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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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Isha Goel____________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Sears

Submarine

I went on a submarine. 
I went with my family. 

It took us 100 feet under 
water. I saw fish, sunken 
boats and coral. 

Shelby Meyer__________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Roosevelt Elementary
Teacher - Melinda Layton

The Museum Surprise

One day my family went to the museum. I saw Elmo. I 
was scared of him because he was big and scary! He 

had googly eyes. He was furry and really red! My mom took 
me to see Elmo. I hugged him. He was so soft. Then I sat in 
his lap. I was so cozy. I was not scared of Elmo. I gave him 
a high five. I was super happy and a little silly on the way 
home. It was a great day!
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Thaddeus Richardson___________________________________________________________
First Grade, Bush Elementary
Teacher - Kay Tiller

Scarecrow’s Day Off

One day at the farm, Scarecrow was very 
tired at the farm. He said to himself, “If I’m 

tired I shouldn’t just stand here! I should go to 
the city!” He wasn’t sure how to get there. He 
looked everywhere, but all he saw was corn! 
He knew why he only saw corn. He was in a 
cornfield. But he was on a stick and he couldn’t 
get off. It took a while to get help, but finally the 
farmer’s dog came at night. He untied him. 

It took him two days to walk. Finally he got 
to the truck. He had to drive all the way to the 
city. He found a place called “Krazy Air.” He went 
in and saw a cash register. Luckily he had a few 
dollars in his pocket! He had to wait for three 
people. It was his turn now. He gave him a 
couple of dollars. He was flipping and flopping, 
bouncing and pouncing, and mostly a lot of fun! 
He had a purple wristband. It was two hours and 
he had to leave. He walked out and went to his 
car. He was thinking of going back to the farm. 

But his tummy growled 
so he turned trying to 
find a restaurant. He 
drove everywhere and he found a place called 
Red Robin. There were a lot of cars. It looked 
like it was a good restaurant, so he parked in 
the parking lot. It took a while to find a spot 
because so many people were there. He found a 
spot. He walked in and found a seat. He wanted 
meatball-popsicles. He ate it. He wanted to go 
back to the farm now, but he didn’t want to go 
back looking like this! So he bought clothes and 
went to the farm.

When he got there the farmer yelled really 
loud and said, “You can’t scare birds with those 
clothes! And I need to know where you were.” 
The farmer was very very disappointed in him, 
but scarecrow just smiled because he had a lot 
of fun in the city!

Luke Finkbeiner________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Annie Brown

Super Noodle and Meatball Boy

A long time ago a noodle slipped off my plate 
and a meatball rolled off my plate. Then a 

bowl of magical spaghetti sauce spilled on that 
noodle and meatball. It turned that noodle into 
Super Noodle and that meatball into Meatball 
Boy. 

Super Noodle and Meatball Boy saw Apple 
Man. They knew that spaghetti did not go good 

with apples. They had a idea. They saw a milk 
cup spill. They put a spoon on it. Super Noodle 
threw Meatball Boy onto the spoon. Then Super 
Noodle threw a fork onto the spoon. Boom! 
Meatball Boy kicked Apple Man into a Crock-Pot 
and then Apple Man turned into applesauce. 
They saved the day once again. 
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Noah Hulihee___________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

My Dad’s Snowy Mistakes

Have you ever had a fun day turn upside 
down? One winter I was visiting my nana’s 

house in Flagstaff. Me and my brother, Owen, 
wanted to go sledding badly. We bugged my 
mom and dad all day long. There wasn’t a lot 
of snow, so we had to wait until tomorrow. The 
next day we saw a lot of snow so we could go 
sledding.

When we got there I started racing up the 
hill with my mom and my brother. My dad 
waited at the bottom of the hill. Owen went first. 
My dad picked up my brother’s sled and waited 
there for me. Then I got on my sled and went 
zipping down the hill. When I got close to my 
dad he thought I was going to crash into some 
trees so he got the sled and wwhhaamm!! My 
dad had whacked me with the other sled! I felt 
like my head was going to explode! My mom 
was yelling from the hill. “What are you doing?!” 
she said to my dad. My dad was saying sorry 
over and over again. I felt very dizzy. I was fine 
afterward.

An hour later my dad and my brother were 
throwing snowballs at each other. Owen was 
heading towards my mom. My dad threw this 
icy snowball towards Owen’s back and at the 
last second Owen turned around and boom! The 
ice ball had hit Owen right in the nose. His nose 
started bleeding fast! My dad used his scarf as 
tissue. It stopped after a while. The rest of the 
time was fun. But next time my dad’s staying in 
the car. 



10 ~ Narrative

Hayden Biship__________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Highland Elementary
Teachers - Janet Millar-Haskell, Jaclyn Olson

The Wonderful Doggy of Oz 

One night I was about to go to bed. I 
brushed my teeth and put on my pajamas. 

I was ready to go to bed when my little puppy, 
Bobo, jumped up and snuggled with me. We fell 
fast asleep together and I began to dream. 

I found myself not in my own room, instead 
I was sleeping in a weird room. I walked out and 
there was a beautiful forest. I called for Bobo 
and he went out of the bushes. Bobo and I ran 
through the forest looking for our home. As 
we walked through the green forest I noticed 
small piles of snow next to the trees. Soon we 
came to an icy glacier. At the end of the glacier 
we met a big strong Siberian husky. We slowly 
walked closer to him. He said hello with pain 
in his voice. “What’s wrong?” I asked. I noticed 
that his paw was swollen and he had a hard 
time walking. He told us his name was Sam 
and his paw had been hurting for many days. 
I suggested we should go see the Wonderful 
Doggy of Oz. I told Sam that we would help him 
get there and I knew he could help. Besides, 
Bobo and I needed help finding our way home 
again. 

We went off looking for the Doggy of Oz. I 
wrapped Sam’s paw in a piece of cloth I had 
in my backpack and we headed out on our 
journey. I wasn’t sure where to find him but I 
had heard that he could be found over a tall 
mountain in a large group of trees. I could see a 
mountain in the distance; it looked pretty tall to 
me. So, we set off toward the mountain. It was 
morning by this time and was a little chilly. Sam 
and Bobo were becoming friends quickly and 
were helping each other stay warm. When we 
got to the bottom of the mountain I looked up 
and it was awfully tall. It was much taller than I 
had expected. Bobo wanted to turn back but 
I reminded him how much we wanted to go 
home and we started to climb.

The mountain had patches of grass and at 
some places along the trail I saw sheep grazing. 
We met a couple of sheep dogs who had visited 

the Doggy of Oz. One of 
them offered to join us 
and show us the way. His 
name was Joe. We were all 
so overjoyed that he would 
help us. 

Next, we noticed a big 
crack in the mountain that led to the patch of 
trees. It was a shortcut! We slowly helped Sam 
through the opening and entered the forest 
of trees. I immediately noticed a large purple 
palace. It had gold around the windows and 
was so tall I couldn’t see the rooftop. As we 
walked towards the door I noticed it had a small 
window to speak through. Joe nudged me up 
to the door and I could feel heart pounding. I 
slowly knocked on the door and loud voice said, 
“How can I help you?” 

I answered, “We need to see the Doggy of 
Oz.” The door opened and we slowly walked 
inside. It was beautiful inside and a kind lady led 
us into a big room where we finally met Oz. He 
sat on a huge throne and he was the size of a 
chihuahua. I was shocked and surprised but he 
was willing to help us. Oz looked at Sam’s paw 
first and noticed a small thorn. Oz quickly pulled 
it from Sam’s paw and he yelped gladly.

Next, he asked me what else we needed. I 
told him Bobo and I needed help getting back 
home. He showed me a picture of my house and 
asked if this looked familiar. I screamed with joy! 
Oz said he could take us back home right now. 
Joe offered to travel with Sam back through the 
mountain. We said goodbye to Sam and Joe, 
giving them a big hug. 

Oz led us to a large black kennel and told 
us it was magic. He would have us home in five 
minutes. We walked in together and the next 
thing we knew we were tucked in bed and I saw 
the sun just over the horizon. I was home!
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Sarah Day-Gomes_______________________________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Sedya Little

My Journey

First I was in the cloud. It was weird being 
swished around in it. Everything looked so 

tiny and far away. Then, I was falling through the 
sky very slowly. It was a wonderful sight indeed. 
I saw eggshells hatching in a bald eagle’s nest. 
I saw beautiful blue jays migrating north. I 
saw butterflies coming out of their chrysalis. 
And what were those colors in the sky . . . red, 
pink, orange, a gorgeous sunset that covered 
the world in warmth. Indeed, indeed, it was a 
wonderful sight!

Then there was a tiny splash. Once I hit the 
ocean, how interesting to float along and be 
moved here and there as part of a great dance in 
perfect union. What marvelous creatures I saw. 
A whale, then a dolphin came speeding along. 
Then I heard something. I heard the sound of 
something breaking. A ship came past me, 
moving further and further down. The words on 
it said Titanic. I bumped into a gigantic iceberg 
as I saw the people who survived paddle away. 
I started to stick to it, but a wave came and off I 
went with it. Then, down I went . . . down, down, 
to the very bottom of the ocean.

There I was relaxing with schools of fish of 
all sizes and colors, when swoosh! It was a baby 
shark hunting for its first time. It ate the fish 
right next to me, and in the rush, I went right 
in that mouth with it. That in itself was a whole 

world to explore, so much to see and wonder. In 
through here and out through there I went for 
three whole days, when finally I was sent out to 
the ocean again.

So much I saw and explored until one day I 
was drained into a river. I moved along up, and 
down, and around. I’ll never forget the day I 
went down a waterfall. What an exciting rush 
that was! I danced and danced, going with the 
flow, seeing so many things and places and 
creatures, until I ended up in a cool, calm pond. 
A hiker came by, so thirsty, and scooped down 
for a much needed drink. I was caught up in his 
water bottle, then down his throat I went. I felt 
glad to be able to help. That again was a whole 
new world to explore, but I was only in him for a 
few hours when out I came as a drop of sweat. I 
hoped I would come back again with more time 
for exploring. However, for now it felt nice to be 
outside again, with the warm sun shining on me.

All of a sudden, I simply started floating in 
the sky again . . . up, up I went, until I stopped 
at a familiar place. What a lovely cloud I was in, 
with so many friends from before. One of them 
was about to go down and asked me what it 
would see. I said, “With a world always moving 
and changing, nothing is twice the same . . . 
always more to see and learn, each journey 
unique. Just enjoy the ride!”
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Johanna Mast__________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Amy Bormann

The Wishing Cards

Every day, I used to pass a locked door. I 
would ask someone why it was locked, and 

they would always say it was for safety reasons. 
The thing was, I had never in my life seen 
anyone go in or out of it. The door was always 
locked.

Then one day, it wasn’t. The chains and the 
lock and the safety tape were all gone. It was 
cracked open slightly, as if someone had gone 
inside.

I decided that I was going to find out what 
was behind the door. If the door was unlocked 
now, it might not be later. This was my only 
chance. 

I walked casually up to the door, then went 
inside quickly and closed it. I hoped no one had 
seen me. Then, breathing heavily, I looked at my 
surroundings. 

I seemed to be in some sort of . . . lab. It was 
untouched. Everything had a thick coat of dust 
on it, making me cough.  

In the middle of the room was a high stand, 
and on top of it was an ordinary sight: a deck of 
cards. Despite the fact that you could find some 
cards at any random store you went to, I felt that 
the deck was something special. It had a sort of 
glow, and the air around it was warm. The cover 
was oddly gold-colored, and instead of a brand 
name, the label said, “Make a Wish and Pull a 
Card.” The letters looked like they were pulsing 
with color, one moment blue, then indigo, then 
red, and orange, and green, then blue again. 

The deck of cards were so wonderful, so 
magical, that I reached out and grabbed them. 
As I touched the cards, I felt a sort of power, like I 
could do anything. “Make a wish and pull a card,” 
I thought. “I wish that tomorrow, in school, I’ll 
get an A+ on every assignment I receive.” I slowly 

opened the playing cards and selected one. To 
my surprise, instead of a number, jack, queen, or 
king, the card showed a graded paper, saying on 
the side in purple pen, “A+ Good Job!”

I stuffed it back in and grabbed the deck. 
I put it in my pocket so I wouldn’t lose it. As 
I walked out the door, all my thoughts were 
about the cards. Did they work?

The next day, I rode my bike to school. It was 
only when I reached it that I remembered the 
cards. I walked into my classroom and waited 
for my first assignment: a math paper. I gave my 
least effort, but when I got it back, there was 
the same “A+ Good Job!” It was even written in 
purple pen! I was astonished. The rest of the day, 
I didn’t even try at all. The A+s just kept coming. 

When the dismissal bell rang, I practically 
ran off of the school grounds. I couldn’t wait to 
use the cards again!

Before mounting my bike, I wished for a 
puppy and pulled a card. This time, it showed 
a picture of the most adorable puppy I had 
ever seen in my life. His eyes were warm and 
innocent, and his coat was soft and silky. 

I put back the card and raced home. When I 
got there I found out that my mom and dad had 
actually bought the puppy!

At first I was glad, but as I thought about it, 
I realized that the cards were dangerous. If they 
could raise my grades and make my parents 
buy a pup, what else could they do? If they fell 
into the wrong hands, they could be used as a 
dangerous weapon.

I wished in my mind that the cards would 
disappear, and pulled a card. A second later, 
they were gone. 
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Calan Huish____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Here Comes the Sun

I rushed out the door to an unusually dark and 
cold morning. I had a strange feeling that 

today would be . . . interesting. When I looked 
down the street at my bus stop, I noticed the 
bus coming. I ran as fast as I could, laboring 
under the weight of my overstuffed backpack 
and bulky cello. But with my total unluckiness, 
my neighbor’s dog must have caught wind of 
my lack of showering and with unprecedented 
agility and stealth pursued his next victim. 

As I approached the open doors of the 
bus, I could hear Mr. K. (the bus driver) singing 
something catchy but unfamiliar. With not a 
moment to spare, I climbed the steps onto 
the bus. Had I actually been a pack mule, the 
doors would have caught my tail. Mr. K. greeted 
me with his boisterous tenor voice, “Does 
anybody really know what time it is?” He had an 
interesting way of narrating life with lyrics from 
various songs. Mr. K, as he requested that we call 
him, was our hippy bus driver with a long white 
beard, a tie-dyed shirt, and a beaded necklace. 

With my eyes intent on my seat at the back 
of the bus, and bear hugging my cello, I didn’t 
notice Ernie, already seated to my left, with his 
right foot well positioned in the aisle intent on 
tripping me. As I fell I noticed Mr. K. singing, 
“You helped him down, but he got back up! He’s 
already pushin’ off the dust.”

Ernie is a prankster. He has round glasses, 
like two little bombs waiting to go off, covering 
big evil blue eyes like the marbles he often uses 
to peg others. I looked up to see Ernie’s white 
buckteeth taunting my bony fist. I threw my 
stuff and myself in my seat instead. But where 
was Bradley?

Bradley was the best friend anybody could 
have. I expected him to be waiting for me. Of 
course, Mr. K. was still singing background music 
to my life with, “All by myself. Don’t wanna be all 

by myself.” As weird as he might be, Mr. K. was 
right. I didn’t want to be all by myself. Today of 
all days, I needed my best friend.

 At the next stop, I forgot all of my troubles 
when I saw Beatrice Vermont gliding down the 
aisle. I don’t know what was more heavenly, 
her angelic glow or flowery scent. Bradley and I 
dubbed her B.V. for privacy’s sake. My dreamlike 
state was abruptly ended as a football with an 
emblazoned Ernie scribed on it, socked me in 
the nose. I was allowed just one shocked inhale 
before I could feel my sinuses begin to fill and 
a red river spring from both nostrils. B.V. made 
a sick face as the dark red substance coming 
from my nose found its way all over the seat and 
floor. Scrambling to clean the mess and stop the 
flow, I could hear from the front of the bus, “Hey 
sister! Know the water’s sweet but the blood is 
thicker.”

As the bus pulled in front of the school, a 
huge wave of relief washed over me. I hoped 
I could leave this horrible luck on the bus. I did 
a double take and watched in horror as Ernie 
leapt like a flying squirrel from the emergency 
exit window. Before I could get Mr. K.’s attention, 
he was already singing at the top of his lungs, 
“Tell them how I am defying gravity. I’m flying 
high defying gravity.”

As I stepped off the bus, blinded and 
warmed by the bright sunshine, I could tell the 
day could only get better from here. I could hear 
the words, “Here comes the sun. Here comes the 
sun and I say it’s all right.” And this time it wasn’t 
Mr. K. 
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Paige Blumer___________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Highland Elementary
Teacher - Tracy Saxen

My Salt River Adventure

It is a beautiful summer morning in July. My 
whole family is getting ready for a special 

swimming trip to the Salt River. It will be a day 
full of splashing, pizza, seashells, cousins, and 
snorkeling. We already have our swimsuits on as 
we pile into the car. 

Driving through the desert on a roller 
coaster-like road, we pass a swampy part of the 
river and see a beautiful herd of wild horses. 
There are horses of all colors clustered together 
relaxing in the cool water. What a sight! I’ve 
never seen a group of wild horses before. Then 
again, my family did just move to Arizona. 
Everything is new to me here.

We’re here! As Mom and Dad and my aunt 
and uncle start setting up the picnic, my cousins 
and I splash into the river. We all realize that the 
sand below our feet is spiky with sharp shells 
and rocks and we don’t have sandals on. OUCH! 
We postpone the race and painfully walk back to 
get our footwear. 

After some exhausting races, pizza, and 
seashell searching, I hear my mom call, “Kids! 
Come here, please!” My brother and I hurry to 
her side. “Do you guys see the rapids over by 
those big boulders?” she asks.

“Yeah,” we say in unison.
“And do you see those people jumping in? 

Do you kiddos want to try that too?” 
“Alright!” we yell. “Let’s go!”
My dad thinks it’s not a very good idea, but 

we want to have an adventure with Mom. 
As we trudge through the strong ripples and 

waves, I glance every now and then at the trio of 
wild horses that waded into the river soon after 
we got to our picnic spot. It is fun to watch the 
threesome munch on weeds. But now it is time 
to stay focused on my feet, watching where I 
step so I don’t slip in over my head. Every now 
and then I grab my Mom’s hand when the water 
is too rough. I look over at my brother and feel 
jealous because he is wearing the life jacket.  

At the boulders now, we climb to the lowest 

rock, closet to the rapids, hold onto each other 
tightly, and jump. 

It feels exciting to jump into the unknown.
But suddenly I see the terror in my mom’s eyes 
as she realizes she can’t touch the bottom. Panic 
strikes all of us. The rapid water is like a blue 
whale, mouth wide open, waiting to swallow 
us whole. Mom begins to struggle to keep our 
heads above water. She is churning about in the 
chaos and then lets go of me. 

I struggle to put my goggles on for sight, 
hoping to find the bottom of the river to 
push off like a torpedo and grab Mom and my 
brother, who are, hopefully, close by. Suddenly, 
a big boulder appears out of nowhere and my 
head collides with the mass. My head slams, my 
goggles come flying off, and everything is dark 
and blurry again. My lungs are screaming for air. 
My head is spinning, and just when I am ready 
to suck in water, a hero’s hand grabs my arm and 
pulls me up. It is Mom!

The rapids calm down just enough to swim 
to the side of the river. Mom pushes my brother 
and me to safety on a flat rock. 

We realize we hadn’t gone too far 
downstream, so we climb back to our family. 
Then I notice Mom’s feet are bare. 

“Mom, where did your flip-flops go?” I ask. 
“Those were your favorite!”

She smiles and answers, “Oh, those things? 
Ahh, I lost them down yonder.”

“I got one!” We hear from my brother 
walking up to us. He starts beaming. “Mommy, I 
got one of your flip-flops! 

“Thank you! I’m glad you saved it.” She 
bends over to me, and whispers, “But it might 
not do any good on its own.” We chuckle 
together.

Even though we lost a shoe and a pair of 
goggles, we smile because we are grateful that 
everyone is safe and happy. Next time we will 
be more prepared before we decide to be that 
adventurous. 
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Christian Godfrey_______________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Angela Shults

Terror of the Ocean

As cool water trickled past my ears, I slowly 
turned over onto my side. “DJ!” I heard 

someone shout sharply. I awoke out of my 
trance and remembered that I wasn’t supposed 
to be at the beach. I sprinted towards my house. 
In the doorway stood my mother, not as angry 
as she could be. 

“Daniel Jones, don’t tell me you’ve been 
at the beach when you have homework. And 
don’t say that it’s because you’re an obnoxious 
teenager, because that’s never going to happen; 
not on my watch.” I rolled my eyes and, with a 
glare from Mom, meandered up to my room 
with a slam of the door. 

I glanced at my homework, but, tired and 
bored, I flopped onto my bed, mentally opening 
the gateway to sleep . . . .

Later, after rolling out of bed, I fumbled 
for the door handle while bracing myself for 
the scolding I would get. However, instead of 
hearing a yell, I saw a note tacked to our front 
door. Be back by 5. Finish your homework. Love, 
Mom. A quick glance at the clock told me she 
wouldn’t be back for two hours, giving me time 
to go back to the beach. Grabbing my towel, 
I left the house, the last part of my mom’s note 
still lingering in my mind.

On my way to the beach, I stopped by my 
best friend Garrett Peter’s house to see if he 
could come. Soon we were both strolling on the 
coarse white sand of the beach. I felt guilty for 
disobeying Mom, but it eventually went away. 
Before I could lay down to soak in the water 
and the sun, Garrett flicked me in the head and 
shrieked, “Tag, you’re it.”

I impulsively dove for his legs, but instead, 
soaked myself. He sarcastically cringed, then 
dashed away. I started after him, but soon 
got tired. Panting, I tracked Garrett’s motion. 
Suddenly, his body jerked under the water at 
inhuman speed. I waded out while calling his 
name.

Then something slimy and green ruptured 
the surface of the water. It took me a while, 

but I was eventually able to snap out of my 
frozen state and realize it was a bulbous head 
with rotting, jagged teeth like daggers dipped 
in caramel. Eyes ablaze, it exposed its reptilian 
tentacles. There must have been fifty, each 
coated with hundreds of suction cups. Some 
tentacles, however seemed slightly misshapen 
and discolored. I then realized that they were 
wrapped around human bodies. The recent 
drownings were actually silent murders. Among 
the victims of this monster lay Garrett’s lifeless 
body. It dawned on me that I would soon 
become prey of this behemoth if I did not get 
back to shore. I plunged through the waves. 

Resting on the beach, I realized I was 
alone. The people had probably left to spread 
the news of the sea monster and its victims. 
As I thought about Garrett, I hung my head, 
understanding it was my fault he was dead. 

On the way home, I saw a weapons shop. A 
plan ignited in my mind. Not flawless, it would 
require luck. I stopped in the shop, bought a 
grenade, and headed back to the beach. 

On the beach, I pondered my plan. It was a 
rash decision, but I felt confident. I only swam 
a few yards before a tentacle yanked me off 
my feet. While I thrashed against its iron grip, 
the beast raised me up. Panicked, I lashed out 
against the limb, but it held firm. It reeked of 
dead fish and salty water. Arms pinned to my 
side, I turned to my last choice—my teeth. 
When I bit down on the tentacle, the creature 
screeched and hurled me onto the sand, I 
immediately recovered, knowing I could only 
strike when it was nursing its wounds. Once the 
grenade’s pin was pulled, I flung it across the 
shallow water. Slapping the mortal monster, it 
sparked right before it detonated, finishing my 
mission.

Now I don’t neglect my homework, knowing 
the consequences it can have. I’m no longer 
Daniel the lazy, “obnoxious teenager;” I’m Daniel 
the responsible, trustworthy young man. 
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London Roberts________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Tim Lorenzen

Waterslide of Death

There I was with my head tilted back and my 
eyes fixed on the long flight of stairs that 

stood before me. You never would have guessed 
that what was at the top of those stairs was THE 
waterslide. Now, this wasn’t any old waterslide 
with its twists and turns; it was much more than 
that. It was the waterslide of DEATH. Dun, Dun, 
Dunnn!

In a quick motion I turned around and 
said to my sister, “I don’t feel like dying today.” 
Apparently dying was on HER bucket list, 
though, because with a shake of her head and a 
shove, up the stairs we all went. 

Although it was a sunny day, it felt as if this 
particular waterslide had clouds, lightning, and 
rain hovering all around it. I had a gut feeling I 
should just walk right down those very stairs 
that were leading me to my certain death, but 
my sister insisted that it would be ”FUN.” So even 
though I didn’t want to, I kept on walking. 

After waiting in line for what felt like forever, 
we finally made it to the top. Before it was our 
turn to go, I started brainstorming possible 
escapes. I was so desperate that I even looked 
over the railing to see how far down the ground 
was, but if I were to have jumped, I would have 
died a whole lot quicker than if I would have 
just gone down the slide. I decided I wanted 
to cherish these last moments so that idea 
was crossed off the list. Once I FULLY decided I 

shouldn’t jump, which really did take a while, 
I turned around to see how close we were. 
After turning around, the worst possible thing 
happened. I discovered . . . it was our turn! 

I slowly climbed into the tube next to my 
sister and my cousin looked me in the eyes 
and said, “It’s going to be ok, Londy.” Those 
words were meant to make me feel better, but 
they didn’t. Before we went down I said a quick 
prayer, clenched the handle bars, closed my 
eyes, and down we went . . . I would be lying to 
you, my friend, if I told you I had fun, because 
the truth is, I didn’t. As soon as we went down, 
I banged my head on the floor of the waterslide, 
and that hurt more than a seventy-pound 
weight falling onto my foot. While everyone 
was screaming for joy and excitement, I was 
screaming for my life, and my head. As soon as 
I came to a stop, I jumped out of the tube as fast 
as I could, because I didn’t plan on being in that 
tube any longer than I had to!

Once everyone got out of the tube, my 
sister said to me, “See, it wasn’t too bad, was it?” 
I told her that she was insane and that it was the 
worst experience ever!

I learned a very important lesson that day, 
when my sister tells me something will be fun, 
and I have a strong gut feeling not to do it, I 
WILL. NOT. DO. IT!
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Sage Millett____________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Dana Sorenson

Sinking Ship

No one knows at what point we got lost. 
Perhaps we had been lost from the 

beginning. Whatever the case, my family and 
I were wandering on the rim of the Grand 
Canyon. Dad had read a book about remote 
trails and hikes in the Grand Canyon. The path to 
Sinking Ship was supposed to lead us by a series 
of indistinct trails to a rock formation where 
Native American ruins could be found. They say 
that Columbus’ directional mistake was the best 
fortune of his career, and it would seem ours 
too.

At the trailhead, my sister, Faith, and I 
amused ourselves by trying (unsuccessfully) 
to construct a teepee of sticks on the ground. 
We discovered our teepee building skills 
subpar, as the teepee continued to stubbornly 
collapse. Dad was slathering sunscreen on my 
siblings, Jane and Jacob and honing in our GPS 
coordinates. My one-year-old brother, Jonathan, 
sat on the ground happily eating dirt. Most 
people hike through the Grand Canyon to fully 
experience it, but our plump baby brother 
insisted on making the Canyon go through him. 
Jane and Jacob had finally been released from 
Dad’s sunscreen clinic and were chomping on 
trail mix. Mom was next for sunscreen. Dad 
announced that it was time to start off cheerily 
leading the way into the trees. 

We started at a forested picnic area far 
enough from the rim that we could not see 
into the Grand Canyon. The Kaibab Forest is a 
wood of pines, oaks, and junipers. There is some 
rather scraggly grass and sunshine colored wild 
flowers. The trees tower overhead and provide a 
leafy canopy shade. Rocks and stones cover the 
forest floor as if someone carelessly flung them 
in all directions. My family tromped up hills and 
carefully navigated steep inclines. Riverbeds 
and  washes littered the landscape. We were 
happy to be together in a beautiful place such 
as this. When the going got rough, Mom pulled 
out her candy bag and we all felt better with a 

Jolly Rancher in our mouths. Jonathan looked 
happily down at us from the baby backpack. The 
cool breeze felt good on my face and I felt that 
exhilarated feeling of freedom one gets when 
they are outdoors doing what they love. And 
I did love it. I loved the feeling of achievement 
when I finished the hike. I loved the fresh smell 
of the pines. I loved the quiet sounds of the 
forest so different from the noise of the outside 
world. I loved the way the sun glinted off an 
ordinary object making it seem mysterious and 
beautiful. I loved it all.

We figured out that we weren’t where we 
thought we were when the “trail” we were 
following dissolved. My parents firmly told us 
not to overreact and explained that we would 
follow Dad’s GPS coordinates back to the car. 
Until then, they reasoned, we would have 
a fun time trailblazing our way through the 
“uncharted wilderness” of the rim. My siblings 
and I viewed it as exploring. The hike got 
harder from there. We fended our way through 
prickly bushes and low hanging branches. Jane 
discovered a piece of cactus stuck to her pants 
which was quickly swiped off with a sharp stick. 
It was rather amusing to watch Dad ducking 
below branches with the baby backpack. It was 
harder than most hikes but we enjoyed it more 
than ever as we hiked. 

We took a break on a small outcropping 
over the canyon. The view was breathtaking. 
The Grand Canyon was spread out before us. 
We saw why the world called it grand. We 
could understand why it was one of the seven 
wonders of the world. It had exquisite rock 
formations towering over green landscapes. 
In the distance, I could see the Colorado River 
winding peacefully through the Canyon. I sat 
down on the ground with my family. We sat 
together happy to be there. I learned then that 
life is not always about the destination. The 
journey is everything. 

 



18 ~ Narrative

Aubrey Zink____________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

An Awkward First Date

I spread on some mauve lipstick and started 
to manipulate my braid so it fell over my 

shoulder, Katniss Everdeen-style. But I stopped 
suddenly angry with myself. I threw my braid 
back and smeared my lipstick away. C’mon 
Tracy, I chided myself, stop pampering yourself 
because this isn’t some celebrity, it’s just Tristan. 
Tristan; the playful, skinny boy who was a misfit 
among his peers. When we were six, we made 
mud pies in my backyard. I remind myself, he 
would stick peas in his nose just to make me 
laugh, he could draw anything, and he was my 
best friend up until 7th grade. That’s when his 
mom and dad split up. His mom took him to 
California and our communication has been 
extremely limited ever since, so I assumed our 
relationship was basically done. Then suddenly 
out of the blue he shows up to spend time 
with his dad. He joins my high school and a few 
months later asks me on a date. Stupidly, I said 
yes. And here I am in the bathroom still trying to 
figure it all out.

I hear my Dad’s car pull up to the driveway. 
He honks the horn and yells, “Sweetie, come 
quickly! I have an extremely important meeting 
that I can’t be late for!” 

“Coming!” I call back. I snatch up my purse, 
yank on my shoes and slide into the silver Lexus.  
Tristan and I make small talk as my dad drives 
us to the restaurant. I can’t help but notice how 
much he’s changed over the couple of years. He 
has built up some respectable muscles. Instead 
of cornrows like he used to wear, now his hair 
is cut short and natural. But there is something 
else about his personality that is different. He 
has more confidence. Not a cocky confidence. 
But he is more sure of himself, like he knows 
exactly what he needs to do. And the whole car 
ride there, it felt like I was talking to a complete 
stranger.

Once I got out of the car, my dad told me 
to have a great time and to be good. Then he 
motored away to his meeting. Tristan held open 
the door of the restaurant for me and we walked 

inside. Once we meet our waitress, I knew I 
wouldn’t like her. She got the idea right away 
that we were a “couple” and she kept giggling 
and tittering about lovebirds. I almost wanted 
to take the tray she was holding and smash her 
over the head with it. Finally, she showed us to 
our table that was in the center of the building. 
It was almost like she took a giant spotlight and 
yelled to the whole restaurant, “Look everybody! 
Here are the two lovebirds!” Anyway, once she 
took our order, she went skipping off to make 
another person’s evening miserable. We tried 
to talk normally, but the whole building was so 
quiet that we had to whisper to not be seen as 
shouting.  

After we had talked about the usual stuff, 
ie: friends, school, and homework. We ran out 
of things to say. I swear the awkwardness was 
so thick you could cut it with a knife.  Finally 
Tristan must have had enough because he yell-
whispered, “Man, why is it so quiet and awkward 
in here?” Since our table was in the middle of 
the restaurant everyone looked at us. Including 
an elderly couple who seemed pretty miffed 
that we had ruined their dinner. They tapped 
the waitress nearest to them, which happened 
to be ours, and motioned for her to get rid of 
us. We barely had time to grab our drinks before 
she “politely” escorted us to the door.

Once we were outside Tristan started to 
apologize, “Tracy, look I’m sorry, that was really 
stupid of me, and....” But I cut him off short. 

“Actually, Tristan, I couldn’t wait to get out 
of there, that place was so awkward it was like 
snob city and could you believe our waitress, 
she was like cupid’s evil daughter.” Tristan’s lips 
formed into his crooked smile that he always 
used to wear before he was about to pull a 
prank on me, and his velvety laugh filled the 
empty night. 

“Come on,” he smiled, “let’s go get some 
chow.”  

We stopped at Molly’s Dinner. A hole-in-the-
wall restaurant down the road where the melt 
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in your mouth cheeseburgers are served with a 
gallon of fries and the waiters are nice enough 
not to mess with your personal life. After we 
had gorged ourselves to the brim with burgers 
and milkshakes, I comfortably slipped my hand 
inside Tristan’s as if it was the most natural thing 
in the world , and we started the trek back to 

my place. We said nothing on the way back. A 
comfortable silence filled the air which gave me 
time to think and sort my feelings. Even though 
Tristan and I had both changed in many ways, 
the dynamics between us hadn’t changed. 
We are and will still be the best of friends and 
nothing can ever change that.  
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Dalia Diaz______________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Poston Junior High
Teacher - Anna Bergquist

Journey to America
Day 1-June 24, 1922:

My mother called as I stuffed the last skirt 
into my case. I hurried and checked to see if I 
had any belongings left in my room. I blew out 
the candle as the sun peaked through the hills. 
I gave a final look around the house, soon to 
be given to a distant relative. I carried my case 
under my arm as we walked to a nearby town. I 
enjoyed the summertime, early morning air. Part 
of me wants to stay while the other half tells me 
there’s a better life waiting across the sea.

My older brother, Fritz, and my parents, 
Bridget and Dominick, and I crowded onto the 
train full of people in suits, raggedy clothes, or 
even plain dirty. We sat across from each other 
in a small place in the back. When we finally 
settled down I thought of having to make new 
friends with people who won’t even understand 
a word of what I say and the fact that my father 
will have to work longer hours in an auto part 
manufacturing factory.

Who am I? you (the reader) may be thinking. 
I am Adelaide, a thirteen year old girl who 
spends hours with her nose in a book. I like 
reading plays though I have never actually 
been to one. I have never been anywhere but 
Andernach, a small city in Germany. My parents 
are the ones who sacrificed their checks to pay 
for the journey to Ellis Island, New York. For 
about a year we pledged to ourselves to only 
buy necessities. We aren’t exactly poor, but we 
are a bit below middle class. However, we know 
that we will be better off in America. 

Day 1 (continued):
I found myself waking up to screeching 

wheels as the train came to a stop. Fritz shook 
me to get me to look outside. He gave me a 
smile as he told me we’d arrived in France. As 
we stepped off the train, Mother told us there’s 
no time to go sightseeing; though this area of 
France is more industrial and of course Fritz 
loves learning about that sort of stuff. 

We found a stage coach and took a ride 
to a harbor where I read that is was 5:19 on 
a clock tower. Hmm. We left on the train at 
around 11:00. The ride was about seven hours. 
I had slept that long? Although that is probably 
because I obtained little to no rest the past 
couple of days. 

When we arrived, we found a man who 
understood German as well as French. He 
directed us to the passenger ships. When we 
found the right one, I stood there dazed as I 
stared up at the humongous sight before me. 
A ship surrounded by people ranging from 
newborn to elderly looking for a prosperous life 
in the United States. For a girl who had never 
been passed the outskirts of town on a farm 
in Germany, I was overwhelmed by the seas of 
families and couples piling in. After about five 
minutes of squeezing through crowds my family 
and I proceeded to the loading area where we 
were quickly checked and told to settle down in 
the steerage area. As we were directed to where 
steerage passengers would reside, I heard a 
couple of men speak of sneaking to first class. 

Entering the room, I heard violins. Several 
of them playing quickly, but in a way unfamiliar 
to me. I found the music to be coming from 
a group of people sitting on crooked stools. 
Father, who was born German but live in Ireland 
for a year, told me that he thought it sounded 
Irish. They were playing happily as if carefree 
about the month long journey to New York.

Mother and Father found an empty space 
for us to settle. My sore arms let go of my case 
in relief. Space was limited to where we decided 
to split up our two beds so that Mother and I 
would share and Fritz and Father would share. 
I’m too exhausted to write now and it is getting 
dark so I will write later. 

Day 15-June 25, 1922
I have never felt so nauseous in my life. I 

haven’t rested too well since I’ve felt ill. I don’t 
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even feel well enough to write a long entry, 
therefore I will summarize it. The whole steerage 
bunk is starting to smell of sewage and vomit. 
The summer warmth with our body heat and 
sweat, made for a humid room; especially with 
little to no openings to the outside. It is clear to 
see conditions aren’t too nice; and I can’t wait to 
get to New York.

Also an infant has passed. I’m not sure how, 
but word spread to everyone that it was of 
natural causes. Which makes sense because the 
trip has been rough. Other than that nothing 
else has happened. My family and I pass the 
time by playing cards, talking, listening to the 
aspirations of fellow passengers, and hearing 
the Irish music from a few families.

Yesterday the captain told us that we have 
an estimated two days to get there. I can’t wait 
to get off this smelly, overcrowded hunk of 
metal.

Day 42-August 1, 1922:
I haven’t written lately since we’ve been 

busy settling in. Our tenement is small and the 
streets are crowded. My entire life has been 
outside of town, but here I’m in the middle of 
it all. This feels so surreal that I am expecting to 
hear from my parents that we will have to move 
back home to Germany. The few rooms are old 
and crusty. Our one window gives us a view of 
the bustling streets. The first few nights were 
uncomfortable because of noise and being 
unfamiliar with where I am at. 

Fritz got a  job in the same factory as Father. 
Mother has a job at a textile factory and I have 

one there too since, according to her, I am old 
enough. I have just turned fourteen. We had 
no money for a cake but we had a traditional 
German dinner. 

Today Fritz and I are going to school;  school 
for those who have just started to learn English. 
I’m extremely nervous about trouble or not 
fitting in. I’m sure other students experience 
this. 

Day 478-December 3, 1923:
I’m fifteen now. Fritz, now seventeen, is 

planning on moving out in a few years. In 
the past week our family has moved into an 
apartment. It is bigger and not as bad looking. I 
actually feel optimistic about our future here. As 
a family we make good money.

A few months ago my mother switched 
her job to house cleaning. One of the houses 
she cleans is of a university professor who is 
bilingual. Now he is teaching my mother English 
and she teaches us what she learns. The rest of 
us have kept the same jobs; however, Mother is 
planning on getting a job involving skill soon.

During my time in school I have made a 
few friends who I met the first month here. 
I was surprised to find that they understand 
some German. I’m still learning English though. 
I understand most of it, but some parts are 
difficult.

Overall my new life here is great and I can’t 
wait to face challenges that come in the future. 
For now I can’t wait to continue my life in 
America!
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Gabriel Embury_________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Poston Junior High
Teacher - Anna Bergquist

The Donner Mountain Pass

August 16, 1847- My light flickers in the 
darkness. I see the entire Donner family 

below me, sleeping. Lamps, like me, do not 
have the ability to sleep. It must be splendid 
to be able to rest and especially to dream. I 
realize I will never be able to have visions in 
darkness because I am only a simple oil lamp. 
The Donners have been walking on and on 
through this seemingly endless route for several 
weeks. I have heard them call it the California 
Trail. They’re absolutely mad thinking they 
can pull this off. They left everything behind in 
Independence, Missouri. “It’ll be better” they 
said, “We can have a new life out in California.” 
I’m scared, to be honest. I’ve heard rumors 
about the dangers of this route, but my purpose 
is to keep the shadows away, so I sit and wait for 
daybreak on the box they’ve set me on, while 
they snore away, hopeful of this “New Land.”

August 17, 1847- The next day, we’re off. 
These plains are so great, and so vast. I swing 
to and fro hanging on my post while the horses 
pull with all their might. I honestly feel bad 
for those horses. Never a break to just run free 
along the prairie, but what am I to say? I don’t 
even have the capability of movement, at least 
without a hand to guide me. The wagon below 
us creaks with stress, and we’re falling behind 
the other families. The horses can’t bear the 
weight of everything, with young, old, and 
pregnant sitting in the wagon along with family 
possessions putting on extra dead weight. 
Everyone comes to the conclusion that the load 
needs to be lightened, but I am one to disagree. 
However, I realize once again I am nothing but a 
lamp, so I must watch as desks, lamps, drawers, 
all my friends are left, stranded in the plains that 
we walk on, never to be seen again.

We are catching up to a crowd now at 
quick pace, my flame flickering high, but as we 
get closer to the crowd, we begin to see that 
not everything is right. I glanced over to my 
left side and see a gravestone, and carved into 
it reads, “1846-1847.” The infant buried under 

that stone was not but one year old. Soon 
more gravestones began to appear, with more 
numbers: 1773-1847, 1836-1847, 1820-1846, 
1825-1847, the numbers went on and on, there 
were at least ten every mile. I couldn’t stand it, 
hanging and watching the family trudge along 
the path, painfully needing rest. I almost felt 
sorry for them and their need to go through this 
trip.

August 30, 1847- It’s been weeks now, 
gravestones started becoming more frequent, 
but they keep walking. I’m terrified of what’s to 
come. Some of the bodies aren’t even buried, 
just left to decay in the swaying grass. I keep 
trying to shine my light toward the gravestones, 
warning them of the dangers that lie ahead, 
trying to tell them to turn back, but still, they 
press on. I want to help them now. This is 
absolute madness, they don’t see the peril of 
this journey. Eventually, we come upon the 
great Sierra Nevada Mountains, the peak of our 
journey. If they go through this, there will be 
no turning back. I try with all my might to sway 
them to turn back now, but once again, the 
family heeds no advice. Hundreds of families 
fled to the pass through the mountain, but Mr. 
Donner apparently had other ideas. We turned 
away to a different pass as I heard him say, “Look 
at this, another pass around the mountain! No 
other families going through this part either. I 
reckon we’ll be in California about three days 
earlier than expected if we go through here!”. 
“No,” I wanted to shout, “We must follow the 
other families!”, but the entire group agreed 
to go through, so we went through the barren 
pass, unaware of what may be to come.

Higher and higher the horses climbed, as 
I tried with all my might to keep the shadows 
away and to light the dark pass, however, a 
wheel had broke, and with no means of carrying 
supplies, it had stranded us on the mountain 
side. “Don’t worry,” Mr. Donner said, “help will 
find us, eventually.”
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February 1, 1847- Months have passed. 
Water depleted, food gone, and my oil has 
almost ran out. Help certainly wasn’t finding us 
now. The pass was covered with frigid ice. We 
were abandoned. They huddled up, scraping 
for the last bit of warmth they could muster, 
and the only thing I could do is watch, petrified 
beyond belief. I am horrified, troubled with the 
thoughts of what may-no-will happen to the 
people I’ve known for my entire life. I can tell the 
entire family is starving, desperate for any hope 
out there. They had already eaten the horses 
and the oxen, and everything else edible. I knew 
this would happen, but now I can’t stop it. I can’t 
do much more anyway. I shiver in the brisk cold.

February 2, 1847- Tragedy has struck. Mr. 
Donner’s child has died. Not only that, but my 
oil ran out, and without my light to keep the 
darkness away, I truly believed there was no 
hope. The party was starving, however, so with 
no regard to humanity, they ate her like savages. 
No piece of skin, muscle, or drop of blood 
remained. All that was left was a dress, a bonnet, 
and the remains of what used to be human. 

Then person after person, day after day, 
another died, either of frost or hunger, then 
was eaten by the remaining. It was sickening, 
having to see more and more skulls of people 
I once knew and protected. The ground was 
so frozen solid they couldn’t even bury the 
corpses. Eventually, no man nor woman nor 
child was left except for Mr. Donner. I never 
wanted this to happen. I kept trying to sway 
them back to Missouri, but once again, I am 
not but a simple oil lamp, but with no oil left 

to keep the shadows and the darkness away. 
I saw no innocence in Mr. Donner anymore, 
as he picked at the bones of his family for any 
scraps he missed. Eventually, however, help 
did arrive from Sutter’s Fort, but then they saw 
the skulls and pots of blood gathered around 
the abandoned cart. They had to save him, but 
this was not normal. They gathered him, me, 
and everything needed into their wagon and 
brought us to San Francisco.

February 18, 1847- I had been hanging on 
the wall of the jail where they had been holding 
George Donner. I had grown cold after seeing all 
the brutality that had transpired on that journey. 
The dark jail cell was befitting for him and his 
actions. I heard an officer come into the room, 
mentioning execution. The officer filled me up 
with oil, and struck a match to light my wick. 
I saw his profile as he spoke to Mr. Donner. “It’s 
time Mr. Donner. The hangman is waiting.” All 
the anger and rage for what I had bore witness 
to flooded back to me as the officer lit my wick. 
My light had shown all the dark corners and 
crevasses of that decrepit room. It was finally 
going to be over. Mr. Donner was a desperate 
man on the mountain side, but what he did 
could not be forgiven. It was inhumane, morbid, 
brutal, and pitiless. He was an abomination. I 
had no heart for Mr. Donner anymore. My flame 
was wrath. As the officer led him out, I knew my 
job was now finished. The officer turned down 
my flame as he led the prisoner out of the cell. 
I was at peace, my smoke trailing through the 
darkness. 
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Maya Badman__________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Lorena Trujillo

My Grandmother

I jumped into the family truck and my 
mom told me the devastating news. My 

grandmother had been diagnosed with cancer. 
My smile disappeared, and my vision clouded 
with tears that threatened to spill over. How 
could my grandmother have cancer? I knew 
cancer wasn’t uncommon, but I couldn’t fathom 
someone close to me had been stricken with 
this catastrophic disease.

After her first couple of treatments, my 
grandmother began to lose her hair.  I will never 
forget the day my mom accompanied her to get 
her hair shaved off.  I didn’t see her until the next 
day. Her long curly hair which was faded red 
like an autumn leaf, was now gone... replaced 
by a purple, sparkly chemo-cap. I was appalled. 
I wasn’t used to seeing my grandmother this 
way.  As we drove home, I laid down in the 
back seat of our white family truck watching 
the streetlights pass, blinding me with their 
brightness against the dark night sky. The stars 
did not shine and barley showed that night, and 
I realized that things would only get harder for 
her.  I decided at that very moment, to make a 
promise to myself, to always be there to support 
her. 

The first time I went to the hospital to see 
her, we walked into a clean white building. The 
pictures positioned on the wall were placed 
evenly on every cream colored wall. As we 
approached the doors, we began reading each 
golden number until we found room 510. My 
mother, sister, and I held our breath as we 
paused before reaching out for the handle. I was 
nervous that I would see my grandmother as a 
ghostly shade of white, barely hanging onto life.  
Those horrible thoughts quickly vanished upon 
seeing my plump and smiling grandmother. 
She looked perfectly fine!  A relief washed over 
me in large crashing waves as I saw her looking 
at me with an indescribable healthy smile. She 
had needles stuck in her hand and it concerned 
me to think of how it must feel to have all of 
those needles in your skin for such long periods 

of time, but my grandmother seemed quite 
comfortable, and smiled at us like never before. 
We sat and played board games like Yahtzee and 
Sorry and I savored every moment.  Whenever 
we would win, we would practically scream 
out in crazed happiness. We were so loud that 
the next day, as we walked into her building, 
the nurses yelled “Yahtzee!” My mom was very 
embarrassed as my sister and I grinned wildly 
and giggled.  My grandfather told us that she 
becomes so lively when we come visit her, and 
it made me joyful to hear that she was well and 
not shadowed by fear.

My grandmother was discharged and we 
visit whenever we can. Their house is inviting 
even in the most stressful times, the curtains 
on the windows are open and bring the most 
vibrant light into the house. When we visit, my 
grandmother and grandfather always have the 
best junk food you can ever imagine. We sit at 
the table and quickly eat so we can go and play 
one of the colorful video games that tempt us 
all day. My grandmother and grandfather make 
the world a better place.  They never miss the 
chance to find a ray of light in a storm, because 
the storm will take control unless you take hold 
of darkness and show it the light.

My grandmother has endured breast cancer, 
leukemia, a bone marrow transplant, a spinal 
tumor, and has gone through chemotherapy. 
My grandmother has been through so much, 
and yet she is always there for us... she is our ray 
of light in the storm of fears, nightmares, and 
catastrophic events.

When I see my grandmother I notice how life 
has changed.  Like a rose, it is once alluring and 
breathtaking, but then it dies and takes all the 
beauty with it leaving us with its ashes. When you 
think it’s all over, and just when you think beauty 
will never be portrayed as magnificently as that 
rose, another rose grows from a bud on the stem. 
And though it isn’t quite the same, it holds its own 
beauty that will leave us again to let another one 
grow in its place.
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Taylor Banning_________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Poston Junior High
Teacher - Veronica Fields

It’s Just a Dog’s Life

When I was a puppy, I entertained you with 
my antics and made you laugh. You called 

me your child and despite a number of chewed 
shoes and murdered throw pillows, I became 
your best friend. Whenever I was “bad”, you’d 
shake your finger at me and ask “How could 
you?” But then you’d relent and roll me over for 
a belly rub.

My house training took a little longer than 
expected, because you were so terribly busy, 
but we worked on that together. I remember 
those nights of nuzzling you in bed, listening 
to your confidences and secret dreams, and I 
believed that life could not be more perfect. 
We went for long walks and runs in the park, car 
rides, stops for ice-cream (I only got the cone 
because “ice-cream is bad for dogs,” you said) 
and I  took long naps in the sun waiting for you 
to come home at the end of the day.

Gradually, you began spending more time 
at work and on your career and more time 
searching for a human mate. I waited for you 
patiently, comforted you through heartbreaks 
and disappointments, never chided you about 
bad decisions, and romped with glee at your 
homecomings, and when you fell in love.

She, now your wife, is not a “dog person,” still 
I welcomed her into our home, tried to show her 
affection, and obeyed her. I was happy because 
you were happy. Then the human babies came 
along and I shared your excitement. I was 
fascinated by their pinkness, how they smelled, 
and I wanted to mother them, too. Only she 
and you thought that I might hurt them. I spent 
most of my time banished to another room, or 
to a dog crate. Oh, how I wanted to love them, 
but I became a “prisoner of love.”

As they began to grow, I became their 
friend. They clung to my fur and pulled 
themselves up on wobbly legs, poked fingers 
in my eyes, investigated my ears, and gave me 
kisses on my nose. I loved everything about 
them, especially their touch- because your 
touch was now so infrequent- and I would have 
defended them with my life if need be. 

I would sneak into their beds and listen to 
their worries and secret dreams. Together we 
waited for the sound of your car in the driveway. 
There had been a time when others asked you if 
you had a dog, that you produced a photo from 
your wallet and told those stories about me. 
These past few years, you just answered “yes” 
and changed the subject. I had gone from being 
your dog to “just a dog,” and you resented every 
expenditure on my behalf.  

Now you have a new career opportunity in 
another city and you and they will be moving 
to an apartment that does not allow pets. You 
made the right decision for your “family,” but 
there was a time when I was your only family.

I was excited about the car ride until we 
arrived at the animal shelter. It smelled of dogs 
and cats, of fear, of hopelessness. You filled out 
the paperwork and said “I know you will find a 
good home for her.” They shrugged and gave 
you a pained look. They understand the realities 
facing a middle-aged dog or cat, even one with 
“papers.”

You had to pry your son’s fingers loose from 
my collar as he screamed “No, Daddy! Please 
don’t let them take my dog!” I worried for him 
and what lessons you had just taught him 
about friendship and loyalty, about love and 
responsibility, about respect for all life. You gave 
me a goodbye pat on the head, avoided my 
eyes, and politely refused to take my collar and 
leash with you. You had a deadline to meet and 
now I have one, too.

After you left, the two nice ladies said you 
probably knew about your upcoming move 
months ago and made no attempt to find me 
another good home. They shook their heads 
and asked “How could you?”

They are as attentive to us here in the 
shelter as their busy schedules allow. They feed 
us, of course, but I lost my appetite days ago. At 
first, when anyone past my pen, I rushed to the 
front, hoping it was you- that you had changed 
your mind- that it was all a bad dream… or I 
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hoped it would be at least be someone who 
cared, anyone who might save me. When I 
realized I could not compete with the frolicking 
for attention of happy puppies, oblivious to 
their own fate, I retreated to a far corner and 
waited.

I heard footsteps as she came for me at the 
end of the day and I padded along the aisle after 
her to a separate room, a blissfully quiet room. 
She placed me on the table, rubbed my ears 
and told me not to worry. My heart pounded 
in anticipation of what was to come, but there 
was also a sense of relief. The prisoner of love 

had run out of days. As is my nature, I was more 
concerned about her. The burden which she 
bears weighs heavily on her and I know that, the 
same way I knew your every mood.

She gently placed a tourniquet around my 
foreleg as a tear ran down her cheek. I licked 
her hand in the same way I used to comfort 
you so many years ago. She expertly slid the 
hypodermic needle into my vein. As I felt the 
sting and the cool liquid coursing through my 
body, I lay down sleepily, looked into her eyes 
and murmured “how could you?”
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Ashley Ramirez Armenta________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Poston Junior High
Teacher - Sarah Kiahosseini

Call of the Night

I knew I wasn’t making it. They were too close. 
They were too many. Their snarls of anger 

and fury could be heard as I ran through the 
moonlit forest. I felt a thunderous banging in 
my ears that startled me and caused me to 
jump. An electrical feeling of panic slithered its 
way into my chest; had they caught up to me? 
It wasn’t until I felt it again that I realized it was 
the powerful sound of my heart’s beating. I was 
scared, but not for myself. I was petrified as to 
what they could do to the tiny bundle I held so 
close to my chest. A hot tear made its way down 
my dust-stained cheek before it was blown away 
by the passing wind. I knew that in order for my 
child to survive, my blood would have to stain 
the ground crimson.

In the darkness of the night, I caught sight 
of two vivid, grayish eyes that stared at me as I 
ran. Those beautiful eyes were so full of joy, so 
full of light; they were the eyes of an innocent 
child. She had to be safe, even if I wasn’t with 
her. I could only hope and pray that she would 
stay away from the blood-stained soil this land is 
now burdened with.

I felt the sand and the gravel crumble and 
shift beneath my feet as my legs impacted 
the moist ground. The darkness of the forest 
concealed them from my view. My muscles 
began to shake and I could feel numbness 
slowly starting to take control of them; making 
it harder and harder for me to continue. But I 
couldn’t stop...I couldn’t.

I looked down at the child I held within my 
arms and memories flashed before my eyes; 
memories of the uncontrollable joy that had 
swelled in my chest when I found out I would 
be a mother, to the indescribable pain that had 
pulsed through my body when I was giving 
birth. From the moment I first held her small 
body in my arms, to when she first opened her 
astounding blueish-grey orbs. Tears of joy and 
pain began to stream down my face once again. 
I had witnessed such miracles with my own eyes 
but would not be by her side to see the rest. 

I skidded to a stop when I saw a dark figure up 
ahead.

We were dead.
The figure stared at me; his pale face blank 

of any expression whatsoever. Shadow was his 
name; for he moved like the shadows. He could 
trick any eye to register him as nothing more 
than a black smudge. His appearance matched 
his name; he was tall and lean with  jet black hair 
that hid under his black hood and a thin mouth. 
His black eyes burning a hole through my very 
soul as he stared at me.

“Shadow.”
My voice was shaky and it cracked halfway 

through the word; halfway through his name.
He remained still.
I could hear the faint and faraway sound of 

footsteps that were approaching. Desperation 
to save my child began to pulse from deep 
within me and I took a daring step forward...only 
then did I catch a glimpse of a knife in his right 
hand.

He seemed to notice my sudden attention 
towards the weapon that he carried. His hand 
twisted and the moon’s light hit it and a sharp 
silver reflection exploded from his hand. I was 
running out of time to save my daughter’s life. 
And every second counted.

“Shadow, please…”
I bit my lip to the point where I could taste 

blood, my weakened body went stiff, my dry 
throat clenched and I found it difficult to breath. 
A sword of pain stabbed my heart over and over 
again at the decision I was about to make. My 
finger-tips trembled and my tan skin became a 
ghostly shade of white when I outstretched my 
arms - and my child - towards him.

I knew far too well that he could kill us both 
in an instant with the knife that shimmered 
in his hand; but I couldn’t deny her the only 
chance she had. Something flashed in his eyes 
then; something I had never seen in Shadow 
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before. My eyes began to fill with tears as I 
dropped to my knees.

“I beg you…”
 Crying on my knees, I held out my only 

child to an assassin. The likelihood of surviving 
began to sink into me and an awful sob escaped 
me. I looked at my child with tearful eyes.

Her grey eyes reflected the nocturnal sky.
The stars were shimmering like tiny diamonds 
and the gathering storm clouds gently whirling, 
her soft amber-brown hair was standing up 
everywhere and was gently being caressed by 
the engulfing wind. She stared at me; her eyes 
showing something akin to recognition. She 
knew who I was.

Streams of tears fell from my eyes and I 
began to stand, when I felt that the weight of 
my child was no longer in my arms. I looked 
up and saw Shadow - the man of no heart or 

soul - hiding my child behind his hood. His 
eyes looked deep into mine and he gave me a 
reassuring nod. He would keep her safe. 

“It’s time for you to go.”
I nodded. My maternal instinct told me to 

leave for her safety, but my heart was tearing 
as it whispered to me: No. Not this. Anything 
but this. My entire frame shook and cringed 
as I turned and ran. With every step I took; the 
more pain I felt. Shadow would keep her safe 
from them. They trust him and don’t doubt his 
authority. My baby was safe.

Those were my last thoughts before I felt a 
bone-shattering pain explode in my back and 
I released a cry louder than the lightning that 
flashed above my head. Then for me, all went 
black.

But for my daughter, this darkness would 
soon be light.
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Once, many years ago, long before the world 
went digital, there lived a man named Raja.  

He lived in the rainforest, away from everyone 
else in his village, spending every day pounding 
on anything in sight.  Because of his strange 
behavior, the villagers ignored him, so Raja was 
alone.  Alone that is, except for the birds.  Who, 
because of their silence, were also outcasts.  
They became Raja’s only friends.

One particular bird never left Raja’s side; 
Bongo, named for Raja’s favorite drum.  “The 
name of a drum for a silent bird!” The villagers 
scoffed, they were entirely right. Bongo 
and his flock flew in silence, ate in silence, 
communicated amongst themselves in silence; 
their hearts made no indication that they were 
alive.  But Raja spoke to them, immediately 
deeming him insane and banishing him to the 
edge of the rainforest clearing.

One day, rumors spread of a strange beast 
stalking the nearby village, but Raja heard 
nothing.  His drums droned out the rainforest’s 
warning for everyone but the birds.  They of 
course, could not tell Raja because they were 
mute.  So Raja and the villagers stayed oblivious.

The next morning, Raja went down to the 
village, Bongo zooming right behind him. The 
villagers pretended he was invisible, which 
suited him just fine.  He chatted with Bongo 
content to be alone.  Suddenly, there was a 
scream from a hut nearby, and Raja took off 
running toward the hut.

He arrived in time to see a dark, suspicious 
character rush past.  A woman and her baby 
ran from the hut with fear in their eyes.  Raja 
soon saw why; their hut was on fire!  When the 
woman saw Raja, she began screaming, thinking 
he was the culprit. “Murderer! Murderer! Please, 
this man killed my husband! Please help me!”

Raja began to explain himself but men 
poured into the streets. 

“Raja!,” they exclaimed knowingly, “Of course 
he did this, we knew he was dangerous.”

Because knowing was a valid reason, they 
grabbed Raja, and locked him in the prisoner’s 
cage in the square.  He was bound so tight 
that he couldn’t drum.  His mouth gagged, he 
couldn’t whistle.  Even little Bongo was tied, so 
he couldn’t fly for help.  Raja was trapped, but 
he didn’t worry.

For a while, the villagers gawked at Raja and 
Bongo, occasionally throwing overripe produce 
at them as if they were monsters.  Eventually, 
the villagers didn’t return for some reason 
unknown to the unfortunate prisoners.  With 
the villagers gone, birds came back for Raja and 
Bongo.

Bongo communicated with them 
noiselessly, and they set to work on Raja’s taut 
bindings.  They used their long, thin beaks to 
snip every cord in their reach.  Before you could 
say “Falsely Accused,” Bongo and Raja were free!

With his hands movable, Raja began tapping 
about on the wooden bars. He tapped for hours, 
not stopping for anyone or anything. Birds 
perched on the cage, happy to listen to Raja’s 
beautiful rhythm, a whirl of snaps, claps, and 
little confusing melodies. 

Meanwhile, the village was in chaos.  The 
beast took lives violently, fur black as coal 
and breath of orange fire, he set huts aflame, 
tore children from mothers, and stopped for 
no man’s spear.  He left fiery inferno-filled 
destruction behind as he encircled the village, 
rampaging.  Eventually, someone noticed Raja.     

He was still drumming at full force, and the 
beast avoided his little corner, clearly frightened 
by the noise.  Reluctant though they were to 
agree with Raja, people began to pick up his 
rhythm.  Boom ratatat boom boom ratatat, it 
started.  Boom Ratatat Boom Boom Ratatat, it 
grew.  BOOM! RATATAT! BOOM BOOM! RATATAT!  
The people became a single heartbeat, given to 
the village itself.     

Raja stopped to listen, and smiled.  The 
beast was cornered. He clawed against the 

Sage Peacock___________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

The Pounding of the Smallest Drum
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wooden bars of Raja’s cage, breathing his 
horrible hot breath.  The bars became singed 
and Raja began sweating in the heat.  Soon, Raja 
would be dead, but the birds would not let that 
happen. 

WHOOSH! A bright burst of flames streamed 
between the cracks in the cage, so hot it was 
green, blue, and white.  Where it would’ve 
incinerated Raja, birds flew in front, capturing 
the heat with their small gray bodies in a last 
effort to save their friend.  Beaks glowed orange 
as they swirled in a hurricane of feathers around 
the nasty beast, covering his sleek blackness 
with orange slashes.

Every man, woman, and child watched 
their common enemy reduced to a whimper in 
the sweltering blaze.  Slashed across in violent 
stripes were orange scars from those sharp, 
unforgiving beaks, a pattern earned in shame.

Had he been able, the cat would’ve fought 
back; but weakened and afraid, he hightailed 
back into the trees, never to be seen out of the 
shadows again. 

Raja stepped out of the ashes then, 
thanking the birds for rescuing him.  He was 
not the only one; villagers swarmed the heroes, 
realizing how wrong they’d been.  

Raja moved back into the village, an 
example to all.  The birds, too, would never be 
the same.  The scarred fire-cat, finally named a 
Tiger, left the colors of his fire breath to forever 
tint the birds’ once ugly gray plumage.  Now 
they were as vibrant as everything ought to be 
in the rainforest, and just as loved.

The village was also different.  Days after 
the drumming had ceased, the incessant noise 
remained, and for a while no one could figure 
out why.  Eventually it was Raja that cracked the 
puzzle.  He drummed a set of Boom! Ratatat! 
Boom Boom! Ratatat! and instead of his hands, it 
was little Bongo that finished the sequence.  The 
rhythm of the firecat fight had brought sound to 
the birds, wings beating so quickly they almost 
hummed.

It no longer seemed fit to use the common 
name, Bird, for these uncommon animals, they 
instead became hummingbirds, always holding 
the beat of the village in their wings.  Even now, 
they are there, protecting us from the flames.

Boom! Ratatat! Are you listening?
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Kiersten Rule___________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Shine

I walked into the local performing arts studio 
expecting to be to have my breath taken 

away by how grand and furnished the place 
was.   Instead I found myself surprised at the 
cozy space.   There was a plump, kind-looking 
secretary shuffling papers behind the front desk 
and trophies showcased all over the walls. 

“Excuse me,” I asked, “but do you happen to 
know where the Newsies summer camp meets?”

“Of course! You’ll find them in Studio A,”  she 
replied jovially.

 I thanked her and anxiously walked towards 
the door to the studio, my mind racing.   I knew 
that first impressions were imperative in theater, 
especially when auditioning for a lead role.   I 
introduced myself to the director and managed 
not to embarrass myself too much during the 
warm-up activity.

As I listened to the orientation about the 
camp, I discovered that all twenty five of the 
kids enrolled in the camp would be given a role 
in the musical Newsies.   We were to produce 
a full-scale musical in exactly two weeks, 
rehearsing five days a week for seven hours a 
day.  The director certainly did not tolerate any 
messing around.

At lunch, everyone conversed about what 
role they wanted to play, and gossiped about 
who would receive it.   I began talking to a girl 
who looked about my age.  I discovered that her 
name was Gabby, and she was apparently a very 
experienced actress.

“I want to be Jack Kelly,” she stated, “and I 
definitely think I’ll get him.  But in case I don’t, I 
also want to be Katherine Plumber.”

“Oh, really?   That’s who I’m auditioning for 
too!” I exclaimed.

“Well good luck with that, because I’m going 
to get there first!”   She said arrogantly.   Gabby 
then stomped off as if she had just won a major 
battle in a war or something.   I tried to make 
sure that her self-confidence didn’t bother me, 
but she just seemed so sure that she would get 

the part that she wanted.   Maybe she was just 
extra nervous I thought.  Maybe that’s how she 
deals with anxiety.  

It was now about 2:00 in the afternoon, and 
auditions were just getting underway.  I kept my 
eye on Gabby and couldn’t help asking myself if 
I could perform better than she could.  She was 
talented, but her singing skills were somewhat 
lacking.

Suddenly, it was my turn.   I slowly rose 
to my feet, hoping my fellow actors couldn’t 
see my whole body shaking like there was an 
earthquake.   I put on my best, most confident 
smile, and ignored my heart that was beating as 
loud as a drum.   Somehow, I found my singing 
voice and was able to completely transform 
into Katherine Plumber, a young reporter who 
is anxious for an exciting story.  In the middle of 
my performance, I glanced at my director and 
thousands of thoughts instantly rushed through 
my head.  What if I’m over exaggerating?  Does 
she think I’m useless? Is my hair in my face? I 
know she’s looking at me in a weird way.  Am I 
off pitch?  Gabby certainly did better than this.

Over and over, that final statement repeated 
itself in my mind. Gabby is better.   She is more 
talented.   Toward the end of my audition 
song, I made the choice to shut out those 
pessimistic, judgemental thoughts.   That was 
not the kind of person or performer I wanted to 
be.  Throughout my childhood I was taught to 
never compare myself to others, but that when 
I was being the best person I could be, others 
would notice that I was unique.  So, during the 
last few lines of the song, I put a fresh grin on 
my face and let myself shine.   After I sang the 
final note, the director had a smile on her face 
that I thought was bigger than my own and 
then I knew I had locked the part I wished for 
right in place.   I knew that Newsies would be 
a blast.   Most importantly, I knew that being 
myself was enough.  Not just enough to get by, 
but enough to shine.  
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Abigail Gookin_________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Janette Ramsey

Fish: Termination Through  
Intoxication

No typical parent would ever hand their 
eight year old daughter a bottle of vodka. 

No typical eight year old daughter would then 
turn around and accidentally-purposefully 
murder their friend. Turns out my family isn’t a 
typical family.

His name was Fish. He was the color of 
an enlarged Violet Beauregard, the size of a 
televised Mike TV, and he, Fish, was dying. 
A prime caretaker, I wept against Fish’s very 
obvious suffering, as would any other soulful 
creature. His air bladder was faltering, causing 
his lopsidedness to be more noticeable than 
usual. The gills that had allowed him to breathe 
had lost their rhythm, and the life of Fish was 
slowly coming to an end before my innocent 
eyes.

Having seen The Lion King more times than 
comprehendible, I was well aware of the Circle 
of Life and the natural part that we would all 
eventually end up playing. That didn’t stop 
me, however, from trying to make Fish as 
comfortable as possible during his difficult 
transitioning period. After several minutes 
of a parent-child confrontation, my mother’s 
unorthodox solution was to intoxicate him in 
order to help him pass in a better suited manner.

With Fish’s funeral already planned, I fed 
him the clear solution until the movement in 

his body had trickled away. The horrific sight 
made my faith in my decision waiver, but I had 
been reassured through a set of clichés that I 
was doing the right thing. With Fish being sent 
through the sewer system, and my mother 
reciting a series of Dumbledore quotes about 
life and death, I couldn’t help but fall under the 
words of the headmaster. At that moment, I 
was confident that I had helped Fish, because 
the benefits of minimizing his suffering greatly 
outweighed any other thoughts I had had 
against it. 

~~~
That is where the original writing should 

have concluded. During the rough draft of this 
narrative, nearly six years later, a new bit of 
information had surfaced. Only after the first 
paragraph being written was it discovered, 
through additional research, that the alcoholic 
beverage, vodka, had only placed Fish into a 
state of deep sleep. So one can only imagine my 
reaction when I connected the dots and put the 
whole image together: I did not put my beloved 
pet down humanely, as I had thought. I had only 
put him into an unconscious state, then flushed 
the weak and sleeping Fish down the toilet. 
To put it simply: I drugged him, and killed him 
in his sleep . . . with vodka . . . as an eight year- 
old . . . No wonder I’m interested in criminology!
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Kiersten Rundio________________________________________________________________
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Get a Man

“Ohh, get a man! Get a man! You need to 
get a man to help you!”

What?
Pause.
Rewind.
Play.
“Hey Kiersten, you know the two big arm 

chairs in the hall? Can you bring those out, 
please? I know you’re strong.”  Yessir, of course I 
can!! 

I’ve been running around all morning 
helping with the church yard sale. Dad (known 
around here as Pastor Matt) knows I’m up for 
any challenge. Maybe that’s why I was tasked 
with the chairs, or was it because we all know I 
won’t even pop a sweat carrying these big, fluffy 
seats? 

The only tough part about bringing these to 
the front where the happenings are, is going to 
be the grip. Well, here it goes. 

We wrapped our arms around each other 
and embraced our somewhat uncomfortable 
hug, the chair and me. We’re moving now! 
I wonder how this looks: awkward and 
impressive, or just awkward? Oh well, what’s it 
matter what a fourteen year old, five foot five 
girl carrying a chair almost as big as she is looks 
like? I’m not even struggling with the task at 
hand (or in my hands, should I say?). 

We’re getting closer now, we just have to go 
through the office. Okay we turned the corner, 
almost there. 

Pause.
This is where it happens.
Ready?
Play.
“Ohh get a man! Get a man! You need to get 

a man to help you!”
Those words, are they being directed at me? 

No, no way. They couldn’t possibly be. But they 
are? 

As I look past the large, but light load I’m 
lugging I see one of the older ladies, a church 
member, running toward me, arms flailing, 
repeating the same appalling words.

“Get a man, get a man!”
Those words. They infuriate me. I can feel 

the heat radiating off my body. I can tell my 
face looks as fiery as my soul feels. This pastor’s 
daughter feels like she just got back from a 
scorching, savage scrap with satan. I’m heated. 

I need to set my fuming feelings aside. 
Apparently, this grey-haired woman (with 
her condensed build that has probably never 
carried more than a baby) thinks that because 
the idea of her carrying something like this is 
too far-fetched, that it must be inconceivable for 
me. I guess she has no knowledge of me being 
stronger than any of the boys she knows. Or 
that I happen to be the first - and only - girl ever 
allowed in advanced weight training. Or that I 
continually outlift the boys in that class. It’s not 
her fault; how could she know that asking me to 
do something is as good, or better, than asking 
one of the ‘men’ she suggested I get?

I took a deep breath, I’m cool. “Haha, no 
ma’am, I can handle this just fine, without a 
doubt, don’t worry!”

“You’re sure? I can get a man to help you!”
“I’m beyond positive, thank you though..” I 

handled that okay, right? I carried that chair like 
I carry my head, tall and proud, the rest of the 
short and completely painless journey. 

Pause.
Fastforward.
Play.
Mission accomplished. Both chairs have 

been successfully moved by the strongest 
and most capable (yours truly) to the sale to 
continue their lives elsewhere, while I sit and 
contemplate mine. 

I was only meant to carry a chair, but I ended 
up carrying myself (and my whole gender) 
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along. That movement was empowering, it was 
a movement not just of a heavily cushioned 
chair, but in me. My feminism will not define me. 
I am so much more than a stereotypical pink-
loving-fluffy-baby-making-machine. I am strong. 

I am bold. I am a girl. Yes, I can do anything, or 
more than, the supposedly ‘dominant’ gender 
can. No, I will never get a man to help me.

Stop.
The end!
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Clyde Barrow’s the name. At least that’s the 
character I was playing. I had just been 

cast as the leading role in a local youth theatre’s 
production of Bonnie and Clyde: The Musical. It 
was my first time being the main character and 
I now held the entire show on my shoulders. 
Being an actor, I had to maintain the confidence 
and calm of taking on such an extreme role, but 
inside I was crumbling like the beginnings of a 
mountainside avalanche. The first rocks were 
starting to tumble, but I kept cool. Bonnie and 
Clyde tells the story of the two iconic lovers who 
turned into cold-blooded killers, and eventually 
ended up dying together. Essentially, it’s a tale 
of losing your soul. I had to portray a character 
that percolated with rage and hopelessness, 
a role for which I had no reference point.  This 
would be the ultimate test of my abilities. 

On the first day of rehearsal, we read 
through the entire script as a cast. The further 
we read into the show, the more pressure I felt 
pulling me down. The realization that I was 
expected to memorize hundreds of lines hit me 
like the smack of a bat colliding with a 90 mph 
baseball pitched by a Major League MVP. I was 
terrified; I could liken it to a three year-old’s 
fear of the dark. I made sure not to express a 
single sign of fear to any of my cast mates or my 
director, for they were counting on me. I worked 
every day on memorizing my lines. I would 
recite them to myself in class under my breath 
despite the looks of bewilderment I received 
from classmates. They probably thought I was 
crazy, and I can understand why, seeing that my 
face was fixed in a blank expression, eyes glued 
to the desk, uttering nonsensical dialogue about 
guns and cars in a southern accent. I found 
myself thinking about different scenes that I was 
in, pondering what my character’s objectives 
were, rather than calculating measurements 
of line segments in geometry class. I was so 
intrigued by my character. It was like a game 
of connect-the-dots. Everything was laid out 
for me; all I had to do was figure out what 

motivated him to be the most notorious killer of 
all time.

The score for the musical was definitely the 
most stressful thing for me. I normally sing as 
a high baritone/low tenor (which means I have 
a voice that rests in the middle range for men). 
Clyde is a super tenor, meaning a majority 
of the songs that I was required to sing were 
ridiculously high for me. When my director 
taught me the music on the first day, I burst 
out laughing in a state of disbelief. It was so 
amusing to me that she expected me to hit the 
notes. I learned the music quickly and began 
working with my vocal instructor practicing the 
challenging score. Over the rehearsal process I 
found ways to work around the intensity of the 
score, and vocally, I improved immensely. I don’t 
think I’m a terrible singer, but I’m also definitely 
not the best. This was just another obstacle 
that I found myself biting my nails about. My 
goal was to perform every night without my 
voice piercing the eardrums of the unknowing 
audience members. Even after performances 
started I continued working to improve my 
vocal quality. Playing this character gave me 
plenty of motivation. 

Six weeks went by and it was right around 
the corner. Opening night! My chance to 
prove myself. I had done countless hours of 
extra labor. It was time to perform before a 
real audience. Patrons flocked to the theatre 
and sold out almost every night. Hundreds of 
people paid to support their family and friends. 
However, I recall a certain moment during my 
performance on our closing night. It was the 
scene where Bonnie and Clyde fall in love for 
the first time. He convinces her to sing a jazzy 
ballad for him, and they share a kiss at the end 
of the song to display their warm affection for 
each other. I had performed the scene several 
times before, but something about that night 
was different. I had a sort of epiphany. The way 
the lights illuminated her, the way her voice 

Joey Grado_____________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Michelle Contreras

Up, Up, and Away
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reverberated against the walls and blended 
with the sweet jazzy tones intertwined so 
eloquently, the way her smile sparkled with 
such sincerity made my heart melt. I fell in love. 
I was Clyde Barrow falling in love with Bonnie 
Parker. I was also Joey Grado falling in love 
with my life. I fell in love with performing and 
theatre and music and acting and art! It was so 
surreal and so euphoric. The simple realization 
that I have everything I need and that I have 
amazing friends and family that support me and 
the opportunity to do something that I truly 
love washed over me during my performance, 
and the show concluded with a feeling of 

overwhelming happiness. I was soaring, up, up, 
and away.

Overall, Clyde Barrow was more to me 
than just a role to play. He opened my eyes 
to the world of acting. He helped me develop 
an intimate connection with performing. He 
taught me how to love my life and to appreciate 
everything that I am fortunate enough to 
possess. He may have been a cold blooded 
killer in real life, but he represented something 
incredibly extraordinary to me. Thank you Clyde 
Barrow.
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Death shows no mercy to anyone.   It is 
greedy and takes anyone it desires. Age, 

morals, wealth, fame, nothing matters to it; 
when it wants you, it will have you. Even when 
I tried the hardest I could to keep my beloved 
child from its disease-ridden grips, I could not 
defeat it. Now I sit cold and alone with nothing 
to live for. I dress in black and hold tissues close 
to me every single day. A pastor now stands at 
the front podium behind the navy casket. He 
is giving some worthless speech about life and 
death, and how amazing the child he did not 
know was. The service ends and three others 
rise solemnly and walk to the front of the room. 
We raise the golden bar surrounding the blue 
case; we carry it to the back of the room and 
outdoors. Rain is pouring down upon us as if 
Mother Nature is mourning with us, while we 
place them on the lowering system. Many have 
left by now, and it is but the lying Pastor and I. 
A hand on my shoulder and a quiet murmur 
of apologies leave his filthy mouth before I am 
left alone with the workers who have begun 
to separate us forever. With a deep cut of pain 
and heaviness upon my shoulders, the more I 
realize—the smaller the casket, the heavier the 
burden.

I stare into deep oblivion with nothing 
running through my mind. The labor has long 
since covered the grave and all that remains is 
the deep verdant awning protecting me from 
the unforgiving weather. With my pride and joy 
gone there is nothing to hold me back from the 
seemingly inviting deep pit of despair. So, that 
is exactly what I do; I let the despair drag me 
down. I walk back to my car and take off with 
the feeling of numbness quickly swallowing my 
body. Quickly, I make a vital decision and zero 
in on a rundown corner store. Incense pollute 
all of the air and everything from Tylenol to 
pregnancy tests is on sale. I begin an empty 
minded shopping spree through the market.

I nearly clear the liquor section before I 
return to my empty home. For the next few days 

I lounge around devouring rather large portions 
of wings and pizza while blindly watching 
football related movies and trying to drown the 
memories with alcohol. After the first few days 
everything stops; I stop eating, stop cleaning, 
and stop doing everything in my routine. The 
curtains remain closed and the phone silent; no 
one has called since the funeral. My body odor 
has started to become a normal bitter scent in 
my personal hell. Multiple drained liquor bottles 
lay strewn across the living room floor and it is 
an obstacle course to navigate around just to 
get to the bathroom in the hallway. 

I haven’t touched anything in the past 
month, and I am positive that there are a village 
of cockroaches roaming my “home”. My mother 
called two weeks ago, but I didn’t pick up. I 
figured she wouldn’t want to hear about how 
her child is farther gone in despair than Poe was 
in his whole life. I have started sleeping in my 
child’s room. It feels wrong, but it’s all that I have 
left. 

I got fired from work yesterday because 
apparently it is unprofessional, even in the case 
of death, to show up to work drunk and with 
alcohol in your hands. It’s okay, I have a few 
months until they kick me out of my home and 
take all of my belongings. I will milk the system’s 
flaws until further notice. But currently I am 
planning to spend my final pay-checks on booze 
and pizza because no one or thing will be able 
to stop the destruction of my body.

The bank finally served me an eviction 
notice and I couldn’t care less. I left my “home” 
the day it arrived through the post. I took along 
a few mementos including a picture of my Love 
and I at the beach, baby pictures, and a blanket. 
I stay under the bridge now and it is surprisingly 
comfortable as a community. I decided that if I 
don’t snap out of it within the next month, I’ll 
end it all.

It’s been eight months since the funeral and 
four since I started sleeping under the bridge 
with the others. I was okay and welcomed it at 

Heidi Montgomery______________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Jean Akers

Merciless
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first, now it is a hell hole that wants to drag me 
into a realm of sickness and hate. If I could pull 
myself out of the despair I am in now before I 
got kicked out of a home and lost more family 
then I was meant to, I would. I have already 
failed my child, my mother, and everyone else. 
I cannot make up for that, even if I had all the 
time in the world. So, now I plunge a final dirt 
ridden syringe into my arm in hopes to drown 
out my sorrows of failure and lost love.

It is currently dark out and I can see the 
beautiful stars above the bridge guiding all 
lost souls home… I come to realize now, while 
looking into the universe on my deathbed, that 
I, a small speck in this amazing span of space, 
will not have made a difference in all lives but I 
made a difference in some and that is worth it 
all. 

I can feel my body starting to give up and 
breathing hurts now. This isn’t a proud way to 

go, but my method of dying isn’t something I 
need to impress people with. My vision is fading 
back and forth between light and darkness as I 
begin to regret my choice. I can see something 
in the distance and I try to focus in on it. It is a 
small figure; it’s running towards me. I can make 
it out now; it is a small child who looks like my 
pride and joy. I know it cannot be, but a small 
piece of me hopes it is. Whatever the figure is, it 
is at my side now, but I cannot focus anymore. 
“Mama. It’s me. It’s time to go now,” my baby’s 
voice whispers to me. I want to cry from joy as 
they grip my hand, but I am slipping further into 
the absolute darkness and in my last moments 
all I can think is that I have now doomed my 
mother to do the same thing I have done. To 
lose all hope and happiness; I wish I wouldn’t 
have done it, but now I am following the stars 
home with my child in my arms and I could not 
be happier. 
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The Art of Living for Two

Had the rest of my family known that this 
would be their last chance to soak in 

her presence, they never would have fled the 
suffocating restaurants’ walls that boomed 
boomed boomed with the music of the live 
band. But that’s the catch with ‘last chances’ – a 
‘chance’ is impossible to distinguish from a ‘last 
chance’ until it’s too late.

“What do you think, hon?” Her smile 
outshone the pain etched into the lines on her 
face.  “Are you up to partying for an hour more?”

Biting my lip, I strove to ignore the dull 
exhaustion-induced head ache. How lame 
would I be if I didn’t stay out on my birthday 
with my favorite aunt? Wasn’t I supposed to be 
the lively, vivid one, begging for more? Surely 
my fifty year old aunt wouldn’t encourage 
dancing until midnight -- wrong. Youth, she 
taught me, isn’t an age group; it is a state of the 
human spirit.  “I suppose I could endure a couple 
more songs.” With my body crying for sleep, I 
was only half-kidding, but I needed someone to 
coax me out of my reclusive, old-soul self.

Immediately she swept me away from the 
table and lulled me into never-ending circles, 
spinning, snapping, stomping, singing along 
and smiling her defiant smile. Her body may 
have been decaying, but the spark in that smile 
raged against everything that threatened to 
steal her infectious energy.

Was it just one week ago that she snatched 
my hand, twirling me in orbits that inverted the 
world in which I once felt comfortable? Was that 
impromptu dance the last time I welcomed her 
warmth?

Most teenagers receive a t-shirt, an i-pod, 
or if they’re really lucky, a car, for their sixteenth 
birthday. I was gifted the last birthday card I’d 
ever get from my aunt, along with a guardian 
angel and a constant reminder that life is oh, 
so precious. Shutting down, turning it off, 
allowing time to fill in the hollowness – all 

easier than feeling. Keeping quiet, hoarding my 
memories of her, would be all too convenient. 
How desperately did I want to drift off into the 
nothingness of passiveness; after all, if they 
needed someone to tell cute stories about “One 
time Sheila and I…”, then they couldn’t possibly 
have cared enough to take the time to get to 
know her. But if I escaped pain, I would abandon 
joy. Though tempting, I knew reticence would 
claw at me. Despite tear-induced smudges 
smearing the script in that last birthday card, 
I deciphered her last wish for me “…Live with 
an open heart and an open mind…” - hence, I 
swallowed silence in order to give a eulogy on 
my sweet sixteen.

An arm around my shoulders tugged me 
back to the present. Regaining composure, I 
lowered the crumpled-and-flattened-crumpled-
and-flattened speech, smoothed the paper, and 
straightened up from keeling over the podium.

“My Aunt Sheila is not dead. She’s very much 
alive, in every one of us. I promised her and I 
promised myself that I’d carry her with me, every 
day for the rest of my life. She’ll be the spirit of 
my adventures, the pep in my step, my will to 
carry forward, my reason to reach for the stars 
and my inspiration to grow. From today forward 
I will live as she lived. I will live with her strength, 
resilience, and passion. I dare you to live as 
Sheila lived, because through me and you, her 
spirit lives on. Thank you.”

Weeping guests sniffled and I became aware 
of my brother at the piano, coaxing Hallelujah 
out of those black and white keys. 

His notes didn’t reach me. 
I stepped off the stage, realizing the 

magnitude of the promise I had just made to my 
aunt, smiling down on me. Now was the time to 
perfect the art of living for two.

To one side of me, a sheer twenty foot drop 
to the desert floor. To the other side, a forty 
foot plunge. Ever so cautiously, I assumed a 
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wide stance and fixed my eyes to a point on the 
horizon. Then, I stood up atop the rock pillar.

Adrenaline buzzed. I forced my quickened 
breath to even. Admiring the scratches on 
my adventure-worn hands, I clenched and 
unclenched my fists. Lungs expanded with 
an inhale of crispness, confidence soothing 
shakiness in my muscles.

An invigorating wind swept wisps of hair 
across my face and stole warmth from my 
jacket, brightening my eyes. On the air, a hint 
of yesterday’s rain: honey-moistened soil, 
subtle, earthy. Freeing my hair from it’s bounds, 
I surveyed the peaks lining the horizon. I’ve 
climbed that one and that one and that one...and 
that one’s next.

I vowed to myself and I vowed to her that I 
would carry her with me, every day for the rest 
of my days; today’s adventure (and every day’s 
adventure for that matter) carried the purpose 
of paying tribute to her resilient spirit. 

Throwing my hands to the heavens, dancing 
to our unheard song, I released a “WOOOO! I 
LOVE LIFE!” Echos bounced between the canyon 
walls. 

This, this is what living for two feels like - 
intense, raw, powerful. I see her in these Arizona 
sunsets, melting from pink to blue. I sense her 
in that pulsing star, slightly brighter than the 
others. I hear her in the song in my head, ever 
jamming on.

Moments like these confirmed to me, yes, I’m 
free and alive and present, and she is too.  For her, 
I felt it all: pain and love, hopefulness, gratitude 
and passion and fear, strength, weightlessness, 
tenacity, self-belief, audacity. By embracing 
every chance, I missed no last chance. A capacity 
to experience every second enveloped my once-
timid self. 

Then I heard that Hallelujah, my brother’s 
notes drifting out of that baby grand, carried on 
the wind. 
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Heartstrings

Zaliah walked through the marketplace 
looking for her grandfather. He had 

promised to go horseback riding this afternoon, 
but it was already late. What could be keeping 
him so? Then she became aware of the bells. No, 
she thought. Not today! No, no, no. But it was; 
the pack was leaving today. And Grandpa, now 
one of the elderly, would be going with them. 
The thought filled her heart with dread. She 
knew why the venture was necessary, but the 
thought of her grandfather taking the trip left 
her feeling empty and sour.

Tales of the pack’s escapades were 
legendary, although no one really knew what 
happened beyond their borders. According to 
legend, its purpose was singular: to feed the 
fearsome race which lived just beyond their 
walls.  The elderly men and women brought a 
tribute that, if necessary, they would pay with 
their lives. Only then could the kingdom be 
safe. At least, those were the tales. True or not, 
she knew that once Grandpa left, he would not 
be coming back. And so, as she ran to meet the 
departing parade, she desperately tried to deny 
it was happening.

Sure enough, however, Zaliah saw her 
grandfather trudging along with the others. 
Quickly she rushed to meet him, and he turned  
for an embrace as he noticed her approach. 
Laughing, he picked her up, spun her around, 
and held her close. She did not know where to 
begin.

“Stay with me Grampy,” she sobbed, 
reverting to her childish pet name for him.

“Oh sweetheart,” he sighed, “You know I 
can’t do that.”

“But, it’s just so unfair.”
“I must do my duty as my father did many 

years ago. You know the traditions and you 
know why I must go. So now, I must ask you,” 
he said, his inquisitive eyebrow curling ever so 
slightly in an expression of playful but trusting 
concern, “why will you let me go?”

“You must go for the good of the kingdom,” 
she started, barely holding back tears, “You must 
go for the good of its people. You must go for 
the good of our family name. But for my good? 
That’s the one I’m still having trouble believing. 
Letting you go is like erasing you from my life. 
And I . . . I don’t want that. Do you?” As she said 
this, the emotion became too much for her and 
she let loose a wrenching moan that turned into 
a hollow sob. In reply, Grandpa gently wrapped 
his arms around her.

“Erased. Is that what I’ll be?” he murmured, 
“Erased from your life, maybe, but never from 
your heart. That is where you can always find 
me. I am written on your heart with the most 
permanent ink. Surely, that can never be  
erased. “

“Never, Grandpa.”
“Then you have nothing to fear. Be strong 

and be wise. But now, I must go. Farewell, my 
angel, until we meet again.”

“Meet where, Grampy?”
“Perhaps by the old footbridge. Perhaps not. 

But you can be certain that whenever a heart 
reaches out for someone it has lost, paths are 
formed. Wander these, and you will never truly 
be lost.”

Tenderly, he took Zaliah’s hand and pressed 
something inside. He said goodbye and was 
gone. Caught up with the others, Grandpa 
became just another face in the crowd; just 
another stroke on the canvas of life. But, oh 
what a beautiful stroke he had been. A stroke 
that had been burned, not merely written, deep 
in the matter of her heart. And so, as Zaliah 
watched him go, she sobbed all the harder.

“Goodbye,” she whispered, mostly to herself. 
For no one else would mourn as she, and no one 
else would understand. He had been her only 
friend and protector. He was the one who had 
raised her in the absence of her parents, and 
now she was truly alone. So she held on to his 
memory as desperately as a beggar clutches her 



42 ~ Narrative

last crust of bread. She dared not take her eyes 
off the road until long after he was gone and the 
coolness of the evening had begun to creep in. 
Then, and only then, did she find herself able to 
look down at the treasure Grandpa had left her. 

As the years passed by, Zaliah married, 
settled down, and learned to let go of the 
pain she had felt at the loss of her grandfather. 
Many times she visited the old footbridge and 
waited for Grandpa to return, and, always, she 
kept the object he had left behind close to 
her heart. At times, she could almost feel him 
standing behind her and, at others, his voice 
was carried on the breeze. Nevertheless, she 
tried not to think of what had happened to 
him, tried not to ponder too fiercely on those 
who still surrounded the village. But soon these 
questions returned as she too became old and 
prepared to go with the pack.

Now, as she stood on the footbridge one last 
time, she gazed over the lush green meadows 
that surrounded the brook. Her husband stood 
beside her and, together, they contemplated 
their lives. Each had found joy and peace in 
the other. The family they had created was 
considered abnormal in the eyes of the village 
for it was wholesome. Not one of their lovely 
children had succumbed to the normal madness 
that came from constant fear. Their four healthy 
offspring knew nothing but love and devotion, 
and, for that, they were both grateful. It was 
plain to see, however, that leaving it all would 
not be easy. As they turned back to say their 
final good-byes to the family, Zaliah cried once 
more to her grandfather for guidance. This time, 
she got an answer. 

It was as she looked at the talisman her 
grandfather had left her that the writing began 
to appear. At first, there had only been his name 
engraved deeply in the red stone shaped like a 
heart, but then another name appeared, that 
of her husband. As the next names appeared, 
she realized they were her children; the rest of 
her family. But where was her name? Of course 
it wasn’t there, for it was her heart. Her heart! 
Realizing the import of this, she now thought 
of her grandfather’s words. He had always been 
written on her heart, and now, she saw, he had 
been joined there by the others she loved.

“Whenever a heart reaches out, enduring 
paths will form,” she finally vocalized, echoing 
Grampy’s kind words. Reaching deep inside and 
then pushing outward, Zaliah sought for this 
path that she knew must be there. Her husband 
reached out to touch her arm and, suddenly, 
it was there. A path between her and him. She 
could feel it. She could see it. It protruded from 
her heart like a cord and connected with his. 
Their hearts had been knit as one. Soon she 
became aware of additional strings that flowed 
unbroken from her bosom. Each of these, she 
found as she tugged upon them, connected to 
one of her children. Always before, heartstrings 
had been merely an expression, but now she 
saw that they were real. She was connected to 
her family in an intensely intimate way, and she 
felt it. They all felt it. 

At last, she started after Grandfather. 
The path to him seemed weaker; overgrown 
with age and time, yet it was still strong and 
noble. She could not pull him to her like she 
had done with the children. Rather, she had to 
make her way towards him. As she pulled at 
the corresponding heartstring, however, she 
found that, in order to follow, her heart had to 
be turned towards Grandfather’s. She pursued 
her goal eagerly, but, feeling the tension as she 
began to leave her family behind, she realized 
that she could never make it alone. So she 
explained to them what was happening.

They began to grasp the concept, and now, 
they turned together with their hearts towards 
Grandfather. As they went, they not only got 
close to him with each step, they also got 
closer to each other. As a result, their individual 
heartstrings wove together beautifully to form 
a path no longer, but a gate! And through this 
wide gate they traveled, down a straight and 
narrow path, to where he waited for them. 
Grandfather was alive and well, though the 
years had gone by since he had left her.

They found it, he told them. The cure to 
aging. Here, all the elderly could rest and live 
forever. The secret had to be kept, though. That’s 
what the rumors had been. The stories of the 
pack and the fearsome race had all been a ruse 
to protect this paradisiacal civilization. This was 
what truly lay outside the village. Not death, as 
so many supposed, but eternal life!
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The world was narrowed to the triangle 
between the mule’s ears, like a rifle sight, 

but his vision was blurry and the trail wavered 
in and out of focus. A pain shot up his leg. He 
pushed it down with his gloved hand, massaged 
his hip and his thigh to get relief. The pain 
would stay. Perhaps it would dull, but he knew 
it was going to be his companion until the end 
and he gave up massaging, gave into the ache 
in his bones. He adjusted his hat. Wyoming sun 
was merciless, but he loved that about Wyoming 
skies. Ruthless, unforgiving, masculine.

He rubbed the neck of the mule and 
watched her ears flip backward. There was no 
mule train behind her with supplies. It was just 
the trail and the mule and him, in his best shirt, 
his best tie, his best hat, his best chaps, his best 
attempt to leave the world in dignity, high on a 
saddle that had been polished for thirty years 
to prepare for now. His vision went blurry again 
and for a moment he swayed into half shadow 
but the mule tugged on the reigns, her ears 
flipped backward. The cowboy wondered if she 
could sense the cancer, the sluggish army that 
started in his pancreas before staking claim on 
the rest of his body. He adjusted in the saddle. 
The pain would stay.

The mule plodded along and when they 
broke the tree line, the shade was welcome 
relief. The trees bent toward him. Relief pulsed 
through him, pushed weakly through the pain 
until it registered that he was almost done. He 
felt his body sway and through the ache in his 
bones, he gripped the mule with his legs until 
he righted himself again. His body was shutting 
down, and the cowboy pushed his hat up on his 
head and pushed his heel into the mule’s flank, 
urging more speed despite the agony knifing up 
his legs, shuddering up his back. It didn’t matter 
now where it happened, but he was determined 
to have a firm grip on the reigns when life 
slipped out of his body. 
The Mule

The cowboy was barely hanging on as 
it was, but when he urged with his heel, she 

obeyed and moved into a trot. His weight was 
lighter than it had been since the beginning, the 
touch of his heel barely registering on her flank. 
In the beginning, when she was young and 
he was young, he had showed less mercy. Her 
withers shuddered when she remembered the 
whips and the shiny cruelty of the spurs. Honey 
learned to bend to his will when she was still 
young. Her life had been a good one. There was 
always warmth and food and discipline. It wasn’t 
cruelty for the sake of being cruel. Always, it was 
order. It was how he liked to do things. 

Honey slowed the trot to a walk when she 
felt him sway again. They were both older now, 
both nearing that time in life when one thinks 
about everything that has come before. She had 
watched him raise his son, had watched him 
push and pull against the will of those around 
him until they bent toward him or pushed him 
away. Honey remembered the winters when 
the young boy would break the ice on the 
troughs in the pre-dawn darkness, would move 
about his chores in with steady obedience. She 
remembered the dark days when the obedience 
wavered, when the boy sprouted dark bruises 
on his face and arms. Always there was order. 
Honey remembered the summers when the 
same boy would find her between chores and 
dinner, would pet her soft nose and sniffle 
before straightening his back, wiping his tears, 
and meeting his father for the evening meal. 
When that boy left, it was in a cacophony of 
profanity. She expected the cowboy to turn to 
her for comfort as his son did, but instead he 
stood ramrod straight on the porch, his face 
devoid of expression as he watched the son 
drive away from him. He stood there until the 
dust on the long driveway settled and then he 
walked back into the house without a word. The 
son had never returned, even when the cowboy 
had trouble managing the farm on his own, 
even when the cowboy knew the end was near. 
There was no apology. There was only order. 

The cowboy nearly toppled off the saddle 
now, and Honey slowed her walk to a saunter. 

Rebecca Martin_________________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Dobson High

The Cowboy
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His body swayed from side to side as her 
haunches pushed him first left, then right, left, 
right. He was teetering and she wondered if he 
was still conscious. The shade and the rushing 
water of the creek just off the trail were a 
temptation. If she could move them into the 
softer grass, perhaps when he fell, he would be 
comfortable. The sound of running water, the 
calling birds, the Wyoming wilderness would 
whisper him into stillness. She contemplated, 
but in the end Honey stayed on the trail. It was 
how he liked to do things.
The Wife

It was on the sixth day when she was 
cleaning up from lunch that Honey, saddle 
empty and reigns dragging, sauntered down the 
trail. The wife dropped the dish she was holding, 
felt grief well up inside her like the angry shout 
of a despot. She shook her head, stilled her 
trembling lip and met Honey with a soothing 
whisper and a soft hand on her neck. The wife 
ran her hand along the polished leather of the 
saddle, hoping for a moment that he left her 
something, his wedding ring perhaps, but there 
was nothing but sun-heated leather. 

The saddle was cleaned and stored in the 
truck, Honey fed and watered and curried, the 

camp dissembled when the wife stood at the 
trailhead and stared at the lazy winding line 
that led somewhere to what remained of the 
cowboy. It was a shell now. In a sense, it had 
always been a shell, or a weapon, depending on 
the day. A tool designed for a task and the task 
was over.

The wife turned and walked to the truck, 
climbed into the front seat, turned the key in the 
ignition, drove slowly down the dirt road toward 
the highway. She’d need to call the kids. Her 
daughter would come to make arrangements. 
Her youngest would help with the farm. She 
wondered if the oldest would bother coming to 
the funeral. She hoped.

At the freeway, she sat with her blinker 
on, lost in thought for some imperceptible 
amount of time before she finally merged onto 
the freeway. A speed limit sign blinked past, 
65. The wife stared down at the cruise control 
light, at the speedometer needle stuck at 55. 
For a moment she was tempted to push with 
all of her might down on that gas pedal, but 
she forced her eyes to the road ahead and kept 
temptation at bay. She drove 55 all the way 
home. It was how he liked to do things.
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Cleaning out a locker should be a simple 
task.  This just isn’t.  I’m standing here at 

locker 233, with a zillion thoughts spiraling, 
overwhelming, and consuming me.  Too, too 
much.  I try to narrow my focus.  I only have to 
do a few things to get through today.  Locker, 
Home, Early Dinner...  My eyes burn with the 
acid that is sadness.  I’m willing my tears not to 
break; please, please, not here, not again. My 
broken heart is worn on my sleeve.  

Spin the dial two full circles left to 11… 
(friends for 11 years), 34 Right… (volleyball 
jersey number), 19 Left (October 19).   These 
seemingly random numbers have taken on a 
whole new meaning.  My hand shakes, the lock 
clicks; the locker door rattle-shakes open.  The 
classic funky smell that is all lockers, assaults me.  
Ghaaa!   I stare at the industrial matte grey door, 
a menagerie of memories.  A glossy-magazine 
scrap of the word, “Loser” jumps out at me.  It’s 
pasted over Justin with a piece of pale, salmon-
colored gum.  Jen put it there; I decide to let it 
keep sticking to Justin.  He is a loser.  Once the 
“new boyfriend” smell wore off of him, you could 
see him for what he really was: very controlling 
(And kind of sweaty too, if you ask me).  So glad 
Jen saw the forest for the trees and moved on.  

Next, I take down a picture of Grumpy 
Cat.  He doesn’t like anything, even this school. 
Neither do I anymore.  I know I’m just going 
through the motions, the bare minimum defines 
my existence.  

Lyrics to one of my favorite songs are 
pasted next to the tiny magnetic locker mirror.  
I will sort through all of this stuff, but this is for 
keeps.  Road to Nowhere (Talking Heads) is an 
unofficial high school anthem.  At least, that 
is, to those of us who are privy to having good 
taste in music in the first place. (Seriously, I can’t 
help you if you only like what the radio plays. 
Look for better music immediately! How many 
times can you listen to the same nine songs 
and Geico commercials?)  I digress; back to the 
song: Road to Nowhere. Duh! Most of us have 
no clue what we want to do or be yet.  I am part 

of the generation that has been coddled to the 
point where we are unable to do most anything 
without parent permission or prompting.  I’m 
not kidding.  How can choosing a career path 
be an easy decision for me?  I mean, my mom 
still makes my lunch and does my laundry.  (I 
would do it myself, really.  She just beats me to it 
while I’m at school. Not my fault.)  I’m supposed 
to know what career I want for the rest of my 
life by the end of next month?  My guidance 
counselor doesn’t really know what to do with 
me.  Funny, I don’t either.   Counselor Davis’s 
actual advice: “Just pick something to study that 
you’re good at.” Truly, Mr. Davis is nice and seems 
to have more patience than any man working 
in a high school for so many years, should have.  
Therefore, every two weeks, I touch base with 
him… just to let him know that I don’t know. 

“There’s a city in my mind, come along and 
take the ride.”  Jen knows knew exactly what 
she wanted to do: nursing school.  My only idea 
about my future is was is (?) to go to Colorado 
Springs.  (My dad lives there.) Now, I’m even less 
sure.  I hold my breath as I look at the Chemistry 
notes in the bottom of the locker.  Trash.  

I peel off a Walking Dead sticker, completely 
aware of the irony it mirrors at me.  I slide movie 
stubs for The Scorch Trials in my pocket.   Into my 
backpack, I place the playbill from the fall play, 
The Crucible. Jen loved her part; she actually 
made goosebumps cover my arms as Mary 
Warren.  Her understanding of the play made 
her portrayal powerful; she nailed the weakness 
of this frail servant.  I saw every performance; 
what are best friends for? I don’t know how she 
did the play, volleyball, studying, hanging out, 
eating, showering, and sleeping, day after day.  
Amazing. 

The rest of the locker door is wallpapered 
with comics, random Post-It notes, an old “To 
Do” list, our volleyball game schedule, and a 
strip of photo-booth pictures from the mall.  
Even though it’s pretty much a rip-off that you 
only get four pictures for six dollars, it’s still fun 
to do.  The top picture is Jen and I with upturned 

Heather Christie________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade Teacher, Las Sendas Elementary

Too, Too Early
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piggy noses; the next is us trying too hard to 
look cool.  The result is ridiculous. The third pic 
is us locked in a sincere BFF hug; we have a stack 
of photos just like this one from every childhood 
birthday (third grade jack-o-lantern smiles 
through braces, pimples…the works.) I’m sure 
we would have posed like this at graduation too. 
The last photo on the strip is Nichelle diving into 
our laps, bombing the photo; hilarious! Nichelle 
just couldn’t do this with me.  Not today, or the 
next, or the next.  

I decide to leave all the textbooks in the 
locker.  Let the office or whoever deal with them.  

I grab a journal covered in sketches and 
doodles, Rick Yancey’s Infinite Sea, and an armful 
of notebooks.  I grab the U of A sweatshirt 
stuffed at the top.  I’m reeling, thinking of 
everything we’ll miss doing together: the winter 
formal, another lazy summer vacation up at 
my dad’s, one more year of the volleyball team, 
a possible volleyball championship (we are 
were that good), writing college applications 
(someday), a trillion texts, a million snapshots 
of our lives to post online and on locker doors, 
study sessions, afterschool snack stops, plays, 
hikes, concerts, arguing over something as 
mundane as buttering or not buttering movie 
popcorn, tons of late night calls, singing favorite 
songs, sharing favorite books, carrying our 
friendship into our college years and beyond.  
The beyond…

 I can barely get beyond today.  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

My mom came into my room late Tuesday 
night.  I should have been asleep, but I was 
cramming, trying to finish reading my chapter 
of Jane Eyre for Advance Lit. (Aaaahhhh! Why, oh 
why, loquacious Bronte sister, do you need three 
pages to describe the landscape outside of 
your windowpane?)  Mom sat down on my bed.  
When I looked up from the page, I took in her 
blotchy face.  “What’s going on?” I asked; I think. 
New tears rolled down from both eyes. 

What she said to me in reply is a total mess 
in my mind.  From the glitches I remember, I 
think it went something like this: 

“I just got off the phone with Karen,” Mom 
began, biting her lip.  Fresh tears follow.  

Okay.?.?.  I think.  A slow deep breath, I 
swallow a fistful of emotions.  My eyes scan my 
mother’s face. 

She takes a slow deep breath.  Mom 
continued, “Jen was in an accident. It was just…” 

(Tears falling fast.) 
“They tried. (Heavy sigh.) She was rushed 

to the hospital. (Wiping tears.) It was….. 
(Trembling.) surgery…..the damage……not 
much they could……(She holds and squeezes 
my hands.)…..non-responsive……she never 
came to….(She pulls me forward and hugs me 
tightly.)…..I’m sorry……  I….. I love you.  I’m 
sorry……Jamie?”

I must have screamed.  I know I cried. I threw 
up several times.  My mom slept in my bed with 
me that night.  I did not go to school for three 
days. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
As I empty the locker, I fill up my head and 

heart with all the tomorrows we will never have.  
I’m choking on sorrow, snot running down my 
nose, plump hot tears streaking my face.  I am 
a mess without Jen.  All I have to hold at this 
moment is a backpack full of my best friend’s 
locker crap, a far cry from comfort.  My heart 
broke on October 19, the last day I ever saw my 
best friend, Jen. 

I will keep it all. Throwing any of it away 
will just feel like throwing pieces of her away.   
I know that’s really stupid; it’s just stuff.  Jen’s 
stuff.  Jen’s locker. 

Cleaning out a locker should be a simple 
task.  This just isn’t.  

I recite this mantra: I only have to do a few 
things to get through today.  Locker, Home, 
Early Dinner…Funeral.  

I can’t let her go, though she is already gone. 
Too, too early.



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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Alice Hancock_________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

Magic 8 Ball
My aunt gave me and my sister
Yo-yos and a Magic 8 Ball
I asked the Magic 8 Ball
If I will ever be able to fly?

I really wanted to be a bird
The stars must’ve heard. 

Michael Lillo_______________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Sears

Paper Airplanes
Paper airplanes are fun to throw
They can fly high and fly low.
Paper airplanes can do tricks
They are fast
They are quick!

Paul Trendler____________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Annie Brown

Snowflakes Falling
Snowflakes falling slowly down,
Falling on the snowy ground.
I look out the window and what do I see?
Snowflakes falling waiting for me.
I run outside and jump in the snow,
I’m so happy I don’t know where I’ll go,
I build a snowman and skate on the ice,
I’ll do a snowball fight but I will play nice.
Then I’ll go inside and rest out my day, 
I had so much fun I never felt gray. 
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Grady Bix______________________________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Beth Hunt

I Love Baseball
When I was a boy,

I used to hit off a tee.
I hit really well,

it went up to the trees.

Now I am older,
and they pitch really fast.

When I hit the ball,
it lands in the grass.

Paul Goldschmidt is my favorite.
I want to play like him.

It will take lots of practice,
but worth it in the end. 

Kaylee McShall__________________________
Second Grade, Brinton Elementary
Teacher - Anette DeAnda

Get a Clock
Tick Tock

clocks give you 
TIME

Tick Tock
Tick Tock
Tick Tock

If you never use one
you’ll be like . . . 

WHAT, I am
LATE!
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Stella Court____________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, MacArthur Elementary 
Teacher - Lyndel Akers

Going to School
Set your alarms early for school

Get ready, hurry, hurry, time to go to school.
Breakfast, clothes, and shoes, hurry, hurry

Rush, rush in the early morning
Hush, hush the baby’s still sleeping.

Walk, bike, and ride to school.
You’re here! You’re here!
Drop off your backpacks

And get to recess, get to recess
Now get in class, now get in class.

Start your morning work
Writing, reading, math, science and art
Smart kids, slow kids trying their best.

Now pack up, pack up
Time to go and relax.

The day is over, get ready for bed
Brush  your teeth and go to bed.

Set your alarms again
But don’t be fooled

Tomorrow there is no school.
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Venise Wang___________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Franklin at Alma Elementary
Teacher - Linda Hofmann

Snowflake Wonder
When I peered out the window to look outside,
There on the windowsill a little snowflake lie.
If you noticed closely, there’s some tower of design,
They all look pretty, and very, very fine.
Snowflakes surround us, like a Winter Wonderland,
Sometimes I just wish for one to flutter in my hand.
I watched carefully, in a snowflake trance,
They spun, twirled, and glided like a little dance.
After the day grew hotter and hotter,
They slushed into a puddle of water.
I guess the snowflakes had to hurry on their way,
Maybe I’ll see them on another type of day. 

Sophie Lewis___________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Sedya Little

The Balloon
I’ll sing you a tune, about a balloon.

He dreamed of new places, with lots of new faces.
He thought he would try, to float in the sky.

He flew through the night, in the air like a kite.
Then right after noon, he saw the great moon.
His string met the sand, to make his great land.

He met a cool creature, with lots of strange features.
Her legs were all flat. Can you picture that?

Soon friends they became, though they weren’t the same.
They talked about space, and liking to race.

But far from his home, balloon felt alone.
He said to his friend, “Our time has to end.”

They said their last bye, he started to fly.
He landed down well, with stories to tell.
“My journey was fun, I’m glad it is done.

I loved my great quest, but home is the best.”
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Jake Smith_____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Amy Bormann

A Bedtime  Story
Tell me a story

Says the baseball player’s child
About the cheers

And the crowd so wild
About the hits

Up far and high
About line drives

That go whizzing by
About the players

Fast, strong and lean
About the field

Fresh cut and green
About the soil

So soft and brown
Tell me a story to put me down!
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Seth Poulin_____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Yellowstone National Park
Yellow flowers cover the meadow where the black bears roam free.
Eagles soar high above the forceful geyser bursting with hot water.
Leaning trees sway back and forth as the wind whistles through the forest.
Lava rock made after a volcanic eruption which created this beautiful land.
Owls swoop down the mountainside to catch their midnight snacks.
Wise people do not get too close to massive bison who might charge.
Scorching hot springs burns like fire touches your skin.
Tall timber falls with a deafening sound and traffic is blocked for hours.
Old Faithful gushes blistering water into the crystal blue sky about every 78 minutes.
Nutty squirrels climb up towering trees to escape from petrifying predators.
Elk with majestic antlers graze by the calm stream.

Newborn wolves play in the flat field filled with colorful wildflowers.
Artists paint striking landscapes of the magnificent waterfall.
Two moose wallow in the glimmering lake while munching on green lily pads.
Incredible big horn sheep jump from ledge to ledge without falling into the canyon below.
Ospreys swoop down to catch tasty fish with their bumpy feet and sharp talons.
Nighttime creatures move stealthily in the darkness as the hunt begins.
Amazing Grand Prismatic Spring heats up like a cooking pot with blue, orange, and yellow.
Loud grizzly bears climb up twisty trees to take an afternoon nap.

People spend the day hiking through the woods to reach the incredible natural bridge.
Awesome campfires fill the air with the scent of gooey, roasted marshmallows.
River spills over smooth rocks creating bubbles that run down the miraculous waterfall.
Kids earn Junior Ranger badges at the end of a wonderful family vacation.
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Jayly Conover__________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Melody Marlow

               Why I Love My Dad
Why do I love my Dad? Where do I begin?

He is the most awesome, kindest, best dad that’s ever been
He buys me toys and cuddles me and he always scratches my back.

He plays fun games with all kids like Dad tag and tickle attack.
Lovable is a word that I would use to best describe my dad

He comforts me and cheers me up whenever I feel sad
I met my dad exactly 10 years and 10 months ago

The happiest day of my life! I can tell from the photo 
“She’s perfect, she’s perfect!” he said as he cuddled me that first day

Both of us were crying—at least that’s what they say
I think this was the perfect family for God to send me to

I have brothers and a sister that love me and a mother whose heart is true
But there’s just something special about my dad you know

He’s the kind of dad any kid would want—he’s the perfect combo
Of strictness and gentleness, he has a special way
And he is super funny—cracking us up every day
And his laugh . . . ha-ha! My dad’s laugh is the best

It’s firm but sweet, from deep down in his chest
My dad is the best example of knowing how to work hard

An outstanding worker but also our best friend, our provider, our guard
I have no doubt that one day he’ll be a multi-millionaire!

I love my dad so much, no one can quite compare.
I love him to the sun, to the moon, and to the stars.

He will always be the best dad in the world, and he will always be ours. 
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Wyatt Stoddard_________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Wilson Elementary
Teacher - Melissa Jensen

Teacher to Student
Well kid,
Life has been like a clock for me
It’s fallen behind
It’s gotten off track,
And it’s also completely stopped.
But, I’ve never given up,
Never lost a battery.
Not now,
Nothing will stop me.
I’ve worked hard,
And I’ve achieved goals
That used to be dreams.
I . . . am ahead of the game.
So remember,
There is always hope that you can find,
Deep down, somewhere in
Your Heart,
Make life, the way you want it to be.
You Can Do It.
Life has been like a clock for ME . . .
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Taylor Robinson________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Patti Karr

His Name
Martin Luther King, his name

His teachings of nonviolence led to fame.
From Baptist minister to civil rights

He battled for equality both days and nights.

In 1955, Montgomery Bus Boycott he led
“We must meet violence with nonviolence,” he said.

During the 1963 March on Washington he did preach
And delivered his famous I Have a Dream speech.

The following year Dr. King had received 
The Nobel Peace Prize for what he believed.

He then expanded his focus to include the poor,
And spoke out against the Vietnam War.

Always planning and organizing to further his cause
His life ended suddenly while trying to change the laws.

He fought for the different, needy, and poor
To try and improve their lives once more

Dr. King believed that all should be fair
For all to have opportunities is why he did care.

He will ever be remembered for the good that he sought
We become better each day by living the principles he taught.
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Sage Millett____________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Dana Sorenson

                    The Storm
The sun is peeking over the mountains

The dawn is perfectly still
The early morning birds are chirping

Undisturbed on the hill

Dark clouds dim the sun
Black and desolate are they
Destroying all the sunlight

Blocking out the day

A pitter, a patter
Wet dots on the ground

Then, all at once
The rain begins to pound

A battle in the clouds
Flings missiles from the fight

Bolts of lightning course
Sudden flashes of light

In the wind torn air
The rain smell weighs heavily

Rain slides down gusts of wind
And the storm howls angrily

Drowning in wind
Pouring sheets of rain

Wailing as if nature
Herself were in pain

Millions of droplets pound down from above
Rivers rise where they didn’t before

The swaying and whirling of the wind
The rain pours down even more.

Though the rain continues to fall,
The black clouds begin to give way

The sun, unyielding, pushes through
Bursting through rain with bright rays.
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Ian Anderson___________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Stagefright
Here I am; I am here for the play

I forgot my lines and I forgot what to say
The pressure is great, it’s too much to bear

The whole crowd is staring and watching me there

There’s a stabbing in my mind that’s telling me to walk,
But my body doesn’t listen, it won’t even let me talk

My arms are stiff and stuck to my side
And my legs feel like jelly filled not with brave pride

I’m getting light headed, I’m seeing small stars
Feeling like I’ve been hit by thousands of cars

The crowd started “booing” and I’m getting real scared 
That their going to hurt me, and make my physically impaired

After that I’m not sure what happened to me
‘Cause I passed out like a possum for all to see

So when my freinds tell you I’m stong and brave 
Don’t listen to them ‘cause I’m not on the stage
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Mathis Schnebly________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Music vs. Pictures
“A picture is worth a thousand words”

Is what many people may say,
But what of the sounds of music,

That spark feelings no words can convey?

A picture can show you something
That you perceive is real,

But only music, and all its tones,
Can force you to deeply feel.

Music can paint a picture,
Just not one our eyes can see.
Pictures use lines and colors

While music is tones and keys.

Colors and lines only give you so much,
And accomplish a limited goal,

But when the chords of music surround you,
It pierces you right to the soul.

So while pictures amount to 1,000 words
And maybe a little bit more,

Music with all of its instruments blending,
Is worth countless millions galore.
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Ashley Ramirez Armenta_________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Poston Junior High
Teacher - Sarah Kiahosseini

I Am Poem
- Wolf -

I am a wolf.
My marks are written all over your land,

From the gentle wind to the golden sand. 
The marks of your land I also carry, 

And so do my young whom are new and weary. 
My piercing eyes are like the stars that shine at night, 

They help me see the wooden bars that hold my own and when I must fight. 
My triangular-ending fangs are like the sharply thorns,
Whom bite the intruder and protect the newly-born. 

My fur is like the grass that tickles your feet, 
And provides the grazing deer with what they eat.

My ears; that like pyramids stand on my head,
Help me hear the cries of pain coming from the newly-bled. 
And my howl is the song that travels to the moon at night, 

Giving beings comfort and strength to fight. 
We hold this land within our blood. 

Now the marks that I once held, 
I give to you whom has gone through both heaven and hell.  

My young whom were once new and weary, 
Are now aware of the blood they carry. 

Their god-like, judgmental eyes will help you see, 
Whom is your loyal friend and whom is your sworn enemy. 

And through the thorns that from this land grew, 
They’ll help you hunt the meat that is a necessity to you. 

The fur from the grazing deer that I have nourished, 
Is to be your way of keeping warm once they perish. 

And the ears that my young pups possess, 
Will help you keep your family safe so at night you may rest. 

And they’ll learn that life holds wonders by your side, 
Wonders such as how the eagles learned to glide. 

But let them know through love and kindness, 
Not through blood and knives and bindingness. 

Because remember that of what in writing is sworn,
This land belongs to those whom on it were born. 

We hold this land within our blood.
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William LaPlante________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Vanessa Mayberry

When Your Hero Falls
When your hero falls from grace

All fairy tales are uncovered, 
Myths exposed and magnified,
The greatest pain discovered.
You taught me to be strong,

But I’m too confused to see you so weak.
You said never to give up

And it hurts me to see you welcome defeat

When your hero falls so do the stars,
And so does the perception of tomorrow.

Without my hero, there is only
Me to deal with my sorrow.
Your heart ceases to work,

And your soul is not happy at all.
What are you expected to do,

When your hero falls.
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Savannah Cook_________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Guardian Angel
 The stone carvings stand tall with pride,
A name engraved on a single side.
Each has a story of someone who died,
The gloom washed away from a river of tears cried.

 This ground that my feet stand on,
Is the last hope of a dad, sister, or mother?
It’s where someone gave away their loving older brother.

 Here is where we surrender our shells to the hollows of the earth, 
Then cover them up with dust, mud, and dirt.
I however, won’t lose my grandpa to this tragedy,
He lives on forever, deep down inside of me.

 Everyone here that lies under my soles,
Has only lost their bodies not their souls.
They still roam around you; their hearts still the same,
They love every one of you, and know you all by name.

 You see my grandpa may have passed,
But his last breath was not his last,
He lives again far away from here, 
Yet every day I feel him near.

 He is my guardian angel,
You have one too.
Whether it’s a relative or stranger,
They still care about you.
Whenever you’re feeling angry, down, or blue,
Remember your guardian angel is watching over you.
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Ashley Angsten_________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Summit Academy
Teacher - Sherri Stradling

June 6, 2015
When Time Stopped

The warmth of my skin fades to cold, 
Just like my father’s did moments ago.

The sweet sound of his smooth beating heart,
Was replaced with the Tic and Toc of his wrist watch.

The sound echoed through my mind and seemed to stop,
Along with the colorful thoughts that turned to rock.

My vision turned black and the last thing I saw was the purple and blue skin
Of my daddy’s left and right arm.

I could not stop shaking and my lungs didn’t work
My eyes were filled with tears and my heart with hurt.
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Ashleigh Joe___________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Mountain View High
Teacher - Meg Howell-Haymaker

                         Arizona
Stepping out into
The parking lot of that one
Gas station we always stop at
The familiar intake of fresh
Seemingly untainted air
But that place is so Toxic
Atmosphere so suffocating 
You’d need a gas mask
To stay for more than a day or two

And seeing my grandmother’s home
Moonlight dancing upon the cedar trees
And the distant glow of other lonely houses
Too bad the moon was out
Otherwise you could look up
The dark earth but
Billions upon billions
Of island universes above
The very lights that gave me hope
To get out of there

The only time
I didn’t feel stuck was when
Quiet shrouded over the land
Only crickets and the crying
Of coyotes on the next hill over
Echoing through the valley, eerie
Giving me too much to think about
But giving me a reason
To break the silence.

Scary stories from childhoods
(Meant to keep you inside
Meant to keep you from exploring)
Told from mouths or older family members
I used to be afraid of the dark
I still am scarred from the land
And now I find some comfort
In knowing there are scarier things
Than skinwalkers and
Evil medicine men

Dirt roads and wired fences
Memories of abandoned pets
Cracking of twigs beneath my feet
Bare candle in the darkness
Empty houses settling
Match striking and fires popping
Aching bones but burning hands
No phone service, but a network
Of turn offs and yeast bread stands
And gossip between old ladies

I could make it work
I could live and thrive here
But I wouldn’t call it home
I wouldn’t stay long
In fact
I’d rather die than come back
To ashes and dust
And seeing those shadows 
Lingering in the same places
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Paige Savory___________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Melissa Martin

Ballad of the Autumn Forest
You, Great Traveller, leave for months and months, stripping the land of its color;
Red is washed away into your final sunset;
Orange is masked by the muddy browns, as though awaiting its arrival on the cold forest floor-
Its need to blend in with the crowd becomes apparent;
Yellow is crumbled to dust, and scattered across the rolling hills as victim to the sprinting deer.
All of the beauty.
All of the wonderful life thriving in this forest.
It all evaporates in your absence, leaving a barren run-way for the ice and snow to land.

Upon your return, that faithful day each year, the breeze awakens the forest;
Whistling through the hare’s fur as they make their way down the grassy hills;
Rattling the leaves from their long sleep among the pines.
The maples, leaning towards one another, share the news of your return, dear Autumn. 
The proud eagles spread their wings, and leap from their nests- soaring through the fall breeze.

You, Magnificent One, are the bringer of the glorious harvest. 
The pumpkins grow large, and bring about great cheer, come the holidays. 
The crops flourish under your watch, and feed the many hungry souls that roam the forest. 
The corn bursts out sunshine yellow, as though mimicking the leaves you’ve painted.
The tomatoes shine red, as though the leaves of the forest maples. 

O’ celebrated Bringer of the Harvest, your reign only comes once in a millennia-or so it seems- 
As we wait for your arrival each year.
Your rich colors cover the forest, as though the land is a portrait. 
Your soft breath, rustles the pine needles, and sways the neighboring trees.
Your personality lights up the forest, in a way that makes it shine like the sun.
Together as season and land, you are the dignified Autumn forest.
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Sam Brimhall___________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

The War
Humpty Dumpty stood on the bridge at age 7
Happy as could be,
Feeling taller than the world itself.
No worries, no troubles
Just a strong little warrior,
On this bridge that he had conquered.

But as Humpty Dumpty grew
Things become a little harder,
And his head began to hurt.
Everything was so confusing.

Humpty Dumpty sat on the bridge at age 12
Feeling a little down
His heart was at his toes,
And his head was in the clouds.
The days were getting dreary
And the nights getting longer
He never felt okay
And never felt in place
But no one noticed all the sad
Behind his happy face

Humpty Dumpty sat on the bridge at age 16
With cracks all over his shell.
The warrior had fought his battles
With scars and scrapes to prove he won.
But this time Humpty didn’t think
The battle could be won.
So he stood up on the bridge that he once loved      
     oh so much.
And as he hoisted his white flag he said,
“I’m sorry. But they’ve won.”

No one ever cared for Humpty 
Or so he always thought.
He surrendered his fight early.
Oh the war he had fought.

But know that his story is not at its end.
For all the King’s horses 
But mainly the friends
Were able to put Humpty
Together again.
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Mason Redd___________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

Key to the Treasury
In my hands I hold a key,
To a legendary treasury, 
Of thoughts and feelings light and pure, 
Stowed away somewhere obscure.
               
Guarding the path to this safe haven, 
Lies one single, dark black Raven, 
Whose shadow is present constantly,
Mocking, Teasing, Taunting me.

He whispers often “listen here,
You cannot win this war of fear,
You’re hopeless, worthless: heed my word,
Your cries of anguish go unheard.”

I hang my head and drop the key, 
To that legendary treasury,
My mind is dark, my vision gone,
Nope hope for me, no break of dawn.

The Raven laughs, and sings triumphant:
“Silly child, you aren’t important,  
Wipe away those pitiful tears, 
And embrace the night, give into fear.”

A single spark erupts with might,
The bright new day replaces night,
My mind grows bright as with my vision, 
That dark black Raven, now just a pigeon. 

I say to him, “You silly bird, 
I am important, my cries are heard,
My fears have left along with night,
The scars remain, but not my blight.”

I walk the path to the treasury,
The bird flies off in misery,
I use my key, and open the doors,
To peace of mind, and night no more
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Thinking, thinking, thinking
My mind races to comprehend the information that lays before me
The white rabbit flashes away, pulling my brain into a chase I was not prepared for 

Running, running, running 
Chasing my train of thought through valleys of heartbreak and mountains of memories, the 
highest and lowest of each achieved chasing my dreams
I was left behind at the last stop, the last thought, lost somewhere far behind, never to be 
remembered again
Perhaps it was a poem, never to meet the ears of another. Perhaps an idea, a memory, a joke
Maybe of an open mic, when with the announcement of your name came beads of sweat 
through your skin, over- hydrating the already clammy hands that tremble with fear

Frozen, frozen, frozen
The sight of the crowd brought with it the eyes of a deer
And with it all arrived moments of doubt:
Maybe you’re not ready, maybe you’re too young, maybe poetry should stay as fun
The terror seized as my mouth cracked, and my volume increased as my words began to flow

Speaking, speaking, speaking
My mind floated away in the rapids of my imagination as my speech waterfalled 
Then the feud began
Brain vs. body

Battle,battle, battle
“They don’t like it” “they don’t like you”
“Just stop already” “you’re not prepared for this, you’re not ready”
Then it ends 

Snap,snap,snap
My mind and body are catapulted back together instantaneously 
I’m slammed to the pavement with a force that is yet to be measured by science, but with a 
quick glance can see that nothing has happened to the 5’6” boy still standing nervously on the 
stage 

This sensation is nothing new,it’s a close enemy,something I’ve always known.
Accepted but not invited, and close behind at all times.
If you expect me, expect him three minutes later
He cannot be seen or heard, but is ever present

Tygart Benger__________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Dobson High
Teacher - Anthony Celaya

Attention Deficit Poet
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When I was five years old I was diagnosed with ADHD.
Told that no matter the effort put forth, my mind will leave me at the worst possible times.
As a child I didn’t notice the effects, but as I grew up they became more apparent.
The sensation of watching my own life pass is if it were a movie without the ability to change the 
actions of my own body, is all too familiar.
I find myself in constant negotiations with my mind, Adderall, our only mediator is administered 
every twenty-four hours as prescribed to delay inevitable victory.

Most days you can find my eyes locked in a strong gaze with an inanimate object of no real 
significance
In these moments I am still, but my mind cannot be contained.
These are the daily reminders of an illness that cannot be cured
It will be with me forever
But I ask not for pity, understanding is better
Because as for the “normal” club, I would never want to be a member
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I want to be anonymous. 
I want to go about my day and be looked at   
 without being seen, 
Without being recognized, 
Without feeling obligated to look back. 

I want to plop down on a bench and immerse   
 myself in the world around me, 
Not dwelling on the moments of the past, 
Not fearful of what the future may hold....
Just my bench and me. 
Resting under a tree. 
Absorbed by the present. 

I will sit there as long as I please, 
Free from distractions, 
Free from my own thoughts. 
I’ll sit there for hours and hours. 

They’ll call me bench girl. 

But what complaint will I have? 
We are strangers. 
Why would I waste my precious thoughts on   
 something as mindless as a label? 

When I am anonymous, 
Maybe I will wake up with the urge to dress in   
 stripes and plaid; 
Black and 
White,
Black and 
White, 
Black and 
White,
All down my torso.
And out of nowhere a wonderful clash of   
 distorted checkers.

Longitudes and latitudes of reds and blues and  
 greens 
Journey the circumference of my lean legs and   
 shoot out to my ankles. 

“What a bold statement indeed!”
Some will say--
The honest folk will refer to it as a catastrophe. 
More of a dreadful perfection, 
In my opinion.

But what should I care 
To put value in their simple remarks? 
We are only strangers. 
I’m anonymous now, 
Remember? 

But this day is far from today. 
For now,
I am known.
Seen.
Being watched. 

My future looms before me.
Every delicate thud of my boots 
On the winding maze of damp cobblestone
Getting me nearer to what I am to become. 

But remember to enjoy the journey! 
Oh, I will.
I promise you, 
I’ll fall in love with every single bit of it. 

All the fortunes,
All the miseries,
All the gray areas of my journey 
Will be embraced with tears of joy. 
And I won’t forget any of it. 

Seren Riggs-Davis_______________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Cherilyn Guy

The Bench Girl
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Twirling through dewy elms, 
Skipping under bridges of dark stone, 
Splashing in every puddle,
I’ll keep dancing my way to my bench. 

Someday I’ll reach it. 
In the heart of Central Park rests my 
Black, rod iron bench.
Covered in a carpet of soft leaves, 
It will welcome me to have a seat. 

I’ll sit on my bench as long as I please, 

Free from distractions, 
Free from my own thoughts, 
Free from others.

I will sit there
For hours and hours... 
Then, I’ll smile. 

Because I know, 
Now,

I am the bench girl.
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The banners bright, the season good,
The meal aplenty, the cedar wood
Is shined to perfection with sparkle to spare;
Anyone who’s anyone is certainly there.
They come in fine carriages decked out in lace.
They come on their feet in a self-hurried race.
Though each travels separate, in laughter or wrath,
Each must travel the same muddy path.
Each leaves his mark that tells his own story
On his way to the palace of unspeakable glory;
On the road to the throne, the marvelous throne,
On the road to the marvelous throne. 

The verdant trees, the golden grass,
The splendid flowers, the hurried mass
Pays no attention to these little things
Nature pales against the splendor of kings.
Another oppressed trudges along
Too tired to sing a faint hopeful song.
He is a beggar, with nothing but sorrow
Hoping to get a few scraps for tomorrow.
His feet are bare and as cold as his heart,
But still they leave a definitive mark
On the road to the throne, the scornful throne,
On the road to the scornful throne.

The tiny squirrel, the grazing deer,
The lilting songbirds, the sound of cheer
Wafts over the land and scatters them all
Replacing the peace at the dawn of nightfall.
A hunter with bow now joins in the throng
Thinking that surely he’s done nothing wrong.
A feast to the king I’m bringing tonight,
Who cares if the beasts now shiver in fright?
I did what I must to put food on the table.
Each man must do whatever he is able
On the road to the throne, the boisterous throne,
On the road to the boisterous throne. 

The stars in the sky, the river below,
The radiant moon, the lanterns that glow
Block out the pale light in heaven above
And replace the divine with their own kind of love.
They light the last segment that leads to the door
Seemingly brighter than ever before!
The future is golden they triumphantly pledge
Do what you wish, live life on the edge.
Where the light does not go, you can hide what you’ve  
 done,
Only come on out quickly and join in the fun
On the road to the throne, the tantalizing throne,
On the road to the tantalizing throne.

The towering spires, the trenches deep,
The ornate palace, the protecting keep
Stands over all and, watching the gate,
Sends a warning to all that it’s still up to fate.
Who knows what will happen today or tomorrow?
What will befall us in this time that we borrow?
The castle is open today, it is true,
But war, it’s been said, is quite quick to brew.
For the guards on the wall who will miss all the cheer
It must often seem like a horrid career
O’er the road to the throne, o’er the sheltered throne,
O’er the road to the sheltered throne.

The chandelier glistens, the doors open wide,
The myriad faces, all gathered inside,
Look round in amazement to see what is there;
Everything perfect from toothpick to chair.
Who will be there, no one quite knows,
Except for the one that everyone knows.
The magnificent prince, home-bound at last,
Will be there tonight, as he was in the past.
He’ll come down the road with a trumpet fanfare,
A smile on his face, and the wind in his hair
On the road to the throne, the welcoming throne,
On the road to the welcoming throne.

Landon Schnebly_______________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Ellen White

On the Road to the Throne
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His carriage appears, the trumpets sound,
But the horses stumble, as the ruts abound
Making the road difficult and upsetting the travel,
As the coach rattles faster, expectations unravel.
Why are the horses running in fright?
Shouldn’t this be a proud, cheerful night?
But the demons of death drive the beasts from behind
And the prince remains out of sight, out of mind.
It soon becomes clear from the speed and the gore
That no one is driving the coach anymore
On the road to the throne, the unhappy throne,
On the road to the unhappy throne. 

The king he stands, the queen she faints,
The people gasp, the marks in the paint
Reveal the cause of the absent man,
And rally the people to come fast as they can
To the aid of the prince, who lies cold in his blood.
When it comes to emotions, there is a veritable flood.
The party becomes a mad rush in the dark.
With pitchforks and torches, they no longer hark
To the quiet voice of reason for they only know
That the prince is gone and so they flow
Down the road from the throne, away from the throne,
Down the road to revenge the throne. 

The darkness reigns, while the rain pours down,
The kingdom is empty, the deathly town
Now feels the emptiness that comes with blind wrath;
Its people now just footsteps leading down the path.
And the clouds overhead cry just the same.
They sorrow for loss though without any blame.
But below on the road, the water is gathered
In pools where the people once happily blathered.
And one by one are the stories erased;
The prints now indefinite, their character defaced
On the road to the throne, the forgotten throne,
On the road to the forgotten throne.

The morning dew, the rising sun,
The smell of hope, makes it seem all done.
A person who travels the road come tomorrow
Will no longer know the cause of their sorrow.
He won’t know the faces, the joys, or the cares;
He won’t know the vices, the regrets or the snares.
He won’t see the prints left by those who before
Traveled the road; it’s just ancient lore.
All that is left is the road to the throne.
It stands on through time so he’ll have his own
Trip to the throne, the omnipotent throne,
Have a trip to the omnipotent throne.
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I recall the neon green of adolescence,
A time when the sky bled azure and nostalgia,
In the brilliance of the morning heat,
We formed dots on the wall into tangible objects,
We wrote stories in our heads, 
Not ones of Bravery,
Not even made of flesh or moonlit realizations,
They were words mangled together,
To take away the air from our lungs,
To pry our feet from the fragmented ground,
To tear away the wooden floorboards and burn them to steel,
Tomorrow.

I rise up to comfort the dying stars,
Floating above all that is,
You say it is a grid city,
No.

It is a forsaken city,
Where eyes see and hands feel,
But thoughts do not flow,
We are confined to Proportionate squares,
But Ideas 
Are 
Never Square,
Never conform.
They are triangle and soft and blue,
Yes.

Within me exists a utopia where,
I cease to be watched by the Butterfly Lady,
Her glittery ambience yellow with age,
Instead there is a new pair of eyes,
Watching dark and warm,
Perhaps. 

These streets are tar in my veins,
Bruises in my blood,
Stones in my brain, 
Ghosts in my children,
Penance.

Bethany Durham_______________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington

On Grid Streets Walk Grid People
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Anthony Celaya_________________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Dobson High

Half Sister
September 26th, 1990, 
I come into this world with two loving parents and a selfless older brother. 
At 6–I wonder why my parents stopped at two. 
At 11–On my parent’s will, I notice there is another name listed under “Children.”

My mother tried to explain,
but I couldn't begin to understand the labyrinth of twisted carnage 
divorce leaves behind in its wake. 
You were my father’s daughter from another marriage, 
and I never knew you. 
I felt you wanted nothing to do with us. 
Or me. 
You became an afterthought.
I moved on with my life,
just like my dad.
`
At least, like I thought he did. 

At 20–I find you on Facebook.
At 21–We message. 

I tell you I hope to meet you someday,
you don’t reply. 
Only confirming my conclusions,
that to you, my family meant nothing. 
You were a doctor, 
living in California, 
too busy to waste time on us. 

Your memory would forever be like the scar on my lip. 
People would ask about you, 
but my two sentence story would reduce you to a blip
on my timeline.

At 22–My father gives me updates on your life. 
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I am scared for him. 
I knew you didn’t care about us. 
But he still loved you. 
For years my father kept his emotions boxed up in his great big heart. 
The heart that scrapped by on a teacher’s salary and provided everything I needed, 
the heart that attended every one of my games because his father never saw his, 
the heart that dreamed of providing me a better life. 
He wanted to give you the heart you missed out on. 
And I was afraid you wouldn’t love him back. 

At 23–My family visits you. But I do not. 

They return with smiles on their faces.
They tell stories. Share pictures.
You have a beautiful baby girl.
I have a niece. 
My dad has more pep in his step.
The decades of distance that shackled him,
weighing him down with guilt and remorse, 
had finally been broken. 

At 24–I visit you.

My hands shake the whole way to your beach side apartment. 
We brought you oranges from our trees. 
I use this box of vitamin C to keep my distance. 
A shield to protect my fragile body,
unsure of what to expect. 
Will we get along? 
Will you smile? 
Can I share my life with you? 

Will you even listen?

You invite us in. 
My heart feels like it is suspended in Space,
being pulled in conflicting directions. 

You have a Picasso painting above your couch,
I have a Picasso painting above my couch. 
You have my favorite Van Gogh,
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Cafe Terrace at Night,
in your dinning room. 

You smile. 
We go to dinner, sushi. 
Another favorite. 
Then coffee,
Again a favorite.

How can two people 
separated by years of misunderstanding
be so similar?

You are not the stranger I once feared. 
You are my  half  sister. 
The beauty and poetry flowing through our father’s veins
connects us. 

You are not a blip anymore.
You never were.
Though I never knew it,
we were always connected,
we were always together.
You were always here.
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I am a child of Arizona…
of the desert winds that whispered to me
 when I would play in the street as a child,
the sun-baked asphalt warming the bottoms of my feet 
feeling good and at the same time bordering on unbearable
as I stood thinking
   …hot…
    …Hot…
     …HOT!!!...
And then I would dance like a lizard onto the cool, green grass
of my grandmother’s front lawn until the burning in my feet had gone away
(then do it all over again!)

I am a child of Arizona…
of the moist breezes that told me
as my thoughts turned towards the coming school year
that the monsoon was coming and bringing rain
and thunder and lightning that came crashing down
as I stood watching…
   …coming…
     …Ever…
       …CLOSER!!!...
‘Til it was so close that the sound would rattle the glass in my grandmother’s antiques cabinet
And the flashes of light would light up the living room through the big picture window
(all afternoon long.)

I am a child of Arizona…
of the desert everlasting that sings in me
deep inside where the sunshine has taken root
like a living thing built of energy and memory
that beckons my spirit…
    …calling…
      …Me…
        …HOME!!!... 
To the only place that has ever captivated me and birthed a feeling of longing and desire
When I am far from the comfort of my desert home
(this Arizona child)

Dave Careaga__________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade ELD Teacher, Longfellow Elementary

                   Arizona Child





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.
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Merrilee Kupfer’s Class___________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Field Elementary

Kindergarten Politics: Hard 
Questions, Simple Solutions

We have been watching the news, and seriously? People, we 
have some things to fix if we want to be happy. Some say kids 

can’t solve problems in the world, but it seems pretty simple to 
us. So, here are some ideas that might help. 

Excerpts:

What should we do to make sure everyone is treated fairly no 
matter what color they are?

Have all people be your friend. 

How can we help reduce car accidents?

That is why we have stop lights are for.

How can we keep our earth free from litter?

Every Tuesday kindergarteners would pick up trash 
everywhere with me. Then our world would look 
beautiful.

What if a child decides he doesn’t want to go to school?

I could be their friend and teach them how 
to learn. 

How can we make sure everyone in the world has enough to eat?

We could have a big feast with my cousins and give 
the leftovers to the hungry people.
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My pet worm’s name is Felipe. 
I ate dinner with my worm. I 

made my worm a bed. I watched 
a movie with my worm. I went 

to bed with my worm. I like my 
worm!

I played hide and seek with my 
worm. She went to sleep. She 
played in my kitchen with my 

dishes. I love my pet. 

I played video games with 
Michael my worm. I took him to 
the park and took him down the 
slide. I played hide and seek. My 

worm was the best. 

Danielle Pugmire’s Class__________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary

My Wiggly Adventure

Excerpts:

I played with my worm. I 
bounced with my worm on my 

trampoline. I read to my worm. 
My worm is cool. 

My worm’s name is Elsa. 
I played with my worm. We 

played outside. She slept in my 
backpack. My worm is squishy. I 

love my worm!

I got a jar so nothing happened 
to my worm. I played outside and 
read to her. I put her to bed in 

her jar. She was good!  
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Excerpts:

Kristen Pettinato’s Class__________________________________________________________
First Grade, Johnson Elementary

How We Became Pirates

One day I was at the beach 
and I was swimming with my 

sister. Next I saw a ship, but 
my sister did see so I swam 

over there. Then they came out 
of the ship and they said hi and 
asked if I would help them find 
treasure. After I said yes and 
then they said come because 
we are in a rush. Last we got 

the treasure and they gave me 
a crown and necklace and rings. 
And that’s how I was a pirate. 

I went to the beach Sunday. 
I saw a pirate ship. They let 
me on the ship so I can join 
their crew. They showed me 

how to use a sword. Then they 
showed me how to use an eye 

patch. I could see much better. 
The ship was so dark I almost 

bumped my head. One day I saw 
the beach. I had to go back. I 
said bye-bye to everyone and 

off I went. They threw gold at 
me so I remember my day. 

I was at the beach. First I 
was pretending I was a pirate. 
Next I saw my friend and she 
was sad. Then I went to cheer 

her up. She wanted to play 
pirates with me. I gave her 
clothes she can wear and we 

had fun playing pirates. We had 
a treasure hunt. That is how 
I became a pirate. We had a 

sword fight but it was not real. 
I needed to leave I said good 
bye. Arrrrrrrr! I went home 

and went to bed. Zzz

One day when I was at the 
park I built a sand pirate. I 

thought one day I wish I could 
be a pirate. First I saw a pirate 
ship and I asked them to teach 
me how to be a pirate and they 
said yes. Next the pirates let 
me on board and they showed 
me how to be a pirate. Then 

they showed me how they work 
the ship. Last I got off the 
boat and went to sleep in my 

bed. 
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Julie Reichert’s Class_____________________________________________________________
First Grade, Zaharis Elementary

Who Will Win? Animal Battles

Excerpts:

Frog vs. Toad

The frog climbs on the 
tree when the toad doesn’t know. 
Then the frog jumps right on the 
toad. Then the toad puffs himself up 
and scares the frog away. The frog 
comes back and almost puts poison 
on the toad. But the toad gets away. 
The frog accidentally poisons itself. 
The frog died and the toad wins. The 
toad did not get hurt at all because 
he has a hard back. That’s how the 
toad wins. 

Jaguar vs. Cougar

The jaguar sneaks up on the cougar. 
She pounces on the cougar. The 
cougar scrapes its claws and bites 
the jaguar. The jaguar gets close 
to a river. She jumps in and starts 
swimming. The cougar follows and he 
jumps in too! The jaguar pounces on 
the cougar and the cougar growls at 
the jaguar. The cougar climbs a tree. 
The jaguar starts to climb the tree 
but the cougar jumps down from tree.
The jaguar bites the cougar’s back. 
They both get tired and walk away. 
Maybe next time if they meet again 
someone will win. 

Electric Eel vs. Piranha

Electric eels are very electric. 
They live in deep muddy water. 
Piranhas have very sharp teeth. The 
electric eel sees the piranha. The 
fight begins. The piranha tries to bite 
him but he missed. The piranha gets 
his friends and the electric eel gets 
his friends. The electric eel sees the 
piranhas and now sees alligators too! 
The electric eel shocks the piranhas 
but the piranhas bite 
back. The piranha wins!

Octopus vs. Jellyfish

The octopus sees the jellyfish. The 
jellyfish stings. The octopus spreads 
its ink over the jellyfish and swims 
away. Then the octopus attacks the 
jellyfish. Then the jellyfish hides 
in the coral and sneaks behind the 
octopus. The jellyfish is swimming and 
the octopus sneaks up on the jellyfish 
and blasts its ink. The jellyfish stings 
the octopus. The octopus is hurt. 
The octopus is mad now. The 
octopus tried to attack the 
jellyfish but it can’t. The 
jellyfish won. The end. 



Essay Writing
Essay: Writing that includes opinion or argument pieces and informative/

explanatory pieces. Older students write multi-paragraph essays of various 
types in which the writer offers unique insights into a topic. 
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Kailyn Richardson_______________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Alane Eaton

How I Get Oxygen

I get oxygen by breathing in and breathing 
out. When you breathe in it is called inhale, 

and when you breathe out it is called exhale. 
Your lungs are in your rib cage. Oxygen and 
food work together to make energy. When 
you breathe in you are letting air go into your 
nose or your mouth. The brain system controls 
your breathing. Plants take in carbon dioxide 
and give oxygen. Did you know you are even 
breathing while you are asleep? And that is 
what I know about oxygen and breathing. 

Jane Millett____________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Lyndel Akers

I Am a Dragonfly

I am a dragonfly. I am flying home with my 
two sets of wings. I’ve been out eating 

mosquitoes. Dragonflies can eat hundreds of 
mosquitoes and insects every day. My swift 
feet catch the prey. Now, I go back to my home 
near the pond and see my other dragonfly 
friends. They are very colorful and so am I. Our 
colors shine like metal in the sun. I love being a 
dragonfly. 
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Savannah Hunt_________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Stephanie Day

Koalas Can Be Interesting

Koalas can be very interesting creatures. In 
fact they are. So let’s get started!

The first fact is that people like calling the 
koalas the koala bear, but koalas are not bears 
that are actually marsupials. A marsupial is a 
mammal that lives in Australia, New Guinea, or 
America and the babies are always in pouches 
from their mothers.

The next fact is about the koala’s life. The 
koala is nocturnal so it sleeps almost all day. Up 
to twenty hours of sleep! When a koala is awake 
you can usually find them eating leaves from 
the tree they slept in or grooming themselves. 
Koalas do not drink water that much because 
the leaves they eat give them moisture. One 
more fact is that the word koala actually means 
“doesn’t drink.”

Another fact is that the koalas were wildly 
hunted by predators. Some of the koala’s 
predators are foxes, dogs, and feral cats. The 
feral cat finds the koala up in the tree and when 
it gets to it the feral cat grabs the koala’s neck 
and squeezes the koala and it will die. It’s pretty 
sad and horrible. Another predator is the python 
snake. They python snake is often found in the 
same tree as the koala. The python will slither up 
to it and wrap itself around the poor koala. Then 
it squeezes the koala. It will die straightaway. 
Another sad death. People estimate that 4,000 
koalas are killed each year by dogs and cars 
alone!

When a koala is pregnant it will have the 
baby in their stomach for 35 days. When the joey 
is born it is about 2 centimeters long. The joey is 

hairless and is blind. Inside the mother’s pouch 
the koala will find a place to chew on to get 
milk. A joey will spend 6 months in the mother’s 
pouch. Then the joey will start eating leaves. But 
he stays with his mother for another six months. 
When the joey is one year old it can live on its 
own. 

Koalas also have fascinating physical 
characteristics. Their forepaws are adapted for 
gripping branches and picking leaves. The koala 
has tough textured skin on the sole feet along 
with sharp claws. The koala has extra fur on 
their bottom so that they can sit comfortable on 
branches for hours.

Koalas communicate by making noises. The 
most awkward and weird sound is when the 
noise sounds like a loud snore and then a belch.

Koalas do not live in the rainforest or desert 
areas. They live in the tall eucalyptus forests and 
low eucalyptus woodlands in Australia.

A mature male koala has a dark scent gland 
in the middle of his white chest which oozes a 
dark sticky substance. He rubs this on his trees 
to show other koalas that this is his territory.

Those were some facts about koalas and 
some were fascinating and some were sad. But  
mostly they were interesting. 
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Silvie Schmelter________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Kelly Argos

The Truth About Bats

Why do bats get such a bad rap? Most 
things people believe about bats are not 

true. Like how some people believe that bats 
suck blood. The only bat that sucks the blood 
of pigs and cows is the vampire bat. They don’t 
even suck humans’ blood! This is the truth about 
bats.

First, how do bats see and hunt? Well, all 
bats use echolocation. Echolocation is similar 
to radar. How echolocation works is a bat 
sends out a high pitched sound humans can’t 
hear. Then the bat listens for the same sound 
to bounce back and it’s a meal for the bat. Bats 
hunt at night for many reasons. One of the 
reasons is bats are furry, so it is cooler to hunt 
at night. Also there are more insects! It is also 
because there is less competition at night, and 
most importantly, there are less bat predators. 
That is how bats hunt and see.

Second, bats help humans in many different 
ways. Echolocation helped blinded soldiers find 
their way out of strange places. It also helped 
scientists discover radar. Bat poop, or guano as 
it is called, was used for gunpowder in World 

War II. Bats are important; without bats there 
would be an overpopulation of bugs. Some bats 
pollinate flowers which we need to breathe, and 
they disperse seeds which makes more flowers. 
Also some bats’ saliva has a chemical to resolve 
blood clots. Some scientists believe that bats’ 
saliva will be used for medicine in the future. 
That is how bats help humans.

Last, bats are not birds. Bats are mammals. 
I can prove that because they are furry, have 
live birth (not eggs) and they feed their babies 
milk. But bats are the only mammals that have 
wings and truly fly. The flying squirrel doesn’t 
fly, it glides. Bats are put in a group of mammals 
called chiroptera. That is why bats are not birds. 

In conclusion bats see and hunt with 
echolocation, bats help humans, and bats aren’t 
birds. Bats are amazing creatures!
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Rileigh Johnson________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Brinton Elementary
Teacher - Niki Maxwell

Amelia the Bold

Amelia Earhart is best known for being 
a famous female pilot. She was very 

outspoken and brave. Amelia flew planes in a 
time when everyone thought women couldn’t 
do brave and bold things. She didn’t care if 
some people thought that what she did was 
unladylike. Amelia didn’t let other people 
control her choices or stop her from following 
her dreams.

Early Life
Amelia Earhart was born on July 24, 1897 

in Atchison, Kansas. Amelia spent a lot of her 
childhood playing outdoors with her sister 
Muriel. Amelia and Muriel collected insects and 
frogs. They liked to play sports like baseball and 
football. Amelia learned how to shoot a .22 rifle 
and used it to kill rats in her dad’s barn. Even as a 
child, Amelia didn’t let being a girl stop her from 
doing what she wanted.

Amelia wasn’t always interested in planes or 
flying. Her first “flight” was when she was 7 years 
old. Her uncle helped her make a roller coaster. 
After she crashed, she told her sister, “It was 
exactly like flying.” When Amelia was 11 years 
old in 1908, she saw one of the Wright Brothers’ 
first airplanes. At that time she had no interest in 
flying and she didn’t think of planes that often.

The Start of Her Career
After going to high school Amelia wasn’t 

sure what she wanted to do. The first school 
that she went to was Ogntz, a school in 
Pennsylvania. She studied to be a mechanic 
but went back to school to study for a career 
in medicine. She decided to go into medical 
research, until she took her first real flight. 
In 1928 Amelia was invited to take part in a 
flight across the Atlantic Ocean. Amelia was 

the navigator on the flight. On June 18, 1928 
after 21 hours of flying, the plane landed in 
Wales. She became the first woman to fly  
across the Atlantic. Amelia was not satisfied, 
though. She wanted to make the same trip but 
was determined to be the pilot this time. The 
flight was very dangerous. There was very bad 
weather and thick clouds. Most of the flight 
her windshield and wings were covered with 
ice. Fourteen hours later she had crossed the 
Atlantic Ocean, but she had to make an early 
landing in a cow pasture in Northern Ireland. 
Amelia was the second person to fly across the 
Atlantic Ocean alone. 

Later in Life
Amelia continued to fly. Over the next 

several years she broke many records like being 
the first person to fly from Hawaii to California. 
Amelia Earhart was now the most famous 
woman pilot in the world, but she didn’t stop 
working toward her next goal. She wanted to be 
the first woman to fly around the world. In June 
1937, Amelia and her navigator took off from 
Miami, Florida, making several stops on their 
trip around the world. On July 2nd they left New 
Guinea and began the long crossing over the 
Pacific Ocean, but their plane disappeared and 
was never seen again. 

Remembered Forever
It is no surprise that Amelia Earhart is still 

the most famous woman pilot. She inspires 
people around the world to be brave and 
strong even when someone tells you, you can’t 
do something. Because of Amelia’s example, 
millions of girls have found the courage to 
follow their dreams. 
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Rohan Domenguez______________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Harry Potter Changed How I Read

The Harry Potter series has inspired many 
children to find a love for reading. One of 

the reasons that it is loved around the world is 
because the author makes the book interesting 
by using more complicated words and by using 
figurative language. Another reason people love 
reading Harry Potter is because it has sold many 
copies.

Harry Potter books have turned me from 
a kid who does not like reading to a kid who 
does like reading. I like the Harry Potter books 
because of the action and battles. Another 
reason I like Harry Potter is because the author 
uses figurative language throughout the book. 
A final reason I like Harry Potter is that the 
author uses foreshadowing throughout the 
book. When foreshadowing is used in the book 
it always makes me want to read more.

The author describes the magical themes 
in an interesting way that makes people love 
to read. One example is when she describes the 
battles between the good and evil with many 
types of figurative language such as similes, 
metaphors, and personification. The author 
uses these tools of writing to make the world of 

witches, wizards, giants, and dragons amazing 
to the young reader. The author triggers the 
imagination of any reader to run wild. At the 
end of books 1-6 there is always foreshadowing 
that is leading to the next book, which makes 
people anxious and excited to read the next 
book.

Finally, the solid evidence of why Harry 
Potter books inspire a love of reading is shown 
by the many copies it has sold worldwide. 
Online sources reveal that Harry Potter books 
have sold over 450 million copies worldwide. It 
also has 73 world translations. These numbers 
in sales demonstrate that these books inspire 
many different types of people to read 
worldwide. 

I believe that the Harry Potter series have 
changed many children’s personal experience 
with reading. Harry Potter made me want to 
read. The author of Harry Potter uses magical 
themes to get people interested in her books. 
The number of books sold worldwide and the 
translations of these books are even more proof 
that Harry Potter makes the world want to read 
about his magical story. 
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Faith Millett____________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Melody Marlow

Abraham Lincoln

Abraham Lincoln was an important history 
maker. He was also the 16th president 

of the United States of America. He helped 
America through one of the hardest times: the 
Civil War, which helped free the black slaves. 
Lincoln was a hero.

Abraham was born in Kentucky on February 
12, 1809, to Sara and Thomas Lincoln. As a 
young boy, he did chores and read books. Once, 
he walked 6 miles to get one! He also loved 
animals. Lincoln wouldn’t hunt or fish. At age 7, 
he moved to Indiana because his father could 
not stand black slavery in Kentucky.

At age 21 he moved to Illinois. Lincoln was a 
clerk at a small store there. When he got married 
to Mary Todd, they had four sons named Willie, 
Tad, Robert, and Eddie. Lincoln ran for U.S. 
Congress but lost. He tried running for other 
offices but lost the elections 4 times! Finally, 
in 1860, he got elected president. However, 
Lincoln was in office when the Civil War broke 
out. After Lincoln issued the Emancipation 
Proclamation, he delivered his most famous 
speech, the Gettysburg Address. Even though it 
was only two minutes and 272 words, it helped 
everyone through those difficult times of war. 

He declared, “that all men are created equal.” In 
another speech he commented, “Whenever I 
hear anyone arguing for slavery, I feel a strong 
impulse to see it tried on him personally.” A 
couple of days later, Lincoln passed a law that 
freed all the slaves in America and ended war. 
But the real war was far from over.

One day, Lincoln and his wife were sitting in 
a theater. Lincoln was telling Mary Lincoln that 
they should be happy now that war had ended. 
However, Mary would not be happy for long. A 
couple of minutes later John Wilkes Booth snuck 
up behind Lincoln and shot him in the back of 
the head. But Lincoln did not die immediately. 
He was rushed across the street where he was 
laid on a narrow, cramped bed, and the next 
morning, he passed away. At his funeral, many 
came to show their respect for the president 
they loved.

Abraham Lincoln is my favorite president. 
He did a lot in history that amazes me, but what 
I most like about him was how he stayed loyal 
to his country and kept the nation together. We 
also share a love for books and animals. Overall, 
if Lincoln would’ve stayed alive, think of what 
more he could’ve done for his country. 
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Carolyn Brown__________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Angela Shults

Blue, the Rainbow’s Greatest Gift

Have you ever thought about your favorite 
color? I mean, we all go through that phase 

as a child when we constantly switch our color 
of choice, but have you chosen your real favorite 
color yet? Although there are many colors 
to choose from, blue should be your favorite 
because it is a calming color, the world’s most 
complex hue, and it’s scientifically proven to be 
a very useful color.

Blue is a very soothing color in several 
ways. First of all, blue may actually help with 
depression. In 2009, a survey was conducted in 
29 Japanese train stations. Blue LED lights were 
installed in the train stations to see if they would 
reduce the number of people committing 
suicide by jumping in front of the train. Blue 
actually did help, especially because it invokes 
images of the sky and the ocean. A similar test 
was done in Gaslow, Scotland to help reduce 
crime. This is believed to have worked because 
in this case, the blue light resembles police 
lights. Other studies show the blue light may 
actually relieve Seasonal Affective Disorder 
(SAD). People with this condition develop 
depression in the winter because of the shorter 
days. Light therapy, especially with blue 
light, may help patients by decreasing their 
melatonin levels and letting their circadian 
melatonin levels re-sync. Blue is one of the most 
comforting colors.

Blue is one of the world’s most diverse 
colors for multiple reasons. It is the world’s 
favorite color and is embraced as the color of 
heaven and authority. Blue has more complex 
and conflicting meanings than any other color, 
ever. Even different shades of blue stand for 
different things; however, most blues convey 

feelings of loyalty and trustworthiness. Then 
again, blue did eventually become a symbol 
of sadness in the United States during the 
Depression (singing the blues). Blue has a ton 
of different meanings in different cultures. In 
Greece, blue is believed to protect against “the 
evil eye,” and in Korea, it’s the color of mourning. 
Blue is used in over 50 percent of flags in the 
world! As you can see, blue is a very complex 
color.

Blue has proven to be useful in many ways. 
Blue light makes better movies. You might not 
know this, but Blu-Ray technology actually 
uses a blue laser to read the disc, and because 
its wavelength is shorter, it can read more 
intricate data. This basically means that a lot 
of data can be packed onto a Blu-Ray disc, and 
the blue laser will still read it accurately. Blue 
light is also an essential when growing plants. 
It helps with things like phototropism and leaf 
growth, while red light helps a plant germinate. 
One study in 2011 showed how both colors of 
light are needed to grow a plant; however, blue 
light is actually what starts the process, and red 
light just keeps it going. Lastly, blue light may 
actually help with acne. Blue light zaps some of 
the parts of zit-causing bacteria, changing the 
bacteria and eventually killing it. Clearly blue is a 
useful color in many ways.

Blue, as we have come to see, is an 
interesting color. It is a very tranquil hue, and 
it’s useful too. Also, it’s one of the most complex 
colors in the world. Although the rainbow 
may have given us many lovely shades, blue is 
definitely its greatest gift. What will you find out 
about blue? Something cool, something new?

Citations

Morton, J.L.  “Blue.” Blue. Color Matters, 1995. Web. 20 Jan. 2016.

Dickinson, Katherine. “Six Reasons Why Blue Should Be Your Favorite Color | RCScience.”   
 RealClearScience. 21 Apr. 2012. Web. 20 Jan. 2016c



96 ~ Essay

Sean Cahill_________________________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Cancer

Almost everyone knows somebody with 
cancer, whether it’s a friend, family member 

or acquaintance. Cancer is a group of harmful 
cells that grow fast. Cancer can infect different 
parts of the body, but most types in the early 
stages are benign and don’t grow and infect as 
fast.

One of the most common types of cancer is 
lung cancer. Lung cancer occurs when abnormal 
cells grow out of control in the lung. This usually 
happens when a harmful substance is inhaled 
from smoking or being around radiation. But 
sometimes people will get it without being a 
smoker or being around any harmful substances 
at all. Lung cancer is the leading cause of 
cancer death with 1.3 million deaths worldwide 
annually. My grandmother had lung cancer 
treatment ten years ago and she is in remission 
today.

Depending on the degree of the spread, 
and the patient, the most common treatments 
are surgery, radiation, and chemotherapy. 
Radiotherapy is when a dose of radiation 
is put in the worst part of the cancer cells. 
Surgery is where doctors cut off a part or all 
of the diseased area to remove the cancer. 
Chemotherapy is where doctors use anticancer 
chemicals to fight the disease to prolong life 
and reduce symptoms.

Brain cancer is one of the most deadly 
cancers. There really isn’t a way to get brain 
cancer. You just get it. However, your chances of 
getting brain cancer increase with exposure to 
substances like vinyl chloride or radiation from 
your cell phone. Brain cancer is like spaghetti 
in the way it spreads in the brain. It is hard to 
get out and even harder if you don’t find it 
early on. You can fight it with chemotherapy, 
radiotherapy, and surgery. The five year survival 
rate is 33.3 percent. 

A baby was born in Banner Baywood 
Hospital in Arizona in 2004, but the baby was 
flawed. That baby had cancer. That baby was me. 
I was born with a cancerous tumor in my right 
kidney. 

Before I was born, my mother started to 
have some complications that were caused by 
my tumor. She went to the doctor to see why 
she had suddenly gained a lot of weight and 
the doctor sent her to a specialist. That specialist 
determined that my mother was okay, but I 
was not. The symptoms that caused my mother 
to have complications were a sign that I was 
having kidney problems due to a tumor in my 
kidney. My mom’s sudden weight gain was the 
result of a fluid buildup caused by my kidney 
problem. 

Since I was going to be  born with cancer, 
I would have to have surgery to remove the 
tumor. My parents had to make a choice. The 
doctor could remove the entire kidney, or he 
could remove only the tumor and hope that 
the tumor did not spread to other organs. My 
parents chose to  have the doctor remove my 
entire kidney because the doctors would not 
know until after the tumor was sent to the lab if 
the tumor was malignant or benign.

Growing up, I never thought about only 
having one kidney. I played the same way at 
sports, and I was one of the smartest in my 
class. But my parents always worried. My mom 
worried that I couldn’t store that much water 
and would get dehydrated faster.

Doctors don’t know what causes kidney 
cancer. What they do know is that it starts with 
mutations in the kidney cells’ DNA which tells 
them to divide and grow rapidly. By growing 
fast they gather abnormal cells which form a 
tumor. Kidney cancer uses the regular treatment 
plan surgery, chemotherapy, radiotherapy. I had 
a neuroblastoma which is not lethal. 

I did not have to have chemotherapy or 
radiation, either. My kidney was removed, and 
I had regular scans to see if the cancer had 
returned or spread. I had these scans for the 
first five years of my life until the doctors were 
satisfied that my cancer was completely gone 
and would not return. I beat cancer. 
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Janice  Dacoycoy________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Sirrine Elementary
Teacher - Tara Swanholm

The Many Faces of Cinderella

The tale of Cinderella is one of the most 
iconic fairy tale stories. However, there are 

numerous versions of the story that are from 
other countries and cultures. Some examples 
are The Hidden One, the Native American 
version, and The Korean Cinderella, the Korean 
version. When compared to the original fairy 
tale, all three stories are similar in some ways, 
but they still differ from each other.

In each story, the main character is 
obviously the “Cinderella” character. These 
characters are Cinderella, Little Scarface, and 
Pear Blossom. All three heroines never start from 
royalty, are treated poorly early in the story, 
and end up marrying the “Prince” character. 
They also all get abused in some way at the 
beginning. However, in the original and Korean 
version, the main heroine is abused by doing 
chores while the main character, Little Scarface, 
in The Hidden One is abused by being bullied 
by her older sister in spite of jealousy. Another 
difference is how each character finds their 
husband. Cinderella encounters the prince as a 
foreign princess in the original, Little Scarface 
actually goes to the Hidden One to become 
his wife in the Native American tale, and Pear 
Blossom randomly encounters the magistrate 
while doing her chores in the Korean story.

Each Cinderella story has a villain present 
in the plot just like any other fairy tale. There 
can also be more than one antagonist in one 
of stories too. The original story’s villains are 
the two stepsisters and stepmother. In contrast, 
the villains in the Korean version are the 
stepmother, Omoni, and only one stepsister, 
Peony. While the original and Korean story have 

a stepmother as a villain, Little Scarface’s older 
sister is the only antagonist in The Hidden One. 
Aside from the differences, all the villains from 
the three Cinderella stories are the ones who 
abuse the main protagonist. Similarly, they all 
also don’t want the heroine to get married to 
the “prince,” but the opposite and ironic event 
happened, which left them in shock.

There is always some kind of magic in every 
fairy tale, and the three versions of Cinderella are 
no exceptions. Although, the magic caused is 
different in each story. The original Cinderella’s 
magic is the magic tree planted on the deceased 
mother’s grave while the magic in The Hidden 
One is the Patient One’s items used for preparing 
a bride for her brother. While these two versions 
have some type of unbelievable magic, The 
Korean Cinderella does not have any unrealistic 
source of magic. However, in a way, Pear 
Blossom’s sandal is the magic because it leads 
her to her fate, which is marrying the magistrate. 
On the topic of leading to fates, all the sources 
of magic from each story do that for “Cinderella” 
and also help her escape from her step-family’s 
tormenting.

In conclusion, the iconic tale of Cinderella 
has always been one of the most well-known 
fairy tales. However, some people have been 
unaware of the different versions of Cinderella 
recreated by other countries and cultures. 
Examples of these versions are The Hidden One 
and The Korean Cinderella. These two stories are 
similar in some ways to the original version, but 
they are still different though. Still, the different 
versions of the classic fairy tale can be known as, 
“The Many Faces of Cinderella.”
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Originality

Are you original? The answer should not be 
doubted for one second. Everyone is an 

original from the day they are born. No one is 
exactly the same, and nobody thinks or acts 
exactly like someone else. However, there are 
people who are similar to one another, who may 
share preferences, enjoyments, and feelings. 
Every person is singular, but we are all the 
same race. Webster’s dictionary defines original 
as “that from which a copy, reproduction, or 
translation is made; a person of fresh initiative or 
inventive capacity; a unique or eccentric person; 
independent and creative in thought or action.” 
This definition is easily compared to humans, 
who are all different in their mind, in their 
heart, and in their spirit. However, in the world 
of today, many ideas can cloud an individual’s 
personal ideas. The concepts on television 
and in Hollywood telling everyone how to 
act and what to be obscure our originality. 
This can lead souls on a stray path, a path that 
could be destructive for us and for our dreams. 
Sometimes human beings can become a copy 
of another artwork, instead of the original we 
are underneath— an individual in “freshness of 
aspect, design, or style;” capable of the “power 
of independent thought (Webster’s).”

There are many ways originality can be 
taken wrongly and many misconceptions of 
the definition human beings have for the word. 
In short, the definition of originality is you. 
Originality is in your thoughts, actions, and 
feelings. Others may not want to be themselves 
around others, thinking they won’t be cool, 
they’ll be made fun of or teased, or that they 
might lose their friends. If they are worried 
about losing friends by being themselves, then 
are those people true friends? Is acting like 
someone else to be cool going to make them 
really happy? Originality is not as cherished as 
it once was, and the idea of it is obscured more 
than ever. Many trends and actions that will 
make people “cool” and ideas of what is “fun” 
and “perfectly ok, without consequences” can 

be a dangerous manifestation of “originality”. 
False definitions of originality and individuality 
can lead people to become someone else, like 
a fake printed copy of a picture placed atop the 
original artwork.

Being a human can bring challenges and a 
questioning of one’s intellect, ideas, dreams, and 
self. Many times people are unsure what they 
are on the inside, unaware of who they truly 
are and what they will become. One day I met a 
man who handled tickets at a movie theater and 
was in a special wheelchair. When he was asked 
how he was he responded, “I’m good.” He then 
added, “I have to be good you know...,” seeming 
to drift off of the sentence. He would then ask us 
how we were doing with a smile. Later I looked 
back and saw him smiling at every person 
that came up to his stand— talking about life 
while completely being himself, in spite of his 
challenges—being the most original person in 
the room.

However, unlike the man at the movie 
theater, when people feel lost and try to be 
someone else, it does not make them feel 
whole. They, like a person who lives in the fast-
lane without knowing where they are going, 
can become a person who is more completely 
influenced by what “society” says is “no big 
deal, it’s exciting.” They can lose themselves, 
their values, and the people they love. As artist 
Grayson Perry stated, “To find your own voice 
is incredibly hard… most people start off as 
someone else.” If anyone today creates anything, 
there are chances that it is not anything new. So 
many things have been done and created that 
there are not as many new ideas to go around. 
However, hope is not lost for humankind’s 
creativity, nor for its originality. Follow your 
passion! If you create something, then that idea 
is yours, no matter if someone already did the 
same thing halfway across the world in China 
or Australia or Africa. As long as it is authentic, 
having come from your mind and sparked by 
your personality, that is all that matters. Similar 
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to snowflakes, no two humans are, can, or ever 
will be alike. Yet, are all snowflakes not snow? 
Create a new type of car, like Henry Ford. 
Celebrate a touchdown or goal in a completely 
new way, like Victor Cruz. Paint a picture of 
a starry night like Vincent van Gogh. Write a 
glorious story about a fantastical world, like 
J.R.R. Tolkien. No matter what people do, they 
should always be themselves, and express 
their individuality in all of their great works 
for one simple reason that Elizabeth Gilbert 
summarized flawlessly: “Once you put your own 
expression and passion behind an idea, that 
idea becomes yours.”

Finding your voice is being original, an 
eccentric free-spirit. Conveying your voice 
through your writing, speaking, actions, or 
however feels best to is being original. This 
does not mean that for one to be original, they 
must always be in the spotlight, be loud, or 
exist out of their comfort zone. All originality 

means is being who you are inside, as an 
individual. Elizabeth Gilbert also said, “Attempts 
at originality can often feel forced and precious, 
but authenticity has a quiet resonance that 
never fails to stir. Just say what you want to say, 
and say it with all your heart. Share whatever 
you are driven to share. If it’s authentic enough, 
believe me - it will feel original.”

The definition of originality, given with 
more description than just saying you, is your 
authenticity. Originality is the genius in people’s 
minds, the creativeness in their hearts, and the 
fire in everyone’s soul. You are a new, creative, 
independent, special, and eccentric person— a 
person with originality. Our race’s independence 
is what allow us to be great, to stand out 
from the crowd. That is what originality is, 
authenticity, the definition that is alive in every 
person. Authenticity can help you view yourself 
as special, which is all that matters.
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Beauty

The dictionary definition of beauty, 
according to the Webster Online Dictionary 

is, “the quality in a person or thing that gives 
pleasure to the senses, mind or spirit.” Though 
many people believe that beauty is just the 
way one looks, the dictionary definition of 
beauty is not only about how someone appears, 
but is about how they make people feel. The 
dictionary definition is correct on various levels; 
a person’s beauty does not always relate to their 
physical appearance and beauty is not always a 
label one can put onto “pretty people.” However, 
people believe that beauty is a trait of looks, a 
trait that describes how a face appears to others. 
True beauty is not skin deep, beauty requires 
the traits inside of a person that make them kind 
and compassionate about what they do. Beauty 
is not how they look. My definition of beauty is 
not only how a person appears on the inside, 
but the characteristics that makes them unique.

Most people think that beauty for girls 
is an acne free face, a perfect Victorian body, 
great makeup that covers every imperfection 
on them, and shiny hair that goes down to 
their waist. Oftentimes, the average media-
obsessed human thinks that beauty for boys 
is being six-foot and above in height, having 
a six-pack, and always being as masculine as 
possible. Most people are wrong and have 
come up with unbelievable definitions of 
beauty and ridiculous standards of what gives 
someone beauty and what does not. The media 
uses various editors to give models looks of 
“perfection”, and these images have tricked 
people into thinking beauty is skin deep. These 
images of perfection influence people dearly, 
as tested by Dove, in which their study results 
showed that, “Women are more than twice as 
likely to say that their conception of beauty is 
shaped by ‘women in the public domain.’” This 
means that women’s’ perspective of beauty 
is heavily influenced by the media. Beauty is 
not how much someone weighs, what they 
wear, or how many times they wash their hair 

a week. Beauty involves the traits that a person 
possesses that make others smile. If a person 
treats other kindly, there is no difference 
between a size 2 and 18; or being 4’5” and a 6’5”; 
or 120 pounds and 279 pounds. People should 
appreciate who they already are, not who they 
can be by “improving” themselves.

Girls and boys should not be judged by 
their appearance and labeled as having beauty, 
but should be judged by the content of their 
character. For example, the influential physicist 
and Nobel Peace Prize winner Marie Curie 
always said, “Be less curious about people and 
more curious about ideas.” This means that 
people should spend more time focusing on 
what they can do and create rather than what 
they are and what they look like. Marie Curie 
hardly focused on her looks yet still went far in 
life, therefore proving that beauty is not skin 
deep. Dozens of people in the world rely more 
on their features and how “cute” they look 
rather than their potential and education, and 
even their lives. There are tons of people who 
managed to leave their impact on the earth 
not due to their appearance. Other examples 
are Emily Dickinson, Helen Keller, and Amelia 
Earhart, three women who pushed aside 
society’s beauty standards to achieve their 
goals. All three had beauty inside and out, and 
managed to achieve their goals without being 
forced to follow the latest trends.

Many people call themselves ugly, not 
good enough, or other cruel words. But what 
do looks have to do with the future? Looks do 
not always get a person far in life. They cannot 
help someone get into college, only grades 
and perseverance can do that. They cannot get 
someone a job, only discipline and work ethics 
can do that. Sometimes a pretty face can help a 
person out a bit with a lover or friends, but once 
everyone gets past someone’s looks, all that 
is left is them self, and if one does not possess 
beauty on the inside, there is nothing but skin 
deep beauty. A person does not have to be the 
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prettiest to gain friends, knowledge, strengths, 
and other traits one might want. One must 
develop these traits by exploring and learning. 
Everyone needs to realize that beauty is not skin 
deep and that they must apply themselves to 
get others attention rather than just using false 
outer beauty. People should not have to hide 
themselves from society just because others “do 
not approve.” As quoted by Melanie Martinez 
in her song Mrs. Potato Head, “Mrs. Potato Head 
tell me, is it true that pain is beauty? Does a 
new face come with a warranty? Does a pretty 
face make it better?” Martinez reports what it is 
like to be forced into wearing makeup because 
society rejects imperfections. She states these 
lines almost sarcastically, describing essentially 
that “pain is beauty,” meaning that makeup does 
more harm than help if it is not wanted.

Beauty is definitely not what people look 
like, but it is a trait inside of oneself— nothing 

more, nothing less. People should not have to 
break into wearing makeup or buying certain 
clothing just to reach the “beauty standards.” 
To achieve true beauty, one must treat others 
kindly, show true love to those who deserve it, 
and be compassionate in their work. Of course, 
sometimes someone does look pretty and has 
a nice face, and that is fine, they should rock 
their appearance with confidence and style. 
They should do what makes them feel beautiful, 
and though sometimes people want to wear 
makeup, one should never be forced to wear 
makeup to cover their acne or “flaws”, while 
similarly no one should ever be ashamed of 
choosing to wear makeup. Sometimes people 
should just look into the dictionary to see the 
true definition of beauty; the quality in a person 
or thing that gives pleasure to the senses, mind, 
or spirit.
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Many people today are well aware of 
the amazing feats done by Dr. Martin 

Luther King Jr. From the nonviolence in the 
Montgomery Bus Boycott where he picked up a 
following, to the historic March on Washington 
where he delivered his awe-inspiring I Have 
a Dream Speech (History.com 1).  There is no 
doubt Dr. King was an incredibly influential 
person in the Civil Rights Movement whose 
legacy will never be forgotten. However, Isaac 
Newton once said “If I have seen further it is by 
standing on the shoulders of giants” (Newton, 
Isaac 1). Many of these giants go unrecognized, 
uncredited, unmentioned, and forgotten to the 
populous. As literally monumental as Martin 
Luther King is, there are definitely giants who 
have supported him, only to be overshadowed 
by his status. One must wonder just who are 
these who have gone anonymous to history, 
whose role was equally pivotal to the Civil 
Rights Movement. One can only imagine what 
these souls endured before they become soles 
to another more successful. The easiest way to 
find them is to ask questions about every detail, 
for example, many do not know who organized 
the aforementioned Montgomery Bus Boycott. 
The answer to that one is not as simple as one 
might think. Most sources only list Martin Luther 
King, Rosa Parks, and un-named black ministers. 
However her name shall no longer be obscured 
by shadows, her deeds must be immortalized, 
her name should be known to every man, 
woman, child, or other label, her name is: Jo 
Ann Robinson (Biography.com Editors 1). The 
amazing Jo Ann Robinson was an incredibly 
important figure and role-model, specifically 
before and during her involvement with the 
Montgomery Bus Boycott. 

Jo Ann Robinson was born on April 17th, 
1912 to a family of 11 siblings who all worked 
on a farm in Culloden, Georgia. After her 
father’s death when she was six, the family 
moved to Macon where Robinson became a 
valedictorian in her high school class, going 

on to get a bachelor’s degree from Fort Valley 
State College in 1934 (Biography.com Editors 
1). She became a public school teacher for five 
years while also working towards her masters 
from Atlanta University, then studying English 
at Columbia University then taught at Mary 
Allen College in Crockett, Texas (Biography.com 
Editors 1). In 1949, she moved to Montgomery, 
Alabama to teach English at Alabama State 
College. There, she also got involved with the 
local Dexter Avenue Baptist Church where a 
little-known pastor who went by Martin Luther 
King preached. Robinson also started to dabble 
in Civil Rights by joining the Women’s Political 
Council. Here, she and her affiliated would try 
to get African-American women to be a part 
of politics (Biography.com Editors 1). To recap, 
Jo Ann Robinson was a valedictorian with 
a Master’s Degree, taught English at a State 
College, joined a religious group at around 
the same time, and helped two oppressed 
minorities at the same time, all the while being 
two oppressed minorities, in Montgomery 
during the forties. That is absolutely incredible. 
However, her time to change the entire 
landscape of the Civil Rights Movements was 
nigh as one fateful day in 1949, she was yelled 
at by a bus driver for sitting in the white-zone 
of the completely bus with such intensity, she 
fled the bus in panic. From that moment on, it 
was her duty to fix this problem. In 1950, she 
became the leader of the Women’s Political 
Council where she focused all of her efforts 
on integrating buses, even meeting with the 
mayor of Montgomery, but to no avail. Robinson 
devised a plan to fix this that was so crazy, it just 
might work, a boycott (Biography.com Editors 
1).

On December 1 1955, Rosa Parks was 
arrested for not giving up her seat to a white 
man in the black section of the bus. This was 
the tipping point; Jo Ann Robinson mobilized. 
She put out over 5,000 flyers that very day 
instructing every African-American man, 
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woman, and child to not ride the bus. By the 
fourth, black ministers in churches and some 
newspapers were spreading the news and 
by the next day, about 40,000 black people 
(already a majority of African-Americans in 
Montgomery) were boycotting the buses 
(History.com 1). The same day, a group was 
formed known the Montgomery Improvement 
Associate with Martin Luther King as the leader 
and, more importantly with this context, Jo 
Anne Robinson on the executive board. The 
demands were simple: no-one would be 
required to give up seats. Eventually, though, 
a lawsuit was filed against Montgomery at the 
district court due to the segregation by five 
women represented by the NAACP and attorney 
Fred D. Grey. Even though a staggering 75% 
of the population of Montgomery was black 
almost all of them not using the bus, the city 
refused to make any reforms, opting instead 
to wait it out. This proved futile as instead of 
giving in like many would do today, the African-
Americans of Montgomery made an entirely 
new transportation system for themselves 
including organized carpools, black taxi drivers 
charging less, and just walking distances 
(History.com 1)! This was not easy for Robinson 
throughout all of this either, as the reason for 
the boycotts existence and a crucial member of 
the ordeal as the publisher of the newsletter for 
the MIA, her fabulous prizes included nothing 
less than arrest, violence, police throwing a 
rock through her car window only to pour acid 
into her vehicle, state police escorting her, and 
general harassment. After a stubborn 381 days, 
the Court finally decided the segregation was 
unconstitutionally, meaning Martin Luther 

King as the leader would have a reputation 
and Robison, has the reason it happened at all, 
would be forgotten. After that, things wound 
down for Jo Anne, becoming a public school 
teacher in Los Angeles for a few years before 
retiring and publishing her memoir entitled The 
Montgomery Bus Boycott and the Woman Who 
Started It in 1987. She died August 29, 1992 
(Biography.com Editors 1). 

In conclusion, Jo Anne Robinson was 
a critical component in the Civil Rights 
Movement. Her ideals and, more importantly, 
her actions are what allowed Martin Luther King 
Jr. to become such an influential speaker. What 
she did and endured all lead up to her taking 
a stand, springing to action, and making five 
thousand flyers in a day to create change, and 
change happened. This was no easy feat either, 
in order for the boycott to be successful, two 
things needed to happen. First was the frankly 
astronomically slim chance the District Court 
would rule in their favor, and the significantly 
more impressive accomplishment the African-
Americans in Montgomery were able to keep 
the boycott on the vital buses for over a year; 
it is absolutely insane both of these were able 
to occur at the same time! This needs to be 
emphasized, one woman was able to both 
create and upkeep a massive endeavor of a 
boycott for a year and metaphorically birth one 
of the most recognizable faces of all time for the 
Civil Rights Movement, and yet she still is just 
a face in the crowd to most today. Yes, Martin 
Luther King was a remarkable person who did 
many colossal things over the course of his life. 
Sometimes, though, we need to step back from 
the famed and see the giants stood upon.
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Thinking Is Hard

I hate thinking. It probably sounds odd in a 
paper written for school, which is a place 

where a lot of thinking goes on, but everyone 
hates thinking. Here’s why.

First of all, it is so easy to overthink things. 
One minute, you’ll be texting your crush and 
everything’s fine. There’s a lot of laughing crying 
emojis being used and nothing too serious is 
going on. Then, suddenly, you send him/her 
‘the text’. We all know what I’m talking about. 
It’s that text that seems innocent and funny in 
your head but sounds flirty and flat out weird on 
your screen. Oh my gosh, what did I just do? Did 
it really send? Can I erase it? What is he/she going 
to think when they read it? Suddenly, your life is 
over and you spiral into an existential crisis. My 
life is over. What is life? What is air? Terrifying, 
right?

Not only can you overthink things, 
sometimes you can’t think at all. No matter 
how quiet the room is, no matter how far the 
distractions are from you, and no matter what’s 
happening after school tomorrow, you cannot 

think of anything. Everything your mind grasps 
is just another crumpled up paper in the trash. 
The worst part is that this always seems to 
happen when you have to think of something. 
Maybe you’re at the grocery store and you 
forgot your list at home. Your mind goes blank 
and now you’re aimlessly wandering around the 
store trying to jog your memory.

Last but not least, coming up with solutions 
to problems can be the worst. In some cases, 
there is one problem but seven different ways of 
solving it with only one being the correct way. 
Now you have to play each of the scenarios in 
your head and probably have, yet again, another 
existential crisis. What if my decision causes 
permanent damage to my future? Will my decision 
catch up with me later and cause more problems?

At the end of the day, thinking is not my 
strong suit. I may have good ideas from time to 
time, but believe me when I say that sometimes, 
I simply do not think. I flip the ‘thinking switch’ 
to off and live simply.
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A whistling wind slipping through dead 
branches, it is a dreary day In The Pines. 

Uprooted from the grounds of an unclear origin, 
this classic American Folk song continues to 
change throughout time, like a weathering 
rock. From artist to artist, Leadbelly to Nirvana, 
the song molds into a new form. Now this time 
around, Janel Drewis takes the song under her 
wing, providing a chilling voice that strangely 
caresses the ears with a gloomy meaning. The 
subtle, melancholic melody carries the song 
along like leaves picked up from proceeding 
winds. And like those same winds that whistle 
past dead branches, Janel Drewis’ cover brings 
about the unique, haunting atmosphere that 
can only be found In The Pines.

The lyrics’ heavy words carry a heavy 
message, like clothes dragged down by bone-
chilling water. The song is mournful, like the air 
around a cemetery on a gloomy sunday. By this, 
the artist recollects the events surrounding her 
father’s death, describing the scene as, “his head 
was his head was found in the driver’s wheel, his 
body was never found.” Having never found the 
body, it allows a mysterious, eerie atmosphere 
to settle around the song like a thick fog. Loose 
ends are kept open like a frayed rope, which 
adds to the sense of incompletion, emptiness. 
Not to mention, the lyrics enforce a bleak, 
pessimistic outlook that carries through the 
song. Throughout the hook, again and again, 
the pines are mentioned as a particular place 
where “the sun never shines.” As a celestial body 
that for many, if not all, brings life, warmth, and 
joy, the sun just never seems to pierce through 
the thick forest foliage. Consequently, these 
pines have since then turned desolate, a place 
that bears death, coldness, and sadness, further 
cemented with the following lines, “and we’ll 
shiver when the cold winds blow.” Just words 
alone are enough to convey the meaning of this 
dark piece, yet is amplified tenfold as a chilling 
breath backs up the silent words.

Similar to autumn gusts before the winter 
snowfall, Janel Drewis’ voice strikes a frigid 
tone, bringing with it an overarching veil of 
doom-and-gloom. The tone of her words spell 
out a hopeless soul trapped in a spider’s web. 
Throughout, her voice foregoes the rise and 
fall of emotion, emulating the sober sadness 
that lacks feeling. This is not so much a sadness 
where there are hot, passion-driven tears of 
sorrow, no. Rather, it is the variant of sadness 
where there simply isn’t the capacity for 
such emotion, with only a hollow, depressive 
emptiness to be found. Even then, her vocals are 
soft like fresh flannel, with one line sewn into 
another seamlessly. With no hiccups of dynamic 
sentiment, clarity emanates, however it does so 
with a subtle hoarseness. As if recovering from a 
recent breakdown, she sings with her bare voice 
exhausted of all its strength, creating a somber 
tone. Drifting away, it grows smaller and smaller; 
Like a candle’s flame, it eventually is snuffed out, 
gone.

A single constant, though, are the 
instrumentals that trudge along, culminating. 
The music played throughout stockpiles its 
instruments like a crashing storm to where it 
becomes the main focus by the end of the song. 
On the beginning of a long walk through a dirt 
path, the double bass settles in a low grumble, 
casting a foreboding premise to persist every 
note of the way. A little way in, light strums 
of the guitar are like single droplets splashing 
into a pond as a drizzle appears. Strengthening 
in unison, gathering clouds bringing down a 
myriad of rain, a violin is added in the mix, with 
a shrilling whine like a sharp, air-slicing current. 
There are no more words, only an overpowering 
cloudburst to fill the ears until silence sets in 
and the realization of termination has hit. 

In a collaboration of ominous vocals, lyrics, 
and instruments, Janel Drewis’ In The Pines 
sends a sinister shiver down the spine. Their 
hidden whispers together manage to resonate 
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an audible storm that prompts goose bumps 
as if a haunting wind had truly set in. As a sum, 
it effectively creates a dark, melancholic tone. 
The experience of listening to the song is like 

walking through a dreary forest path in late 
November. In the Pines is an American folk 
classic that changes like the seasons, but with 
this cover, it is certain that winter is coming.
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The Alphabet Song

Anyone can sing: a common fact that seems 
to be forgotten through the spectacle 

of childhood. When asked to perform, the 
uncertain revert to the simple melody of the 
Alphabet Song, a melody that many may 
ridicule for its simplicity or commonplace role 
in society. However, with a light, bouncy rhythm 
accompanied by a plucky tune that’s easy to 
harmonize with, the Alphabet Song proves to be 
a concrete foundation in which our phonetics 
can be passed down by generations.

While the Alphabet Song does not 
possess the raw emotional exclamation of 
most other hit records, it still has a charm to 
call its own. A child’s chirpy, uplifting voice, 
often accompanied by a simple, yet sprightly 
instrumental background, has a certain pride 
and boastfulness of a young one, finally, 
perfectly reciting this melodic incantation.  
Plus, the witty lines that perfectly pair up with 
rhyming letters such as “A, B, C, D, E, F, G ... H, I 
J, K, L, M, N, O, P” help introduce a child to the 
concept of pattern recognition. With a skip in 
their beat and an endearing, somewhat clumsy, 
method of delivery, each unique performance 
shares a similar quality of a child excited to share 
their newfound discovery with all who’ll listen.

Not only do children around the world jump 
at a chance to bestow this tune upon willing 
ears, but the melody is so malleable that the 

number can easily dance from a dashing display 
of delight, to a smooth, solacing serenade, 
often doled out by mothers wishing to lull their 
children to slumber. The verses and rhythm are 
often predictable enough to weave into a veil of 
quiescent purrs, and the change in notes can be 
interpreted as either a lively bubble of tune, or a 
velvet slip from key to key. With the melody sure 
to drift even the most stubborn children into a 
dream, the lyrical content is very beneficial to a 
youth’s early vocabulary. 

Despite all of this, why do so many people 
mock this melody? Perhaps the reason behind 
this is the fact that it takes such a common 
precedence in everyday life that its prevalence 
becomes a sort of quip. Which isn’t necessarily 
drawback. Because of its aforementioned 
simplicity in lyrics and melody, it allows those 
with a certain timidity towards sharing a 
tune to seize an opportunity to contribute an 
uncomplicated effort. 

The Alphabet Song, though it possesses 
many faces and guises, is at its heart a tune in 
which we all know and share. Children, parents, 
and the hesitantly-able cling to this melody 
whenever need be. Its roots provide a basis to a 
larger, more complex tree of vocabulary, and it 
has all believe that yes, anyone can sing, even 
if it might be difficult to see. Perhaps, next time 
you might sing with me?
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Arts Education on the Decline?

Johann Sebastian Bach. One of the greatest 
composers to ever walk this earth. This man’s 

great success branches from his exceptionally 
high IQ of 165. He understood music and 
meter and built much of his intelligence 
through music and the arts. During his time, 
and for centuries after, music and fine arts had 
been a staple in education. Not only was it a 
requirement to be studious and educated, but 
rudimentary lessons of music, art, design, and 
a continuous molding of the creative mind was 
required if you wanted any chance of being 
recognized as an accomplished individual. The 
great minds of that day, such as Bach, whom 
people revere as genius, came from this time of 
musical reverence and appreciation. In public 
schools now, the attention to the arts has taken 
a sudden and alarming downward slope. Arts 
programs in public schooling, such as choir, 
drama, band, orchestra, and the visual arts are 
vital to a student’s learning. The arts programs 
need to have a greater emphasis in public 
schools because the students involved in the 
programs maintain higher test scores, structure 
in their lives, and an increased confidence and 
character. 

First of all, students involved in arts 
programs have a performed better on 
standardized tests and statistically receive better 
grades. Playing an instrument, reading music 
or memorizing monologues exercises parts of 
the brain that improves concentration, hand 
eye coordination skills and memorization. In 
the article Music boost Test Scores on Research 
Matters, Lynch interviews Christopher Johnson, 
a researcher and professor of music education 
and music therapy at the University of Kansas 
on the cutbacks in school music programs and 
its effect on the academic growth of students. 
Johnson says this about his study, “We picked 
schools that were elementary or junior high that 
were fairly well matched in every demographic, 
except what was going on in their music 
classrooms. We looked for classrooms that had 
outstanding music education going on and 

classrooms that were less than adequate.” He 
found that English test scores jumped twenty-
two percent and Math tests ten percent higher 
in the classrooms with the exceptional music 
programs than in the classes with inadequate 
programs. Music programs develop the 
attentiveness needed to sit and concentrate on 
tests. The discipline of music trains the minds 
of young students to allow them to better 
concentrate on the task at hand, whether it be 
with an instrument in their hand and piece of 
music before their faces or a pencil gripped 
between their fingers and a standardized test on 
the desk.

Furthermore, the arts programs contribute 
to a structure in the lives of the participants. A 
strong sense of community evolves from these 
programs. Often times, the members of such 
communities refer to their fellow classmates 
as their second family, or their home away 
from home. Susie Bitz, alumni of choir and 
drama programs in Havre High school and avid 
follower of musical and theatrical advances, 
said this about her involvement in the arts 
programs during school, “I remember feeling at 
very at home in my choir room. I felt accepted 
for who I was, as I was.” The environment is 
that of learning and support. Some naysayers 
such as Addison Craig, a sophomore at Mesa 
High School, claim that “Drama is just a 
bunch of snobby, cliquey rich kids.” When in 
fact, all around, students involved in the arts 
are statistically more open for conversation, 
collaboration, and are generally more liked 
according to a Kingston High School poll taken 
in 2013. In choir, band, and orchestra students 
need to be able to work with one another and 
they learn acquire enhanced communications 
kills. All students move together with one goal 
in mind and work toward the final product, the 
last piece in a concert, the opening night of a 
production. They push themselves to be better 
and in doing so encourage their classmates to 
also improve their skills. 
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Last but not least, being involved in the arts 
builds confidence. Showing their individuality 
through art, students mold and develop their 
creativity by expanding their minds among 
the company of others who are also growing. 
School is the time where students mature and 
become the people who will navigate the adult 
world.  Bitz says, “My time in the choir and 
drama really helped me come out of my shell. 
I was very quiet in my elementary and middle 
school years, and joining choir my freshman 
year was the best thing I could have done.” 
Opening up opportunities and giving chances 
for growth that would otherwise be much 
more difficult to come by, arts programs have 
a unique way of building character. Elementary 
students who are learning notes, playing new 
instruments and being introduced to this new 
world of music glow with every new speck of 
knowledge. Whether learning a new piece on 
the piano, or mastering the notes of a complex 

symphony, performing before friends and loved 
ones sparks confidence. Practicing until fingers 
are numb, becoming proficient at something 
difficult instills an even greater self-confidence. 
When people walk with their backs upright 
and their heads high, others are drawn in like 
moths to a flame. The confidence developed in 
youth will help later in life when applying and 
interviewing for jobs.

In conclusion, the arts need to be stressed 
in schools. They are essential keys to unlock a 
child’s potential.  Not only do arts help students 
improve their minds through memorization 
and practice but they also provide a stable 
environment in which the student will grow. 
The arts provide a sense of accomplishment 
that sparks confidence in students. The sparks 
that will grow into the flames of their successful 
future. Do we want to limit the obvious priority 
of arts educations in our schools and diminish 
our youths’ opportunity and potential? I say not. 
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Cookie-ism

At the end of each meal, when the plate is 
clean and the pans are empty, comes the 

long awaited dessert. There’s often a variety 
from which to choose, ranging from cakes to 
candies, each a delectable, final contribution 
to the meal’s end. Within each delight lies an 
individual flavor that differentiates itself from 
the rest, for it’s these flavors that place them 
in every grocery store so they may be readily 
available for the public’s grasping hands. 
And if availability weren’t enough, within 
variety comes subvariety - chocolate chips, 
sugar coating, strawberry filling, cinnamon 
swirls, and M&M’s; the cookie’s most common 
additions made to please the public’s constant 
indecisiveness. Yet through these choices and 
tastes leads the fall of a much larger group - 
society. Yes, cookies will tear down the lives in 
which we live.

Of course, it may be arguable that a simple 
dessert cannot divide an ever-changing 
nation like the United States, but upon 
inspection, these sweet temptations become an 
insurmountable chaos.

(1.) Cookies are the Devil’s temptation to 
lure us toward Hell. They speak of the sacred 
garden of Eden, of self-indulgence as Adam and 
Eve ate the fruit of thy heavenly father. Yet what 
happened? Hell; being disowned from God 
because of an attempt to be an ‘individual’. “So 
what,” says Sally Sue, “if they ate the fruit? They 
are entitled to do what they want!”, but oh, poor 
Miss Sally Sue, giving up on stability, tradition, 
and obedience in order to let one’s self feel 
satisfaction is the same as signing away your life 
to last night’s “mandatory” cigarette. All morals 
and rules you’ve set for yourself are now overrun 
by this disastrous change. But what makes 
cookies hell-derived?

(2.) Priorities: as a whole and an individual, 
humans tend to place some things before 
others based on preference. For example, some 
may say you should eat your vegetables before 
eating dessert. If you, however, eat a package 

of cookies before eating the dinner that your 
hardworking parental guardian made after a 
tedious, back-breaking day at the office, you’ll 
lack the desire to eat their meal, ultimately 
refusing the efforts they made to satisfy you. 
Was it worth the price of guilt and a stomach 
ache? Prioritizing what we want over what is in 
our best interest will only further dig the pit of 
corruption and despair, which will equally trap 
us all.

(3.) Above temptation and prioritization 
comes logic. While cookies may provide a taste 
of sweetness and enjoyment, their nutritional 
qualities are slim to none. The average Chips 
Ahoy! cookie contains roughly 60 calories and 
3 grams of fat. Though it might not seem like 
much, consumerism dictates that no one cookie 
will be enough. People will push the serving 
size to nearly double, triple, or some other 
unimaginable quantity in one sitting. Repeating 
this system on a regular basis will give cause for 
fat-filled tumors that span the entirety of one’s 
body. Yet despite the potential and inevitable 
health concerns, people push forward, ruining 
the temple of God, (but yours sure isn’t being 
rebuilt within three days). Who can deny the 
consequences, for if society pushes unhealthy 
socioeconomic and political patterns, what 
good will come from these cookie-like 
pressures?

(4.) As stated, cookies are demonic 
temptations, placed above logic and reason. 
The real explanation, though, for why cookies 
will ultimately tear America’s poorly sewn and 
horridly torn seams, lies in the works of “cookie-
ism”. You may be laughing at the extent I am 
going to in order to make my point, but in all 
seriousness, “cookie-ism” is indeed a real policy 
in which we can model after “the child and the 
cookie jar” idea. If you tell a child not to eat a 
cookie from the household jar, the only thing 
he or she will dedicate their life to is to achieve 
“cookieage” (which for all intents and purposes 
means to obtain a cookie in the most restrictive 
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situation). Against all reason and odds, against 
moral judgement and consequences, the child 
will get that cookie. Why? It’s the evil desire to 
rebel once again from what people are told. If 
Miss Sally Sue can’t have Johnny Smith’s cookie, 
she’ll argue, she’ll yell, she’ll pout, she’ll march, 
and she’ll take that cookie from the hands 
of Johnny Smith and thrust that circle of evil 
into her gaping mouth. What people seem to 
continuously want and believe they instead 
should possess are what lead to a fall in our 
society. It’s cookie-ism at its finest.

As a result, cookies are a source of 
temptation among the members of society. 
They are the death of America, being unhealthy 
for the people, promoting rebellion and 
distraction from tradition, and ultimately 
abandoning those who disagree. However, 

there is, of course, hope. We as a society can 
build ourselves up once more from the fall in 
which we have taken by slowing down and 
reviewing the damage which we have caused. 
After all, I’m not anti-cookie; I’m a firm believer 
in moderation, because allowing one’s self to 
achieve such an ever present extreme would 
only damage the foundation we daily stand 
upon. Logic must be applied to the situation in 
order to reach an equilibrium among the meals.

By the end, while each statement may 
seem excessive, they each show the social 
transformations brought out through reforms 
in the dietary patterns of everyday post-meal 
situations. Cookies are truly ruining America, 
and through their qualities they have bolded the 
true root of detrimental change in society, one 
brand, one crunch at a time.
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Tupac Shakur: Urban Genius

Attributes of a genius are intelligence, 
creativity, and originality.This person needs 

to have made an impact which outlived them. 
Tupac Amaru Shakur demonstrated each of 
these attributes.  Most people do not think of 
Tupac when they think of genius; it’s just too 
uncommon and abstract to think of this rapper/ 
gangster figure as a person with immense 
talent and influence that spread well beyond his 
death. But when you look a little closer, you will 
see that Tupac has made a difference, and it’s a 
significant one that goes beyond rap music and 
ghettos.

To understand how Tupac made an impact, 
you must first look at the environment and 
time period in which Tupac was born. Tupac 
Amaru Shakur was born in East Harlem, N.Y. 
June 16, 1971 as the son of  Afeni Shakur 
and Billy Garland, both of whom were active 
members of the Black Panther Party. At the 
age of five, Tupac’s father left, leaving single 
mother Afeni Shakur to raise two children. At 
the age of fifteen, Tupac and his family moved 
to Baltimore, Maryland where he attended the  
Baltimore School for the Arts, where he studied 
acting, poetry, jazz, and ballet. It was during 
this time that Tupac’s love and admiration for 
the arts and poetry (especially taking a liking to 
Shakespeare) grew; it was in Baltimore where his 
genius began to develop. Two years later, Tupac 
and his family moved to Oakland, California 
where Tupac’s fame and gang affiliation shaped 
him into the Tupac we most frequently refer to 
(Harris, 2010).

The change that Tupac made on the rap 
industry is perhaps the most obvious. Tupac 
changed the “rap game” in several different 
ways. He rapped about uncanny things that 
most rappers of the time didn’t. Tupac was 
not only brave enough to face social issues 
and state their flaws blunty, as did many other 
rappers of the time (N.W.A., Public Enemy, etc), 
but Tupac used a method of addressing such 
issues in a way which encouraged a means to 

change, instead of using violence.  Tupac was 
not afraid to be honest in his opinions and his 
emotions through music and lyrics and thus 
exposed himself to the world. In several of his 
songs, including Keep Ya Head Up and Dear 
Mama, Tupac addressed women’s struggles 
including rape, domestic violence, and raising 
a child without a father figure. This gave a very 
different perspective of  women in rap music.  
Women had most often been referred to by 
men in music as sexual objects, romantically, or 
offensively, however Tupac spoke out directly 
to men condemning this behavior and urged 
women to stay strong and empowered. By 
doing this, Tupac opened up rap music to 
women who had previously not been addressed 
in such ways (Guy, 2004).

Many rappers often come up with lyrics as 
they record, they let the beat influence their 
words, however, Tupac wrote his lyrics before 
he applied them to a beat and even before he 
went into a recording booth. Tupac was often 
characterized as an oral poet in the urban 
community.  Rapper 50 Cent (Curtis Lee Jackson 
Jr.) was quoted in the Rolling Stones magazine 
saying,  “to me, ‘Pac was more of a poet than a 
rapper.” And it’s true. Many people didn’t know 
that Tupac wrote poetry, and only a select few of 
his poems actually became music. Tupac utilized 
formal poetry techniques to connect to the 
listeners; in his most popular song on America’s 
Billboard Hot 100, California Love, Tupac used 
alliteration, rhyme, and assonance; and in 
just two lines he created a sense of, “tension 
and energy.” Create a beat that was made to 
emphasize specific words- this, rapper Eminem 
said is, “what made Tupac Shakur a genius,”  
and separated Tupac from other rappers. This 
is what allowed listeners to feel everything, he 
said (Eminem, 2015). This method of making 
music influenced many rappers and musicians 
after him.  He created music over time, revising, 
and documenting experiences to make music 
with a meaning rather than something that was 
created for the beat  (Jackson, 2011). 
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Tupac like many other rappers of the time 
had been accused of promoting violence and 
glorifying gangster attitudes and lifestyle. But 
in reality, Tupac merely a reflected the life he 
and many others were born into and could 
not escape, rap during this time gave a voice 
to the minority. In the book, Holler if You Hear 
Me Searching For Tupac Shakur, social scientist 
Michael Dyson quotes Tupac’s argument against 
this claim and said in an outtake from a 1996 
MTV interview, “[Actors like Tom Cruise, Bruce 
Willis and Arnold Schwarzenegger] they’re all  
gangster… and they’re all good and they’re 
all critically acclaimed...But when we (rappers) 
do this without the visuals, we get treated like 
the bad messengers and he (the white actor) 
gets treated like King Solomon.” In response 
to this, in Tupac’s music video of 2 of Amerikaz 
Most Wanted, Tupac “put the mirror up to show 
you where we got these gangster ideas,” and 
refuted the idea that “gangsters were dirtying 
the airways with their gangster rap.” Also, in the 
song, Thugz Mansion, for example, he clearly 
expresses how the life and environment plays 
a role on the day to day life of the people many 
refer to as gangsters, and the deep emotions 
within this troubled group of people (Dyson, 
2001).

Tupac has remained an “urban folk hero” and 
a legend to many minorities and impoverished 
communities because “[Tupac] made it easy 
for all audiences to interpret his poetry, his 
ideas, and his philosophy through music.” 
Tupac used a popular art form to inform those 
who felt unrepresented and uninformed about 
the America in which they lived. Author and 
political scientist  T. J. Brown,  asserts that Tupac 
gave a “complex, enlightened, and dynamic”  
message. This genuine, explicit message also 
increased his popularity and influence among 
the crowds. What makes Tupac so different from 
other musicians, is his ability to connect with 
all listeners. He had the openness and extreme 
diversity that most musicians never have; he 
was able to make music on any topic and for 
any audience. Regardless of the listener, Tupac 
had some lyric to connect with each individual.  

And as an intellectual, Tupac’s relentless music 
turned him into much more than another 
rapper, he became a political figure, and a urban 
hero (Brown, 2005).

Tupac, born into a distraught and chaotic 
society, used a form of communication to 
unite his peers. He called upon rich, poor, men, 
women, black and white to change and at least 
address issues within society. For example in 
Tupac’s song Keep Ya Head Up, he points out 
an issue of American government spending, 
“they got money for wars, but can’t feed the 
poor” (Tupac, 1993). And with that, Tupac brings 
his listeners to notice issues such as these 
and continues on to suggest changing issues 
instead of letting them continue, much like 
MLK and Malcolm did. Tupac’s messages and 
lyricism clearly made a difference. In 1994, an 
English teacher from Woodrow Wilson Classical 
High School in Eastside, Long Beach, California, 
Erin Gruwell used Tupac, and other rappers, 
to teach poetry to an inner city youth. After 
Tupac’s death in 1996, his mother, Afeni Shakur, 
founded the Tupac Amaru Shakur Foundation 
Inc. (located in GA), which provides ways for 
the youth to explore their artistic, creative, and 
other educational interests. She also founded 
the Tupac Amaru Shakur Center for the Arts, 
also in Georgia, to help and inspire the youth.  
Tupac was the first mainstream rapper to have 
ever had an entire foundation dedicated to 
educating and inspiring the youth. After his 
mother founded the Tupac Amaru Shakur 
foundation, many other rappers including 
50 Cent and Eminem, also founded similar 
organizations (Guy, 2004).

Tupac revolutionized rap music but he 
also revolutionized the way that musicians 
interacted and represented an entire groups of 
people during times of violence, discrimination 
and poverty. He took his music further than 
simplistic rhymes and catchy beats, the made 
poetry that was sound, even to professors and 
critics. His music influenced rappers to make 
meaningful music. His lyrics were relatable 
for all audiences because they exposed the 
most genuine and deepest traits of human 
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behavior, human struggle,  and personality . He 
was thoughtful in the method which he made 
music, creating beats that matched his lyrics, 
and writing thoughtful poems before he even 
made them into a rap. Tupac Shakur’s influence 
did not stop in the ghettos, and his lyrics did 

not only unite blacks.  America at this time was 
bearing witness to another revolution led by an 
oppressed man, except this time, the leader was 
a rapper from the Harlem Projects by the name 
of Tupac Amaru Shakur.
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The Endless Night

History tends to be a very passive subject; 
students read out of the textbook and 

memorize facts but fail to attain a personal 
connection with their knowledge. They can 
recite statistics surrounding the number of 
deaths in a battle but cannot place themselves 
amidst the shrill gunfire. In his book Night, Elie 
Wiesel brings the history of the Holocaust to 
life as he shares his powerful survival story 
throughout concentration camps, the loss of 
his faith and the destruction of his family. One 
of the most memorable passages in the novel 
is titled Never Shall I and details Elie’s first night 
in a concentration camp as he reflects on the 
first selection, losing touch with his mother 
and siblings, and contemplating his Jewish 
faith. Wiesel uses repetition, personification, 
and sinister diction to reinforce the theme that 
oftentimes events one wants to forget are the 
ones they remember the most. This emotionally 
evoking passage gives a face to the ghastly 
events partaken in throughout the Holocaust. 

Throughout the passage, Wiesel repeats the 
phrase “never shall I” at the beginning of nearly 
every sentence, emphasizing the prevalence 
of this first night in his mind. After describing 
how he would never forget “the little faces of 
the children, whose bodies I saw turned into 
wreaths of smoke” and “that nocturnal silence 
which deprived me, for all eternity, of the desire 
to live” the words of this mindless rhythm linger 
with the reader as the events stay with Wiesel 
throughout his long and terrible night (Wiesel, 
52). The reader may never understand the toll 
these sights took on Wiesel, yet this gives them 
a sense of the emotional burden he must have 
felt while experiencing death all around him. 
His never ceasing repetition presents the idea 
that Elie is powerless to his own memory and no 
matter how hard he tries to forget his dreadful 
experiences, they are forever ingrained into his 
mind. 

Wiesel does more than just write a personal 
testimony of surviving the Holocaust, he also 

brings the horrors to life. Within the passage 
he uses personification to demonstrate the 
true depth of these episodes, such as “those 
flames which consumed my faith forever,” 
“that nocturnal silence which deprived me, 
for all eternity, of the desire to live,” and “those 
moments which murdered my God and my 
soul and turned my dreams to dust” (52). This 
powerful phrasing overcomes the reader with 
a sense of being utterly drained of all hope. The 
personification of moments, flames, and silence 
describes a brutal attack on Elie as he is stripped 
of his God, his innocence, and his dreams. These 
tangible forces of flames and smoke maim the 
abstract ideas of faith and dreams, revealing 
the deep rooted effect of these occurrences. 
Silence, although oftentimes thought of as 
rather passive, acts in this case as a violent 
entity, robbing Elie of his desire to live. Wiesel 
demonstrates just how destructive silence can 
be and the reader is left emotionally drained in 
silence, distraught. By personifying these forces, 
Wiesel makes the comparison between their 
destructive nature and this destructive nature of 
humans. 

The result of these actions and death is 
weaved throughout the passage. Wiesel does 
this through the use of sinister diction such 
as: “seven times cursed,” “wreaths of smoke,” 
“flames which consumed,” “murdered my God,” 
“dreams to dust,” and “condemned to live” (52). 
The combination of these words paints a dark, 
hellish picture resembling a terrible nightmare. 
Elie is caught in an endless trap devoid of hope 
as he loses his faith, dreams, and innocence. 
These words plague the mind of the reader 
as they begin to put their own lives into 
perspective and once more these images are 
stained into their minds as they go through the 
journey with Elie. Wiesel unfailingly exhibits the 
difficulty in controlling one’s memory with his 
use of infernal diction. 

In this passage, Wiesel employs repetition, 
personification, and sinister diction to instill 
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heinous images within the mind of the 
reader, not only on an academic level but on 
an emotional level. In the previous chapters 
in the novel Elie tries to control his own but 
this passage is the turning point where Elie 
accepts the idea that he cannot control his own 
memories, leading him to take a more passive 
attempt to surviving. From this passage, the 

reader understands that even though they can 
forget some of what they just read, Elie can 
never forget what he has endured as he lived 
through this nightmare. Wiesel provides an 
emotional perspective to this piece of history; 
something, that although the reader may forget, 
will impact their view on the world.
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Broken Parts
I. My Bag

A backpack. Not a purse, because that hurts, 
and not a gym bag, because that’s too small. A 
practical, perfectly-sized backpack.

Only the most important things make it 
inside. Two or three notebooks. My pen case. My 
well-being. My current extracurricular book. 

The pens are different colors; I think in 
colors. Things make sense in colors. If things 
don’t come color-coded, I take my pens and 
pencils and highlighters and make them that 
way. I put the words into little, differently-
shaded boxes. They’re not trapped, they’re safe.

My notebooks are not organized. Most of 
the papers are blank, steadfast soldiers waiting 
for their assignment. But every once in a while 
there is a group of pages painted black and grey. 
Scarred with words. Ideas with no ending point. 
Trails with no destination. Thoughts with no 
substance. Empty words. That’s all that’s in my 
notebooks. Empty pages with missing words; 
missing pages with empty words.
II. My Hair

My hair is bigger than me.
Not just because it grows in all directions 

and hasn’t learned up from down. Not just 
because it takes up more physical space in the 
world than any hair should have a right to.

But because when people look at me, that’s 
what they see. Not my boring-blue eyes, or my 
too-big nose. My hair. It is how they identify 
me. When people think of my name, they first 
think of is my unfortunate hair. It’s the comedy 
relief in my life story. My deciding factor. No one 
remembers any personality traits. Few people 
know me. Everyone knows my hair.
III. My Glasses

I think I am hiding behind them.
I’m not sure, because I can’t remember 

life before them. But I think they are hiding 
something that I don’t want others to see, 
something I don’t want me to see.

Maybe I’ll find out what it is.

IV. My Legs
Too long.

V. My Hands
You would think by now they would look 

experienced. I use them every day, more than 
others do. They should have some salt, some 
character. But they don’t. They’re still soft and 
pale and look like amateur’s hands. The hands of 
a beginner, someone who never started.

Or a quitter’s hands. They started and never 
finished anything. Gave up when it got too hard 
because it didn’t seem worth it.

They don’t have any strength, any stories 
to tell. The ship that made it all the way to port 
with no torn sails and no bad weather. Or the 
ship that never left port at all. Quietly resting 
and waiting for quiet waters and no storms.
VI. My Mouth

Sometimes the words come out too fast.
Sometimes the words don’t come out at all.
But whenever words come out, they’re 

wrong. Not just sort of a little wrong. But 
terribly, irrevocably wrong.

It’s odd. Words are important to me. But I 
can never seem to do them right.
VII. My Head

Maybe it doesn’t work very well. 
Because sometimes I have these moments 

when everything breaks. Everyone is moving 
too fast and too loud, and everyone who talks 
to me is yelling or taking or hurting. There’s too 
much in my head, too many colors, and they’re 
all trying to get out at the same time. The air 
around me starts to get heavy and it pushes at 
me and drowns me and everything about me 
is wrong. And all I can do is just sit on the floor, 
and try to let all the colors out in the form of 
tears, and wait for the world to stop spinning.

IIX. My Question
My question is this: If all the parts of 

something are broken, can the whole still work?
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Power creep is a term that describes the 
phenomenon in games where new material 

and advances cause the classical aspects of the 
game to become obsolete or convoluted. This 
phenomenon is the bane to game developers 
everywhere as they struggle to improve and 
evolve their game without causing its original 
aspects to fade into obscurity. We commonly 
see this in video games when new characters 
or items are released that upset the balance of 
the game, but this is also common in classical 
games like tennis or golf when new technology 
creates new equipment that, if not used, 
severely handicaps the player. This Power Creep 
continually compounds into revolutionary 
changes in games or sports to the point 
that they evolve into something completely 
different. This Power Creep, throughout history, 
has also evolved humanity. 

How does Power Creep influence humanity? 
It means that, given time, everything about life 
changes as new and better material overpowers 
the old. This includes technology, traditions, 
social fads, social norms, industrial practices— 
everything will evolve given time. This basic 
concept is ingrained into our culture with such 
phrases as “get with the times” or “___ is the 
new ___,” yet nobody truly respects this nearly 
unstoppable force. The Power Creep of Man is 
neglected as its immense impact on human 
history is ignored. Truly, the record of the Power 
Creep of Man is history.

When a historian studies the development 
of weaponry throughout European conquests, 
he investigates the Power Creep of weaponry: 
how new weapons outclass and obsolete older 
forms of warfare. Because of this, war evolved 
at the crest of the 18th century. No longer did 
immense armies meet upon a hill to ram their 
forces together to see who’d topple first. There 
were accurate guns and cannons that allowed 
war to be fought at range through maneuvers 
and advanced strategy. Once again, in the 
1940’s, the concept of war changed with the 

advent of the atomic bomb. There was no need 
for strategy and superior positioning when 
entire cites could be erased from the Earth 
with the press of a button. New and improved 
methods have replaced archaic weaponry  since 
the rock replaced the fist. This is the Power 
Creep of Weaponry: how new, more advanced 
methods evolve and replace older forms of 
warfare, advancing weaponry. 

Power Creep also exists in government. 
Yesterday, the people would worship their king, 
a god incarnated, following every whimsy he 
dictated and every caste he decided. The day 
before, people would worship the sun and 
the moon, plants and rivers, life and death, 
believing that mystical powers that described 
these events. Today, these structures have been 
overlaid by democratic processes where the 
people share power to form a stable society. But 
tomorrow, like it always has, something brighter 
and better will replace our current structures 
and policies, turning them into simple history: 
the record of the Power Creep of Man.

Technology. Social development. The 
existence of Power Creep is irrefutable once 
you flirt with the idea and apply it to history. 
So how is human development impacted 
through Power Creep? Simply put, life is 
constantly getting more complicated and 
convoluted. At first, man had one rule, find 
food to survive. Over time, man has improved 
this rule in order to allow communities to 
form, discoveries to be made, exploration 
to take place, but in doing so, humanity has 
complicated life. Today, there exists countless 
modifiers and lose definitions that describe 
our society. As this system becomes more 
improved with further modifiers, this system 
also becomes increasingly complicated and 
convoluted due to the immense methods that 
are created. Picture a ruler: simple, refined. 
Now, improve this ruler, make it bendy, make 
it longer, make it accurate to the micrometer. 
These modifications have indubitably improved 

David Flesher__________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Dobson High
Teacher - Kimberly Klett

The Power Creep of Man
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the ruler, making it more versatile, but with 
these changes, using this ruler has become far 
more complicated and convoluted. As Power 
Creep continues to improve economics, social 
positions, philosophy, these things become 
more complicated and lose their simplicity. 

Power Creep also makes life harder to 
conceptualize. As further discoveries in the 
fields of science are made, more knowledge 
is required to be on the leading edge of this 
research, that is, in order to continually make 
discoveries in science, a person must also 
continually increase their knowledge to stay 
“up to date” with all the new discoveries. The 
Mesopotamian scientist, to be the expert of his 
time in scientific knowledge, would have been 
required to know exceedingly little compared to 
today’s standards of knowledge. A current day 
highschool student sent millennia into the past 
would be a seer to those people; they wouldn’t 
even be able to fathom this child’s knowledge. 
Alternatively, a current day highschool student 
sent into the future would have a toddler’s 
knowledge of that future world and its 
discoveries. Sir Isaac Newton said, “If I have seen 
further, it is by standing upon the shoulders 
of giants.” Here, he acknowledges that the 
discoveries and previous research empowered 
him with the knowledge needed to make his 
discoveries. This relationship, that all the old 
information allows for the acquisition and 
discovery of knew understanding, is the source 
of Power Creep in science. Today more than 
ever, to make new discoveries, a person must 
know exceedingly more information to properly 
conduct cutting edge research, and tomorrow, it 
will be just the same.

Power Creep has simultaneously improved 
and complicated life since beyond the current 
scope of history, but how quickly does this 
development take place? Is this Power Creep 
more rapidly advancing in some areas than 
others? Yes. Given today’s blistering speed 
of technological improvement with new 

phones and computers becoming obsolete 
in just a year’s time, and then comparing this 
supersonic Power Creep to the slow crawl of 
social improvement, it’s clear that the rate of 
Power Creep is dynamic and can have many 
unique rates of change between several fields. 
This is seen throughout history, for the rate 
of technology didn’t always exceed the rate 
of social development, such as during the 
American Revolution or Dark Ages. Power 
Creep can change between certain fields, but 
it is also unique between multiple cultures and 
communities. 

Historically, the thoughts and opinions of 
different groups have generally been vastly 
different. This seems evident with such historical 
basis as America’s isolation policy in the 
1930’s compared to such cultures as Germany 
and Japan that sought expansion, however, 
the unique policies between cultures and 
communities becomes much more complex 
when one considers the development of their 
people. How can third world countries exist 
if man came into existence and has equally 
experienced millennia of Power Creep since 
then? Why is it still that some cultures are 
considered more or less “strict” than others? I’d 
hypothesize that these differences in cultures 
and development is due to a disparity in the rate 
of Power Creep between these groups.

Historians hypothesize that the reason 
Europe developed like it did was because of 
its unique geography that allowed similar 
climate to stretch horizontally allowing for easy 
exchange of culture and technology over vast 
expanses of land. Become of this, Europeans 
were able to make much quicker advances 
in technology and social philosophy than 
other parts of the world. Alternatively, China 
was able to make vast strides in technology 
that far outpaced any other civilization due 
to a culture that cultivated astronomers and 
scientists. This dynamic nature is further 
highlighted when they sunk to obscurity due 
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to the development of culture that rejected 
outside influences and exchange of information. 
These disparities between different cultures’ 
Power Creep is based off geography, cultural 
decisions, and chance with minuet changes 
vastly affecting history. I’d also suggest that this 
disparity is the source of historical prejudices 
as different groups viewed other cultures as 
“underdeveloped savages” or “uncultured swine” 
when historical differences in Power Creep 
developed different cultures at different rates. 
This historical prejudice between differing 
groups of Power Creep is the other side of the 
coin to groups we revere for “rich culture” and 
“diverse food;” it is simply differing development 

and the dynamic nature of Power Creep: to 
develop certain areas at a much higher rate than 
others. 

Power Creep is a law of nature that 
describes the phenomenon of man to improve 
itself based on present cultures and chance 
developments, developments that occur at 
different rates between specific fields, between 
shifting history, and between altering cultures. 
This phenomenon is evident with the analysis 
of history and cultural development. Knowing 
this, we can look at our past to understand our 
direction into the future, how we develop and 
constantly try to improve our selves in varying 
ways using several methods at different speeds.
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Befriending Change

There have been a lot of constants in my 
life, but not familiarities like growing up 

in one house, having one set of parents, or 
celebrating Christmas the same way every year. 
My constants take a paradoxical form: constant 
moving, constant switching between houses, 
constant chaos, constant unfamiliarity. I am 
used to not being used to my surroundings. I 
am an expert at navigating around unfamiliar 
places. I am most complacent in situations I 
haven’t been in before. The constants I know 
are better known to most as variables. Although 
a life that is constantly changing may seem 
hectic, I am proud of my ability to adapt to new 
places, experiences, and people because, to my 
knowledge, this quality is vital to succeeding in 
the future. 

Starting at the young age of three, I was 
forced to become familiar with change. The day 
my parents split up was my first glimpse at the 
frenzy my life was about to become. After that 
day, my sisters and I took two-hour trips every 
week between Tucson and Mesa to stay with my 
mom, then my dad, and then my mom again. 
Once I was old enough to start school, it was 
decided my mom would move to Gilbert and I 
would begin my educational journey at the local 
neighborhood elementary school. From age 
five to age twelve, my life continued in a similar 
pattern: my mom moving from house to house, 
city to city, and me from school to school.

Transitioning and adapting quickly became 
a constant for me because that was the only 
way of life I knew while growing up. It’s not 
ideal for a young child to be constantly on the 
go, but now that I am older, I am glad I didn’t 
have a traditional childhood. Switching schools 
several times allowed me to easily acclimate to 
different school environments and teaching 
styles. I was compelled to make new friends, 
meet new teachers, and learn my way around 
a new building. These seemingly small skills 
strengthened the more I had to move and 
adjust. Throughout high school, I have been 
confronted with many new faces, teachers, and 
opportunities and I am thankful that change is 
an old friend and that I am not just now being 
introduced.

Yes, I do wonder what it is like to live in the 
same house since you were born, to have your 
biological parents still happily married, and to 
celebrate Christmas traditionally, but that would 
not have prepared me for the new situations 
I am about to face in the upcoming years. 
New routines, new places, new opportunities, 
and new friendships can be intimidating, but 
I am a professional at becoming accustomed 
to new  lifestyles and change does not scare 
me. Unfamiliarity is not just a part of my 
lifestyle, it has shaped how I am able to react 
to unexpected events and how I respond to 
change. 
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The New Woman

After World War I, many Americans were hit 
with overwhelming emotions of loneliness 

and loss. Although still taking part in the tragic 
feelings, women also experienced intense pride 
and power. Fighting in the war caused many 
men to be away from society, which in turn 
gave women the ability to take control of their 
lives and gain autonomy in their culture. Ernest 
Hemingway and F. Scott Fitzgerald, both writers 
during the twenties, give modern readers a 
glimpse into the changing roles of women in 
society during their time. Through their novels, 
The Sun Also Rises and The Great Gatsby, both 
Hemingway and Fitzgerald create strong and 
independent female characters in order to show 
that during the postwar society women became 
more masculine than men. Both authors 
develop their characters, Brett and Daisy, and 
their relationship with the male characters in the 
stories illustrating the idea of the new woman in 
society

 Due to the fact that men were absent in 
society, females such as Brett were given the 
power to follow their own path while also 
learning to take no direction from their male 
counterparts. By refusing to allow the men 
in her life to control her, Brett becomes the 
epitome of masculinity. While Romero makes 
it the farthest in the race to win Brett’s heart, 
tragedy strikes once he demands she becomes 
more feminine and settle down with him; she 
immediately leaves him (Hemingway 246). By 
juxtaposing Brett to the other male characters, 
Hemingway illustrates the difference in the 
accepted gender roles. The men are unable 
to assert their dominance over the woman; 
instead Brett ignores their yearning for control 
and instead does as she pleases. This change 
in gender roles highlights the view of the new 
woman in society- a woman who is able to take 
control of her own life without aid from men. 
Jake is another man who cannot take control 
of Brett; he is madly in love with her, yet he 
cannot get Brett to stay with him. Instead, she 

does what she wants in spite of Jake’s feelings, 
and continues to have sexual relationships 
with an abundance of men; “Couldn’t we live 
in the country together, Brett? Couldn’t we just 
live together?” “I don’t think so. I’d just tromper 
you with everybody. You couldn’t stand it” 
(Hemingway 62). By continually cheating on 
him, Brett displays dominance over her fiancé. 
Mike is aware of her extramarital affairs, stating 
“Brett’s had affairs with men before. She tells 
me all about them” (Hemingway 147), but 
he doesn’t have the authority to get her to 
stop. Brett takes what she wants from of her 
relationships- from Romero its love, from Jake 
its security and from Mike its happiness, yet 
none of the men in Brett’s life are able to get 
what they want from her. Instead she is like a 
parasite, taking what she wants from each man 
until there is barely anything left of them. This 
parasitic nature is a result of the lack of care and 
emotion that Brett holds for others. 

Daisy and Brett both find themselves 
detached from emotions and unable to commit 
in relationships because of the fear of death 
that results from an exposure to war. Daisy 
represents women in society who have lost 
their ability to love due to the effects of the war. 
Because she was left behind by her love and 
soon after was forced to marry, Daisy detaches 
herself from emotions and becomes numb to 
the idea of both love and romance. Daisy cannot 
even love her daughter. She instead treats her 
as a trophy, an object that she can show off to 
her friends (Fitzgerald 117). Through Daisy’s 
lack of maternal instincts, Fitzgerald illuminates 
her masculinity. Since women during this time 
were expected to love and care for their children 
and husbands, Daisy proves how she fits the 
view of the new woman by not showing any 
of the womanly qualities, thus going against 
the standard gender roles. Unable to love even 
her own family, Daisy is completely incapable 
of loving Gatsby once he appears back into 
her life. Although she humors him through 
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their secret affairs, which shows her lack of 
commitment,  Daisy is unable to reciprocate 
the feelings Gatsby has for her. This is proven 
by the fact that Daisy allows Gatsby take the 
blame for her crime, and lacks the decency to 
make an appearance at his funeral, although his 
death was her fault. The narrator even claims at 
the end of the novel that “They were careless 
people, Tom and Daisy- they smashed up things 
and creatures and then retreated back into their 
money or their vast carelessness, or whatever 
it was that kept them together, and let other 
people clean up the mess they had made” 
(Fitzgerald 179). Daisy’s loss of emotion allows 
her to fill the idea of a masculine female, similar 
to Brett in The Sun Also Rises.

World War I had a lasting effect on Brett, 
comparable to the effects it had on Daisy. Due 
to the fact that she lost the love of her life to 
dysentery, Brett is incapable of forming an 
actual relationship. While the men in her life 
want to settle down and commit to her, Brett 
is unable to give them love. Romero wants to 
marry Brett and start a life with her, only to 
be heartbroken once she forces him to leave 
her (Hemingway 246). Due to the fact that 
she refuses to be tied down, Brett is the exact 
opposite of how women were expected to 
act during this era; which goes along with 
Hemingway’s idea of the new woman in society. 
Along with Romero, Brett also refuses to settle 
down with Cohn; rather, all she wants from him 
is sex. In both situations, the gender roles are 
switched; the men want the love and passion 
while Brett just wants meaningless flings. By 
switching the accepted gender roles of society, 
Hemingway highlights the strength that women 
have over men. Brett has power over the men in 
her life because she holds their hearts while all 
the men are left with is pain and heartbreak. 

 Realizing that they had to take charge 
of their own lives, Brett and Daisy began 
manipulating men, due to the weakened state 
the men were in as a result of the war. Both Brett 
and Daisy manipulate the men in their lives 
in order to get what they want. Brett uses Jake 

for emotional support while Daisy uses Gatsby 
to escape from the dullness of her life; neither 
women truly cares about the men, but instead 
care for what they can offer the women. Both 
Hemingway and Fitzgerald paint this idea of the 
new masculine woman and the contrastingly 
new weakened man in their novels. Jake drops 
everything in order to help Brett; at the end 
of the novel Jake leaves his relaxing vacation 
because Brett gets herself into trouble with 
Romero and immediately sends a telegraph 
to Jake, asking that he “come hotel Montana 
Madrid, am rather in trouble” (Hemingway 
242). While this seems like the motif of the hero 
saving the damsel in distress, it becomes clear 
once Jake arrives at Brett’s side that she never 
really needed him, all she needed was a person 
to tell her problems to. Similarly, Daisy uses 
Gatsby, a man deeply in love with her, in order 
to leave her dull life and distract herself from her 
cheating husband. Through his lavish parties 
and wild lifestyle, Daisy experiences what was 
lacking from her life with Tom. But once tension 
arises because of her extramarital affairs, she 
immediately runs back to her old life, seen 
through the hotel scene where Daisy chooses 
Tom over Gatsby after intense debate, showing 
how no matter what Gatsby and Daisy go 
through, because of the war, they can never be 
together again (Fitzgerald 132-133). Daisy will 
always run back to Tom; proving how she only 
used Gatsby for entertainment purposes. 

 Through their self-reliant, powerful 
female characters, Hemingway and Fitzgerald 
show their view of the new woman in the 
postwar society. Because these women found 
themselves devoid of romantic emotions, they 
hold power over the men because as they are 
often infatuated with the women, allowing the 
women to manipulate them. Both Brett and 
Daisy embody the idea of the new woman. 
Through The Sun Also Rises and The Great 
Gatsby’s central female characters, Hemingway 
and Fitzgerald give readers insight into the 
empowered women, challenging the reader to 
adopt this new persona.
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Eric

My brother is jerk. I know; I know – this 
sounds pretty harsh, but it’s the truth. 

He spent most of our childhood tormenting 
me. For example, when I was very young Eric 
and I walked the two blocks from our house to 
elementary school together each morning. One 
day he said, “Mom and Dad are picking me up at 
lunch today.”

“They are not,” I countered.
“Sure they are,” he replied in that flat, 

matter-of-fact tone that always provoked me.
“Why?”
“Because we’re moving.”
“We are not!” I yelled.
“Yes, we are,” he calmly returned, adding 

“but you’re not going,” just as we arrived at 
school. He waved to his friends and walked 
away before I could object any further. I spent all 
morning fretting over his confession. Could it be 
true? Surely not. But then again, he had told me 
over and over that Mom and Dad didn’t want 
me. I was an “accident” – whatever that meant.

At lunch I searched for him desperately, 
but he was nowhere to be found. I didn’t see 
him in the hallway going out to recess; and 
when I went to the restroom and peaked in 
his classroom door, my eyes couldn’t spy him 
during art time. After school I waited for him 
on the sidewalk at the corner until the crossing 
guard told me I had to go home. So I walked the 
block alone – dread echoing in every footstep. 
When I reached our house my worst fears were 
confirmed – the door was locked. I sat down on 
the porch, the springtime sun warm upon my 
face, and I wept. After probably 10 minutes – 
though it seemed an eternity to me – the door 
opened behind me and my mother walked out 
with a puzzled expression on her face. Needless 
to say, Eric was grounded after I recounted my 
story and we filled in the gaps including how he 
had pretended to be sick to come home early, 
and how he had locked the door behind him, 
and how he had called her into the backyard 
about the time I arrived.

This kind of trickery was pretty typical for 
my brother. On Easter and Halloween he pulled 
most of his candy out and hid it in his room 
before pretending he didn’t get as much as I. 
After a few days of sharing my haul – when the 
candy ran out – a large stash of goodies would 
suddenly appear on his bed, but no amount 
of begging, wheedling, or guilting would get 
him to share with me. Other times he simply 
blamed me for anything that went wrong. I 
spent many hours in my room because of his 
lies. As I became a teenager, he frequently made 
it impossible for me to eat dinner. Every time 
I took a bite, he’d snort like a pig drawing forth 
my dad’s hearty laughter while reminding me 
that he had convinced me long ago that I was 
fat.

However, time and distance often change 
people. When Eric went away to college, 
he seemed to actually miss me. During his 
freshman year, he came home for my birthday 
(which had traditionally been a sore spot 
between us because he never wanted to get 
me a present, and I always had one for him) 
and took me shopping. He bought me a brand 
new pair of pristinely white leather tennis shoes 
– the Ponies that were so stylish that season. 
Then, a couple years later when I was working 
on a degree at the University of Tennessee 
and he was in chiropractic school in Atlanta, 
he called me every night to help me with my 
physics homework. I had spent most of the 
term struggling in the class and contacted him 
as a last resort, and he came through. We spent 
hours working out the complicated problems 
until I understood the content so well that I aced 
the final exam. (My instructor even accused 
me of cheating and made we work through 
a couple of problems in front of him to prove 
I knew how.) By the end of college, I thought 
perhaps Eric and I would have a real brother-
sister relationship. But, alas, that was not to be. 

I don’t really know what happened. I just 
know that when he married his high school 
sweetheart, things between us reverted back 
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to that period of our lives. He again spoke to 
me with the condescending you’re-just-too-
stupid-to-understand tone. He was angry when 
ten years later my husband of two months 
and I learned we were going to have a baby. 
(Apparently he and his wife had been trying to 
no avail, but they hadn’t shared that information 
with the rest of the family.) Every choice I made 
was open to ridicule and jealousy. 

This attitude has mellowed some, but has 
not disappeared. Not long ago, when my family 
held a reunion in honor of my grandmother’s 
birthday, Eric and I rented a car together to 
drive from the airport in Amarillo to Pampa, 
Texas. Even though my name was on the rental 
agreement, and I paid half the cost, he refused 
to give me the keys or let me drive (same 
old Eric!).  In addition, each family vacation 
and every achievement credited to our kids 
becomes a competition. Looking back, I know I 
shouldn’t really expect anything else. 

In reality, though, I learned quite a bit from 
brother. I learned not to be gullible – to make 

sure I evaluate and understand other peoples’ 
motives when they ask for something. I also 
learned to insulate my feelings against cruel 
comments and unwarranted criticism. (When 
people put you down, it’s more about their own 
insecurities than it is about your shortcomings.) I 
learned how to stand up for myself.

Most importantly I learned how to be 
alone. So many nights spent grounded in 
my room taught me to be comfortable with 
myself, to find ways to engage my mind and 
creativity, to allow my imagination to fly. I read 
voraciously – living a thousand lives vicariously 
through the characters in books. Then, I wrote 
voraciously, allowing the words to pour out 
filling the blankness of a clean page. I learned 
to love music – singing and dancing with the 
radio. I designed houses and clothes – drawing 
everything in my head. And, I dreamed. 

Maybe I should be grateful for the brother I 
have, after all.
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Swept Memories

As I walk to the mailbox, I see her yet again. 
She’s in her 60s or 70s, somewhat frail and 

waifish, hunched over her work. As I approach, 
she smiles and waves. Then it’s back to work 
again. I give a quick glance back to see what 
I (or anyone in the neighborhood) has seen 
countless times: leaves, pebbles and dirt she 
has meticulously swept into piles. Up and down 
each street she has placed them, perhaps a 
dozen each block. They are never collected 
into a dustpan or placed in the garbage: by 
tomorrow most will be scattered by wind, cars 
or kids. And then she will start again.

I don’t know her name or her backstory, 
but like more and more Americans today, I 
understand her medical reality. We’re a society 
increasingly being faced with memory loss 
diseases like Alzheimer’s. From Julianne Moore’s 
Academy Award winning portrayal of a familial 
Alzheimer’s sufferer in Still Alice to HBO’s 4-part 
documentary series “The Alzheimer’s Project,” 
there’s no lack of media portrayals or news 
coverage. The Alzheimer’s Association estimates 
5.3 million Americans – including one in every 
eight Americans over age 65 – have the disease. 
That number could grow to 11 million by 2040.

Yet it’s the untold number of Americans 
personally impacted by Alzheimer’s that has 
made the disease crushing to families. A loved 
one you know and remember gradually does 
not remember you. Shared memories vanish. 
Names and faces fade away. A void replaces 
what was once a cherished part of a person you 
care for.

I think about that when I see the woman 
sweeping piles in my neighborhood. 
Somewhere in her mind, that sweeping task has 
a meaning or purpose. Perhaps she did it as a 
chore when she was a child. Maybe it was a vital 
part of a past occupation. Perhaps not even her 
own family knows. They just notice, like me, that 
it seems to make her happy and let her continue 
sweeping. 

In some ways, Alzheimer’s can be a blessing. 
My grandmother was a lifelong smoker…

the one filthy habit she refused to give up. I 
remember getting disciplined as a small child 
when I took a pack of cigarettes from her purse, 
broke each one in half and tried unsuccessfully 
to flush them down a toilet. Three decades later 
she is wandering through her kitchen, asking 
her son where her cigarettes are.

“You don’t smoke mom,” he lied to her and 
that was it. No patch, no program, no gum 
needed. The mind let go a 30-year habit, just like 
it had let go of my mother’s name and so many 
other details. 

Yet for every small blessing of Alzheimer’s, 
families find a caseload of misery. My 
grandfather-in-law once was found walking 
toward a major shopping mall, no recollection 
of how he got there or where he was going. 
There’s an alarm system now in place at his 
home, to hopefully keep him safe, but it doesn’t 
protect against worries.

There too is the uncertainty of the future. 
When you watch a family member get taken 
by the disease, you are encompassed by their 
condition. Your focus is on their safety and well-
being. But at the same time, there is a nagging 
fear that at some point it could be you.

According to the National Institute of Aging, 
genes play a critical role in development of 
the Alzheimer’s. While many other factors are 
also at play, a great part of who we are comes 
invariably from mom and dad. So as my family 
struggles with the disease, I begin to think 
ahead. I’m currently the father of four small 
children. One day will I lose memories I cherish 
so much with them? I had always pictured my 
elder years as a time when I could share stories 
with my grandchildren. It scares me to think that 
instead of a fun storyteller, I might instead be 
struggling to remember their names.

Yet I also have a personal connection to 
hope. My wife works for the pharmaceutical 
division of Johnson & Johnson, monitoring 
clinical trials for drugs in development. I hear 
constantly of drugs in the pipeline that show 
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promise. It’s a complex disease that affects no 
two people the same, but common genes are 
being identified and isolated. Still, testing any 
new drug is slow and tedious, with some clinical 
trials taking up to a decade to safely complete.

There’s certainly no time left for that elderly 
woman in my neighborhood. Alzheimer’s 
has a firm hold on her that no current drug 
on the market can loosen. I can only imagine 
what impact the disease has had on those 
she once cared for, who now must care for 
her. One afternoon I was walking my dogs in 
the neighborhood when I was approached 
by a SUV. The man inside explained frantically 
that he was looking for his mother. I knew 

almost immediately it was her, even before the 
sweeping was mentioned. Yet I had not seen her 
that day. He drove off, concerned he might not 
find her before dark.

I’ve seen her and those piles since then, but 
I know one day soon I may not. When that day 
finally arrives, I’m not sure how I’ll feel. A part of 
my heart will be relieved, knowing her personal 
and family’s pain will be eased. Yet I’ll also feel 
that skipping, fluttering feeling of fear that our 
families’ fates could be linked by a disease that 
does not discriminate. And I’ll worry all the more 
that the memories deep in my heart could be 
scattered to the wind like so many tiny piles 
carefully swept together.





Honors
Honors: A listing of all Voices contest winners, by category,  

including both first place and honorable mention award recipients.
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Voices
Narrative

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Isha Goel Submarine Rachelle Sears Las Sendas
Kdg. First Place Shelby Meyer The Museum Surprise Melinda Layton Roosevelt
Kdg. Honorable Mention Michael Hernandez Engineers Are Cool Awesome Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Brianna Hutchinson Penguins Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

1st 1st Place Thaddeus Richardson Scarecrow’s Day Off Kay Tiller Bush
1st 1st Place Luke Finkbeiner Super Noodle and Meatball Boy Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st Honorable Mention Kendyl Ehrman The Seashell Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st Honorable Mention Allison Jensen The Dog and the Lizard Kim Balanoff Red Mountain Ranch

2nd First Place Noah Hulihee My Dad’s Snowy Mistakes Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Janthon Conover Janthon’s Adventure Kim Pillow MacArthur
2nd Honorable Mention Stella Court Panda Pals Lyndel Akers MacArthur

3rd First Place Hayden Biship The Wonderful Doggy of Oz Janet Millar-Haskell Highland
         & Jaclyn Olson
3rd First Place Sarah Day-Gomes My Journey Sedya Little MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Venise Wang Shh . . . There’s Something in the Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
       Backyard
3rd Honorable Mention Anne Trexler Journey to the Center of the Earth Stephanie Mast MacArthur

4th First Place Johanna Mast The Wishing Cards Amy Bormann Las Sendas
4th First Place Calan Huish Here Comes the Sun Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Mason Biship The Adventures of Jax the Puppy Janet Millar-Haskell Highland
         & Joel Saxon
4th Honorable Mention Jadelynn Lilly The Secret Door Angela Shults Mesa Academy

5th First Place Paige Blumer My Salt River Adventure Tracy Saxen Highland
5th First Place Christian Godfrey Terror of the Ocean Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Jayly Conover The Star of the Show Melody Marlow MacArthur
5th Honorable Mention Colin Bronson The Treasure of the Mountain Angela Shults Mesa Academy

6th First Place London Roberts Waterslide of Death Tim Lorenzen Las Sendas
6th First Place Sage Millett Sinking Ship Dana Sorenson MacArthur
6th Honorable Mention Lila Wright A Winning Loss Kim Smith Franklin West
6th Honorable Mention Afton Fillmore Too Much Snow Heather Christie Las Sendas

7th First Place Aubrey Zink An Awkward First Date Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th First Place Dalia Diaz Journey to America Anna Bergquist Poston
7th First Place Gabriel Embury The Donner Mountain Pass Anna Bergquist Poston
7th First Place Maya Badman My Grandmother Lorena Trujillo Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Brianna Gainey Angel Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Adrianne Montañez Hidden Enemies Anna Bergquist Poston
7th Honorable Mention Caleb Konecek The Walk Alone Patti Reckell Shepherd

8th First Place Taylor Banning It’s Just a Dog’s Life Veronica Fields Poston
8th First Place Ashley Ramirez Armenta Call of the Night Sarah Kiahosseini Poston
8th First Place Sage Peacock The Pounding of the Smallest  Julie Miller Stapley
        Drum
8th First Place Kiersten Rule Shine Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Autumn McCombs The Night Before Christmas Danielle Bailly Carson
8th Honorable Mention Mindy Moreno  Consequences Danielle Bailly Carson
       Valenzuela
8th Honorable Mention Kaitlyn Navarrette Personal Struggle Vanessa Mayberry Shepherd
8th Honorable Mention Mia Andrea Aspen’s Angels Julie Miller Stapley
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9th First Place Abigail Gookin Fish: Termination Through  Janette Ramsey Red Mountain
        Intoxication
9th First Place Kiersten Rundio Get a Man Janette Ramsey Red Mountain
9th Honorable Mention Jayden Yocum An Extension of 1984 by George  Melissa Martin Red Mountain
        Orwell
9th Honorable Mention Zachary Savarino Silence Rachel Collay Westwood

10th First Place Joey Grado Up, Up, and Away Michelle Contreras Mesa High
10th First Place Heidi Montgomery Merciless Jean Akers Westwood
10th Honorable Mention Zachary O’Bryant A Rude Awakening Michelle Contreras Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Aura Winn The Adventures of the Demon Heidi Udall Mountain View

11th First Place Angela Foley The Art of Living for Two Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Claire Ehmke I Hate Marie Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Sean O’Brien The Lady of the Atom Jennifer Medlock Skyline

12th First Place Landon Schnebly Heartstrings Ellen White Mesa High
12th Honorable Mention Yanglin Liu Don’t Play What’s There, Play  Kimberly Klett Dobson
        What’s Not There
12th Honorable Mention Liana Jenkins The Tall Bald Man Tracie Garrard Red Mountain

Staff First Place Rebecca Martin The Cowboy English Teacher  Dobson
Staff First Place Heather Christie Too, Too Early 6th Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Karen Procopio Punching at the Darkness Technology Teacher  Mesa Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Meg Howell-Haymaker Freak Show English Teacher  Mountain View

Voices
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Alice Hancock Magic 8 Ball Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. First Place Michael Lillo Paper Airplanes Rachelle Sears Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Trey Bosen I Have a Grandma from Eagar Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Lucas Gillispie Soccer Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

1st First Place Paul Trendler Snowflakes Falling Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st First Place Grady Bix I Love Baseball Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch

2nd First Place Kaylee McShall Get a Clock Anette DeAnda Brinton
2nd First Place Stella Court Going to School Lyndel Akers MacArthur
2nd Honorable Mention Victor Robles Zombies Laura Braidi Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Matthew Borden December Nicki Dingraudo Taft

3rd First Place Venise Wang Snowflake Wonder Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
3rd First Place Sophie Lewis The Balloon Sedya Little MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Paxon Whiting Anger Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas
3rd Honorable Mention Isabella Masker Feelings Chelsea Thayer MacArthur

4th First Place Jake Smith A Bedtime Story Amy Bormann Las Sendas
4th First Place Seth Poulin Yellowstone National Park Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Chelsea Stevens Christmas Night Nola Clayton Franklin at Brimhall
4th Honorable Mention Alisa Cummins A True Friend Jacqueline Wilcox Hale

5th First Place Jayly Conover Why I Love My Dad Melody Marlow MacArthur
5th First Place Wyatt Stoddard Teacher to Student Melissa Jensen Wilson
5th Honorable Mention Reveca Mendivil Beauty of Nature Angie Whitman Franklin East
5th Honorable Mention Mayer Lofgreen School Weather Julie Suchor Hale
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6th First Place Taylor Robinson His Name Patti Karr Franklin at Brimhall
6th First Place Sage Millett The Storm Dana Sorenson MacArthur
6th Honorable Mention Lilliana Walsh Painful Memories Marie Lombardi Las Sendas
6th Honorable Mention Errol Icard Until we Finally Unify Vanessa Salas Mendoza

7th First Place Ian Anderson Stagefright Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th First Place Mathis Schnebly Music vs. Pictures Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Samara Grimes Blank Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Kaitlyn Gallegos A Growing Pain Melanie Dennis Rhodes

8th First Place Ashley Ramirez Armenta I Am Poem - Wolf Sarah Kiahosseini Poston
8th First Place William LaPlante When Your Hero Falls Vanessa Mayberry Shepherd
8th First Place Savannah Cook Guardian Angel Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Ashley Angsten June 6, 2015: Sherri Stradling Summit Academy
        When Time Stopped
8th Honorable Mention Natalie Schultz We are the Future Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Chase Harris Because They’re Authority Sarah Kiahosseini Poston
8th Honorable Mention Noelle Gardner Young Love Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Alison Cote The Lonely Girl that Blossomed Brianna Reed Summit Academy

9th First Place Ashleigh Joe Arizona Meg Howell- Mountain View
         Haymaker
9th First Place Paige Savory Ballad of the Autumn Forest Melissa Martin Red Mountain
9th Honorable Mention Stephanie Benson Origins Poem Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Jasmine Shoemaker The Evolution of a Girl Rachel Collay Westwood

10th First Place Sam Brimhall The War Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th First Place Mason Redd Key to the Treasury Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Carolyn Shroeder Whisper Girl Heidi Udall Mountain View
10th Honorable Mention Yenni Cauich Before the Best Seller Jean Akers Westwood

11th First Place Tygart Benger Attention Deficit Poet Anthony Celaya Dobson
11th First Place Seren Riggs-Davis The Bench Girl Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Angela Foley My Osprey, Sheila Marie Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Tania Macias Drops That Fall On The Silent Rachel Collay Westwood

12th First Place Landon Schnebly On the Road to the Throne Ellen White Mesa High
12th First Place Bethany Durham On Grid Streets Walk Grid People Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Travis Rowland The Right We Bear Kimberly Klett Dobson
12th Honorable Mention Angelica Pangan Legacy of a Planted Seed Ellen White Mesa High

Staff First Place Anthony Celaya Half Sister English Teacher  Dobson
Staff First Place Dave Careaga Arizona Child 4th Grade Teacher Longfellow
Staff Honorable Mention Angela Shults How to Forget English Teacher  Mesa Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Ellen White Did I Miss Anything? English Teacher  Mesa High

Voices
Class Book

GRADE PLACE ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Kindergarten Politics:  Merrilee Kupfer Field
       Hard Questions, Simple Solutions
Kdg. First Place My Wiggly Adventure Danielle Pugmire Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention The Bubble Book Cally Smelter Guerrero
Kdg. Honorable Mention What Makes Me Happy Melinda Layton Roosevelt
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1st First Place How We Became Pirates Kristen Pettinato Johnson
1st First Place Who Will Win? Animal Battles Julie Reichert Zaharis
1st Honorable Mention Let Me Teach You Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Writing With Feeling Gwen Struble Zaharis

Voices
Essay 

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Kailyn Richardson How I Get Oxygen Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd First Place Jane Millett I Am a Dragonfly Lyndel Akers MacArthur
2nd Honorable Mention Leona Tubbs Matter Scott Hall Red Mountain Ranch
2nd Honorable Mention Braden Hall Awesome Firefighters Teresa Segree Whittier

3rd First Place Savannah Hunt Koalas Can Be Interesting Stephanie Day Hale
3rd First Place Silvie Schmelter The Truth About Bats Kelly Argos Red Mountain Ranch
3rd Honorable Mention Kimberlee Snell Nasty Things People Do Danielle Busby Brinton
3rd Honorable Mention Anabel Sand Layers of Rock Tina Wylie Red Mountain Ranch

4th First Place Rileigh Johnson Amelia the Bold Niki Maxwell Brinton
4th First Place Rohan Domenguez Harry Potter Changed How I Read Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Jacob Adams Tree Jill Trias Brinton
4th Honorable Mention Elyse Bentley Koalas Megan Hulihee Franklin at Brimhall

5th First Place Faith Millett Abraham Lincoln Melody Marlow MacArthur
5th First Place Carolyn Brown Blue, the Rainbow’s Greatest Gift Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Hannah Martinson Stay, Cursive, Stay Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Fernanda Jimenez  M-Rated Games: Should Kids Be  Susan Worm Robson
       Orozco      Able to Play Them?

6th First Place Sean Cahill Cancer Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
6th First Place Janice Dacoycoy The Many Faces of Cinderella Tara Swanholm Sirrine
6th Honorable Mention Morgan Weyland Why Kids Shouldn’t Have  Christopher Roche Bush
        Homework
6th Honorable Mention Sage Millett Joan of Arc Dana Sorenson MacArthur

7th First Place Humberto Ibarra Originality Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
7th First Place Sydney Roquemore Beauty Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Thomas Herrmann Terrorism Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Ashton Mathern Politics Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy

8th First Place Rex Dyer The Giants Stood Upon Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th First Place Katie Larimer Thinking Is Hard Brianna Reed Summit Academy
8th Honorable Mention Natalie Schultz The First Amendment Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Meagan Kleinschmidt Suspenseful Elements Sarah Kiahosseini Poston

9th First Place Zachary Savarino Grey Winter Skies on the Taiga’s  Rachel Collay Westwood
        Horizon
9th First Place Xena Whang The Alphabet Song Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Kalena Oorlog Safe but Not Sound Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Louisa Udall Forest of Death and the Storm  Rachel Collay Westwood
        That Follows

10th First Place Natalie Curtis Arts Education on the Decline? Michelle Contreras Mesa High
10th First Place Anthony Procopio Cookie-ism Tracie Garrard Red Mountain
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10th Honorable Mention Sophie Chapman Sleep: Destroying the Adolescent  Michelle Contreras Mesa High
        Brain
10th Honorable Mention Judy Schnebly Small Schools: A Sure Way to  Michelle Contreras Mesa High
        Success

11th First Place Erin Wolff Tupac Shakur: Urban Genius Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
11th First Place Lindsay McConnell The Endless Night Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th First Place Anna Millett Broken Parts Lynne Geiser Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Brielle Hansen Heart of a Horse Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Jeremy Rowley Sorry, I’m Booked Diane Grogan Mesa High

12th First Place David Flesher The Power Creep of Man Kimberly Klett Dobson
12th First Place Erika Capehart Befriending Change Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th First Place Kylie Love The New Woman Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Blake Markovic Have a Heart Bonnie Drain Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Kaitlyn Carboun How To: Grow Up Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain

Staff First Place Jennifer Medlock Eric English Teacher  Skyline
Staff First Place Kasey Kerber Swept Memories English Teacher  Taylor
Staff Honorable Mention Janet Millar-Haskell Voice to Text-Teachers, Are You 3rd-6th Gifted  Highland
        Ready?
Staff Honorable Mention Ellen White Angry English Teacher  Mesa High





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

2nd Fourth Place Amelie Caldwell Dior Tidwell Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Honorable Mention Savannah Gardner Dior Tidwell Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Honorable Mention Morgan Holgate Dior Tidwell Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Honorable Mention Erin McConaghie Dior Tidwell Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Honorable Mention McKenna Moffat Dior Tidwell Franklin at Brimhall

Week Without Violence
Sponsored by Children’s Benefit Foundation

LOCAL AWARDS

POETRY—“Peace” 

2nd First Place Abbey Gardner Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Second Place Maya Dominguez Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

SHORT STORY—“Week Without Violence”

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Abbey Gardner Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

5th First Place Lauren Mayes Kymra Donaldson Franklin at Brimhall

5th First Place Kiara Zepeda Carolina Dax Franklin at Brimhall

2nd Second Place Maya Dominguez Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

Martin Luther King, Jr.
Sponsored by Arizona State University

STATE AWARDS
ESSAY WRITING

Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Creative Contest
“Many Faces, One Community”

Sponsored by Mesa Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Committee
LOCAL AWARDS

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

3rd First Place Kaitlin Sandura Patty Traughber Franklin at Alma

Kindergarten Second Place Aden Sulit Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

6th First Place Ava Hendricks Angie Shults Mesa Academy

5th Second Place Audrey Schaub Angie Shults Mesa Academy

6th Third Place Casaundra Thompson Angie Shults Mesa Academy

6th Honorable Mention Shea De Cou Doug Walters Las Sendas

6th Honorable Mention Jasmin Hernandez Stephanie Solis Salk Elementary

8th First Place Kaylee Beardall Danielle Bailly Carson

8th Second Place Paige Buchanan Danielle Bailly Carson

8th Third Place Hannah Velder Vanessa Mayberry Shepherd

8th Honorable Mention Jasmine Giardina Danielle Bailly Carson

K-3rd

4th-6th

7th-8th








