan Secondhand Joy Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th First Place Mea Valli-Doherty Wild Waters Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th First Place Jessica Tanner The Empty Chair Jennifer Medlock Skyline
11th Honorable Mention Audrey Pisani The Masked Bandit:  A Tale of Elizabeth Viator Dobson
            Mischief 
11th Honorable Mention Ryan Hooton Love Is Blind. So Is Victory. Diane Grogan Mesa High

12th First Place Rajan Patel The Sudorific Southpaw Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th First Place Ashley Preves A Trip to the Fourth Dimension Celeste Burns Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention BreeAnna Portlock She’s Bad News Karin Jozefowski Mesa High
12th Honorable Mention Natalie Mattison Handle With Care Rachel Collay Westwood

Staff First Place Heather Christie The Journal of Harper Beck 6th Grade Teacher Las Sendas
Staff First Place Karen Procopio Dearest Amanda Technology Teacher Mesa Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Sheila Howe Freckles 4th Grade Teacher Lowell
Staff Honorable Mention Jennifer Medlock Sleeping Where It’s Warm English Teacher Skyline
     
 

Voices 
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Thaddeus Hepworth My Fish Silvermis Suzzanne Shawver Johnson
Kdg. First Place Davaya Smith Dancing to a Puddle Melinda Whisenant Johnson

1st First Place Sereniti Johnson Tennis Leah Jameson Las Sendas
1st First Place Katie Gallo School Beth Hunt  Red Mountain Ranch
1st Honorable Mention Tucker Johnson A Tummyache Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Natalie Reeves The Cat Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch

2nd First Place Johanna Mast The Song Carol Woods Entz
2nd Honorable Mention Trey Larsen Hide and Seek Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Alisa Cummins One More Christmas Kristin Driscoll Hale

3rd First Place Glais Dill Snowflake Twinkling Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
3rd First Place Jefferson Giles 95 Meena Kazmi Red Mountain Ranch
3rd Honorable Mention Mia DiCristofaro The Meadow Tonja Lazier Las Sendas
3rd Honorable Mention Hannah Martinson He Meets She Meena Kazmi Red Mountain Ranch
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4th First Place Katelyn Wiezbowski The Best Place on Earth-- Michelle Mullenaux Entz
            The Ocean 
4th First Place Emeri Arnett Fall Leaves Renee Langston Hale
4th Honorable Mention Grace Soelberg My Puppy Ate My Homework Shelly Brown Highland
      Janet Millar-Haskell  
4th Honorable Mention Danielle Smolka Animals Melissa Mashore Red Mountain Ranch

5th First Place Natalia Demichellis Twilight to Midnight Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy
5th First Place Oliver Wolflig Gentle Giant Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Mikayla Borrowdale Shadow Jumping Dianne Szonn Red Mountain Ranch
5th Honorable Mention Winter Langolf Books Deborah Tortorello Taft

6th First Place Chase Harris Nature Janet Millar-Haskell Highland
      Pamela Robedeau 
6th First Place Charlotte Stenmark In a Spin Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy
6th Honorable Mention Sarah Gordon Tip-Toes Kim Smith Franklin West
6th Honorable Mention Levi Miles Archery Mary Ann Mason Franklin West
       
7th First Place Jenna Montierth The Corner Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th First Place Amber Wadsworth Seed Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Xena Whang Wrongful Clemency! Joseph Reilly Mesa Academy
7th Honorable Mention Taylor Butler You Know What? I’m Sorry! Annette Miller  Shepherd

8th First Place Grace Miller A Portable, Personal Paradise Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Elise Tuttle Nature’s Hushed Vigil Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Sophie Chapman The Note Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Christina Tesarek The Alcoholic and the Plastic Bag Julie Miller Stapley

9th First Place Angelica Blanco Confined Erin Young-Bauer Westwood
9th First Place Anna Millett Flames Lisa Monte Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Danijela Covo The Feathered Nomad Ellen White Mesa High
9th Honorable Mention Annie Allen My Dearest, Truest Love Melissa Martin  Red Mountain

10th First Place Landon Schnebly The Chair Michelle Broberg Mesa High
10th First Place River Rodriguez A Tribute to Banned Books Week Maggie Casmus Westwood
10th Honorable Mention Lalita Matteotti Unsolicited Advice Celeste Burns Red Mountain
10th Honorable Mention Mykenzie Oates Injustice Around Us Celeste Burns Red Mountain

11th First Place Kylie Cooper Hospitality in Brutality Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th First Place Jake Sibley Grass Celeste Burns Red Mountain
11th Honorable Mention Lauren Graham The Monsters Celeste Burns Red Mountain
11th Honorable Mention Grace Witherspoon Super Nation Stephanie Reary Westwood

12th First Place Justin Cheung Worn Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th First Place Justin Mieth We Fight Our Battles Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Bryson Merkley The Picture of Dorian Gray Michael Garcia Mesa High
12th Honorable Mention Shelbie Draper Sorry Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain

Staff First Place Janet Millar-Haskell BC and AD- a Timeline 3rd-6th Gifted  Highland
              Teacher 
Staff First Place Jo-Anne Bondelli The Mobile 4th Grade Teacher Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Annie Brown Seed of Resentment 1st Grade Teacher Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Jennifer Medlock untitled English Teacher Skyline



120 ~ Honors

Voices 
Class Book 

GRADE PLACE  ENTRY  TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place   The Perfect 5 Year Old Merrilee Kupfer Field
Kdg. First Place   My Snowman Teresa Fullerton Porter
Kdg. Honorable Mention   We Can Dream Like Dr. King! Kristen Pettinato Johnson

1st First Place   Love Shines Peggy O’Neill Hale
1st First Place   Things That Happen Julie Reichert Zaharis
1st Honorable Mention   Reindeer Stories Susan Goodenberger Ishikawa
1st Honorable Mention   Oh, The Things We Have Seen! Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch

Voices 
Essay 

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Jaxon Rogers My Grandpa Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Jocelyn Peterson The First Thanksgiving Claudia Bretzing Hale
2nd First Place Jasmine Tufts Watermelon Day Tina Wylie Red Mountain Ranch
2nd Honorable Mention Justin Bradshaw Mountain Lions Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Rachel Smolka Snowflakes Marlene Kothe  Red Mountain Ranch

3rd First Place Daymon Reidhead The Spectacular Sonoran Desert Cheryl Hickey Madison
3rd Honorable Mention Abbigail Hunt A Dog or a Cat Stephanie Day Hale
3rd Honorable Mention Aubrie Ross Dogs Are Fun to Learn About Stephanie Day Hale

4th First Place Sage Millett Honeybees Lyndel Akers MacArthur
4th First Place Elliott Krzeminski Freezing Frogs, Saving Lives Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Heaton Bradford Magnetism Carol Griner Franklin East
4th Honorable Mention Brinn Coopey The History of a Cello Barbara Vance Mesa Academy

5th First Place Sage Bradshaw All About Gators Sue Brown Franklin East
5th First Place Mercedes Ortiz Teenage Brother’s Guide to Baby Michelle Guanell Mesa Academy
            Sisters 
5th Honorable Mention Aaron Robedeau A Moment of Silence, Please Janet Millar-Haskell Highland
      Pamela Robedeau

6th First Place Andrea Judd Should Schools Observe a  Janet Millar-Haskell Highland
            Moment of Silence? Pamela Robedeau 
6th First Place Mabel Court Save the Penny Janeann Jones MacArthur
6th First Place Brook Stalder Diary of a Python Janeann Jones MacArthur
6th First Place Alexandra Rolfness Apples Are Red and Leaves  Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
            Are Green . . . Or Not?  
6th Honorable Mention Barrett Gunn Importance of Daydreaming Chris Roche Bush
6th Honorable Mention Matthew Millett Parkour Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Macy Rudd The Nile River Laura Jones Johnson
       
7th First Place Jessica Conway Melissa Stockwell Annette Miller Shepherd
7th First Place Michaela Daas Courtroom Essay Angela Smithson Smith
7th Honorable Mention Britney Campbell Letter to Scrooge Angela Smithson Smith
7th Honorable Mention Landon Miller What Patriotism Means to Me Angela Smithson Smith



Honors ~ 121

8th First Place Olivia Grossklaus The Permanent Evils of War Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th First Place Rebekah Jones The Battle Rages On Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Brigg Trendler The Good Prevails Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Gabrielle Christensen How Dreams Lead to Success Paula Morelli Taylor
8th Honorable Mention Cailee Benford How Did the Constitution Guard Michelle Winn Rhodes
            Against Tyranny?  
8th Honorable Mention Brandon Islas Constitution vs. Tyranny Michelle Winn Rhodes
8th Honorable Mention Lauren Hardy It’s Not America’s War Alison Ozmun Shepherd
8th Honorable Mention Janae Ziebell Washington, We Have a Problem Alison Ozmun Shepherd

9th First Place Katy Anderson Drenched in the Storm Rachel Collay Westwood
9th First Place Angela Foley Hang On to Music, Let All  Rachel Collay Westwood
            Worries Wash Away 
9th Honorable Mention Mia Czarnecki The Heart of a Song Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Lindsay McConnell A Journey for the Best Rachel Collay  Westwood

10th First Place Benjamin Meek Down with Five-Day School  Lorelei Barker Mesa High
            Week! 
10th Honorable Mention Yazmin Flores No Physical Activity, No  Lorelei Barker Mesa High
            Improvement 
10th Honorable Mention Megyn Martinez Dump That Junk! Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th First Place Amber Miles A Humble Suggestion Jennifer Medlock Skyline
11th First Place Hannah Jarvis Still Life, An Essaie Stephanie Reary Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Olivia King Risk the Fall Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Rachel Mickelson Weeds Among Flowers Diane Grogan Mesa High

12th First Place Savanah Frisch Swimphony Rachel Collay Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Keara Buck The Censorship of The  Michael Garcia Mesa High
            Adventures of Huckleberry   
            Finn 
12th Honorable Mention Alexander Buckley What Ian Taught Me Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain

Staff First Place Jennifer Medlock Dangling by a Wire English Teacher Skyline
Staff Honorable Mention Mary Ann Mason Lucky Dogs 6th Grade Teacher Franklin West
Staff Honorable Mention Heather Christie Sweet Home, Chicago 6th Grade Teacher Las Sendas





Special Achievement
Special Achievement: (all grades) Recognition of Mesa students  

who have placed or received awards in other writing 
contests held throughout the year.  
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GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

6th Published Chelsea Browne Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published McKenna Campbell Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Celia Chronsiter Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Jaiden Coleman Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Alex Ducharme Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Donovan Furfaro Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Jaden Kott Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Justin Legg Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Rachel Lopez Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Jason Luna-Glores Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Carter Mason Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Erik Ortiz Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Kelly Rackow Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Sheydden Rose Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Gabriel Wallace Janece Larson Crismon

Creative Communication Contest
Sponsored by Creative Communication

NATIONAL AWARD
POETRY

National Novel Writing Month (NaNoWriMo)
50,000 Words in 30 Days

Young Writers Program Sponsored by The Office of Letters and Lights
INTERNATIONAL AWARDS
NOVEL

The challenge was to write an entire novel-50,000 words in 30 days. Participants began writing November 1 and finished 
by November 30.

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

8th Book Publication Megan Phillips Karen Procopio Mesa Academy

8th Book Publication Tessa Spangler Karen Procopio Mesa Academy

8th Book Publication Karis Sellers Karen Procopio Mesa Academy

8th Book Publication Abbey Stockwell Karen Procopio Mesa Academy

8th Book Publication Christina Williamsen Karen Procopio Mesa Academy



126 ~ Special Achievement

Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Contest
“Unite”

Sponsored by Arizona State University
LOCAL AWARDS

Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Contest
Many Faces, One Community

Sponsored by Mesa Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Committee
LOCAL AWARDS

Week Without Violence
“Peace”

Sponsored by Children’s Benefit Foundation
LOCAL AWARDS

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd Second Place Ashlyn Stradling Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Chelsea Stevens Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Third Place Julia Moya Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Honorable Mention Olivia Brimhall Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Honorable Mention Ashlyn Stradling Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd Fifth Place Noah Malkou Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Fifth Place Chelsea Stevens Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Sixth Place Julia Moya Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall






