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Kayanne Andersen - Title I, Adams Elementary
Jackie Arzt - Title I, Whittier Elementary
Danielle Bailly - English, Carson Junior High
Holly Benza - Title I, Fremont Junior High
Nancy Boor - Title I, Hawthorne Elementary
Lisa Bowen - Library Sevices
Susy Brenden - Retired, Dobson High
Penny Briney - Principal, Irving Elementary
Julie Burger - Title I, Lowell Elementary
Katherine Burgess - Title I, Porter Elementary
Michelle Burke - Title I, Highland Elementary
Jennifer Caruso - English, Riverview High
Caroline Chung-Wipff - English, Mesa Academy
Rachel Collay - English, Westwood High
Kim Corbett - Title I, Washington Elementary
Michelle Cota - Title I, Kerr Elementary
Terri Cota - Curriculum & Instruction
Lisa Creaser - Principal, Mesa High
Nicole Cumberledge - Title I, Ishikawa Elementary
Penny Dapser - Professional Development
Julie Davis - English, Mesa Distance Learning
Tamara De Jesus - C&I Specialist, Franklin Elementaries
Donna Delgado - Title I, Stevenson Elementary
Debee Demolina - Curriculum & Instruction
Melanie Dennis - English, Rhodes Junior High
Carmel-Ann Ditch - Title I, Salk Elementary
Dana Dix - Title I, Rhodes Junior High
Brenda Dubovick - English, Fremont Junior High
Amy Durivage - Title I, Roosevelt Elementary
Cathy Easterling - Title I, Lindbergh Elementary
Karen Eulate - Professional Development
Mary Evans - Professional Development
Deb Felts - Title I, Johnson Elementary
Dawn Foley - Curriculum & Instruction
Pam Garland - Title I, Field Elementary
Debbie Garlock - Title I, Whitman Elementary
Serenity Gielau - Professional Development
Olga Grant - Title I, Irving Elementary
Ashley Green - Title I, Crismon Elementary
Brenda Griego - Career Ladder
Michelle Guanell - Professional Development
Debbie Hodo - English, Summit Academy
Virginia Hughes - Title I, Mendoza Elementary
Michele Hurd - Title I, Wilson Elementary
Maria James - Title I, MacArthur Elementary
Susan Jenni - Title I, Sousa Elementary
Cheryl Johnson - Curriculum & Instruction
Lindsay Karges - Title I, Brinton Elementary

Kara Keithley - English, Franklin Junior High
Mindy Lake - Professional Development
Andrea Lang Sims - Eisenhower Center for Innovation
Judy Larkins - Curriculum & Instruction
Camie Loudenbeck - Title I, Summit Academy
Nicole Lueders - Professional Development
Lynette Mahon - Title I, Madison Elementary
Casey Mahoney - Title I, Redbird Elementary
Cherie Mason-Kaufman - Title I, O’Connor Elementary
Teresa McGowan - Behavior Intervention
Jeff Medlock - Choir, Skyline High
Felicia Muwwakkil - Title I, Falcon Hill Elementary
LeAnn Napoleone - English, Smith Junior High
Darla Norton - Curriculum & Instruction
Kelly Osburn - Team Leader, Franklin at Brimhall
Donna Pappas - English, Taylor Junior High
Norman Peckham - Educational Technology
Robin Pettinato - Title I, Bush Elementary
Anita Ramsey - Curriculum & Instruction
Janette Ramsey - English, Red Mountain High
Liesje Randolph - Professional Development
Melinda Rogers - Title I, Shepherd Junior High
Jennifer Sage - Title I, Taft Elementary
Patty Scarpino - Title I, Webster Elementary
Valerie Shultz-Wilmot - English, Kino Junior High
Shawna Sirois - Title I, Smith Junior High
Barbara Skinner - Title I, Pomeroy Elementary
Virginia Starrick - English, Superstition High
Barbara Stout - Career Ladder
Christina Sweador - Professional Development
Judy Tapia - Career & Technical Education
Jennylee Taylor - English, Dobson High
Heather Thomas - Title I, Carson Junior High
Margo Troidl - Title I, Lowell Elementary
Kelly Turner - Title I, Entz Elementary
Heidi Udall - English, Mountain View High
Elisa Valli - English, Mesa High
Linda Valuikas - Title I, Kino Junior High
Christina Weber - Curriculum & Instruction
Sue Weippert - Title I, Poston Junior High
Terri Welsh - Curriculum & Instruction
Mary Jo West - Title I, Robson Elementary
Kerri Whitely - Title I, Patterson Elementary
Stephanie Wilkins-Johnson - Title I, Edison Elementary
Teresa Williams - Educational Technology
Kimberly Wills - English, Shepherd Junior High
Michelle Winn - English, Rhodes Junior High

Contest Judges



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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Layla Hancock__________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Dabbert

Runaway Puppy

One day my baby puppy Thor went outside 
to explore. He went to a tree to get some 

shade. Next he found a bird. They played 
together. It was getting dark outside and he 
was scared! I was getting scared too so I went 
looking for him. I am glad I found you, runaway 
puppy.  

Kendyl Ehrman_________________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Dabbert

Unicorn Magic

Uoony the unicorn went to her brother’s football game. It was 
hard to be the only girl. Who will I play with? Tommy a new 

friend tripped Uoony. At first she cried. Mommy said, use magic! 
Uoony used her words and said tripping is not nice just think 
twice! Tommy said sorry. Will you play with me? Magic words 
make friends. 
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Bailey Davis____________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Annie Brown

My Dog Ziggie

I love my dog Ziggie. She is two years old. I lay 
with her on the couch a lot. When I did not 

live in my new house I would sleep with her. 
She always got up first. Ziggie is very protective. 
She will bark when anyone rings the door bell 
and when they come in she will jump on them. 
Ziggie eats our toys sometimes but I do not 
care. It is how she wants to behave and that’s ok 
with me. Ziggie likes to run outside and find a 
fruit from one of our trees or a stick to play with. 
When Ziggie wants to come inside really bad 
she scratches the door. Ziggie has a step sister 
named Leah. They get in fights a lot. Ziggie 
scratches and bites Leah. Leah does the same 
but less painful. I love my old house better than 
my new house because I could sleep with Ziggie 
but now I can not. I love my dog Ziggie. 

ruff ruff

Madison Kretchmer_____________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Annie Brown

The Fairy

It was the middle of the night. A girl named 
Alisabeth was in her bed. While sleeping the 

wind blew hard. It got Alisabeth out of bed and 
took her to a magical place. In the morning she 
was in a purple flower! She did not look the same. 
Her body was sparkling. She saw something 
else. It was wings! She yelled Ahhh!!! She tried 
flying. It worked! She flew everywhere! She ate 
a plum. It was so yummy! Alisabeth also missed 
her mom and dad. They could be heartbroken by 
now. Then she found a book that tells her how to 
get home. She was very happy! She read the first 
page, second, third. Then she was home with her 
parents. And she gave them a great big hug. And 
she felt very happy that day. 
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Natalie Hartson_________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Kim Cull

The Polar Express

During the Thanksgiving break I went on 
the Polar Express. It was really cold there. 

We stayed in a really bad hotel. I get why it was 
so cheap! I saw Santa’s workshop. But it wasn’t 
snowing there! Which was weird because it was 
the North Pole! As a matter of fact it is supposed 
to be one of the coldest places on Earth. One 
fun thing I did was I got a bell from Santa’s 
reindeer. His name was Cupid. My brother’s bell 
was from Rudolf! Personally I wanted to take it 
from him! But I would be on the naughty list if I 
did that. That would be really, really, really, really, 

bad! I would have coal in my stocking. I got to 
see Santa Claus. And he had a big mustache! 
There was a elf on Santa’s sleigh writing down 
what we wanted for Christmas. But he looked 
like a robot. It was super weird. One weird thing 
that happened was when Santa didn’t ask me 
what I wanted for Christmas. But he asked me 
last year! And Santa looked different this year. 
My favorite part was when I got to scream 
“Santa!” to make him get on the train. I loved 
going on the Polar Express.

Ella Brooks_____________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Madison Elementary
Teacher - Chelsie Wilkes

A Dark and Scary Night

On December 3rd, the night sky was very 
windy, dark, and lightning struck. Bang, 

bang, bang, boom! “Look” I shouted out loud 
“thunder and lightning.” Thump, thump, zip, 
zip, zap, zap! My brother Austin was outside 
when it happened. He was poured on! When he 
came inside I rushed to get a towel. Steven was 
laughing out loud when he saw him covered 
with rain. Soon my mom came out and said,  
“You need to brush you teeth.” Next, my dad 
came out and he called the dogs, “Vidit, Ruger, 
Jazzy come inside right now.” The dogs were not 
wet because they were under the porch roof. 
Jazzy always gets nervous. Lightning struck 

again. Bang, bang, and then boom! My brother’s 
iPod was on. He was playing it when Austin 
was playing outside. Soon I heard “bang, bang, 
bang.” I’ll always remember the storm because it 
was close to my birthday, near December 6th.



10 ~ Narrative

Jake Smith_____________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Dawn Silva

Dylan’s Space Adventure

The day Dylan got word that he was being 
recruited for space camp, he went ecstatic. 

He could not believe that he, of all people, 
would be in space in the coming week. He 
was even on national T.V! “Dylan Spencer, Jake 
Davis, Bobby McCoy, and David Johnson are 
attending the NASA Space Camp on January 
3rd,” the announcer said into the microphone. 
Dylan smiled. His dream had come true. Wait . . . 
no, two dreams had came true. For 1, he was on 
television and for 2, he was going on a rocket. 
How cool was that! 

Seven days later, Dylan was packed and 
ready. His parents gave him a hug, and he 
boarded the craft. He was first amazed at the 
sheer dimension of it. Then he glanced around 
and saw a uniformed person reading a book in 
a chair. Dylan asked him where his seat was and 
without looking up, he pointed at a bright chair 
in the center of the room with his index finger. 
A few minutes after he was seated, a short guy 
came stumbling into the chamber. 

“Who are you?” asked Dylan. 
“Jake Davis, of course,” answered Jake. “And 

who are you?” said Jake. 
“Oh, just Dylan Spencer,” mimicked Dylan. 
He was really annoyed by this guy’s 

attitude. Jake stormed off and took his seat. 
“Well, that didn’t go very well,” thought Dylan. 
He wondered what do do. Luckily for him, a 
voice blazed through the craft: “Take your seats, 
everyone. Liftoff will commence in 30 seconds.” 
To Dylan, 30 seconds felt like eternity, but finally, 
he felt the floor rumble. He braced himself, the 
crowd cheered like this was the best thing since 
indoor plumbing, and he lifted off. 

An hour later, after the initial shock of 
liftoff, Dylan started taking notes. He noticed 
that Saturn’s rings were made of particles 
not actually solid matter. He took more notes 
about space, and then fell into a deep sleep. 
He awoke to the sound of the intercom saying: 
“Spacegoers, please report to the mess hall in 
15 minutes.” Dylan jumped out of bed, and tried 
to get dressed (which was not an easy thing to 
do, considering his clothes floated away from 
him when  he tried to grab them). Five minutes 
and ten seconds later, he was dressed and in 
the mess hall. The food was same old-same old, 
scrambled eggs and over-fried toast. 

After he ate his food, he went to his first 
class:  How to pilot a space ship. While the 
instructor droned on and on, Dylan’s thoughts 
went from one thing to the next. He was 
wondering how long he was going to be sitting 
here when suddenly the class was over. Then 
Dylan remembered that he had something 
important to do. 

Later that night, when he saw Jake, he said: 
“I’m really sorry about how I acted yesterday. 
Can you forgive me?” Jake’s jaw nearly dropped, 
but he forgave Dylan. They became fast friends. 

A few days later, the ship started to descend 
to Earth. As the rocket touched down, Dylan 
unbuckled his silver seat belt, stepped off, and 
greeted his parents. As he and his mom walked 
to the car, his mom bombarded him with 
questions. Then the got in the car and went 
home for dinner. 
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Ayva Layton____________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Marcia Lovett

Leah’s Pony

Once there was a girl named Leah. She was 
eight and she was very tall for her age. She 

had a grey pony named Ashalin. She lived with 
her family in a little house in the desert valley 
surrounded by mountains.

Leah had one younger sister and two older 
brothers. Her sister’s name was Laura, her twin 
brothers’ names were Willy and Billy. They had 
a lot of struggles but they always helped each 
other out.

One night, while her father was away on 
business, there was a horrible storm. Lightning 
struck all around their little house, the walls 
trembled from the gusts of wind. The girls were 
scared that their home would be destroyed. 
Lightning flashed through the windows, and the 
sound of the thunder shook the house. The kids 
huddled together in the bedroom with their 
mother and together they waited out the storm. 
Ashalin, the pony, was scared by the thunder 
and took off into the dark night.

The next morning when Leah went outside 
she found Ashalin gone, she ran inside and cried 
to her mother, ”Ashalin’s gone.” Her mom tried 
everything to cheer her up, but nothing worked. 
She got her some hot chocolate, gave her hugs 
and even brought in a kitten from the barn. Still 
Leah was so sad, she missed Ashalin so much.

Two days later, Ashalin had not returned and 
Leah told her sister, “We need to go out and find 
Ashalin. I’m afraid she got hurt.”

Laura said, “It’s going to be too far of a trip, I 
don’t think mom will be okay with us going.”

They went and asked their mom, and to 
their surprise mom said, “Okay you can go, but 
Willy and Billy have to go too.”

So they packed water, food, and supplies. 
The next morning they saddled up some horses, 
hugged their mother and took off into the 
desert.

They traveled all day, following what tracks 
the storm hadn’t washed away. By supper they 
made it to the base of the North Mountains.

Billy said, “We should make camp for the 
night, the sun is setting.”

Willy and Billy set up the tent, while Laura 
gathered firewood and Leah got the bread out 
for dinner.

Suddenly Laura screamed and the others 
came running. They found her slowly backing 
away from a boulder.

“What’s wrong?” Willy exclaimed.
“Snake,” Laura stuttered and pointed at the 

boulder. At the base of the boulder sat a huge 
snake with red, yellow and black stripes, the 
snake looked ready to strike.

Willy questioned, “Oh man . . . is that a coral 
snake? Those are deadly.”

“Red on yellow, kill a fellow, red on black, 
friend of Jack,” answered Leah.

“Oh good then it’s just a King snake. Who 
wants snake for dinner?” asked Billy with a sigh 
of relief.

As they fell asleep Leah was so grateful for 
her brothers and sister but she wondered if they 
would ever find her beloved pony.

The next day as they climbed over the 
mountain they heard a soft whinny. Leah 
wondered what it was, she jumped off Laura’s 
horse and ran around the bend. There was 
Ashalin. Leah was so happy she started crying, 
“Oh Ashalin I am so happy you’re okay.”

Ashalin hearing Leah’s voice, tried to get up, 
but she stumbled and fell back down. Her foot 
was stuck in a hole.

“Billy, Willy, I think she’s stuck, please help,” 
Leah cried out to her brothers.

They all worked together to free the pony. 
They tried to pull her out but that didn’t work. 
They then dug the hole bigger and finally they 
were able to free Ashalin’s leg from the hole.

They could tell that Ashalin’s leg was badly 
injured and she couldn’t make it all the way back 
home. The closest town was only a few more 
miles away and their father might still be there 
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on business, so they decided to try and get 
Ashalin there.

As the sun was high in the sky they reached 
the town and were happy to see their father’s 
wagon in front of the main store.

Billy rode ahead and got their father. The 
kids were so thrilled to see their father that they 
jumped off their horses and ran into his arms. 
They excitedly told him of their adventure in the 
mountains with the snake, finding Ashalin and 
her injured leg.

With their father’s help they bandaged the 
wounded horse’s leg and headed for home 
together.

Nahomy Rueda_________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Lowell Elementary
Teacher - Lisa Alvarez

Issues With My Parents

Hi my name is Natalie and I have many 
issues with my parents. The main conflict 

with my parents is that they argue so much that 
they make me feel anxious. Sometimes I feel 
worse than kids with parents that are divorced. 
My family never feels jubilant. One question, 
are or were your parents like this? My dad is a 
mechanic and my mom sells food. Every day 
it’s the same thing mom has to yell at dad and 
say, “I work harder than you. Give me a break!” 
Then, she sends him to sleep in the living room. 
They’re always fighting for the bathroom. I 
can hear “Hey open the door now you take 
forever.” And to think I thought my room was 
the quietest room in the house. My youngest 

brother wants to move at the age of fifteen. 
Their arguments are tearing our family apart. 
Three days ago I heard a “Buuush!” It turned out 
Mom packed some bags and told us dad was 
moving out. If you ask me I think that’s very 
cruel. But my dad didn’t move out. My mom said 
“Your dad can stay on one condition.” Dad had 
to stay in my room for a while. Dad went back 
to his regular room. Him and Mom were as close 
as ever for a month. I felt really jubilant. But then 
Dad got frustrated with Mom and went to my 
bedroom again. I always ask my self one really 
big question, why are my parents like this?
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Autumn Bramley________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Becky Nudell

Up and Over

I was eagerly staring out the window of the 
chamber I felt like I was trapped in with so 

many thoughts caged in my mind. Not knowing 
what the journey ahead would bring was just 
one of the scary thoughts that screamed to be 
heard, that whispered in my head. As soon as 
the pilot spoke, my thoughts trailed off. It was 
almost like they disappeared into thin air, flat- 
out oblivion. Before I could realize, the plane 
took off soaring through the sky.

I was wonderstruck at the sight that was 
right before my eyes! At this point I felt tons 
of remorse for considering arguing with my 
parents about getting on this plane. “Weeeee,” I 
could hear in the distance. I was comparing the 
looks on my family members’ faces when  my 
dad asked, “should we go on that ride?” He was 
pointing at a faint mountain in the distance that 
seemed to be a skyscraper.

I added a faint smile after that question. That 
was mostly the nervousness building up inside 
of me. Three . . . two . . . one . . . before I could say 

“oh no,” we were on the biggest ride I have ever 
been on, Mount Everest at Walt Disney World. 
Up we went which seemed like forever. Once we 
reached the top I was scared to death; fingers 
shaking, breathing in and out rapidly, and my 
heart pumping.

Then it dawned on me. This was going to 
be a bumpy ride. Up and over, left and right 
we went. We started to slow down and I finally 
opened my eyes. Then the worst thing I could 
imagine happened, we went backwards, 
zooming backwards! “Ahhhhh,” everybody 
screamed! We went up and over, backwards.

Right at this moment tons of thoughts were 
flying through my mind which made the fact 
that I’m scared of heights seem like nothing at 
the time. At least I really didn’t know where I was 
because it was pitch black in that never ending 
tunnel. It seemed like it would go on forever 
but the ride finally stopped. Having all those 
mixed emotions made me happy. “Up and over,” 
I muttered, ”up and over.”
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Sage Millett____________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Karen Weinstein

Getting Glasses
I   sighed. It was writing time; why do the 

eye test now? I got up from my desk and 
reluctantly walked to the next room. The nurse 
met me there. I waited in line while the other 
kids were tested. I ran the beads of an abacus up 
and down, counting the place value. “Sage, it’s 
your turn now,” the nurse called. I dashed over to 
where the nurse was waiting, put a cup over my 
left eye and started reading the eye chart. When 
I got to the third row the letters were a jumbled 
mess. I tried to read them but I couldn’t. With 
my left eye I got as far as the fourth row. The 
nurse looked at me but only said, “Go back to 
your classroom.” I wondered about the nurse’s 
look. Then it struck me I might have to get 
glasses! The thought was scary and exciting at 
the same time. The next day I was called back 
to the nurse’s office. I went happily this time; 
it was math! At the nurse’s office I retook the 
eye test. Later that night my mom pulled out 
an envelope. She read it to our family. It said I 
needed glasses. My dad said tomorrow I would 
go see his friend Dr. McMullen.

When I got to the eye doctor, the woman 
at the front desk told me to go into a room. The 

room had lots of machines and the lights were 
all turned out. The woman didn’t close the door 
and I was glad because its light was the only 
way I could make out anything. First, we went to 
a machine that had a hole to look through. As I 
looked inside I saw a mix of blurry red and green 
lights. The woman asked what I could see. I told 
her that I could only see blurs. Next she took me 
to a machine shaped like a big dish. I pressed a 
clicker whenever I saw a green dot flash. Finally, 
I was done with the eye tests.

The woman reported to Dr. McMullen that I 
had a little blind spot in my right eye and that 
my left had bad eyesight too. We did a few more 
tests and then went into the lobby where my 
mom and I chose the frames for my new glasses. 

The next week I went back to get my 
glasses. I made sure they fit and thanked Dr. 
McMullen. On the way home, I kept flipping 
them up and down on the bridge of my nose. It 
was amazing to see the comparison. Now I wear 
my glasses everywhere. I like them a lot and 
they make my world clearer. 

Mykenzie Almquist______________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Wilson Elementary
Teacher - Alicia Veitel

The High Dive
I was several feet high, trying not to look down. 

A lot of pressure ran up my head down to my 
toes.

At first, I never thought it would be this 
difficult. When I see other people do it, it looked 
. . . easy. I felt like the world was depending on 
me. It felt like a do or die situation.

Then, everyone was telling me, “You can do 
it!” while I was telling myself, “Don’t look down!” 
My heart was pounding so hard as if it was 
going to burst out! Boom, boom, the sound my 

heart made repeatedly.
At last, I took it step-by-step, feeling like a 

baby taking its first steps. As I was about to drop, 
I took a deep breath and pinched my nose with 
my fingers. I bounced off the edge, feet first. I 
shut my eyes so tight it made my body stiff. It all 
came so fast that SPLASH, I jumped off the high 
dive.

As I swam up to the surface, a breeze of 
confidence and relief brushed across my face. 
With a grin, I was eager to go again. 
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Amanda Kindt__________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Bush Elementary
Teacher - Chris Roche

Who Can I Trust?
“Trust means you can count on someone. Trust is something you have to be careful with. It’s not 

something you take, it is given. If you make bad choices with trust you lose it. 
TRUST is one of the most fragile things in the world.”

I trembled excitedly in my seat. My eyes were 
closed, and I was blindfolded. Thoughts 

were stirring in my mind. I kept on thinking, it’s 
okay, it’s okay, it’s only a walk around the school 
blindfolded, and someone is guiding me! But to 
me it felt like so much more. What if my guide 
was a boy? What would happen if I bump into 
something and people snicker and laugh at me 
later? Would I trip and fall on my face? Do I even 
know my guide that well . . . ? I felt like a silly 
wreck. I’m obviously overreacting. I don’t know, 
though, I mean, it just felt silly to be acting like 
I’m going to die over a simple walk around the 
school! But I was counting on someone to keep 
me on my feet and not bump me into anything. 
I was in control of my feet, my guide was in 
control of my eyes. As I was thinking and silently 
panicking, someone gently gripped my wrist. 
Here we go . . . 

My guide raised me from my chair by 
slightly pulling on my arm. As I slowly rose, I 
felt myself hesitate, but walked forward as my 
guide tugged my wrist. They held my wrist in 
a peculiar way. If you  make an L shape with 
your index finger and your thumb, then wrap 
them around your wrist as if feeling for a pulse, 
then you’ll understand. As we turned, I felt 
myself stumble a bit. It felt like never-ending 
circles! It felt as if I were swaying while walking. 
I remembered how Mr. Roche said to listen for 
our surroundings. I heard loud blowing, and a 
soft humming or buzzing sound. I also smelled 
soap, I knew we were by the bathrooms. As 
we slowly made our way down the hallway, I 
heard a teacher talking about what we were 
doing, possibly to a younger child. I would 
just like to say that I have been at Bush for 
eight years, preschool, kindergarten, 1st 
grade, 2nd, 3rd, 4th, 5th, and now 6th! I had these 
hallways memorized forwards and backwards.  

 
But blindfolded, I felt like I had been here for a 
day. I was totally lost! As I was thinking these 
things, I bumped roughly into something that 
felt like a bin. Oh gosh, oh gosh, oh gosh! My 
jaw tightened, and I felt my face grow hot from 
embarrassment. I sucked in my breath, bit my 
lip, and continued walking. I heard Mr. Roche 
talking to other kids, and I knew we were by the 
classroom. 

We walked inside the classroom slowly, 
me barely bumping into the door frame. My 
guide continued pulling me forward, turned 
me around, and pushed down on my shoulders 
gently. I took the hint and sat down. As more 
and more people entered, more excited and 
loud voices chatted about their experience 
while laughing. I waited for a little while more, 
and suddenly thought I was supposed to take 
my blindfold off. I unwrapped it, and BAM! An 
unexpected flash of light! It was so bright I had 
to squint. I fluttered my eyelids and rubbed my 
eyes with the side of my hand. I quickly realized 
I wasn’t supposed to take my blindfold off yet, 
and quickly slid mine back on. I waited until Mr. 
Roche said to take off our blindfolds. Then there 
was that bright light again.

As I blinked my eyes, I saw that I was the 
very first one in the long line of chairs. Kids 
were chatting and laughing as they talked 
about what they did, and how many times they 
almost fell. I twisted my mouth into what was 
a confused smile. I didn’t know what to think, I 
mean, in the beginning I was scared out of my 
mind before doing the trust walk. When we 
were walking, it was fun, and then I embarrassed 
myself at some point. I have to admit, I really 
liked it, though. Mr. Roche passed by with a 
bucket to drop our blindfolds in. As we moved 
our chairs back to our desk, I couldn’t help but 
smile. The trust walk was truly something.  
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Kylie Bartel_____________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Randy Mann

What Happened to Mr. Wood?
Student:

A couple days ago was the weirdest and 
most unusual day that I’ve ever had at school. 
My classmates and I were waiting in the 
classroom for our teacher, Mr. Wood, to arrive.

Suddenly, Mr. Wood burst into the 
classroom with a missing shoe on his right foot, 
suit pants with a four inch hole in them, his suit 
jacket missing, his glasses broken, mud all over 
his shirt and face, and a tie that was ripped in 
half. 

I was completely shocked . . . The next thing 
I knew, the class and I were laughing at him. 
It was so hysterical seeing our very strict and 
usually neatly dressed teacher wearing the most 
ridiculous outfit that ever existed.

“Will everyone just be quiet?!” shouted Mr. 
Wood and the class was silent. “I’m now going 
to give you your reading test,” he said in an 
annoyed voice.

After our test we had a long talk about how 
you’re not supposed to laugh at your teacher. 
Then he sent us out to recess.

My friend and I talked all day long about 
what had happened. We asked other teachers 
and students about Mr. Wood but they didn’t 
have answers for us. We even asked the principal 
about him but she didn’t know anything either. 
Sadly, my friend and I never found out what 
happened to Mr. Wood. To us, it remained an 
unsolved mystery. 

Teacher:
Okay, this was one of the worst days that I’ve 

ever had in my life.
I woke up late, put on my clothes, ate 

breakfast, and brushed my hair and teeth all 
within ten minutes. I rushed out the door with 
my lunch, not knowing that my neighbor’s 
dumb dog had gotten loose earlier this 
morning. When it saw me hurrying out to my 
car, it started chasing me. Naturally, I ran.

The dog leapt over a mud puddle which 
I ran through. Unfortunately, the mud was 
much thicker than it looked and I lost my most 
expensive shoe! When I finally caught up with 
the beast, he had torn open the sack and started 
eating my sandwich.

“You dumb dog!!!” I shouted as I charged at 
him. I frightened him, so he ran at me, grabbed 
my tie and ripped it to shreds.

“NO!” I shouted “this was my favorite tie!”

He then grabbed my pant leg and ripped 
a hole in it. I started to run away from the dog, 
toward the school, and he chased me the whole 
way there. When I finally arrived and clocked in, 
I looked terrible! My hair was a mess and my suit 
was completely ruined! My sock had a hole in it 
and I was missing my suit jacket.

I sulked to the classroom. When I opened 
the door, my class started laughing at me which 
just made my day worse. “Will everyone just be 
quiet!” I shouted and the class was silent. “I am 
now going to give you your reading test,” I said 
as I grabbed the papers off of my desk and 
started to hand them out.

Then I thought about what had just 
happened and started to laugh myself. The class 
was right, I did look goofy and smelled funny. 
Even if that stupid dog had ruined part of my 
day, at least he didn’t ruin all of it.
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Andy Huynh____________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Robson Elementary
Teacher - Paul Jenkins

Dead Rising

Thomas is a 17 year old, laying on his bed, in 
his apartment room. He had short black hair 

that seemed to absorb all the sunlight in the 
room. His room is messy with shirts, jeans, dirty 
socks, CDs, posters, and empty bags of chips. 
The sun shining on a wall dimly lit up a gory 
zombie poster. It was an ordinary summer day 
in Phoenix, Arizona. The temperature was higher 
than usual; people were on the streets minding 
their own business. To Thomas it was going to 
be his daily summer routine. Or so he thought.
Just then he heard the sound of glass breaking 
and people screaming. Surprised by the noise 
he fell off his bed, hitting his head on a CD case.

“Ow, stupid CD case!” annoyed he kicked it 
away, got up and went to check his window.

Car alarms blared, people were running. 
Confused, he opened his window and called to a 
man that was running.

“Hey! Excuse me! What’s going on?”
“People are—”
The man stopped talking shortly after he 

was cut off by a horde of people, clothes ragged 
and stained, bursting from the streets. With fear, 
Thomas ran, grabbed his backpack, and stuffed 
food and water in it, along with a flashlight, and 
batteries. Thomas then heard a scream. He knew 
for sure what was happening. Having one thing 
on his mind he ran to apartment room B13.

Thomas burst through the room. His friend 
Lenda, who was also 17, was in her bed, startled. 
Her hair was blond and in curls as usual.

“Pack up. Now.” Fear lingered in every word 
he said.

“Why? Next time knock!”
“Well, sorry! We’re having a zombie 

apocalypse here!”
Just then a man ran past Thomas and 

jumped out the window. Lenda then jumped 
off her bed and started packing. Once she was 
done they headed towards a gas station where a 
zombie was stuck in a trash can.

“Well he died a horrible death” a hint of 

hysteria in her voice.” You’re getting the keys Mr. 
El Presidante.”

Thomas gave Lenda an eye roll and 
snatched the keys from the zombie’s mouth, 
then wiping the saliva on his jeans. Out of the 
corner of his eye the zombie held a piece of 
paper. Lenda took the paper and scanned the 
text.

“Well, what does it say?”
“Safe-house in L.A., his truck is that blue 

Ford over there.”
Thomas pressed the unlock key and they 

got in. A couple of hours later they had just 
crossed the border when they ran out of gas. 
Luckily a house was near by. Thomas barely 
touched the door when it creaked open. It was 
a worn down house with rotting furniture, and a 
creepy staircase, but a house nonetheless. Going 
upstairs they found a messy bedroom.

“I’m not sleeping on these rags!” Lenda said, 
she grimaced at a cockroach on the bed.

“Suit yourself,” and Thomas fell fast asleep.
Thomas was awoken by moans outside. 

Getting off the bed he looked outside a window. 
Outside, a horde of zombies were coming. 
Looking down he saw Lenda had made a 
makeshift bed out of backpacks.

“Wake up! No time for dreaming about My 
Little Ponies!”

Thomas started running downstairs and 
barricaded the door and the stairs. When done, 
he jumped over the barricade on the stairs, 
when the zombies tackled down the door. Some 
of the zombies in the front row, made it up the 
stairs.

“You shall not pass!” screamed Thomas as 
he whacked one in the head. He then took their 
bags, smashed a window, and started climbing 
to the roof. Lenda did the same and got on too 
just as the zombies broke down the barrier. 
They rushed towards the window some tripping 
over each other. Then a helicopter was hovering 
about them. 
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“Get on! Hurry unless you have a death 
wish!”

A hideous head then poked out from 
the rim of the roof. Lenda let out a yelp and 
started climbing. Thomas followed suit. On 
the helicopter the man explained he was a 
civilian who hijacked the helicopter with his 
friend, since the army men got infected. He also 
explained that he was going to L.A.

“Hear that? We’re gonna make it!” said 
Lenda.

A couple hours later the plane landed at the 
safe house. Lenda and Thomas rushed to the 
door to the safe house as the sun was rising.
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Adrienne Perez_________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Summit Academy
Teacher - Margaret Carreiro

Dog Invasion
A Tribute to Izzy

I stretched my paws out in front of me. My 
humans had been gone all day and I was 

getting restless. Folding my ears, I walk down 
the hall towards the back pantry door where 
the humans normally enter from the garage. My 
black-and-white tuxedo coat shimmered in the 
light of the window just behind a large, tall blue 
cage. Jumping onto the fireplace the cage sits 
next to, I peered in to see a plump, grey guinea 
pig named Daisy.

I flick my tail and give a gentle mew “The 
humans should be coming home soon don’t 
you think?” Startled, the guinea pig whirls 
around and recoils, finally it noticed it was me 
and calmed down. 

“You scared me Izzy!” The pig shook its 
head and scratched its ear. I placed my paws 
squarely in front of me and turned my head as 
the pantry door swung open. My humans came 
walking inside. On a leash curled up on one of 
the children’s arms, was a little dog.

I raced over to the other side of the room 
and hid behind a wall. I could see it in the 
dog’s expression. As soon as it entered our 
home the first thing that hit it was my scent. I 
stared at the fuzzy, wide-eyed creature; it was a 
black Chihuahua, female. I sniffed the air and it 
smelled like street, the dog was a stray. They had 
found it only hours before. I took in one more 
smell. Fear scent. The dog was scared but didn’t 
seem to want to attack. All I knew was that if 
they kept this mutt, my life would never be the 
same ever again.

The dog has stayed in our home for around 
three months; my humans named it Sophie. The 
beast has marked its scent all over the house 
and it has started to become unbearable. I 
planned to go outside and take a break from 
the dog. The children in the house seem to 
adore Sophie. I walked over to the sliding glass 
door and pawed at it. None of my humans were 
around so I started to meow. One of the children  
 

started walking over to me from the other side 
of the room.

She bent over and started to pet my head, 
“Do you want to go outside Izzy?” I purred. I 
hadn’t had affection from the children for some 
time because of the oh-so-cute-rat-dog. The girl 
stood up and unlocked the door. As soon as the 
door was wide enough for me to slip outside, I 
bolted. The smell of fresh air rushed into my 
lungs and tickled my nose. I trotted across the 
yard and jumped up onto a wall. With perfect 
balance, I skimmed down the brown, brick fence 
until I was at the front yard. Jumping down with 
ease, I landed on the hard gravel. The front yard 
was simple and desert-like. There was a tall 
Palm tree, lots of gravel, large rocks in a river 
formation, two bushes, and a young, green Palo 
Verde tree.

I walked out of the yard and onto the side-
walk. The wind changed course and started to 
lightly blow against my fur. After being in the 
stale air of the house, it felt good to ruffle up my 
pelt. I ran, at a comfortable pace, down the road.

I had stayed out in the fresh air for around 
a day and a half when boredom and hunger 
took over. My humans would always roll up a 
pipe-cleaner and throw it down the hallway 
while I would go and chase it. Out on my own I 
could only sit and listen to the wind and feel it 
blow my fur, which isn’t all that bad. I also had 
nothing to eat except crickets, grasshoppers, 
and grass. I got up, stretched out my legs, and 
lumbered down the road toward home.

When I jumped the fence and walked into 
the back yard, I was greeted by a stern growl 
made by none other than, Sophie. I just walked 
right by her and walked onto the back porch. 
Sophie barked and whined; obviously she 
hadn’t missed me very much. On the other 
hand, I was greeted with warm hugs, pets, and 
treats from my humans, right in front of the 
dog who was sitting, lonely, outside in the hot, 
humid summer air.
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Riley Duemler__________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Beyond the Forest

I rolled out of bed and yawned.  I decided to go 
horseback riding so I could see the morning 

sunrise.  I threw on some dark green riding 
clothes (because that’s my favorite color) and 
ran out the door.  I walked the familiar path and I 
was almost at the stable when I heard footsteps 
making their way toward me.  Without turning 
around I yelled, “Adrian I know you’re behind 
me!” The footsteps stopped, I heard a swish and 
before I could blink, Adrian was upside down 
hanging from the stable roof.

He said “Hello Raven. Up for some horseback 
riding today?” I smiled, I never could say no to 
Adrian.  He was a tall, dusty blond, cheeky Tillian 
elf that never could resist showing off.   Adrian’s 
wavy, dusty blond hair shone in the sunlight as 
he dropped to his feet and held out an apple.  
He said “I even brought an apple for White 
Lightning.”

“You can come along.  I was planning on 
riding White Lightning today and practice my 
archery anyway.” I began to mull over the last 
few days.  My name is Raven Diamond Cloud.  I 
am a Tillian elf that lives in the kingdom of Rose.  
The Tillian people’s arch enemy are the Wartacks.  
They are twice the height of a Tillian and made 
entirely of rock.  We have been fighting them since 
the beginning of time.  There is absolutely no 
hope for peace.  Their king is Mortog, emperor of 
the Wartacks.  Mortog is a Tillian elf that believes 
the Council of the Elves has wronged him.  No 
one knows what treacherous act he believes 
the council did.  I am as big of a target to the 
Wartacks as my father is, King Zandor the Stern, 
because I could inherit the throne.  My father never 
talks to me because he is so ashamed of me.  It 
was because I was born that my mother died in 
childbirth.  She was a beautiful graceful queen and 
a kind mother I am told.  Her name was Brooke.  
The only thing I remember about her is that, even 
though she had the clearest bluest eyes, she was 
blind.  I have heard my mother was blinded by 
Wartack forces.  She was an expert archer, like me, 
but all it took was a simple spell summoned by the 

Wartacks’ wizard, Onean.  She could not deflect it 
because all of her strength was spent.  She never 
got to see me or my sister.  I am also told she 
wanted to have a son.  For now, though, I am stuck 
with my twin sister.  My twin sister is being a pain 
in the neck.  She is the rightful heir to the throne 
after my father steps down.  I strongly dislike my 
twin sister, because she is so perfect.  Jewel has 
straight blond hair and is a whole thirty seconds 
older! I am the only one that has black hair in the 
whole land of Rose.  Everyone suspects that I am 
going to turn evil. Well I’m not!

Adrian’s voice interrupted my thoughts 
“Come on Raven, which trail do you want to go 
down?”

“The trail by the brook sounds good.” We 
rode in silence for a while, side by side, enjoying 
the bright spring morning.

“What’cha thinking about?” Adrian said out 
of the blue.  

“Why no one will talk to me.”
“You mean the prophecy?”
“Yeah, just because my hair is a different 

color does not mean I will turn evil.  Jewel is 
going to side with the Wartacks, the most evil 
force in Rose, and she will become the Wartacks’ 
queen and bring the kingdom of Rose to ruins!” 
my voice got louder and louder.

“Calm down Raven, want to race?” I smiled.  
I would do anything to take my mind off the 
hideous Wartacks.

“Sure Adrian, White Lighting is up for it.  
How about Whirlwind?”

He rolled his eyes and bragged, “I could beat 
you with my hands tied behind my back.”

“You sure about that, Adrian?”
“Do I suspect a dare? But yes, I could beat 

you with my hands tied behind my back,” he 
teased.  So I got down and tied his hands with 
a piece of vine I cut from the forest floor.  I 
mounted my horse, sure I had this one in the 
bag.
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“Ready.  Set.  Go.” I said, taking off like a 
shot.  Whirlwind was gaining so I aimed at a tree 
with my bow and arrow.  The satisfying “thunk” 
of victory led me to smile as Adrian became 
covered with wet leaves shed from the tree as a 
result of the impact.  I raced down the path and 
hearing White Lightning’s labored breathing, 
I stopped.  Something felt unusual.  I had a 
strange sense of foreboding.  The trees which 
usually looked friendly had transformed.  Now, 

in my eyes the branches looked like they had 
talons that wanted to snatch me and drag me 
into the shadowy depths of the forest.  I looked 
around and sniffed.  A rotting smell filled the 
clearing that I remembered smelling the night 
my mother died.   

Behind me Adrian burst into the clearing 
and said “Why are we stopping?”

And that is when the Wartacks attacked.   
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Jackelyn Lobatos________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Patti Reckell

Grief

My eyes opened to darkness. Outside I 
could hear her barking. I was only half 

awake, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to fall back 
asleep from all the noise. I opened a window.

“Dolly! Shut up!”
She took no notice and continued her 

racket. She always barks at nothing. If she barks 
again I’ll go downstairs and let her in.

“Bark”
I threw my sheets to the side and found my 

way through the darkness until I reached the 
stairs. I paused. Maybe I shouldn’t. I didn’t want 
to wake my relatives. After all, we only see them 
two times a year. No, I’ll just leave her. She’s fine. 
I made my way back to the room and crawled 
into bed. Then she stopped. Finally, I turned 
away from the window and let myself drift away.

“Jackie, what is that”, my sister called.
My eyes flew open. The world came into 

focus.
“Do you hear that?”
A faint sobbing could be heard in the room 

next to us, my brother’s. It grew louder, the way 
a small sprinkle turns into a downpour.

“Is David crying?”
She got out of bed and cracked the door 

open. It was definitely my brother.
“What’s wrong?” I heard Annie say in a 

desperate tone.
Ceci and I crept to their doorway. David was 

sitting on the bed, Annie asking what she could 
do. Ceci stepped in, I followed behind her.

“What’s happening?” she asked.
Annie turned to face us, her eyes were filled 

with confusion and concern.
“Get out now,” my brother shouted.
I went back to bed, but just as I started to 

doze off the downpour started. I couldn’t stand 
the sounds of heartbreak coming from someone 
I love. I crept back to my brother’s room.

“What’s wrong?”

“Go ask Diana,” David said through sobs.
I rushed to Diana’s door in compliance. I 

pounded my fist on the door. I heard the lock 
click and I swung the door open. Annie and Ceci 
rushed in before I could move a toe.

Ugh it’s too early for this. As I lay there I could 
overhear the conversation.

“Last night...Dolly...dead.”
My eyes opened, my heart dropped, throat 

closed. No, I must’ve heard the wrong thing. 
I heard her last night. She can’t be gone. Not 
like that, not that fast. I walked silently into my 
sister’s room.

“What did you just say?” I asked in a whisper.
“Jackie sit down,” Diana said, a worried look 

crossing her face.
Ceci was next to her, silent, staring at 

nothing. Her eyes started to water, a tear 
streamed down her face.

“What did you just say?” I said louder, my 
voice breaking along with my heart.

The air escaped my lungs. My head spun, 
my hands tingled, vision going, unsteady feet. 
I stumbled to the bed. In those few moments, 
a part of me had disappeared from existence. 
It felt as if life was dry. All the happiness inside 
me had been sucked out, leaving me dry and 
broken. The tears flowed, I couldn’t breathe 
right. I sucked in big gulps of air, my stomach 
heaved, my brain was numb. But the air had 
thinned, it was dry, the happiness had been 
sucked out of it too. Suddenly, I was sitting 
in the downpour. I heard the tears all around 
me, the sounds of heartache. I was sitting in a 
hurricane.

Minutes passed but that pain in my heart 
only grew. A weight had been placed there, 
too heavy for me to move. I spent my time 
reminiscing. The way her eyes would light up 
with excitement when we came home. How 
she could clap her hands when she was excited. 
Her squishy under snout and proud demeanor. 
She had so much personality. She had attitude, 
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she was a lady. The way she walked, proud and 
almost strutting. She loved us and she knew 
we loved her. How could such a creature be 
gone. She wasn’t just a dog she was my family. 
It wasn’t fair.

“How did she die?”
“Dad woke me up telling me that Dolly was 

hurt. He had gone to check on her and when he 
called for her she came limping over. She used 
all of her remaining strength just to go to Dad 
and then collapsed. We think an animal came 
into the backyard,” Diana explained.

“But why were they outside in the first 
place?”

“Mom didn’t want Minnie peeing in the 
house, but she didn’t want her to be outside 
by herself so she put Dolly outside too, but not 
Rue.”

I decided to get up. I crept down the stairs, 
reached the bottom, and stopped. All three 
beds were in their usual spots, but only two 
were occupied. My eyes started to water. I 
blinked back the tears, took a deep breath, and 
walked in. The room went silent.

“Jackie,” my mom said excitedly, trying to 
mask the gloom inside of her. “Do you want 
some breakfast, eat something,” she insisted as 
she grabbed my arm.

“No,” I said louder as I pulled away from her 
hold on my arm.

Oh no. My eyes were watering. I have to leave. 
They can’t see me crying over a dog. I stormed 
out and ran up the stairs. I couldn’t hold myself 
together for more than two minutes. I stood 
against the wall, sobbing until I could collect 
myself.

Our relatives left and my siblings and 
I gathered in the kitchen. My brother was 
transfixed on the table where Dolly’s usual spot 
was. His eyes started to water. We hugged each 
other and we just stood there, crying.

You see, tears are a reflection of pain. Each 
tear holds a portion of heartache, chipping away 
at the sadness inside of you that weighs on your 
heart. But eventually the tears stop flowing. The 
pain becomes easier to bear and the weight 
is no longer there. It never truly goes away, we 
simply learn to live with it and continue on, 
as hard as that can be. I knew I couldn’t do it 
alone. I needed support. I wasn’t going to feel 
ashamed of how I felt. Grieving isn’t something 
I should hide or suppress to please someone. I 
loved Dolly. No, I still love her. Here or not, she 
will always be with me. Sadness isn’t something 
to sweep under the rug. You deal with it. 
Although depressing, I still have my siblings, my 
parents, and my two other dogs. We will all help 
each other through it, fighting every day until 
that weight is gone. It will take time, but I will 
learn to live with it.
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Zoe Russo______________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Patti Reckell

Happy and Healthy

I remember being utterly bored, waiting in 
the unmoving pharmacy line at Walgreens- 

at the corner of neither happy nor healthy. The 
omnipresent smell of antiseptic stung my nose. 
People sat, stood, and tapped their toes to the 
lyricless elevator music. My mother and I waited 
patiently together. My mom was both physically 
and mentally content. I say that because, while 
I may have appeared completely satisfied, my 
brain seemed to be screaming at me that if I 
didn’t do something, anything, it would simply 
and spontaneously combust without a second 
thought. I decided to bounce on the palms of 
my feet, rather vigorously, to pass some time, 
shattering my appearance to the outside world 
as a patient child.

After a good ten minutes, the line finally 
lessened enough that I could regain my 
composure. Only one lady stood between 
us and the pharmaceutical counter, just one 
person away from my mother’s headache pills. 
She desperately needed them, what with four 
shrieking offspring at home. The elderly lady, 
she had to be eighty at the least, pulled out her 
floral wallet in order to pay for her antidote. She 
balanced the wallet in one hand, an oak wood 
cane with chipping white paint in the other.

As she attempted to slip her colorful money 
pouch back into her oversized, squash colored 
purse, a silver and copper rainstorm erupted 
from the floral cloud. The coins shrieked in 
agony as they fell from the safety of their home, 
rolled solemnly a few inches, and quietly slipped 
into the gap where the counter doesn’t quite 
meet the floor. The world seemed to fall into 
a Catholic silence. No feet tapped, and no one 
hummed along to the everlasting chords of an 
acoustic guitar that sounded something like 
Trouble by Taylor Swift.

Guilt hit me like a miniature bus, right to 
the heart. While everyone was just staring at 
the poor lady, not offering any assistance, I had 
gone with the flow and stared at her too. I might 

as well have been a mannequin, because I stood 
like a statue, unmoving. Moments later, I had 
subconsciously lain down on the ground, flat on 
my stomach, and was scraping up the scattered 
family of coins. I emerged triumphantly 
moments later. In my palm lay at least a dozen 
coins. I thrust out my hand, only to find that the 
aged woman was nowhere to be seen.

My size four feet seemed to be winding 
up, using all the energy I had stored up while 
waiting in line. I launched myself through isles 
and past families to the exit, where I found her, 
struggling to open the door. “Excuse me,” I said 
in between breaths (unlike eating and sleeping, 
running was not one of my many talents). She 
turned abruptly and proceeded to look me 
over carefully. What she must have seen was a 
panting eight year old girl with messy chocolate 
hair hanging over her shoulders, looking as 
determined and frantic as a penguin being 
chased by a starving seal.

I revealed her change to her, which I had 
been holding so tight in my grubby fists that 
my knuckles had turned a suspicious shade 
of eggshell. I shakily dropped Lincoln and his 
friends into her white paper medicine bag. As I 
was about to drop the last penny, she stopped 
me. “Keep it,” she said, and without another 
word sidestepped out the door.

I rejoined my mother silently at the 
pharmacy line as she gave the amount due 
for her pills. People were once again trying to 
keep themselves entertained by any means 
necessary. As I ran through my still developing 
mind the events of the day, I smiled. I held in my 
hand proof that it had not been a dream, but a 
deed that left me feeling like I really was at the 
corner of happy and healthy.
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Gabrielle Ayres_________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Smith Junior High
Teacher - Cynthia Carter

Your Heart

It was October 30th. I woke up thinking it was 
a normal day. I went to school and did all that 

“fun” stuff. But as soon as I got home it was very 
abnormal. My father asked where I would like to 
go for dinner. We had dinner, then came straight 
home.

My father and stepmother told my little 
sister and I to come into their room with them. 
That was when I became scared thinking 
something bad had occurred.  But I couldn’t 
put my finger on it. It felt like forever, but 
then my father said, “Your Aunt Sarah called 
this morning.”  At first I thought it was my 
grandmother’s passing, but he went on. “I’ve 
been calling many different people today, 
trying to figure out how to tell you this.” I 
thought for sure at that moment that it was my 
grandmother’s passing but he kept going. “I 
don’t know how I’m going to tell you this, but 
here it goes.” That’s when his eyes got teary. 
“Your mother passed away last night.” 

That was when I almost burst out into an 
outrageous amount of tears. I said with one 
breath, with my voice cracking, “YOU’RE LYING!” 
I burst into tears and looked at my dad, who 
started to say something, but I couldn’t hear. I 
couldn’t even think straight. I mean, how could 
I? I ran out of the room crying. I buried my face 
into a teddy bear. My little sister ran after me 
and hugged me. My father walked in, hugged 
me and said, “She’s in a better place now, she’s 
not suffering anymore.”

I stayed in my room for almost two hours 
crying. I thought of how many times I hadn’t 
seen her because I was being too stubborn and 

ignorant. I thought of all the things I could have 
said to her. For example, how much I loved her, 
how much I have missed her, and that it was all 
my fault that my little sister and I had to move 
away. It was very depressing to know she still 
felt as if it was her fault that we had to move 
away.  But, I  know for a fact that it wasn’t her 
fault.

A month and twelve days have passed since 
I heard the news of my mother’s passing. I may 
come off strong, but in reality I feel like falling 
apart. Everyday I think of her; every night I think 
of what I should have told her. She was my hero, 
my mother, my rock, and my Band-Aid when 
I had a cut. She was like a piece of metal when 
the light hit it; she was always shining. I just 
wish I could have told her everything I wanted 
to. But now she’s gone, and I can’t do anything 
about it.  If she were still here, I would want to 
spend every second of every day by her side. 
Every chance I would get I would hug her as if 
it were her last day. I would tell her how much 
I love and care for her. I wouldn’t fight with my 
little sister. But I can’t do that now. If I knew that 
was going to be her last day, I would have spent 
more time talking to her on the phone, I would 
have told her all about my day but instead, all I 
said was that my day was good and that I can’t 
talk right now because I’m busy.  I don’t even 
remember telling her that I loved her when she 
called. I literally have no idea how I am going 
to live my life without her. Rest in Peace, Mom 
10/29/14.   Your breath may leave your lungs but 
your heart will stay with us.

Dedicated to my mother, Ruth 1975-2014
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So serene. So beautiful. It’s a small slice of 
heaven, this one-street-town. It’s a place 

of peace, a shiloh. Happiness echoed through 
the trees, and happiness was the sound of 
children so young and naive, so oblivious to 
the seemingly endless threats of danger and 
destruction around them. They were my cousins, 
my family. We were all here in our home-away-
from-home.

Greer: the small town my family loved. 
There, each one of the many grandchildren 
caught their first fish, partook in their first 
canoe rides, and there we discovered how truly 
intertwined the family and the forest were. Each 
year we returned here, and each year’s fondness 
for each other and the trees went unchanged. 
Until this year.

There was a slight tenseness in the voices, 
and an even more noticeable tenderness in 
the hearts. This year wasn’t the same, neither 
the family nor the forest presented its habitual 
routines. I was scared for us and for this place. 
But I was scared to ask, so I listened.

“The fires are moving this way…” my 
grandfather said in a some-what urgent tone.

I peeked my head around the corner and 
observed the room. Something, someone, was 
missing. It wasn’t until then that I realized one 
of my aunts was not there, and come to think 
of it, I hadn’t seen her on this trip. She always 
came; however, I didn’t put much thought into 
it. Seeing her at any other family gathering felt 
rare. The callowness in me ignored all warning 
bells because, to me, nothing could hurt this 
place or these people. But my young mind must 
not have been grounded in reality because my 
worst nightmares were no longer just dreams 
that I thought to be impossible.

The three a.m. evacuation orders came and 
so did the news of his mistress. Everything was 
falling apart. It was a beautifully scandalous 
symphony of everything we’ve never wanted 
to happen. The place we came to escape our 
problems was now the epicenter of our distress.

As we drove away, the blood-red flames 
peeked over the hills in a last ditch effort to 
warn us of what was to come; but our naivety 
and disbelief blocked us from the essentialness 
of recognizing the reality that we would all 
eventually come to face.

The adults could’ve used firefighters as 
much as the burning trees because, at that 
moment, we were forced to pick sides. The 
internal fire between us was being fueled by his 
lies and our mistrust. We had to make a decision; 
do we stand for our blood or our beliefs?

At last the hills went up in smoke and so did 
we. Each person fuming at each other and each 
moment the hope of salvation slipping farther 
and farther from our grasp. We no longer felt 
united, and in reality we weren’t. They chose 
blood and we chose beliefs and there was no 
desire to go back to the family that had forsaken 
us.

While our family was as destroyed in our 
fires as the forest in its, the very heart of both 
did not burn. The town survived, and we did 
too. What connected us as a family, our love for 
each other and for that tiny town, remains while 
the fire blackened hills remind us that we will 
never be the same. There’s no echo of happiness 
anymore, and no ignorance to the danger that 
lurks. But as the charred hills ripen with green, 
we slowly forget the family schism and begin to 
remember that we wouldn’t be family without 
disaster.

Kiersten Rundio________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Alison Jenkins

Family Fires
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Taylor Lee_____________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Alison Jenkins

The Boy Whose Name I Cannot Recall

Dark, extremely curly hair encircled his 
pale face like an out of control halo. These 

details are still burned in the back of my mind, 
while others, including his name, have faded 
and disappeared completely. The first time I 
really, truly saw him was at lunch one day, after a 
friend remarked how sorry she felt for the lonely 
Boy.  I had passed his friendless figure time and 
time again while walking to the cafeteria, hardly 
noticing his sorrowful shadow sitting alone by a 
garbage can.   Head in his hands, slumped over 
in a loose sweatshirt, he didn’t bother going 
over to the shaded area. Instead he chose to 
bake in the boiling heat. 

The table at which I sat lay just outside 
of the lunchroom and provided several 
advantages:  the shouts and un-needfully loud 
conversations from within the lunchroom, 
the reproachful odor of school meals, and the 
disturbing smell of sweaty kids was blocked 
off.   But right now, my seat under the awning 
outside offered a perfect view of the Boy and 
the abandoned place at which he sat. As I stole 
secretive glances at him, wondering what to 
do, my mind recalled a feeling I’d often coped 
with before my eighth grade year had begun. 
I shuddered slightly as I relived the great 
nervousness that had possessed my whole 
being on that first day.   This was my first year 
back in public school since I was nine years old, 
and I was hurriedly attempting to adjust to the 
completely exotic and alien ways of Junior High: 
the enormous crowd of tweens and teens that 
continuously filled the overly-cramped halls, the 
horrid gossip and language that would cause 
even the foulest of sailors to blush, and who 
could forget the nauseating stench of stinky 
bodies that lingered in the classrooms. All this 
was foreign to me.

My drifting thoughts were abruptly 
interrupted by a powerful urge to invite the 
Boy to sit with us. I stood up, uneaten pudding 
cup in hand, and strode briskly in his direction, 
surprising myself by my courage. Sensing eyes 

on my back, I wiped my damp palms on my blue 
jeans and tried desperately to get a stronger 
grip on my bravery. Reaching the deserted 
space in which he sat, an anxious I’m-about-to-
puke-good-thing-there’s-a-trash-can-right-here 
feeling settled in my churning stomach. My 
heart boomed and banged like a battle drum, 
and I just hoped the Boy couldn’t hear it.

“Hi,” I introduced myself, and offered him 
my chocolate dessert. Gesturing to my gaping 
friends, I added a hopeful invitation. A look of 
disbelief flashed across his pasty face but was 
speedily replaced by a toothy smile. He agreed 
with an excited “Sure!” and joined me back at 
my table, where he was quickly added into the 
casual conversation. On further inquiry of what 
this Boy liked to do, I was honestly shocked to 
see the similarities between myself and this 
would’ve-been stranger. “I was homeschooled 
for a long time; I would take classes off the 
computer,” he’d told me. These words sent a 
small lump in my throat. A bitter moment of 
nostalgia came and went as I pictured my dear 
mother at home with my siblings.

BRING-BRING-BRING the ringing of the 
dreaded bell filled the courtyard, mocking us 
students as we rose from the tables to return 
to the remaining classes. “Bye,” I called over the 
deafening drone of many scrambling, shuffling, 
scurrying stomps sounding loudly on the 
cement, “see you tomorrow!”

Days turned into weeks, and the excitement 
of inviting others spread like the flu—though 
this illness did not include me in fuzzy pajamas, 
sitting on the couch puking green vomit, while 
blankly watching commercials flash across the 
television screen! 

My friends and I extended eager invites to 
many other individuals, telling them to come 
and join our ever-growing table, to which the 
Boy was still a regular member. As time went 
on he was no longer someone I took pity on, 
or treated kindly out of sympathy; the Boy  
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had become my friend. Each afternoon, I’d 
anticipate when the clock would read 11:30:  the 
start of lunch.

However, one day, followed by many others, 
he didn’t show, sending surges of worry and 
disappointment my way. Soon after I discovered 
he’d returned to being homeschooled.

While he would no longer be a part of 
our afternoon lunches, the Boy whose name 
I cannot recall left a mark on me I could not 
forget. I had an intense desire to be kinder 
than necessary, and I think that it will last for a 
lifetime.
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Emmy Huish____________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

A Breakdown

Stopping can be a good thing. It’s great for 
red lights, bad jokes, and crying babies, but it 

is somewhat less great when it’s in the middle of 
a freeway on the German autobahn. 

“Why is the car stopping?” Mom asked Dad. 
Dad looked around, concerned, as if to ask 

“Why is the car stopping?” 
My head popped up from the back seat 

of the car. Out the window the blur of green 
slowed down until the majestic trees defined 
themselves. They let small rays of sunlight seep 
through like water through a strainer. My three 
older sisters’ conversation hushed. Our silver 
rental car coasted over to a shoulder in the road. 
There was plenty of room for us to get out and 
inspect the car. The road had a shoulder like a 
giant. The crisp air smelled like the forest that 
surrounded us. Dad bent down to the gas tank 
and read six small letters that were the cause of 
all confusion:  diesel. 

You would think that once you graduate top 
of your class from law school you would have a 
pretty good handle on things. Well, at least you 
should know which handle you’re picking up at 
the gas station. But despite his top law degree, 
despite his national merit honors, Dad had filled 
the van with unleaded fuel.

Have you ever sipped water but expected 
Sprite?  It’s a letdown. For a car, it’s a breakdown. 
Our silver minivan held out until the worst 
possible spot: the middle of the world’s fastest 
highway, the German autobahn.

If things weren’t fantastic enough already, 
none of us spoke German. My oldest sister 
Annika, however, thought she discovered a 
loophole.  Excited, she said, “Why don’t we 
make a sign! I can draw a picture of a toe and 
of a truck, and they’ll know that we need a tow 
truck!”

I’m not sure if it was that moment that 
my father gave up on his dream of Annika 
graduating from Chicago Law or if it was her 
next idea:  “Or we could sing on the side of the 
road!”

I may have been young and dumb, but I 
wasn’t that dumb.

“Oh yeah, it’s way easy to hear people 
singing while you’re going 80 in your car on the 
highway. And then once they translate our song 
to German five miles down the road, they can 
make a U-turn and dodge oncoming traffic, save 
us, and call for a tow truck,” I thought.

My parents agreed with me, but they had 
to be more discreet. “Annika, why don’t you 
go sit in the car.” The glow that had lit her face 
as she thought she held the solution to all our 
problems faded.

Soon a fit of rain showered us. Sometimes 
when it rains, people say the gods are crying. I 
think the gods were just laughing so hard they 
spilled their drinks. 

With Annika in the car (and to my relief ), 
there would be no singing in the rain.

Had a worse thing ever occurred in 
Germany, I innocently wondered. * I was only 
seven at the time. To my small mind it seemed 
as though we would never make it out of this 
highway! 

Finally, a car pulled into the shoulder and 
a man with short, almost buzzed hair and 
plumped features approached us, offering to 
help. My dad tried to explain our predicament, 
which was “nobody’s fault.”  The man 
understood enough to offer Dad a ride to the 
car shop where he could call a tow truck to pick 
up the van.

My dad decided to go to the car shop to get 
some help. So my mom and her four daughters 
were left to fend for ourselves in the rain and, 
ironically, we were in a country referred to as 
the Fatherland. We mostly just ate pretzels in the 
backseat.

Soon, a second car pulled to the side of the 
road. A second man, very different from the first, 
came toward us. He had shaggy black hair and 
unruly stubble. His flatbed led us to believe he 
was from the car shop my dad and Man #1 had 
gone; yet, miraculously, he was completely 
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unrelated. But he offered to hitch our van to 
his car and take us to the car shop to reunite us 
with our father who had left us alone, cold, and 
wet… eating pretzels.

The shop fixed our van. It included a long 
process that I don’t fully understand, but mainly 
it was draining our tank and filtering the system 
that had been contaminated with diesel. This 
took a couple days so in the meantime we 
rented the only car they had to rent us:  a twelve 

passenger Mercedes Benz van. The parking 
spots of the attractions we went to considered 
us to be a bus, however, and only the lucky 
few get to park in the bus section of the 
Neuchwanstein Castle.  

Despite this minor setback, we enjoyed the 
rest of our vacation. But I will never forget that 
even in the darkest rainstorms there’s always 
some German to help you get to the car shop.

*Later I would learn something worse had, in fact, occurred in Germany.
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Rylee Johnson__________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Gratitude and a Humble Heart

Growing up, I’ve heard all about “fighting 
for what you believe.” From Ghandi to 

Martin Luther King, Jr., I’ve learned many 
valuable lessons. The summer of 2014, I had 
the opportunity to travel Europe. One place 
in particular was Germany. The breathtaking 
sights; green trees, blue skies, and peace. 
It was not always like this. WWII hit and the 
concentration camp Dachau was created. My 
family decided we were going to tour this 
reverent place. Little did I know my perspective 
on life would change forever. 

We arrived at Dachau, which was hidden 
in a leafy, small orchard of trees. A cool breeze 
and the presence of silence sent chills shooting 
through my spine. My heart began to pound 
knowing that this place contained the adversity 
and torture religious people went through. 
We walked on the crunchy rocks along a tall, 
gray wall with barbed wire on top. Finally, we 
reached an old, black barred gate with the 
words, “Arbeit Macht Fre.” This is German for 
“work makes you free.” These words pierced 
my stomach. That phrase wasn’t true in this 
situation. My dad opened the rickety gate as if 
we were walking into another world, cautiously, 
yet calling our names. I took a gulp. 

“Now everyone better be quiet. This is a 
very reverent place,” my mom explained. One 
look around and the sorrowful clouds seemed 
to set the mood. Despair and gloom. We walked 
into a commodious building. Back then it was 
the place where experiments and torture took 
place. My stomach flipped and flopped as I read 
a sign. Agony hit me like a wall of tumbling 
bricks. In tiny print it explained how untrained 
doctors would torture Jews, Gypsies, and the 
handicapped through cruel and unimaginable 

experiments. Right where I stood, people 
suffered. My head throbbed. I read on about 
the labor these people performed. There I was 
two weeks earlier at home, complaining about 
folding a few clothes, and these people had 
no choice to work or not. When I thought I was 
having a bad day, they had it worse. 

After about half an hour, we traveled to 
the bunk rooms. The tight space was occupied 
with wooden bunk-beds with an unstuffed 
pillow and a thin-as-paper blanket. Homesick 
and uncomfortable, they must have been. Guilt 
fell over me. I had just complained about the 
bad sleep I received the night before. These 
captives had it worse. As we made our way 
out, we were informed about the brass, chain-
linked fences surrounding the gas chambers 
and creamery. They were electric with spikes. 
When the hostages had no hope, the would 
lunge themselves into the gate. If they were 
lucky, Nazi soldiers would shoot them from 
towers surrounding the perimeter. Therefore, 
my simple cut on my leg would not kill me, yet 
I complained. 

At the end of the self-guided tour, my family 
and I walked through an arch of massive green 
trees lining a dirt path. It was the humble silence 
that made a warm tear drift from my eye to the 
path. As we walked further and quieter we could 
hear the harmony of comfort and peace. There 
in front were nuns at a well, lighting candles 
and praying for the ones who lost their lives. My 
head was full of thoughts and my heart was full 
of compassion. I am lucky. I live in a free place 
where I can practice what I want without fear. I 
live in a nice home, and I can count my blessings 
now with my heart instead of my head. I am 
lucky. 
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Dust swirled around her as she set the stage. 
All was quiet. All was still. At center stage, 

she began moving. Gliding softly, bare feet 
brushing the floor. She swirled around herself, 
getting lost in a forgotten mess of fabric. 

Spotlight. 
It flicked to life above her head. Her 

audience had arrived. Her audience of one. The 
music set, covering footsteps she knew were 
clicking against the floor. Dark and menacing 
the strings began. She moved interpretively. Her 
body lifting and falling, changing with the notes. 

Rising on her toes, lifted by the high notes 
of the bass clarinet. Floating, falling with the 
softness of the cello that followed. Eyes closed, 
enthralled, her audience temporarily forgotten, 
until dark and piercing eyes trespassed on her 
movements. Her steps never faltered, despite 
being watched. Feet began moving faster as she 
felt herself become trapped in the will of the 
eyes. 

Everything about the dance created a 
facade. The spotlight highlighted her features: 
the anticipation, the calmness, the fear of the 
unknown. Her hands entwined with the air. She 
focused on her movements, every step being 
cataloged by the eyes. Soon, the unseen glass 
between them would shatter, and she dreaded 
that moment. 

Arms above her head, she was lifted up as 
the crescendo began, forced off the ground 
by jabbing movements as the sound peaked, 
reaching into the higher notes, engulfing her 
motions. Jumping, crashing, rising, falling, 
thrashing. The crescendo died and she fell 
under the watching eyes of her audience, until a 

hand reached for her. Her audience became her 
partner. 

She flew to her feet, dancing around their 
shoes, shifting, flowing as weight changed. 
They became one, flowing together. Everything 
was beautiful and peaceful and wrapped in the 
simplistic beauty of the dance, as they swayed, 
as one, between worlds. The dance pained her, 
a white-hot pain not just through her body, but 
in her soul. The betrayal was outright, shocking 
but expected entirely. She had known the 
ending all along and although the music was 
happy and peaceful, she knew the muse of a 
spell was about to be broken. For demeanor 
was changing, and tension was building. It was 
sudden, and careless, as her audience dropped 
her to the ground. The dance was not done, and 
it was a piece her audience demanded finished. 

So she continued the dance. It was all she 
could do. The music began to build around her. 
Twirling, turning, twisting, all at the command of 
her audience. Her audience of one. No one else 
witnessed the piece. It spiraled like a hurricane 
around the eyes, overcoming her as she 
weakened. The music swelled. This was the end 
of the piece. 

One last crescendo hit like a lightning bolt, 
stabbing into her harshly. Screaming, piercing, 
moving too fast to stop. Everything began 
overwhelming her senses, those dark, eerie eyes 
at the center of it all. 

With the last decrescendo, she fell as well, 
her body sliding off the knife, the heels of her 
audience clacking against the polished floor of 
the stage. 

Savanna Wissing________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

The Dancer’s Audience
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Joseph Ritchie__________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

A Look into the Eyes of Reality

Before I start we should get one thing 
straight. I am Ahmad, and I shouldn’t be 

alive.
I lived in the village of Kush Nalib, Pakistan. 

Placed below the Hindu Kush Mountains, our 
village was an interesting spectacle of dry earth 
and rocks. My village was a peaceful one. We 
were all close, never really got into trouble, and 
enjoyed our heritage lands.

I worked as a schoolteacher and taught 
basic arithmetic and writing to the older 
children during the day. In the summer we 
would stand in our cramped brick buildings 
with the chipped walls and dirt floors holding 
our pamphlet “textbooks” in hand and reciting 
rules, terms, or facts to memory. I was the head 
educator so I also taught the oldest boys and 
girls algebra and geometry. Winter was our 
geography studies.

Every spring, though, we would have 
two weeks off for the planting of crops and 
preparing for the seasons ahead.

Not nearly as cheerful, one spring shall 
forever remain in infamy. I remember it vividly. I 
was feeding my goats in our small rusty, rickety, 
run-down shed to the right of our house when 
I heard the unfamiliar cackle of gunfire and 
shouts towards the center of the village. I had 
heard of raids from thieves from the mountains 
before, but only in books. I feared their 
intentions and especially what they might think 
of our school. Rumors had spread of schools 
that had been burned by masked gunmen and 
school children that had disappeared. 

I ran to the center market, making sure not 
to attract attention, to assess the situation. As I 
neared the village I heard voices yelling at my 
friends, strong and demanding, telling them 
the future would not be so bright if they did not 
listen.

Concealed in bushes behind a fence, I saw 
masked men with rifles and pistols pulling 
others out of their houses and throwing them 

into the center square, where many already 
stood. Others I saw running into our fields and 
shooting our animals or looting our houses. 

A large truck stood in the center of the road, 
green paint was slightly visible on the side doors 
and hood, but a thick coating of mud plastered 
the rest. A large gun was mounted on the back 
and pointed at the group of people, cowering in 
the road.

By the time everyone else had been 
corralled several houses were burning, probably 
three dozen villagers were standing in a circle 
in the road facing the jeep, three villagers were 
wounded on the ground, probably those who 
resisted, and two masked men were dragging 
one of the village leaders into the road.

One of the men on the truck had a camo 
beret, gold studded rifle slung over his shoulder, 
and brandished a pistol. He was also masked 
with a bandanna tied around his mouth and 
yelled at the village leader to get up. I then 
saw the man kick him in the ribs and yell again, 
repeating the process several times before the 
villager rose.

The masked man in the beret then 
demanded, “Where are the school teachers?!” 

“Where are the school teachers who 
brought this upon your village?!” That was when 
I realized what was really going on and who 
these men really were. They were extremists, 
bent on the idea of obliterating western society, 
civilization, and education; specifically the 
education of females. 

Then I realized that it was my life on the line. 
I was the one they were looking for, and I knew 
their motives…

The villager said I was probably home, to 
which the man then screamed that every house 
had been searched and I still was not found. 
Illustrating his anger he struck the man with his 
pistol butt, knocking my friend to the ground. 
As blood dripped off his nose the man yelled 
that he would shoot him if I wasn’t found. 
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I knew what the outcome would be. I knew 
the consequences. But when my friend gave 
the same response and the gun lifted to his 
head, the man in the beret continuing to scream 
curses at everyone, I couldn’t stand it any longer. 

There was little chance I could even escape 
anyway, and it was even amazing that I hadn’t 
been discovered yet. Also, if I didn’t get caught 
several more innocent people would be killed 
anyway. I didn’t have a weapon, but could my 
sacrifice save any of them? I definitely did not 
want to die. How would I die? Would they just 
shoot me? Was it worth it?

I was trembling, but quickly made my 
decision. Calling out to stop I came around the 
fence and revealed myself.

I was quickly forced to take my friend’s 
position on the ground. Then to my horror 
two other teachers whom I hadn’t realized had 
already been caught were thrown to the ground 
on either side of me. One resisted and fought 
out but before he even got to the bushes a rapid 
burst of machine gun fire halted his slightly 
courageous attempt at freedom.  I could not 
understand why this was happening, what the 
reason was, but I knew the outcome.

“This will never happen again, or you will all 
wish you had been killed today. Western life is a 
lie and you were foolish to believe in it. Do not 
fail again!” That was our following lecture, a very 
painful lecture to a scared group of students. 

Then my ears rang and in my peripheral 
vision I saw the teacher on my left jerk, keel 
forward onto his face, and lay prostrate. All 
sounds disappeared, and all I could think about 

were the shaking sweaty palms of my hands, the 
soft dusty-tan road, and all my regrets…

I raised my hands to my head to deafen the 
screams in my mind telling me to run, because I 
knew it would change nothing. It was over. I did 
my best but there was nothing I could do.

Then I thought of the schoolgirls, my goats, 
the school, saw the man in the beret move 
his gun towards me, his fingers flex, and then 
everything went black…

I came back to consciousness in a hospital, 
basically a house with too many beds, with an 
aching body, surrounded by nurses and red 
crosses.

The physicians told me when I was shot the 
bullet hit my left ring finger, shattered the bone 
but miraculously was deflected far enough from 
my brain to save my life. 

The other two teachers were not so lucky. 
They and three others died that day. Our school 
was leveled, most of our livestock killed, our 
belongings stolen, our houses burned, and 
basically everyone’s lives were changed in a way 
few can comprehend.

Why do I tell you this?
To give you a clue. 
My friends were killed because they taught. 

We lost everything except ourselves. You, on 
the other hand, have opportunities we will 
never get. Many of us would trade our lives in a 
heartbeat for yours. 

What is my advice to you? 
Use it.
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Once upon a time there was a little girl. She 
had very hairy arms and legs, and well, kids 

can be cruel. Every day at school the kids on the 
playground would tease her and call her names. 
Because of this she would never wear skirts or 
shorts to school; she would wear a sweater or 
a long-sleeve to school no matter how hot it 
was. The kids would torture her just because 
she had hair on her arms and legs. Although 
she wasn’t just bullied by kids, the faculty at her 
elementary school would say horrible things to 
her. They made her feel worthless. She didn’t 
really understand why they were so horrible to 
her, they just were. This was me. I was that little 
girl – and I was doing fine until seventh grade.

A lot of people don’t think it’s real, they 
think it’s just something people use as an 
excuse. I can tell you this. Depression is real. It is 
not something people can control, it is genetic 
and there isn’t any way to escape it. Depression 
is a chemical imbalance in the brain and it does 
not mean that someone is “sad and just needs to 
get over it.” 

Once upon a time, I was a normal person. 
I had a nice family, a good home, I was able 
to interact and have fun. Like everyone else. 
I played volleyball, basketball, badminton, I 
was in STEM club, speech and debate club, and 
my grades were pretty awesome. Even after 
everything I had been through in grade school, 
I was still okay.

About three years ago I started feeling 
abnormal. I wasn’t sad but I wasn’t myself. One 
day I was sitting in English class and the teacher 
was going on and on. “A metaphor is a literary 
term that means a comparison between two 
things, not to be confused with a simile which 
uses like or as.” I remember the first time I got 
this funny feeling. My heart was racing, my 
palms were sweaty, and my head was pounding, 
I felt like I couldn’t breathe but at the same time 
I felt as if I was in the national-breathing- contest 
to see who could take the most breathes in 
under a minute. It was probably one of the 

worst feelings I had ever gotten in my life. 
I raced to the restroom like a gazelle being 
chased by a ravenous cheetah who hadn’t eaten 
in years. As I entered the bathroom I went into a 
stall and locked it. I was mortified. I had no idea 
what was happening to me, but I knew it wasn’t 
good.

Suddenly I exploded into a waterfall of 
tears. I knew I had to go back to class soon in 
order to not raise suspicion. I hurriedly dried 
my face and began to adjust myself to cover 
up the fact that I had been crying. As soon as I 
looked in the mirror I knew the person I was 
looking at wasn’t me. Everything happened so 
fast, it was a blink of the eye from the time I was 
normal, happy, like everyone else, to the time I 
was engorged in this pitiful, grim excuse for a 
human being. When I got home I didn’t tell my 
parents. I was afraid. I’d be the fun-loving girl 
turned into a freak show of the mind.  Every day 
I continued to go to school as if I was normal, 
although my mind wouldn’t be fooled by my 
sad performance. 

On the outside I was smiling at everyone 
I saw, making small talk with my teachers, 
the usually a goody-too-shoes like everyone 
thought I was, would do. I may have been able 
to fool everyone on the outside, but my own 
thoughts were ripping me apart like the paper 
you throw away when it isn’t a good enough 
essay for your English class. My mind had me 
completely boggled. I was being held captive 
in my own thoughts. “You’re a Freak!” “What’s 
wrong with you?” “Pathetic waste of oxygen.” 
“Look at how happy everyone else is. You are 
a dreadful, sorry, worthless soul!” “Why would 
anybody care what happens to you?” “You might 
as well end it all now.”  “Do it! No one will miss 
you, it will finally end your suffering.”  

All these things were running through 
my mind on a day-to-day basis. I started 
disconnecting with my friends and family. I 
didn’t want to leave my house, not for school, 
not to go hang out with my friends, nothing. 

Sarina Reyes___________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

I’m Okay
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I just wanted to be left alone wrapped up in a 
blanket like a caterpillar in its cocoon.

It was like I was constantly screaming but 
no one could hear me. I was in such despair that 
it was like I had forgotten how to talk. I would 
say things in my head but I just couldn’t get 
any words out. Not being able to communicate 
with other people is like not being able to 
breathe. Of course I was physically able to talk, 
but psychologically I might as well have not had 
vocal chords at all. I was emotionally dead. 

One day I got home. My dad was at his 
second job and my mom and sister were 
asleep. I was the only one in the house that was 
conscious. It was one of my bad days.  I was 
wandering around the house feeling completely 
broken. I was crying my eyes out, but I made 
sure I didn’t make a sound so my mom and sister 
wouldn’t wake up. I have always had trouble 
sleeping, even at thirteen.  My mom used to say 
that I couldn’t sleep now because I had slept 
so much as a baby. The bottle of sleeping pills 
were calling my name… there were enough for 
a lethal dose. I remember thinking to myself that 
whatever I decided in the next few moments 
could either change my life or end my life. I was 
so scared to do it but I was also terrified of not 
doing it. Dying isn’t as hard as living. That’s why 
people say rest in peace. I thought that if I was 
dead I wouldn’t have to face the world anymore. 

Staring into that pill bottle, so confused. Just 
as I thought I made my decision my mom woke 
up and came into the room. I remember as soon 
as I saw her loving, caring, genuine face, I knew 
I had to stay. I couldn’t leave her. Before she 
realized what I was doing I hid the pills. My mom 
and my family are the reason I decided I had to 
live, I had to be with them.  

Later that week I told my parents what had 

been going on. They were shocked and blamed 
themselves. I couldn’t believe they could think 
that. It wasn’t their fault. Back then I didn’t really 
understand what depression was either. Now 
I take my happy-pills every night before I go to 
bed to diminish the voices in my head.

Depression isn’t just being sad about 
a bad grade, or crying because you didn’t 
make a sports team. It is a monster of fear and  
hopelessness, trying to eat you alive with one 
huge bite. It’s being in so much pain that you 
just can’t feel anymore. By the time you’ve 
gotten to where you can’t feel anymore it’s a 
relief because if you don’t feel it doesn’t hurt as 
bad. My thoughts still hurt me. It’s like my heart 
just stops beating, but it’s easier to conceal. 

When I started to notice my depression 
three years ago it was like I had been punched 
in the chest by a national-champion UFC fighter.  
My heart had been ripped out and smashed 
into a million pieces. I was utterly devastated. 
I couldn’t escape it; I was running as fast as I 
could but it beat me every time. 

The day I started to notice my depression 
was a day I’ll never forget. I still struggle, I still 
have bad thoughts, I still want to hurt myself 
sometimes, I still don’t go out with friends as 
often as normal kids, I’m not completely healed 
yet and maybe I’ll never be, but it’s easier now. 
Horrifying thoughts creep in my mind every 
now and again, but today I can deal with 
them. My anxiety attacks aren’t as common 
now. Sometimes I sit in my room and just 
think bad things, not purposely I can’t control 
it, but whenever I have bad thoughts I have 
to remember everything I have to live for. My 
depression has shaped me to who I am today, 
and that isn’t a bad thing. I’m okay, and being 
okay is just fine with me.
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Skylar Arellano_________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

Monster in the House

“You can gaze into the future!” I screamed 
out singing along to the intro of That’s 

So Raven. The bark of my mom rang my ears as 
she told me to shut up. Yet I, the six-year-old 
girl too mesmerized by her favorite show, kept 
going in my selfish actions. THUD! I stopped 
dead in my tracks, trying to comprehend the 
noise that just occurred in the world above my 
head. THUD! This time it was like a boulder had 
hit the floor upstairs. I slowly tip toed through 
the icy tile and up the dreadlocked haired stairs. 
I peered around the corner of the wall leading to 
my mother’s and her boyfriend’s room. My heart 
was about to pop out of chest. My stomach was 
coming up my throat. My fingers were shaking 
and my knees were knocking together. Then the 
wailing of two birds of prey started. The monster 
was back.

This wasn’t any old monster. It wasn’t like 
Sully, the big blue fluffy one from Monsters Inc. 
Nor was it like the Boogey Man or Dracula or 
even the Devil. Usually when a child is scared, 
the mom protects him or her from the monster 
they are afraid of… but in my case, the monster 
was my mom. 

A blonde flash whizzed by in my peripheral 
vision. I saw the shadows of two great stallions 
butting heads and screeching in argument. 
“Skylar! Grab your sister – NOW!!” my mom 
instructed. I quickly galloped to the room that 
seemed like it was on the other side of the world 
to grab my three-year-old sister. I connected 
with my inner body builder to pick up the 25 
pound child with my petite 45 pound frame. 
I zipped to the stairwell only to see the man, 
the giant with glowing eyes stare deep into my 
soul, ready to strike. His attention went back to 
my mother. The dragon guarded the stairs to 
safety. My head started to pound. My heart was 
jumping out of my chest. With the tears welling 
up in my eyes and my arms starting to give, I 
went to look for a safe-haven from this madness.

Hiding underneath the play pen for my 
dolls, I witnessed a women being picked up 

by her shoulders and pinned against the wall. 
The tears were searing my eyes and burning 
my cheeks. My throat was erupting like that of 
a volcano. My sister’s hair was tickling my face 
but I knew my job was to keep her safe. SMACK! 
SMACK! It was actually my mom unleashing 
horrific blows to the face of the abuser. He fell 
to the ground like a wounded animal. My mom 
sprinted to her room, without even looking at 
us. My heart sank. She left us. Her two children 
sitting in that hallway... children that she loved 
and would do anything to protect. Thinking to 
myself, “Why would she leave us out here alone 
with that man? Any normal mom would try to 
save her kids. What did we do to deserve being 
abandoned by her?” The giant shortly shook off 
his confusion, following the footsteps of the 
monster – my mother. 

Grabbing my sister I quickly scampered 
back to her room, only to see my mom run past 
us with the great lion following. He stuck out 
his foot and tripped the scared female, nearly 
making her fall down the stairs. My blood went 
ice cold; my grip on my sister was slipping. I 
sat her on the bed just before my anxiety hit. 
“Breathe Sky! Breathe! You can’t give up now, you 
have to be here for Brookie.” The blood curdling 
screaming began. The attacks got worst. The 
unimaginable was happening. The beast was 
dragging his prey down the hall to finish her off. 
Her nails were leaving lines in the shaggy carpet. 
He jerked her into his feasting area. I heard her 
fists smacking and punching, her screaming 
out in agony to stop. I fell to the ground on my 
knees. I shouldn’t be going through this. I’m six-
years-old. I should be worrying about when the 
new Disney shows were coming on, where my 
friends and I were going to play, or what flavor 
of ice cream I wanted for dessert.  All I knew at 
that moment was that I wanted my real Daddy, 
not the so-called-abuser that my sister calls 
her father. I didn’t want to come back to this 
terrifying place. 
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My tears were covering my vision. The haze 
over my eyes gave me the outline of fighting. 
My mom was on the floor shielding her face; 
the giant was straddling her screaming and 
yelling words that a young child, like me, should 
never hear. Starting to gather my thoughts, 
the courage finally came to me to crawl to the 
door that was 15 feet away but seemed to 
be on a different planet. The pain wrenching 
screams of my little sister echoed in my head, 
they seemed to tingle their way down my body 
as I crawled.  “It’s gonna be okay Brookie, Sissy 
promises you,” I explained, trying to hide the 
tremble in my voice. Finally! At last! I reached 
our only protection we had from the fighting. 
The toddler’s room.

POW! I slammed the door shut with all of my 
body weight. My little hand stretched for miles 
to reach the knob. The icy object barely touched 
the tips of my fingers, yet it was just enough to 
lock evil out… for now. My attention was now 
to my sister, her asthma getting the best of her, 
she was grasping for breath with every wail 
she put forth. I slowly stammered to my feet to 
the bed on which she sat. I moved the toddler 
to the floor with me. I held her so tight I could 
sense the in and out motion of her heart, with 
it slowly starting to calm down. “I told you it 
was going to be okay! Now go night-night with 
Sissy,” I whispered in her ear, following with a 
kiss on her forehead. At that moment, her little 
eyes slowly drifted off into a deep sleep. My 
body was drained, my eyelids slowly closed, the 
sounds of the fight slowly faded out until there 
was nothing left.

BANG! BANG! My eyes fluttered open, with 
the bright light of the morning making them 
burn. My heart started to pound again. I found 
myself, hovering over my slumbering sister, 
grasping her little hand. The terror started to set 
in… again. “Open up! It’s police!” I heard a man 

with a deep forceful voice put forth. The door 
downstairs opened slowly. Then the scream of 
my mother was heard. Footsteps were slowly 
walking up the stairs. It seemed like ages before 
they reached the door. I grasped on to my 
sister, who was awake, even tighter. The door 
opened. “C’mon darlings! It’s time to leave!” It 
was my grandma, whom we called Mom-moms. 
My sister and I staggered up, and followed this 
angel of mercy down the stairs. There stood my 
blood-shot faced monster of a mother, the big 
broad policeman, the giant himself, and a petite 
woman with a shirt reading “CPS”. My Mom-
mom led us out of the house holding hands. 
In the shallow background I could hear the 
pleading, crying, and screams of my mother. Yet, 
a little grin spread across my face knowing that 
we were finally safe from this horror of a movie. 

Less than an hour later I was reunited with 
my dad; my real dad. He kissed the top of my 
head, held me tight and assured me with his 
soothing voice, “Everything is going to be 
alright.” This experience was the most terrifying 
and dramatic thing I could ever go through as 
a person. Yet I’m glad it happened.  It taught 
me how to look on the bright side of things. 
Without this I would not be the independent-
strong-person I am today. I learned what a true 
monster is. It’s not something under your bed or 
in your closet, but it is the human species itself. 
And just like that, I learned what a protector is. 
It’s a person or animal who will do anything to 
shelter you whether it’s by fighting or keeping 
you away from wrongdoings. Most importantly, 
I determined what a family is. By definition, 
a family is a group consisting of parents and 
children living in a house-hold. Yet, a family is a 
group of people who will do anything to keep 
you safe and protect you from evil. Even when 
that evil (aka: monster) lives in your very own 
house. 
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Humans are utterly repulsive creatures. Their 
innate inclination towards greed. Their self-

indulgence. Their unconditional instinct to place 
themselves before anything else. It’s absolutely 
horrifying. All of it.

And it kills me to admit that I am one of 
them, in the most appalling way.

I stared down at the body I could have 
saved, seeing through unfocused, blurry eyes 
the now hauntingly soulless shell. A demise I 
was responsible for. I shut my eyes tight, tears 
streaming down my face, as a replay of what 
happened just moments ago forcibly pushed its 
way to the forefront of my thoughts. 

“No! That bracelet was my grandmother’s!” 
A panicked girl of maybe thirteen years looked 
frantically into the dark street, dimly lit by a 
flickering lamp post. Somehow, as she was 
fiddling with the charm bracelet, she had 
managed to accidentally fling it into the street, 
and before she could retrieve it, a couple of cars 
passed by, indubitably smashing the bracelet 
into fragments. 

It was nine o’clock, and she and I were the 
only ones at the remote bus stop, waiting for 
the last ride of the day. She peered up at me 
beseechingly. “Could you watch the road and 
warn me if any cars are coming?”

I raised an eyebrow. “That bracelet is as 
good as gone. It’s pitch black right now. You 
won’t be able to gather all the pieces.”

She continued to stare at me with wide, 
imploring eyes. “Please.” 

“Fine, whatever.” I doubted cars were going 
to come anyway. In this small Montana town, 
vehicles were scarce on the road. Those two 
earlier cars, incidentally, were the only ones that 
had passed by within the last twenty minutes.

“Thanks. I’m glad you’re here. It would be 
too frightening all alone.” Gratitude lit up her 
entire face. How uncalled for. It wasn’t like I was 
her savior or anything.

The girl squatted on the street, slowly 
feeling the ground for the metal links and 
charms. I watched her from the safety of my 
seat.

Brrng, brrng! My phone rang. It was my 
best friend, Jenny, who had gone camping 
and hadn’t been able to get reception all 
week. I leapt from my seat and answered 
excitedly. Without a second thought, I began 
walking down the road out of earshot, a habit I 
developed to avoid the awkwardness of people 
overhearing my conversations. The fact that 
I was leaving the girl behind didn’t cross my 
mind. She was safe, since the chances of a car 
coming were next to none. 

At least, that was what I assumed.
Minutes into the call, a car whooshed by, 

zooming along the path that led to where I had 
abandoned the girl in the street. It happened in 
a matter of seconds, and my belated reaction 
did no good.

“Wait, NO! HEY THERE’S A—” As I turned, I 
heard a piercing scream, the painful squealing 
of the brakes, and then a sickening thud. My 
phone slipped from my hand, and I let out a 
bloodcurdling shriek.

Fifteen feet behind the car, I stood frozen 
in place. Despite the warm summer air, a 
frosty chill crept over me. Tingling iciness 
spread throughout my body, like thousands of 
miniscule needles, biting, pricking, stabbing, 
starting from the tips of my fingers and toes, 
invading even the marrows of my bones. 

The driver stumbled out of his car and 
swaggered his way to the headlights. “Oopsies, 
I’m sooo sorry lil guurrl. I di’nt see wha was in 
front o’ me.” He took another staggering step 
and collapsed to the ground, clutching his 
stomach. He made a horrible retching sound 
and regurgitated his innards out onto the street.

Even through the stench of pungent alcohol 
and revolting vomit, a brutish metallic scent 
permeated the air. 

Kaitlyn Tran____________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Dobson High
Teacher - Elizabeth Viator

Inherent Evil
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No. I did not want to confirm my dismaying 
premonition. But, I almost didn’t have a choice.

The man lay on the street for a moment 
before getting up. He stepped in front of the car 
outside my view to take a closer look at the girl. 
“Oh mah God!” He wobbled to his car door, got 
in, and sped away, swerving left and right. 

I was left in the silence, alone. Slowly, I 
inched toward the girl, fearful of what I would 
find. 

Cold, lifeless eyes. Blood, too much, pooling 
around her, a lurid red even in the shadowy 
light. An expression of paralyzing shock. And, in 
her hand, clutched tightly, were the remnants of 
her bracelet.

It’s all my fault. I was the reason why this 
innocent, young girl was dead. It was me.

Clasping my hand on my mouth to contain 
the sobs tearing through my body, I turned and 
ran. I didn’t stop until I reached the next bus 
stop, the adrenaline and shock propelling me 
forward the entire way. 

I did not stay to keep watch for the girl. 
Despicable. I did not even think of offering to 
help her. Cruel. Even after something so dreadful 
happened, I just left her behind. Abhorrent. 

Why was I like this? Why didn’t I think to 
help the girl? Why did I only think about myself?

It could have been averted if I wasn’t like 
this, if I wasn’t so selfish—so wretched and vile 
and loathsome. 

I didn’t even know her name.
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Landon Schnebly_______________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Diane Grogan

The Book of Life

One warm summer afternoon, a single 
traveler was seen walking along the edge 

of the canyon. The sky was a piercingly bright 
blue while, below, the verdant pines stood 
guard. Squirrels scampered among the scrub 
oak while the unseen birds vocalized happily 
from above. All in all, it was a scene of perfect 
tranquility. To the traveler, Robert, it was simply 
magical. He stepped one foot in front of the 
other, hardly glancing down. The woods were 
just too full of great sights and sounds. As he 
meandered lazily along, however, Robert never 
suspected that he could be getting closer and 
closer to the edge. So it was to his great surprise 
that his foot stepped onto thin air and he 
plummeted, unrestrained, to the bottom of the 
ravine. His first thought was to call for help, but, 
even as he formed the words upon his lips, the 
breath left his lungs. Panic turned to fear then 
absolute terror as he realized nothing could stop 
him now. He hit the ground but did not feel it. 
Instead, he kept falling, falling, falling. Then, 
nothing but darkness. No, the absence of light.

 Robert rubbed his head as he sat up to 
make sure it was still intact. Oddly enough, 
he felt no immediate physical discomfort. He 
squinted into the darkness but saw nothing. 
Puzzled, he raised a hand in front of his face. No 
change occurred. He stood up shakily, wary that 
he could be on the edge of another precipice. 
He shifted his center of mass backwards as 
he probed the surrounding surface with his 
toe so as to not be caught off guard. As he 
did so, Robert became aware of a tiny blue 
light that wriggled like a worm on what he 
assumed was the floor. Taking a cautious step 
towards it, Robert felt a sudden surge of hope 
accompanied by a feeling that the worm 
would take him where he needed to go. So he 
followed.

 The path he took led him down a spiral 
slope. Not that he could see it, of course, that 
was just his best assumption. From time to 
time, he saw other worms traveling in other 

directions. Some were blue while others were 
orange or even purple. Once, he even saw a red 
one glowing menacingly round a corner. Robert 
wondered how many other people were in this 
strange place following their own worms. He 
felt tempted to cry out, but it seemed somehow 
wrong to make any sort of noise. At last he 
became aware of a single crack of golden light 
seeping under a doorway. As he got closer, the 
entrance automatically opened itself to him, 
blinding him with a veritable profusion of light.

 Once he had sufficiently recovered, Robert 
ventured inside the newly accessed room. No 
sooner did he enter, however, than the door 
slammed shut behind him. Not thinking much 
of this at the time, he proceeded to explore the 
space. The room was dominated by a golden 
pedestal with an ornately decorated platform. 
Sitting upon this shelf lay a single volume. It was 
bound in expensive leather and gold leaf letters 
shone on its cover. As he approached the book, 
the letters glistened. Once he was close enough 
to decipher them, he gasped from surprise but 
the feeling soon faded. In a way, it made sense. 
His name, Robert Carl Fletcher, was engraved 
boldly upon the book. This place, he now 
realized, had been made specifically for him. 
He reached out to touch the manuscript and 
shivered. What secrets could it hold?

 As he had halfway expected, the pages 
were filled with writings about his life. Of course 
the book would be about him, but its accuracy 
spooked him. Every detail of his waking life had 
been captured in a way that shook him to his 
very core. His every thought intention had been 
recorded with a perfect clarity that he doubted 
even he could express. How, he marveled, 
could someone know him so well? He read past 
his birthdays and vacations, sicknesses and 
funerals. He reread through all of his classes at 
school and cringed anew. In the midst of it all, 
however, he began to recognize patterns that 
had guided him and paths that his choices had 
led him down. He relived the painful remorse 
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of his past wrongs but these paled in comparison 
to the joyful elation of his goodness. He began to 
notice the various repercussions various events had 
made on his life. Each experience had changed him 
in some way to culminate in his present character. He 
could now truly say that he would not have done his 
life any differently. His heart bursting with new-found 
worth, Robert pressed on hurriedly. He wanted to 
get to the end and see what kind of a man he would 
become. Then, suddenly, it hit him. He remembered 
the accident that had brought him here. Was he dead 
already?

 He flipped quickly to the back of the book. Sure 
enough, it described his fall over the cliff, and, then, 
nothing more. Stunned, he fell down to the ground 
and wept. How could the story end now when he had 
so much to live for, so much to accomplish? A voice 
startled him from his painful sobs. It was a wise voice 
that carried the weight of the ages on its tremulous 
chords. It spoke words of comfort and reason. Robert 
began to understand how, in the grand scheme of 
things, his death would still be beneficial. Still, he 
regretted having to leave such a glorious existence. 
Standing up, he looked for the source of the voice. Not 
seeing anyone, he called upwards, “Isn’t there some 
way for me to go back? I would do anything to do so.”

The voice came again, “The volume of your life, 
Robert Fletcher, was always meant to be a short one. 
Rest assured, that says nothing about the quality of its 
contents. You have done well.”

“But please,” he begged, “There must be a way.”
“I am afraid I am all out of paper,” the voice 

answered, “Your story cannot go on if I am to have 
enough materials to make the stories of others. 
Nevertheless, here are some manuscripts for you to 
read. If you can find a page that is unnecessary to the 
person’s life, you may tear it out and add it to your 
story. Then you may live on. Otherwise, you must be 
content to have lived your life to its fullest.”

With that, it was silent, and Robert was left alone 
with a pile of new volumes. He read all night, or all 
day; time was irrelevant here, but he could not find a 
single page that could be deemed unnecessary. Each 
story was filled with just as poignant an experience 

as his own and he could not bear to think of robbing 
anyone else of their chance to live as he wanted to. To 
feel their most intimate feelings and think their most 
innermost thoughts was both a burden and a blessing. 
He fell deeply in love with each and every one of them 
and could not even fathom hurting them. Each story 
was a person, and he felt the undeniable beauty of 
each and every human life. 

Exhausted, Robert gave up his search and called 
for the voice. “I’ve done what you asked,”  he said 
dejectedly, “There is not a single person I could 
deprive of even the saddest of their memories. Each 
event is necessary in their progression. Please forgive 
me and accept my love for all mankind.”

The voice did not answer. Rather, a door opened 
on another side. Robert walked through and felt a 
gentle breeze. Looking around him, he saw a ring of 
twelve trees. Sitting in the midst was a man unlike any 
other. Moreover, it was a man he knew and loved. A 
man who was more than a man. A person he had tried 
to comprehend his whole life without knowing he was 
so familiar. Weeping once more, he hugged the all-
powerful being who was his father. He was home at 
last.

“You have chosen wisely, my son,” the being said, 
“A man’s life is his most valuable possession, and you 
have chosen to give yours up for the sake of others. 
This is the greatest of all love.”

“I fell off a cliff. That’s hardly what I would call 
heroic.”

“Ah, you misunderstand. Those stories you read, 
each contained a death of someone very dear, did 
they not?”

“Well, yes, but…”
“And why did you not take those pages out? Why 

not rid them of the sorrow?”
“Because they learned something from it. In some 

cases it saved them from dark paths. It...”
“Robert, that death was yours. You made it 

possible for these changes to happen to your friends 
and family. Be grateful that you have given them all 
that you have. Remember, the worth of a human soul 
is eternal.”
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Erin Mamaril___________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Rachel Cupryk

Five Minutes

They say improvisation is the skill of a true 
musician. At eleven years of age with a new 

instrument in my hand, I say it is the height of 
cruelty.

I am not a stranger to the stage; I’ve been 
playing for crowds in the mid-hundreds for as 
long as I can remember. Notorious for being 
analyzing and introspective, the stage is the 
only place I don’t have to think. Running on 
hours of rehearsal, adrenaline, and an empty 
mind, I thrive in front of an audience. No, the 
stage is not the stranger. But everyone around 
me is.

Dwarfed by four unknown and intimidating 
teenage boys, I realize this isn’t my usual 
performance. It’s day one of my summer rock 
camp, and I have just been taught the concept 
of a blues jam in twenty words or less. We’re 
expected to stand in front of the camp with 
people we’ve never met and make up a song 
on the spot for five minutes. There’s a universal 
formula to follow, but this hardly matters when 
you mix minimal guitar experience with innate 
improvisation anxiety. I like preparation. I’m 
paralyzed without it.

There’s a minute to sort things out before 
playing. Key of D. Slow blues shuffle. Everyone 
gets twelve bars to solo. “Everyone” includes me. 
Overwhelmed with a foreign musical language 
and the impending doom of an appointed 
solo, I blindly follow the rest of the band. It’s 
sweaty work. It involves an abundance of 

communication through frantic eye contact 
and gesturing. It involves thought. But isn’t the 
stage supposed to be the place where I don’t 
have to think? I begin questioning how my 
place of serenity turned into nightmare. As my 
fourth grade brain encounters its version of an 
existential crisis, my solo draws nearer. We loop 
into the next repetition of chords and everyone 
turns to me.

To say I succeeded in my first improvised 
solo would be generous. I’m purposely avoiding 
the details of sour notes and cringing faces 
because they’re messy and I’ve spent the 
past six years trying to repress them. To this 
day I struggle with improvisation. I depend 
on preparation in every aspect of my life, but 
jamming depends on the unexpected.   I can 
practice my theory as much as I want, but it 
all melts away when I get on stage. And I’ve 
learned to love it. 

I’ve learned that improvisation requires 
another kind of thoughtlessness that doesn’t 
come from hours of rehearsal. It comes from 
impulse and emotion. It requires trusting my 
knowledge to keep me from blowing it. It 
requires knowing that if I blow it it will all be 
over within five minutes. Improvisation forces 
me to adapt, to think on my feet, and these skills 
reach far past my musical life. As someone who 
likes to have everything planned out and in 
place, sometimes I have to remind myself to just 
let life happen...if only for five minutes.
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Alex Schreck___________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Calloused Hands and Heart

I wake up at five in the morning, just like every 
Saturday. It’s really hard to get out of bed 

when you know you’re going to scrape up cow 
crap all day. It starts with putting on my white 
shirt and faded jeans. I stumble outside and 
feel the morning air surround me, reviving my 
energy for a few moments. I meander to the 
curb in front of the house with my work shoes 
bouncing on my hip as my arm loosely swayed 
with the rhythm of my gait. I then lace up my 
shoes, covered in clods of dirt from the previous 
day, while sitting and waiting on the curb.

While tightening the laces, I feel my 
calloused hands grind against the fabric. I like 
having calloused hands, it means that I am 
working hard. Working for the old man wasn’t 
too bad, all I have to do is clean the pastures for 
the cattle fields for a few hours and I had earned 
my lunch and enough money to last me the 
week.

I hear the engine of the Chevy truck from a 
block away. The six cylinder engine sputters and 
chokes on its own fuel, its engine worn from 
years of abuse. Its white figure pivots around 
the corner. It halts in front of me and I open the 
door. The old man greets me.

“Buenos dias, David.”
“Good morning, Mr.Emmanuel.”
I’ve always wanted to learn to speak Spanish 

and greet Mr. Emmanuel in the language he’s 
been speaking for decades before I was even 
born, but Mom says that it’s the language of 
field workers and border crossers.

He extends his hand towards me openly and 
I receive it in mine. It is dark and rough and feels 
like sandpaper against my skin, but the warmth 
and pressure of his grasp is welcoming. He puts 
the car in drive and the truck starts to crawl 
towards the farm.

To get out my last bit of sleep, I rest my 
head on the dashboard in front of me. My 
arms are raised above my head and my elbows 
rest on the dash on either side of my head 

with my hands clutched in the air, making my 
arms almost like a tent. My eyes close and I 
feel my body relax and become in tune with 
its environment. The car bounces gently on 
the unkempt road. The hum of the tires on 
the pavement and the smell the fresh desert 
air dominate my senses. I feel at peace. The 
sensations surrounding my body force a lazy 
smile.

We arrive at the farm and I retrieve my 
shovel from the tool shed while Emmanuel 
walks into his barn. I don’t know what he does 
in there, but he sure has plenty of room to work. 
The barn is the size of a temple, and it even has 
the beauty of one too. The front of the barn is 
tall and white. Its shape towers before me and 
tapers to an odd point at the tip.The rising sun 
flares off the crest of the front of the barn and 
reflects onto my face.

I drag the shovel behind me as I walk to 
pastures and begin to work. I shovel all the stool 
and debris from the fields quickly. This is my 
least favorite job because I end up smelling like 
the farm if I stay out there too long, and there’s 
no soap in the world that can scrub that out all 
the way. Then I walk the perimeter of the field 
and inspect the fence with hammer and nails in 
hand. The hammer’s wooden handle grips the 
contours of my hand and the rusty nails corrode 
into fine powders in between the cracks of my 
hands.

As I work, I can see Emmanuel walking 
around the farm, moving alfalfa and tools from 
one shed to the next. When I get close to the 
gate, I hear a long moan come from the barn. I 
turn my head and see Emmanuel hunched over 
with his hands on his knees.

My thoughts are scattered but I know I need 
to help. I drop my tools and run to him. My feet 
skid along the gravel as I gain my breath.

“Mr. Emmanuel, are you alright?”
“I’m fine David. My chest just pains 

sometimes; it will go away soon I’m sure.”
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“Here, come sit down and have a drink. You 
need to rest for a bit.”

“You take good care of me, Mijo, but I can 
handle it. I always have.”

I finish the rest of my work as quickly as I 
can, then help him back into the car slowly. He 
kept grabbing at his chest with every step until 
he was in his seat. He took a few deep breaths 
and seemed to be alright. I went to my side and 
got in. He turned to me.

“Mijo, thank you so much for helping me. I 
will repay you some day.”

The ride home is silent. The air in the car 
surrounds me in warmth. I feel my body relax 
from the tension of a hard day. Slowly every 
muscle unwinds and I sink into the doughy seat 
of the truck.

Soon we are back in front of my house. I 
open the door and get out of the truck. As I 
turn to say goodbye, I’m frozen by the look in 
the old man’s eyes. His eyes are round and soft, 
and I feel his kind gaze upon me. They shimmer, 
yet the old man’s face still seems so cold. His 
eyes are like a deer’s with its foot stuck in a trap, 
pleading for help, but his face still looks proud 
like a lion’s.

We say goodbye to each other and I close 
the door. He puts the truck in gear and I watch 
as the white truck slowly glides down the street, 
then disappears around the corner. He didn’t 
pay me for that day of work, but I didn’t mind.

The next week I got ready and sat on the 
curb, but the truck never came around the 
corner. I know what happened but I don’t feel 
any different. I start to walk to the farm instead.

The walk wasn’t long but it felt like a 
short eternity. I arrive at the farm and jump 
over the gate. As I walk, I can hear the gravel 
under my feet but nothing else. The cows 
stand motionless in the fields. There are no 
birds chirping, no wind blowing through tree 
branches, no dogs barking. The cool air is 
stagnant and thick. It felt like I was walking 
through a fog.

I came to the barn. It towers in front of me 
and reflects the sunrise onto my face. My legs 
weakened beneath me and I fall to my knees. 
I sit on my legs and look at the callouses in my 
hands. Mr. Emmanuel would be so proud of my 
callouses. I bring them to my face, and weep. I 
can still feel the warmth of the sun’s reflection 
beaming onto my head, and I know that Mr. 
Emmanuel is proud of me.
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Department store.  Gold earrings, faux 
crocodile purses, and a 25%-off display of 

chunky bracelet watches.  Everything a teenage 
girl could ever desire.  Me?  I just need a pair of 
jeans and a wool hat.  It’s cold outside.  

I watch DJ from the corner of my eye.  She’s 
a few aisles over, examining the buttons on a 
sweater, asking the harried sales clerk for more 
colors.  DJ’s got my back.  And when I’m finished, 
I’ll have hers.  She needs shoes.

I finger through stacks of denim.  Boot cut.  
Straight leg.  Navy.  Gray.  Angled pockets with 
top-stitching.  Here it is.  Skinny.  Black.  Size 
five.  DJ’s still talking sweaters like a pro.  Time to 
grab, drop, and stuff inside my backpack.

DJ coughs once, then twice.  Sales clerk 
suspicious.  Coming your way now.   Time to go.  
Follow the plan.  Meet near the movie theatre.  

“Excuse me! Miss?”  The clerk walks toward 
me.  “Can I help you?”  DJ escapes through the 
lotion displays.  She’s gone and I’m alone among 
the mannequins.  Their blank eyes accuse 
me.  We saw what you did!  Back to the Juvenile 
Detention Center, loser!

I stare back.  If you lived my life, you’d do it, 
too.

I dart between aisles of silky bathrobes and 
fancy pajamas, putting distance and speed 
between me and the clerk.  I head toward the 
grand arched entrance that leads to the open 
mall and the milling crowd – the best place to 
lose oneself when being tailed.

“Wait!  Miss –.”  She’s moving surprisingly fast 
for an old lady in heels.  “Call security!” Her shoes 
clack rhythmically on the tile, like a distant snare 
drum cadence, approaching closer and closer.  

Ahead, the exit beckons me to safety.  
Just duck through Men’s Apparel and you’re 

free. 
The aroma of thick, musky cologne hangs 

in the air.  The scent is overwhelmingly familiar, 
and like Superman’s Kryptonite, I stumble.  My 
mind reels back to a distant place and time.  My 

father’s scruffy face in the morning…and the 
lingering scent of his skin.  

I slip around the displays of Italian designer 
suits, silk ties, and leather belts.  My mind 
wanders again -- is he still an impeccable dresser?  
Does he shop at the mall with his new family?  
Does he buy them fancy pajamas?  Does he…

Someone grabs my arm.
“Allie?”   
I turn, expecting the clerk to plunge her 

fingers into my neck, but it’s my English teacher, 
the tall, skinny dork I despise more than anyone 
else in the world.  He’s blocking my escape route 
with his size thirteen loafers and a baby stroller.

Two thoughts.  Get the heck out of my way -- 
and -- Dorkus procreated a kid?  Eww.   

“Hey, Allie, where are you going in such a 
hurry?”

“I’m late…”  I look over my shoulder.
“Everything okay?”  He follows my gaze. 
The clerk is huffing her way through Winter 

Clearance.  “Stop that girl —.”
His smile contorts into a frown. He tightens 

his hold on my arm.  “Allie, is she looking for 
you?”  He looks at my backpack.  “Did you steal 
something?”

”Of course not!”  I try to wrest free, but his 
grip is surprisingly resilient -- not like the sharp 
hold of a pit bull’s teeth tearing at your forearm, 
but like the protective grasp of someone 
preventing you from stepping off the curb into 
traffic.  

“Hand it over, Allie.  Now.”  
A security officer joins the clerk, and they’re 

closing in on me. My throat tightens and 
something metallic coats my tongue.  Images of 
the Juvenile Detention Center blur my mind…
those hateful girls, taunting me...

…you’re worthless, Allison!  Even your own 
father ditched you…

“Please – let me go –“  

Karen Procopio_________________________________________________________________
Technology Teacher, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies

Starfish
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But he continues to hold me steady and I 
wither inside, like a deflating balloon.  

“Here.”  I yank the jeans out of my backpack 
and throw them at his outstretched hand.  

I loathe you.  
The clerk and security guard reach us now.  

“Is this the girl?”
She nods.  “Yes, she’s one of them. The other 

got away.”
“Excuse me, Miss.  I need to check your 

backpack.”
“What’s the problem?” Dorkus asks. 
“Stay out of it…” I hiss.
“I’m Mr. Thompson, Sophomore English 

teacher at Lakeshore High School.  This 
is my student, Allie.  There must be some 
misunderstanding here.”

“Your student is a shoplifting suspect,” the 
guard says.  “Please step back, sir.”  He unzips 
my backpack, reaches inside, and pulls out 
everything I own:  a frayed gray hoodie, an 
empty tube of lip balm, 14 pennies, and two 
expired bus passes.  

“What exactly are you looking for?” Dorkus 
demands.

The clerk plants her hands on her hips.  
“Black jeans,” she says.  “I saw her take them.”   

Dorkus holds up the jeans.  “Are these what 
you’re looking for?”

The clerk nods.  “Yes.  That’s them.”
“Allie didn’t take these jeans.  She was asking 

my opinion of them,” he says, examining the 
stitching, “and I think they’re a great choice, 
don’t you, Allie?”

“Ah, sure…”
“Well,” he says.  “Mission accomplished!”  He 

opens his wallet.  “Shopping with girls is so darn 
difficult, ya’ know what I mean?”  He pulls out 
three twenty-dollar bills and places them in the 
clerk’s hand.  “Way too many choices.”   

The clerk glares at me as she accepts the 
money.  A small bead of sweat rolls down her 
cheek.

Dorkus leans toward the security guard.  “Me 
– well, I just buy the same Wranglers I’ve worn 
for years.  Like they say - if it ain’t broke, don’t fix 
it.”  

The clerk presses buttons on the cash 
register.  Dorkus stands beside me, keeping a 
protective grip on the stroller’s handle.  I glance 
up at his head.  Only a tuft of hair remains at 
the top.  I sigh.  He’s a social misfit, a goofball 
in glasses, argyle sweaters and tan corduroys.  
I’m a rebel with jagged purple hair and body 
piercings I can’t show in public.  But standing 
next to him with the baby stroller at his side 
makes me feel safe, and as much as I want to, I 
can’t step away.

The clerk thrusts the package at me and 
hands him the receipt.  “Okay,” he says, dropping 
the change into his pants pocket.  He smiles 
warmly at her.  “Thank-you for your friendly 
service.”  He turns toward the security guard.  
“No harm done, right officer?”

“It looks like it’s your lucky day,” the security 
guard says, his dark eyes fixing a stare on mine.  
“But never come back in here again, young lady.  
If you do, I will arrest you for trespassing.”

I follow Dorkus as he pushes the stroller out 
of the department store and into the open mall.  

“Thanks for bailing me out.  You didn’t have 
to.”

He shakes his head.  “Of course I did, Allie. 
I couldn’t let you go to jail again.  It wouldn’t 
solve anything.”

“You know I was in jail?”
“I know a lot about you.  It’s my job.”  He 

stops walking.  “Look - I know you don’t like me, 
Allie, but I’m okay with that.  I didn’t become a 
teacher to be popular.  I became a teacher to 
help students -- like you.”

“Me?”
“You know the story – there are millions 

of starfish on the beach, but we can only save 
a few – just the ones we throw back into the 
ocean.”

“So – I’m worth saving?”
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“Absolutely.”
The baby stretches and yawns.  “Looks 

like she slept through all the excitement,” he 
says, gently tucking a pink blanket under her 
chin.  “Tonight we’re spending a little ‘daddy-
daughter’ time together.”

I watch as she moves her lips as if she’s 
sucking an invisible bottle.  Then anger wells 
up inside my chest, and I don’t know if I want to 
punch something or cry.  

“I could never leave a helpless little baby 
alone.  Not even for a minute.  Why’d he do it, 
Mr. Thompson?  How could my dad just leave 
me -- alone?”

He sighs and shakes his head.  “I wish I knew 
the answer to that one, Allie.  But I do know one 
thing,” he says.  “He made the biggest mistake 
of his life when he left.  He’s missing out on the 
greatest blessing and joy a father could ever 
have – sharing a lifetime with his wonderful 
daughter -- you.”

I  hate this Dorkus.  I hate him for making 

me do my school work, for insisting I rewrite 
my papers, for demanding that I come to class 
every day, for claiming that I’m capable of better 
grades. For saying things like I believe in you.  But 
most of all, I hate him for causing the tears to roll 
down my face, taunting me -- See?  Allie’s not so 
tough, after all.  

He pulls a handkerchief out of his pocket, 
but I refuse, preferring the sleeve of my shirt.

“Hey,” he says softly, “come here.”  He wraps 
me within the warmth of his arms.  I press 
my face against his chest.  A father’s chest.  
Strong.  Steady.  Protective.  I heave and shake 
-- a thousand bitter tears for a thousand empty 
memories.  

He tightens his embrace.  
“You know what I wish for, Mr. Thompson, 

more than anything in this whole world?”
His expression is as soft and gentle as his 

voice.  “What?”
“I wish I had a dad – like you.”
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Afton Zapata-Scow______________________________________________________________
Third Grade Teacher, Zaharis Elementary

The Blonde Volcano

On the first day of third grade, my teacher, 
Miss Yzaguire, greeted our class with 

energy and enthusiasm. I realized then I 
wanted to be just like her, but in reality, I was 
nothing like Miss Yzaguire. She was tall and 
thin with dark straight hair. Her blunt bangs cut 
perfectly across her forehead above her thick 
dark eyebrows. She reminded me of Cleopatra 
with big and bold eyes; friendly and animated. 
Whenever she stared at me, I felt like the 
smallest person in the room. I was blonde, blue 
eyed, shy and timid.

“Hello.” Her voice sang like Snow White. “I’m 
your teacher this year. What’s your name?” she 
asked me sincerely as sweet as honey.

My mouth was moving to respond, but 
there wasn’t an audible word. My mother 
introduced us and we walked around the 
classroom to see where I will be spending my 
third grade year. There were a few students I 
knew from second grade, but most of the other 
students were new to me.

The learning environment in Miss Yzaguire’s 
classroom was like going to a movie. She not 
only had a colorful classroom, she painted 
the room with her personality. She would act 
out stories about her life and family that left 
us daydreaming about her adventures from 
traveling around the world. She had visited 
practically every state and capital in the United 
States.

One morning, Miss Yzaguire introduced us 
to a new spelling list. Spelling was my favorite 
subject because I felt like it was the only thing 
I was good at. Everything else seemed to scare 
me, especially math and science. I loved to 
daydream about the books I’ve read or stories I 
wanted to write.

“Who would like to tell me how to spell 
the word ‘volcano’?” Miss Yzaguire scanned her 
smiling eyes in search for a volunteer. I quickly 
looked down at my desk. Even though I felt like 
I knew the answer, I sat still, too afraid of being 
called upon.

“Little Miss Afton? How about you?” She 
walked closer to my desk. I could feel her bold 
eyes spotlighting me as every pair of eyes in the 
room pierced through me. I looked up at Miss 
Yzaguire as a deer in the headlights. My hands 
trembled as my cheeks began to burn. I couldn’t 
speak. I was hot and sweating from head to toe.

“Uh. Um.” Why was I so frightened to speak? 
My mind grew blank and I had forgotten the 
question.

“Can you spell the word ‘volcano’ for us?” She 
paused for a moment. “At least give it a try?” my 
kind teacher encouraged.

I swallowed. I looked around the room at all 
the frozen faces who anticipated my response. 
“V – O – L?” Time seemed to stand still and it felt 
like several minutes had gone by. This is torture, 
I thought. I prayed that my mind wouldn’t fail 
me now. “C – A – N- O?” I answered questionably.

“That is correct!” Miss Yzaguire shouted, 
and then leaned into my ear. “And you my dear, 
are my blonde volcano,” which confirmed the 
burning feeling in my cheekbones to be seen by 
all.

The girl sitting next to me leaned closer to 
me. “The top of your head is red too.” She looked 
into my face, pointing her eyes toward the top 
of my head and then quickly looked away. My 
head fell closer to my paper, hoping the color 
of my face would return back to my normal pale 
tone. I could only imagine the white strands of 
my hair illuminated from the color of my scalp 
like sparklers on the fourth of July.

Later that afternoon, Miss Yzaguire taught 
cursive. The letters “Y” in her name along with 
the letters “Z” and “G” that followed had been 
impossible for me to duplicate. I was frustrated 
with my work and wished she would slow down 
for me to catch up.

“Start at the top like this,” Miss Yzaguire 
wrote on the whiteboard at the front of the 
room. By the time she was finished with her  
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example, I had just begun. In frustration, my 
cheeks began to burn for the second time that 
day.

“Again, connect the “Y” to the “Z” like this.” 
She spoke as she wrote, but by the time I had 
started again, she had finished modeling her 
name.

“Ugh!” As the word flew from my mouth I 
was somehow bolted out of my chair and then 
stood alone with all eyes on me again.

“You truly are my blond volcano!” Miss 
Yzaguire said sternly in response to my outburst. 
“Not only do you turn the color of hot lava, but 
you also explode like one too.” Miss Yzaguire 
wasn’t pleased with my tantrum in her quietly 
calm classroom, and I had never known myself 
as having any type of temper before.

I sat back down in my chair as she 
approached my desk. “What seems to be the 
problem over here?” Her eyes peered down at 
my paper as the roots of my hair overflowed 
with heat.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t get it?” I whispered in 
my shy voice.

“It will take time and practice. Just like 
everything we do in school, in music, in sports. 
It takes practice to make things perfect. Here, let 
me show you.” Miss Yzaguire took my hand and 
pencil into her hand and gently stroked cursive 
letters along my paper in a beautiful rhythm. 
I wanted to be just like her – fearless, smart, 
confident, and patient. Perhaps one day.

Years later, as I began teaching third grade 
for the first time, I remembered my teacher, 
Miss Yzaguire. I remembered her patience and 
to be patient with my students. I remembered 
her perfection and modeled perfect cursive and 
spelling. There were times I had to take time and 
practice to study math and science lessons to 
deliver flawlessly to my students. There was also 
a time or two my students had witnessed the 
blonde volcano erupt for a variety of reasons as 
I learned the art of teaching. In all, my students 
could always count on enthusiasm, confidence 
and a burst of knowledge overflowing like a 
volcano, but sweet as honey.



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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Owen Kistler_______________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

New Born Lucas
He came home on Thursday
He’s bigger than I thought he would be
He looks like me
When he cries I rock him
I go this way and that way

Maggie McTaggart__________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Rachelle Dabbert

Flamingo
Pretty in pink.
Long lovely legs.
nice neck
Funny flyer

Benjamin Whitmer___________________
First Grade, Franklin at Alma Elementary
Teacher - Karen McCasland

Buzz Buzz
Oh who are little fuzz
you just say buzz buzz
I think you are a bug.
Oh please give me a hug. 
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Jace Conover___________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Kim Pillow

‘Cause He’s My Younger Brother
I walk into the living room and what to my surprise,
I see my younger brother and his small little eyes.
He throws a pillow at me,
I get really mad.
I want to hit him hard, 
But then he’s feeling sad.
I go up to my room and pick up the broom and
Start to sweep and my brother falls asleep.
He’s snoring really loud.
I go and wake him up and tell him to straighten up.
I keep on sweeping, my brother keeps sleeping.
He’s not snoring anymore. It’s getting really boring without a big snore.
Little brothers are important but they can be really annoying, but at least little
     brothers aren’t boring.
 

Leona Tubbs________________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Beth Hunt

The American Flag
When I see the flag

It reminds me of
The soldiers who fight

For this country we love.

When I see it waving
It shows to me
How very lucky
I am to be free.
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Sayde Schafli___________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary
Teacher - Stephanie Lockert

The Adventures of an African Gazelle
Gazelle Gazelle leap as high as you can
Over valleys and on the beach past a big van
And landing in the African Savanna
Finding a monkey, eating a banana
Seeing a humongous lion prowling
And another monkey howling
Finding a place to rest his head
He made it into a comfy, cozy bed 

Shannon McKee__________________
Third Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Jo-Anne Bondelli

Spring
When spring blooms, snow melts,

The emerald grass is warm,
The peaceful sun shines. 

Shea Lihosit______________________
Third Grade, Las Sendas Elementary
Teacher - Jo-Anne Bondelli

Fear
 Fear is being taunted like a nightmare.

It tastes like rotten apples;
It smells like a dumpster filled with banana peels

And reminds me of an abandoned house.
It looks like a thunder bolt.

It sounds like shrieking at the top of your lungs.
Fear makes me feel like I want to hide under my bed.
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Lydia Hall______________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Terri Caves

A Stormy Day
Today after I awoke . . .
The wind pounded on my window while I got dressed.
The rain played its drums while I ate breakfast.
The sun hid in fear of the clouds as I looked out the window.
The plants were depressed and droopy, because their friend was not shining.
The lightning was proud and vivid as it flashed across the sky.
My friends did not dare to go outdoors.
What a stormy day!

Hyrum Schnebly________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Carol Griner

Worms
This strange no backboned creature,

Has a very amazing feature.
It has no eyes, no mouth, no nose,

No legs, no feet, nor even toes!
It has five hearts as you might guess,

For if you slice it there is not less.
Their bodies have segments that bend like spaghetti,

When you catch one, you had better be ready.
Ready for the worm to be canned,

For if you wait too long it might wriggle right out of your hand!
Roundworms, flatworms, segmented worms too,

All worms are special just like you.
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Isabella Arellano________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Julie Suchor

Oh, Sweet Cherry Blossom Tree
Floating and drifting in the wind,
Like a pink bird of flight

A princess of blossoms, the queen of all trees,
In a twig coronet and a stunning petal gown,
Nature’s finest silk in a shimmering pink

With a stout, twisting trunk aiming for the sky,
A herald of spring, with winter behind

Guarding your palace, the majestic White House
Oh, sweet cherry blossom tree, may you reign forever

Sage Millett____________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Karen Weinstein

The Hair War
The hair was free and wild
As glorious as can be
It was slightly tangled
but that’s alright, you see.

But then occurred a battle
Worse than all you know
The combs were raised menacingly
The hair flinched at the sight of the foe.

For then they started war
Each was grim and somber
The hair put up a courageous fight
Though some were lost from their number.

Then, at last, the hair began
To triumph and prevail
But the thought was vain
For in the hairspray sailed.

The combs, fueled with confidence,
Attacked vigorously
And the hair saw with terror
That the spray sprayed limit free.

The spray’s attack was merciless
The hair under its gaze froze stiff
At last, the combs triumphed
And won because of their lift.

For the hairspray’s way was harsh
Every hair frozen in sleep
Kept in its temporary pose
Not wild, but tame and neat.

The hair is released when showers rain
And the hair is soaked to the core
Then it leaps up, prepared weapon in hand
Ready for another war.
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Ka’ili Brubaker__________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Felicia Muller

                      Growing
Are you growing?

Because I certainly am.
I feel my body stretching,

And into my clothes I cannot cram.
My hair is elongating and my feet are, too.

I can barely fit them inside my shoe!
And that’s only the beginning of what is in store.

I’ll be having kids with no time to snore.
They’ll run through the house and scream in my ear,

But giggle with laughter and smile with cheer.
Then soon there’ll be graying strands in my hair

(I’ll tell you what’s happening, if only I dare).
I am an old woman who cannot walk,

I lie in my bed as still as a hawk.
Soon I’ll be in heaven. Oh dear!

This future is coming so very near.

Gavin Martin___________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin East Elementary
Teacher - Felicia Muller

                The Little Things
There are little things that make you smile,

A puppy, a baby, a kiss on the cheek,
A freckle, a love note, a side faced wink,

There are little things in nature’s wild,
A flower, a pebble, a small blade of grass,

A snowflake, a raindrop, a fresh caught bass,

There are little things you may come across,
A penny, a ladybug, a shooting star,

A baseball, a pocket watch, or a candy bar,

All these things are little indeed,
But can brighten your day and make you believe,

That simple things can make you smile,
Like reading this poem written by a child. 
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Natalie Schultz_________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Walking Through Hoof Prints
Walking through the past I see a young girl
Her face is tightened with fear
Her grandpa stands beside her with a loving
hand on her shoulder as he introduces his steed
Cloaked in black his horse stood tall
Showing no signs of hesitation at all
He nudges the young girl and tweaked his black 
ear
The young girl stood frozen
Then a look of delight, as she looked deep into
the  horses enchanting eyes
She notices as she is entranced in his gaze
The shining white star upon his black face
Her grandpa stared lovingly
Then swept the girl up
Up onto the black horse
 
With a sweep of a hand
Now lay on the girl’s head
Lay a cowgirl hat its color all red
Since the day of their meeting
The girl and the horse
Had some strange connection
Not one understood
As the years passed by and the little girl grew

She would sit upon the saddle
With her hat and her boots
The link of their hearts
No one could break
Yet after years of running, growing, and fun
Their time here together was almost all done
The girl stood there weeping when her friend
passed away
But in her heart she knew the girl and her horse
would meet again
Though death did the parting
Their friendship had only begun
 
The girl and the horse had a link beyond
comprehension
That would keep them together ‘til they could
run again
Through forest of green, through the clouds in
the sky
The black steed and I

 
I look through the hoof prints my horse
and I once made
I know we will be together again
For love is eternal for me and my friend
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Rex Dyer_______________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Kara Keithley

It
It began miniscule, a pitiful thread

Nothing was more fractional nor more worthless nor more expendable than it
Only on the scale of quadrillions could it ever blossom, but it did

It grew exponentially to something fundamental and eminent, its original place being filled
It earned two companions, a friend and a spouse, a feat it could have only dreamt of

But it didn’t end there
Many more with same origin came, enough to make a dozen

A large crowd was created, hundreds of it
Lives could be started, all because of it

A massive city was created, it was important
It was monumental what it had done

Then thousands upon thousands, grew just like it
It’s influenced all of the borders it saw

An area that was unfathomably big
It had done this, it was a miraculous wonder

One would think it ends here, but it’s not even close
An octet emerged, seven civilizations just like it

Each punctuated the emptiness that kept them apart
It merged into one, with a capital city

Its peasant origins were now long lost forgotten
It had its outskirts, like most everything

But beyond its calmness millions more laid ahead
Eventually they met, once again collided

It became one, a spiral of immensity
But it still wasn’t done there was much more to come

As you’ve come to expect, it found more just like it
It became unanimously governed with it all ruled

Except it wasn’t, for beyond their oceans
An endless amount more, lay undiscovered

An entire archipelago, were yet again united
It was everything, and it finally ended

It constantly ventures past its own borders
All the area was claimed for this universal power

It is impossible in every sense of the word
It began insignificant and became the definition of infinity
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Arecelli Martin__________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Carson Junior High
Teacher - Danielle Bailly

Unheard Victims in the Holocaust
A faint cry forever gone

A dark scene in the shadows

Families lost forever more

Who will speak for them now?

Shall I murmur in your ear?

Can I scream in the streets?

Rise up and be heard

You can speak out for them

Unnamed graves for the broken ones

This may never occur again

Shattered dreams of no more

I tell you now: you’ve been heard.
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Jenna Montierth________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Sam Young

      The Great Misconception
“To covet is to sin!”

Or so she’d always been told.
It seemed all others were content-

But she had always been bold.
She turned her lustful gaze

To a girl across the room.
Her waist was thin and tiny,

Her corsage was in full bloom.
The people gathered ‘round her
Like mindless moths to a flame.

“I wish I was skinny!” she thought,
“Then maybe I won’t be so lame!”

So she stuck to her diet firmly
And was soon very thin.

She was almost overjoyed!
Until another girl walked in.

This one was pretty,
Beautiful beyond compare:
She had a smile on her face,

And ribbons in her hair.
“Oh, no!” she quickly gasped.

“What am I to do?
I’ll never win another’s stare,

Not with her in the room!”
So she grabbed a brush and makeup,

And smeared color across her face.
Why, surely no one could surpass her-

At least not in this place!

Again, pleased with her progress,
She grinned around the room
Until another caught her eye,

And she fell into a fit of gloom.
Her hair fell softly across her back,

Her figure was trim and petite.
A grin adorned her soft-lit face,

Her clothing was pretty and neat.
“How am I to compete with all?

Her qualities put mine to shame!
Never did I think it’d come to this-

Do they think it’s all a game?
Their images are killing me-

Figuratively, but just the same!”
And as she spoke these words,

She sobbed over her plight for fame.
But little did she know,

(For she had a very naive mind),
That before her search for perfect began,

She had already been just fine.
But amidst her made-up problems,
She became a shadow of the rest.
The shadow turned at sundown,
And it heaved inside her chest;

The realization that maybe,
Beneath the sand and stone,

Everyone was quite the same:
It was her perspective that was overblown.
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Mason Biegel___________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High
Teacher - Julie Miller

Honestly at Peace
I’d have to consider myself lucky,

Lying face up, 
 undisturbed, 
Spending my days watching from my spot,
 My hair glinting copper on the sunny days,
It all makes sense;
 Me lying here,
Not being spent up,
 Used,
 Obsessed over,
I have made my way long and far: 
 Into many dark places,
 Met many of my own kind,
But I’m not lonely now,
 Just waiting,
For some unlucky soul to pick me up,
 One who needs a penny a day to keep their fate away,
When not every street has luck to offer . . .

Terra Fair______________________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Taylor Junior High
Teacher - Paula Morelli

Mirror, Mirror
Mirror mirror on the wall,

Who are you to say who’s the fairest of them all?

Do you search my soul and see through my eyes?
Or do you ignore the truth and look at pretty lies?

Mirror mirror don’t you see,
what you show is killing me?

All you do is point out flaws upon my face
The things I cannot love, things I wish I could erase

Well mirror, I know pretty is pain
And now I see I have nothing to gain

You try to destroy us from within 
But you can’t learn, beauty is beneath the skin

So mirror mirror, you’re just a wall
Standing between me and the fairest of them all
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Stephany Rivero________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Dobson High
Teacher - Jennifer Madsen

No Rainbow After the Rain

Down, down, down they crash
Coming out of nowhere,

Lightning strikes again and again.
 

But it was just a nice day?
What caused this weather?

What caused those fists,
Those once holy fists,

To ever lay a hand on her,
My sunny day, my MOTHER?

It’s pouring, the sky crying along with me,
Booms of lightning fills my ears, entering and filling,

Filling my soul with nothing but chaos.

And then it’s over, as fast as the storm came it left.
But this time

My sunny blanket of warmth,
My rainbow,

Doesn’t make it, she’s gone.
Gone forever all because of the devil incarnate himself,

My “father”.
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Brylee Lewis____________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Mountain View High
Teacher - Heather Monette

                A Racist’s View
                           vs.
     A Civil Rights Leader’s View

A Racist’s View
Blacks are an inferior race

It is stupid to think that 
Blacks and Whites are equal.

“White is right!”
We must stop the roaring chants of

“I have a dream.”
Never again will we tolerate the Blacks.

We have to change the minds of those who say that
Segregation must go.

We have different colored skin for a reason, but
There are those who think that 

All men are created equal.
Those people must be destroyed.

Blacks are meant to be slaves.
Many have an idea that

All men should be free and protected.
This is not true. 

“Kill the Blacks, they were never meant to be given a life!”
We are surrounded by people that are yelling,

“We must fight for our rights!”
This ends now.

Blacks will never walk on this earth standing side by side with Whites.
A Civil Rights Leader’s View

(Read bottom to top)



66 ~ Poetry

David Chandler_________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

I Am Leaving
Who are you? Why are you here?
To tell me I’m wrong I suppose,
To convince me that I will regret my decisions later,
To set me straight like a wind-up toy that’s edging off the side of the countertop,
Well you’re not the only one.
I’m sorry, it’s too late; I’m on my way out.

I am leaving.

Where am I going?
Where does the deer take shelter when the hunters come? Where do the winds carry the flying 

dandelion seeds?
You might call that place the unknown; I like to call it safety.

Where I’ll hears hums and whistles,
chords and cadences, harmonies and melodies.

The sounds drive me forward and remind me of my task.
I am leaving.

You can pretend that you care, I don’t mind much,
as long as we both know it’s a lie.
A black empty nothingness of words.
An endless supply of sounds without meaning.
It’s like hearing a story from an old man without a mouth, no lips to pronounce, no tongue to 
articulate.
Oh! what adventures play in the back of his mind, like an old movie projector, 
playing scene by scene, second by second.
What history lies behind his wrinkles and emerald eyes?
What does he say? What do you hear?
Nothing.
There is nothing to hear; You will never know…
I wish I had time to explain, but I don’t

I am leaving, remember?

My vulnerable being leaps from a ledge into a blanket of space.
I’ve made my decision; I ‘ve found a map to Utopia, 

and even if I won’t make it there soon
I can see hope on the horizon.

behind me I see nothing.
I can never look back.
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There was once a time where my mind was a mountain;
immovable, unchangeable.
Then my heart retrieved a tiny chisel, and starting mining for precious stones 
What my heart discovered after sorting through the rock, dusting off the dirt, and polishing the 
stone, 
is that I had hidden talents, hidden treasures inside.
I needed to mine this raw material.
If I did, I would become greater,
and that’s why I’m leaving,
I’m capable of more,
much more

I can never look back.

You don’t understand.
I can’t expect you to.

Just like how a little child can’t understand what happened to their beloved dog,
when Mom and Dad say there’s been an accident.

Maybe you choose not to understand.
You choose to keep your vault of understanding locked up to “foreign material.”

You choose to believe that nothing is beyond your understanding.
Well, you’re not the only one.

I choose to believe that I can do something more.
I can only look forward.

I am leaving.
Not because I hate you, I hate myself for not realizing what I needed.
I can never look back
Not because I want to forget, but because I can’t live in the past. 
I’m sorry, it’s late.
I’m on my way out.

This is goodbye.
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Tristan Gutierrez________________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Celeste Burns

Steelhead
As the marauder meditated in savage hunger,

The salmon flocked the open stream with determination.
The fiendish yet irreproachable beast trailed brisk waters,
While the decaying wanderers neared their final passage.

Fatigued and weary, the predator entered the stream.
 While leading a nostalgic path, the army sensed peril.
In an act of animalistic instinct, the beast wrenched.

Henceforth, in a struggle for existence, the fighters clashed. 
Under a sense of duty, the first ranks ceded their souls,

The demon’s insatiable glutton emitted death.
Bursting between pellage and paws, survivors sought safety.

Mangling the bodies of victims, the beast still hounded.
Led by a pure instinct and longing for survival,
The species found an ancient and occult body,

An odd land where life and death go hand in hand,
Where birth and passing exist artfully.

The exhausted organisms trudged,
Burrowing deep in the soft mud,
The complete souls construct life,

Broken by their travels,
The salmon float high,

With their valor,
The cycle,

Fated,
Life.
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Selena Graf____________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Dobson High School
Teacher - Elizabeth Viator 

Lessons Learned, Lessons Lost
In kindergarten we learn to share
My blocks were your blocks and your clay was 
my clay
We saw no shade on the hand of friendship
You didn’t mind that my pants were worn and 
torn from last year or that I didn’t have new 
markers
You were just happy I let you borrow my 
broken stubby red crayon; red is your favorite 
color
After school, you realized I walk home alone 
because I didn’t have anyone to pick me up, 
and you
offered to walk with me
In kindergarten we learn tolerance
We learn compassion
We learn acceptance
So quickly was it forgotten a few years down 
the road when we entered high school
You judged me for my knock off jeans while I 
degraded you for your perfect curves and rosy 
complexion
I wanted what you had, but it wasn’t in the 
cards for me, so I tore you down for your 
blessings
So soon was I, your pal from grade school, 
forgotten when we crossed through the steel 
gates that
define us
Left to be lost in the sea of people, I now 
judged you and you judged me
We easily forget the lessons learned in our 
earliest years of life
What a shame, we were partners in crime; 
inseparable

I often wondered what changed between us 
and then I had an epiphany:  It wasn’t us that 
changed,
it was our surroundings
In 6th grade we learned how to gossip
People began to notice that I was often left 
hungry at lunch and alone after school
You heard a rumor that I lived alone without 
food or drink, but what you didn’t know was 
that I had
a single mom who worked two jobs to keep a 
leaky roof over my head
They told you my dark pigment was filth, not of 
Latino origin
This was just cause to begin our inevitable 
separation
In junior high we learned cliques
You sat across the quad with the “cool kids” 
near the cafeteria, while I ate with the “nerds” 
next to the
science building
I realize now in my wiser years that society and 
surrounding influences had altered you, for 
you
alone would not have changed so drastically
It was the people you encountered and the 
soft spoken words they hissed into your ear
Your mind was molded like a piece of our clay, 
into societal norms and ideals
Through society’s lens you saw my pigment
So quickly are the lessons learned in 
kindergarten forgotten
There is no tolerance
There is no compassion
There is no acceptance



70 ~ Poetry

Jordan Paul____________________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Dobson High
Teacher - Elizabeth Viator

The Meaning of Life
A young boy sits across from his father,
Barely old enough to learn of the world
His Dad sat him down with a “listen Son,”
And the mysteries of truth were unfurled.

“Listen Son and hear me well,”
His father started with a stare.
“It’s time you learned the lessons I’ve taught,
And experiences to get me here.”

His son opened his ears and listened,
Questions forming in his mind.
There was only one thing he needed to ask,
And make sure there would be time.

“Do you even know,” his father started,
“Why this floating Earth will spin?”
“Of course I do!” the boy answered,
“You said it’s so that life can live again.”

Father nodded and then he said,
“It seems I’ve taught you well,
But tell me this my only son,
What is the hardest thing to tell?”

The son thought a little longer,
You can keep but are unable to see it,
He smiled the grin of an innocent child,
And said “Simple, it’s a secret.”

Father returned the smile and spoke,
“You might be right again,
But tell me this my only son,
What has a beginning but no end?”

The boy sighed like their roles were switched,
“A human story, it’s never done,”
Then he got a sneaky look on his face and said,
“A question, can I ask you one?”

The father was taken aback for a moment,
His son never talked back like this,
But he wasn’t one to back down from a  
     challenge,
And said smugly, “Well, if you insist.”

Son said “I’ve thought a lot about this,
But I doubt you’ll get it right,
Now if you want to ask about meanings,
I ask you, what’s the meaning of life?”

Before father could say another word,
His son had already continued,
“You can’t say that there’s no meaning,
This question is meant to trick you.”

Father thought and thought some more,
And even opened his mouth once or twice,
“Can’t think of one huh?”  his son grinned and 
     said,
“Let me give you my advice.”

“The world can only be seen clear by a child,
One who has never felt sadness or pain,
Only encouraged by curiosity,
The only way to look closer at everything.”

“We haven’t the worries of money,
Or house the loss of love and regret,
Nothing obstructing our view of the truth,
To help us find the knowledge we need to 
     collect.”
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The son had shocked his father,
When did he think about this?
As if he could read his mind the son said, 
“Always, but it’s easy to miss.”

The boy continued on with a heavy voice,
Like he had lived a thousand times over,
He reasoned “Knowing life’s meaning is rare,
Like finding a four-leaf clover.”

“Life is a game we happen to be in,
Making mistakes to lose a turn and set us back,
There are few lucky people who find the exit,
With everything they’ve worked for intact.”

“The meaning of life is to discover,
And be the creator of something new,
Not to run from challenges,
And everything you could do.”

The father was astonished,
He himself could not think that deep,
The lesson his son had taught him,
Was one he would always keep.

Then his son yawned,
And it was time for bed.
Father hugged him,
And “Goodnight” was all that he said.
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Jannet Gutierrez________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington

Perception
What is life without perception?
No inspection or detection,
No attention nor reflection,
No connections- one dimension.

Never knowing about the fall of Rome,
Or why it’s called “Der Berliner Dom.”
Who wrote about the star-crossed lovers,
Or what about what Psyche discovers?

Never comprehending what others have felt,
Only attending to the hand you’ve been dealt.
Leading a selfish, sheltered existence,
From the problems of others, you keep your distance.

In inspecting a feeling, a thought, or expression,
You might even gain an appreciation,
for the structures between plots and themes,
Novels and poems, flowing like streams.

Without perception, life can be wretched.
Not respected or connected,
Undetected and dejected,
Not affected- just neglected.
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When the clouds empty their
heavy sadness
upon the world below,
the frogs do not stop their 
songs, echoing the bursting
thunderclaps.

The leaves take each raindrop 
as a dance partner,
each drip a tango
and a dip.

The riverwater welcomes the 
clouds’ tears home
with round embraces,
pools trickling with 
ring around a rosie.

Teach me not how to
wait out the storm, but how to
wade through it.
My arms will become wings—
one with the sky—
and my torn jeans will moss over.

Maybe,
finally,
I will be home
at last

Hannah Pascale Jarvis___________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Judith Harper

A Cue From Nature
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Janet Millar-Haskell_____________________________________________________________
Second-Sixth Gifted Teacher, Highland Elementary

Engineering Haikus
Some engineer poems.
And some engineer bridges.
Why not combine both? 

STEM- new acronym
Teachers strive to understand
Students thrive and grow.

STEM OR STEAM we claim
But Art and Engineering
Are entwined in life.

Students design things
They create a  fresh new world
Will it be better?

Engineers- They’re more
Much more than just train drivers
Builders of new worlds.

Ask, Imagine, Plan
Rigorous thinking by all
Design blossoms now.

Meticulous plans
Creative designs emerge
Buds become flowers!

Can you imagine
Your student changing the world?
That’s your legacy.
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Jo-Anne Bondelli________________________________________________________________
Third Grade Teacher, Las Sendas Elementary

The Fickle Wind
Outside my rattling windowpane

The howling wind boasts of its might
By forcing all that’s in its path

To do its bidding through the night.
On highways, cars are overturned

With helpless prisoners pinned inside,
While at the cold, sand-blasted shore
The gusty wind fights with the tide.

My favorite weeping willow tree
No longer weeps, but lies in state,
And as I mourn its senseless death

The spiteful wind I want to hate.

But then I think of gentler nights
When balmy breezes warmed the air,

Caressing me with soft embrace
And fondly toying with my hair;

When I could hear the whispering leaves
Sing lullabies to bird and snake,

And watch the willows gently sway,
And count the ripples on the lake.

I then remember breezy days
On which the park was filled with crowds;

We’d fly light planes and paper kites,
And name the changing shapes of clouds.

You’re not unlike the fickle wind,
At once caressing, then unkind.

First sheltered with your tender love,
I’m then abandoned, left behind.
Don’t treat me as a beagle’s bone

That’s buried after every use;
I’ve given you my love and life

And don’t deserve your cruel abuse.
Observe the wind on gentle days
And see all nature join the dance,

Then note how raging, violent winds
Kill every hope for sweet romance.





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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Let’s face it, sometimes life is hard even when you are five. Stuff happens. 
Sometimes it’s your fault and sometimes it’s not. If you are going to make it 

through kindergarten we have some advice. Here is what you should do when things 
get rough . . .

Merrilee Kupfer’s Class___________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Field Elementary

How to Survive Kindergarten
Excerpts:

When you can’t 
remember the number 9 
look at the number and 
don’t cry.

If somebody makes you 
mad ask them to play 
with you at recess. When 
you are nice they will be 
nice too.

If you bring a toy to school keep 
it in your backpack because the 
teacher will take it.

When you can’t tie your shoes ask 
your friend because they will help 
you!

When you don’t like 
the lunch food the 
next day you can eat 
another food. Don’t 
cry.

If take away is too hard you 
can use your fingers. 

If you say a bad word the 
teacher will tell your mom. 
That is scary!

When somebody bothers you tell 
the teacher. Don’t kick the chair.

When somebody 
takes a toy go find 
another toy so you 
can be nice. 

When you play in the 
bathroom your class might 
leave you.
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Peggy O’Neill’s Class_____________________________________________________________
First Grade, Hale Elementary

Helping Hands are Filled with Love!
Excerpts:

My Sister

My sister is two. She loves to 
play with me after school on my 
trampoline. She gets so excited that 
she hugs me. I hug her too. We play 
lots of games on it. We chase each 
other. Then we bounce together. I 
help my sister if she falls. If she 
wants to get out of her high chair I 
help her. I love my sister very much. 

My Mom and Dad

My mom and dad are the best. I 
love them. We play board games 
together. I like to play Candyland 
with them. They let me win 
sometimes. After the games I help 
my mom clean the table and put the 
games away. Then I help my dad 
clean our shed. We put the bikes 
in order. We put the brooms in the 
corner. And then I put the shelves 
on the floor. Then my dad takes me 
to get ice cream. And then I go home 
and help my mom clean the dishes. I 
love my parents very much. My Grandpa

I love my grandpa very much. He 
swims with me. I get on his back and 
he swims underwater with me. After 
we swim I help him take the toys 
to the shed. My grandpa and I like 
to play board games together. We 
play Mustache Smash. Sometimes 
he lets me win but sometimes I give 
one or two of my cards to him. Then 
we eat dinner together. For dinner 

My Auntie

I love Auntie Irene very much. 
We made cupcakes together at 
Christmas time. First we put 
chocolate in it. Then we mix in the 
flour in the bowl. Then we baked 
them in the oven. At last we ate 

them. They were yummy. I 
like to slide down the stairs 
with her. We slide down on 
our tummies. Next we went 
to eat. We go to Soup and 
Bread. I love my auntie. 

we eat mashed potatoes 
and jello. And we had 
pudding for dessert. 
These are the ways I 
like to spend time with 
my grandpa.
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Beth Hunt’s Class________________________________________________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary

Pets:  the Good, the Bad, and the Snuggly
Excerpts: Pets are very important to us.

We love them even if they make a fuss.
We can feed them and hug them,

Even read them a book.
But the best thing,

Is when they give you a look
that says . . . I love you!

Boxers are the best dogs ever! 
Her name is Macy but I call her 
Maybells. She has a black wet nose. 
Her fur is soft and it is brown. She 
dances when I give her cookies. She 
can be naughty when she gets into 
the garbage. We do races in the 
back yard. She runs very fast like a 
cheetah. She wins the races every 
time. I love my boxer so much!

I like frogs! My frog has brown 
eyes and she is green. She is cute 
and she has fur. As you can guess 
she is a stuffed animal. She jumps 
on my head and she is loving. One 
day she was sitting on my pillow and 
I startled her. She jumped on my 
dresser and broke my snow globe. I 
love my frog and she sleeps with me 
every night. 

Otis is my cat. Otis is 3 weeks old. 
He is a tabby cat. He is gray with 
black stripes. He is a medium sized 
cat. He chews on my blanket. He 
tries to get my fish. His first night 
in my house my cat Otis looked 
in my bathtub and Otis fell  in. I 
pulled him out and he shook the 
water off himself. I love my cat 
very very, very, very much.

I think you would like a pet like 
mine. He has a curly tail. He has 
three claws on each foot. You can’t 
see his ears. His legs are very 
short. He changes color. When 
he’s light green he’s happy. When 
he’s dark he’s nervous. He likes to 
eat crickets. He likes to crawl on 
my dad and me. He is really good 
at camouflage. He is really slow 
at walking. Did you guess? It’s a 
chameleon named Tom. 





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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Alexis Kelley___________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Brinton Elementary
Teacher - Cailee Maynez

Bunnies Are the Best

Do you like bunnies because I do? One thing 
that I treasure most about bunnies is that 

they are loyal. Another reason I adore bunnies is 
that when I am lonely they can play with me in 
that time. I can cuddle with my bunny. Bunnies 
are very cozy, furry and soft. I also feed my 
bunny carrots. The part I like most about feeding 
my bunny is seeing its little buck teeth. If you 
don’t have many friends you can get a bunny 
then talk to it and it will listen to you. Something 
else you can do is put your bunny on the ground 
and if you train it, it can hop around and put on 
a magnificent show. Why don’t you go to a pet 
shop then get a bunny that suits you!

Brooklyn Miller_________________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher - Connie Spencer

Great White Sharks

What has a gray back and a white stomach? 
A great white shark! Great white sharks 

are the world’s largest predatory fish. They can 
grow to be about 15 to 20 feet and weigh more 
than 5,000 pounds. Wow! A baby dog is called 
a pup, so is a baby shark. They can even live for 
70 years just like people! When a great white is 
born, it is 4 to 5 feet long and can completely 
take care of itself. Did you know that? They can 

detect one drop of blood in 25 gallons of water 
and they can can sense even a little blood up to 
3 miles away. So if you’re bleeding get out of the 
water. Though they are sometimes portrayed as 
man-eaters, these animals are responsible for 
just five attacks per year. If you ever see a great 
white shark swimming towards you splash the 
water and swim as fast as you can. 
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Austin Richey___________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Brinton Elementary
Teacher - Danielle Scoggins

The Fun of Fiction

Have you ever read a really good fictional 
story and you didn’t ever want to put the 

book down? I adore reading picture and chapter 
books in the genre of fiction.

One of my favorite books to read are Skippy 
Jon Jones. I love reading Skippy Jon Jones 
because they are hilarious! Skippy Jon Jones is 
a Siamese cat but he thinks he is a Chihuahua. 
He has crazy adventures like when he had to be 
rolled into a burrito with three beans and attack 
a bobble head and put the three beans into a 
jar! Also, whenever he enters his closet he meets 
lots of other Chihuahuas who come to life from 
being stuffed animals!

Another book I love to read are the series 
of Fablehaven! The Fablehaven series are about 
a property also called a reserve, with magical 
creatures! Some of my favorite creatures are a 
demon named Bahumat, all the different kinds 
of fairies, and a witch named Muriel. A brother 
and a sister named Seth and Kendra have a 
grandpa that owns the reserve of Fablehaven! In 
the first book Seth and Kendra save Fablehaven 
by destroying the demon Bahumat and it 
was amazing! I can’t wait to hear about what 
happens in the second book!

My last book of fiction that I love to read are 
Flat Stanley books. They tell about a boy who 
got flattened by a bulletin board that fell on him 
while he was sleeping! He travels to many places 
by plane, mail, or even by flying with the wind! 
He has been to many places like Africa, France, 
Washington D.C., even China! He has had many 
adventures like fighting ninjas, or being a flying 
acrobat!

Over all, I love reading fictional books. I 
love reading about Skippy Jon Jones and his 
adventures, Fablehaven with all the magical 
creatures, and Flat Stanley reading about all the 
awesome destinations he has been to! That’s my 
opinion about the fiction genre and no one can 
change my mind about that!
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Katelyn Cupryk_________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Madison Elementary
Teacher - Cheryl Hickey

Christmas Magic

Although I enjoy celebrating many holidays, 
Christmas is my favorite time of the year. 

One reason this holiday is my favorite time of 
the year is because it’s the birth of the Heavenly 
Jesus Christ. Christmas magic is not just about 
the splendid presents you receive. It’s also about 
the celebration of the wonderful birthday of 
Jesus. He is the son of the creator of the world, 
and he was born in a manger in the town of 
Bethlehem. We can all celebrate Jesus’s birthday. 
I love praying silently to God right before I go to 
bed because he answers me in a way I can feel it. 
I feel God speaking to me in my heart.

Another reason I love this special event is 
because you get to open presents. You might 
receive many awesome presents that are small, 
gigantic, heavy, skinny, short and tall. Some gifts 
have ribbons and bows tied onto them, and 
some have shiny, multi-colored wrapping paper. 
Some presents create wonderful heart-warming 
memories that you’ll always remember. I also 
enjoy wrapping and giving presents to my 
family and special friends in my life. It makes me 
feel excited to see the smile on their faces when 
they receive their offerings.

During the holiday season, it’s delightful 
to celebrate traditions and customs. I love 
to see the advent candle illuminated on the 
dinner table to honor God with blessings and 
the bright tree with the beautiful ornaments 
hanging from the thin pine needles. On 
Christmas day, the chocolate chip cookies and 
peppermint candy canes taste delicious and the 
gingerbread cookies baking slowly in the oven 
make my mouth water. When my dad lights the 
fire, my family feels the toasty warmth against 
their cheeks.

My final reason I believe Christmas is 
magical is because Santa comes to town! 
Children always wait impatiently for plump St. 
Nick to come down the chimney at midnight. 
He places your gifts under the tree, and when 
he’s done, he vanishes like magic! If you leave a 
cookie on the counter for him, he can replenish 
his energy, so he can travel to the other rooftops 
to deliver toys and candy to the children’s 
stockings. It’s exciting when Santa leaves, and 
I hear the loud ringing bells on his sleigh. If 
you truly believe in him, you will receive lots of 
offerings. In conclusion, Christmas is my favorite 
time of year. 
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Faith Millett____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Becky Nudell

Terrific Tigers

Imagine you are in a jungle. It is dark and the 
tree branches are swaying in the wind. Wait! 

Stop! What is that crouching behind the tree? 
You have just spotted a tiger.

Tigers are large, striped animals that are 
part of the cat family. Their stripes are black over 
orange fur. They live in jungles and forests. Large 
males grow to be 12 feet long and weigh 500 
pounds. That weighs about as much as a family 
of five people!

When a female tiger gives birth it usually 
has two or three cubs. Almost half of tiger cubs 
do not survive to adulthood. In the first part of 
their life, tigers are completely blind. Once they 

gain their vision, they squint or close their eyes 
to show that they feel comfortable and safe. 
Also, a tiger’s night vision is six times better than 
a human’s vision. This helps them hunt. Most 
tigers usually hunt alone. They will hunt wild 
pigs and deer and also small prey like monkeys 
or frogs. A tiger may stalk twenty animals before 
finally catching one. When a tiger is ready to 
attack, it does not roar. Instead, it will hiss and 
fluff. But then the tiger has to rest because it 
only needs to hunt about once a week.

Overall, tigers are very interesting. So, keep 
on the lookout if you find yourself in the jungle!



Essay ~ 89

Natalie Hess____________________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Is SpongeBob a Good or Bad Role Model?

Turn off the television! Stop your kids from 
watching SpongeBob SquarePants! Even 

though it seems harmless, the show SpongeBob 
SquarePants is a bad role model for your child 
for four reasons.

First SpongeBob’s boss, Mr. Krabs, is very 
obsessed with money. He cares more about 
making money than even his own family! 
Instead of paying his employees, his employees 
pay him. Kids shouldn’t see this because 
next thing you know, your child is making a 
lemonade stand every week and isn’t letting you 
know they’re gone. Then, they care about their 
money to the point where they are bathing in it.

Next, Sandy, the squirrel that only breathes 
air and lives in a tree, is mostly dressed in 
inappropriate clothing. Sometimes she’s in her 
spacesuit and sometimes she is wearing a pink 
bra and underwear. Sandy looks naked half of 
the time. Children shouldn’t be exposed to a 
naked girl. This introduces young ones to the 
sight of a naked body way to early. 

Then, no matter how nice SpongeBob is 
to Squidward, Squidward is never nice back. 

Sometimes SpongeBob wants to help his friend, 
but Squidward just slams the door on him most 
of the time. If kids started ignoring all of the 
other children, then a lot of young ones would 
get their feelings hurt and start doing the same 
thing to other kids. All kids get their feelings 
hurt very easily and this situation is just a call for 
tears. In addition to ignoring other people, they 
could start ignoring all of their problems that 
could be serious. All of this would be caused 
by one character always being rude to another 
character in a cartoon television show.

Lastly, Patrick is just way too stupid. He says 
very dumb sentences and does actions that 
aren’t very smart. Kids who watch this show 
are always repeating his not so bright words. If 
they are repeating Patrick too often, then those 
dumb little phrases could become part of their 
everyday vocabulary. Do you want your little 
ones to become stupid?

Did you turn off the TV yet? If you did, it’s 
the right thing to do. SpongeBob looks like a 
perfectly good show for children to watch; 
however, SpongeBob SquarePants is a bad role 
model for little kids.  
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Garrett Austin__________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Hale Elementary
Teacher - Nicole Powell

Sago Worm vs. Grasshopper

Are you picky about eating certain things? 
Would you rather eat a sago worm or a 

grasshopper? I would prefer eating a sago 
worm.

I am not a picky eater, but these are pretty 
intense foods! One reason I would rather eat 
the sago worm is because it has a lot of taste. If 
you eat it fresh it tastes sweet and creamy like 
pudding and grasshoppers have no taste unless 
you put seasoning on it! If you like bacon you’re 
in luck, because if you boil a sago worm it will 
taste like bacon!

I feel that I should also talk about where 
in the world these bugs have possibly been. 
A sago worm is born in a sago palm tree. A 
grasshopper could have been in someone’s attic 
before they were caught in a field. The sago 
worm can’t move and eats stems. Grasshoppers 
eat dirty plants. 

In my opinion, I think that you would 
appreciate it if I shared with you the nutrition 
facts. A sago worm has 7-8 grams of protein. 

A grasshopper has 30 grams of protein. Sago 
worms come from Southeast Asia and a 
grasshopper comes from southern Mexico. You 
should think about how you have to clean these 
bugs. The sago worm just needs to be washed 
off with water. A grasshopper has to be fried and 
washed. This is because of poisonous parasite 
animals that live on it.

A sago worm is soft and tender. 
Grasshoppers are very crunchy. Sago worms 
can’t move so when you eat them they won’t 
wiggle in your mouth. Sago worms are easy to 
find, you just find a sago tree that’s dead. And 
you’ve got a JACKPOT! Plus you don’t need any 
tools to catch them! 

When you are eating a sago worm you grab 
it by the head and bite under. And what you 
taste would be much better than a grasshopper! 
So above all, a sago worm is better than a 
grasshopper. And those are all of the reasons 
why a sago worm would be better. 
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Sage Millett____________________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, MacArthur Elementary
Teacher - Karen Weinstein

Gila Monsters

Some people are afraid of monsters. Young 
children check under their beds for them 

and they dominate screens in horror movies. 
I’m here to convince you Gila monsters aren’t 
like that. They may sound scary but they need 
protection as an endangered species. Here are 
some interesting facts about one of the biggest 
lizards around.

During the springtime, Gila monsters 
emerge from their burrows to mate and eat. Gila 
monsters are most active in springtime because 
that’s when their favorite foods are available. 
Gila monsters like to eat eggs and other animals 
such as rodents, reptiles and small mammals. 
Gila monsters will even eat carrion, or dead 
meat. These giant lizards are strictly carnivores.

Speaking of giant lizards, did you know 
that the Gila monster is the biggest lizard in 
the United States? It is much bigger than the 
average lizard in Arizona, its natural habitat. An 
adult Gila monster is usually 20-21 inches long 
and 3-5 pounds. That’s one big lizard!

Gila monsters are serious sleepers. They 
spend up to 97 percent of their lives sleeping or 
underground. Gila monsters usually have two 
dens. In the summertime they dig a shallow 
hole for napping and in the wintertime they 
tunnel a deeper burrow for hibernating.

Gila monsters do have a poisonous bite but 
it’s not as dangerous as you may think. First of 
all, after they bite, Gila monsters don’t hold on 
until dusk. That’s a superstition. They do hold on 
for a while but not that long. Gila monsters have 
unique poison glands. While snakes have hollow 
fangs that inject venom, Gila monsters’ venom 
glands are on the gums of their lower jaw. After 
they bite their prey, the venom flows into the 
wound. Even though Gila monster poison can 
rarely kill humans, it’s always best to give Gila 
monsters their space. 

Gila monsters are among the most 
misunderstood animals in the world. These 
lizards are amazing creatures with unique 
defense moves and techniques. They are even 
helping scientists discover a cure to diabetes. 
Gila monsters are part of the complex web of life 
that makes us all connected. The more we learn 
about Gila monsters, the less we are afraid of 
them. You might even decide you like monsters. 
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Dragons have been alluded to in literature 
for hundreds of years. Early examples 

include Beowulf, a fable written in the Middle 
Ages, The Golden Legend, in which a dragon is 
put to death by the likes of St. George, and Les 
Voeux du Paon, translated to Vows of the Peacock, 
where a woman magically transforms into a 
dragon and later flees. J.R.R. Tolkien, author of 
The Hobbit and The Lord of the Rings novels, truly 
demonstrates both classic and more modern 
takes on this concept. 

Although Tolkien was not greatly inspired 
by books such as Alice and Wonderland and 
Treasure Island as a child, he did have a large 
interest in fantasy. This led to his simply acute 
curiosity involving dragons, believing them 
to be creatures of unprecedented beauty and 
strength.

“The dragon,” Tolkien states, “had the 
trademark of Fairie written upon him. In 
whatever world he had his being, it was another 
world. Fantasy, the making or glimpsing of other 
worlds, was a profound desire. I desired dragons 
with a profound desire.”

But Tolkien’s love of dragons didn’t stop 
there. All through adulthood, he fantasized 
about them, and went as far as to write his first 

official piece of writing about them, a critical 
essay about the previously mentioned Beowulf 
presented as a lecture. After the thought of 
writing about dragons was invoked in his mind, 
Tolkien moved on to later write The Hobbit and 
The Lord of the Rings. 

In spite of Tolkien’s love of dragons, only 
six were mentioned by name in his books. They 
were Smaug the Magnificent, Ancalagon the 
Black, Scatha, Fire Drake of Gondolin, Gostir, and 
Glaurung. He depicted these six as malevolent 
beings, known for their subtle intelligence, great 
power, and love of treasure. In terms of powers, 
Tolkien wrote of the commonly used fire breath 
and ability to communicate (in English, in most 
cases) as well as the imaginative idea of the 
dragons possessing hypnotic capabilities.

Writings of J.R.R. Tolkien are excellent 
examples of dragons used in literary texts, 
which are always heightened by his liking of 
them. His works will go down in history, along 
with the other spectacular pieces of dragon-
related writings, for imaging dragons as more 
than hideous beasts, but creatures of vital 
importance to the fantasy world. 

Evelyn deVos___________________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Johnson Elementary
Teacher - Sandy Worcester

Dragons in Literature:  J.R.R. Tolkien
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Thomas Herrmann______________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Summit Academy
Teacher - Margaret Carreiro

Homelessness

One point three million citizens in the 
U.S. are homeless and there are likely 

many more. Many people in America live 
with a constant desire for food and shelter 
and they will do almost anything to acquire 
it, possibly even resorting to a life of crime. 
Numerous citizens are unfairly ejected onto the 
unforgiving streets with next to nothing to help 
them survive. Most of the time, people are sent 
to live on alleyways for causes that are beyond 
their control entirely! They have to survive on 
what little they have. Fortunately, there are 
many ways that they can be helped. Have you 
ever wondered how the homeless survive day 
after day? They take absolutely nothing for 
granted.

Without a doubt, people get thrown onto 
the streets for numerous reasons that are all 
very different from each other. Even if it’s a 
cause like a pay cut, these kinds of situations 
can quickly spiral out of control (Source 1). 
Disability is large cause of homelessness. A 
mental disability can lead to a transient lifestyle 
in a blink of an eye. A robbery is also another 
large way to become poor extremely quickly. If 
a theft is committed online, you could lose all of 
your money without even knowing it. Robbery 
in the real world is less devastating but can still 
set a person onto the path of homelessness. 
An unexpected illness can place somebody in 
debt in a heartbeat. Medicines can be extremely 
expensive and can take somebody’s money in a 
flash. What if a business suddenly has to make 
pay cuts and fires people? What happens to 
those now unemployed citizens? They either 
have backup plans or they were barely hanging 
on and relying heavily on that job. One thing’s 
for sure, no one can last long without a steady 
flow of income.

Homeless people survive any way they 
can. Relatives are usually willing to assist family 
members in need. Though, unfortunately, 

sometimes family members of homeless 
citizens aren’t willing to help their own family. 
It doesn’t  only have to be family; sometimes 
a friend or a kind person will go out and help 
that homeless person. A food bank collects 
food and then provides it through food stamps. 
Food stamps can be applied for online and may 
be exchanged for free food at participating 
retailers. Food drives can also be a major food 
supplier for those with a transient lifestyle. 
Homeless shelters are fairly dangerous. Privacy 
means absolutely zilch in a homeless shelter. 
Food poisoning is a constant worry (Source 1), 
and since making your own food is generally 
against the rules, many homeless citizens are 
becoming sick through this process. While they 
are hazardous, homeless shelters do provide a 
roof over one’s head. Government programs can 
help kids and adults alike find better homes and 
lives. The H.O.P.E. program in New York assists 
underprivileged people’s situations by providing 
food and water, helping them find an affordable 
home, and most importantly, giving them 
courage. The Coalition for the Homeless helps 
children in poverty bring up their grades by 
funding an after-school program called “Bound 
for Success” that helps children by providing 
a quiet, safe environment that provides free 
tutoring, arts and crafts, and an adequate 
environment for kids to sit down and do their 
homework. The Coalition for the Homeless also 
helps families find an affordable home.

Luckily, the homeless can be helped in 
many different ways. Participating in food drives 
by volunteering and donating can help them 
crank out more food to those who need it most. 
Volunteering in a food bank can mean one more 
meal to the homeless. Providing food directly to 
homeless citizens can help them tremendously. 
When somebody gives food or basically 
anything else out of kindness, they can make a 
huge difference in somebody’s life. Donating 
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to churches can provide food and water to 
the homeless as well. Many churches provide 
help through either donating to government 
programs or by providing shelter. Donating or 
working with government programs can help 
homeless children a ton.

More than  630,000 people are homeless 
on any given day and those are just the ones 
we know about. Homeless people direly need 
help. They survive with anything possible and 
with all the causes that can lead to a transient 
lifestyle, the number of homeless citizens is only 
increasing. 



Essay ~ 95

Ashley Ramirez Armenta_________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Poston Junior High
Teacher - Anna Hancock

Something Simple

Dearest Mother,  
I remember the stories and legends that 

you used to tell me when I was no older than 
six. The stories of mighty warriors with  the 
swords of purest gold and armor made from the 
strongest of steel and the hottest of the dragon’s 
fire. I had expected my name to be shouted on 
the battlefield. I had expected my fellow soldiers 
to shout my name until it touched the Heavens 
above and the Hells that are below. Instead I 
find the grounds coated with crimson blood. 

Brother has turned on brother. The bond 
of purity, innocence, wisdom and love for one 
another has turned into pure hatred, torture and 
death. Everywhere you look there are rotting 
carcasses beyond those seen in nightmares. 
I feel a sword of guilt stab my heart when I 
recognize that they were my friends, the ones 
that have given their lives for mine, and yet I was 
not there to defend them. As for those who still 
remain, their eyes have been opened like that of 
Adam’s and Eve’s. Some are not strong enough 

to make it through the cycle of death that we 
call war, for all they can do is plug their ears 
and hope that it will end. I doubt there will be 
a night when I don’t have the memories burned 
into my mind. If I perish, let it be known that I, 
along with those whom have fought to their 
grave, have died with a true soldier’s heart. For 
the true meaning of war is that there will never 
be anything gained, but everything lost. To me 
this is why the sun and the moon never touch, 
for they know that if the moon were to die, so 
would the wolves that hunt at night. The same 
with the sun, for without the sun there are no 
crops, and without crops we shall die. 

If this is the last I will ever write or see your 
loving smile, do not be sad. For I am in a better 
place and my soul that is still pure will have our 
memories forever concealed within. 
Love, 

Jacob
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Bradon Schield_________________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High
Teacher - Patti Reckell

Bargain:  Argumentative Essay

Bang! Alexander Smith, the judge for this 
case, slammed his wooden gavel into the 

podium, signaling the official beginning of 
the court case. A weak light streamed through 
the tall glass windows on the side of the 
court house, acting as apertures in the huge 
wooden building; anxiousness was, of course, 
omnipresent. “The defendant to the stand 
please,” said the judge.

I gathered up my papers regarding the case 
and walked down the aisle to the stand. “At first 
glance it may seem like Mr. Baumer committed 
the crime, but closer examination of the matter 
will reveal that it wasn’t Mr. Baumer’s fault and 
was simply a horrid accident. My reasoning 
for this belief stems from the fact that Slade’s 
illiteracy was his own fault, not Baumer’s, as 
well as his chronic alcoholism, which were both 
clearly Slade’s hamartias.”

The first piece of evidence I will present is 
Slade’s fatal flaw of illiteracy. This world we live 
in is not accustomed to illiterate people, which 
is shown on the barrel, as it had a clearly stated 
warning which was placed on the barrel in 
order to prevent people from consuming the 
toxic poison inside. Slade lacking the ability to 
read is in no way Mr. Baumer’s fault, as he is not 
responsible for making sure Slade learned how 
to read. If we are to assign blame for Slade’s 
death, then I would direct you toward Slade’s 
parents, as they are to be held accountable for 
his downfall due to failing to teach Slade a basic 
skill that would aid him throughout his life. Mr 
Baumer is also not responsible for centering 
his business’s shipments around his illiterate 
freighter, or said freighter’s weaknesses.

Furthermore, Slade also suffered from a 
common addiction that thousands of others 
share, which is alcoholism. Alcohol addiction, 
being very common, just happened to be 
something Slade struggled with, and could 
fight about as well as a wounded soldier. No 

credible evidence is present that shows Mr. 
Baumer knew of this as a flaw of Slade’s. Slade’s 
condition shows his insufficiency of self control 
for what he consumes, as well as what he 
does; all of these are conscious actions that Mr. 
Baumer himself sadly could not have prevented, 
and ultimately led to Slade’s downfall. 

Along with that, the thought that is 
undoubtedly going through your head is “Mr. 
Baumer purchased the alcohol to kill Slade, 
quick, clean and easy, simple as that,” but that is 
simply not the case. Mr. Baumer blatantly states 
“I get it cheap, a bargain, Al, so I buy it” (Page 
378) and that shows that the wood alcohol that 
killed Slade was bought, not for the purpose of 
murder, but rather as a smart business move. 
Wood alcohol can be used to extract pigments 
of blue, red, and purple, which means it would 
be very easy to sell; Mr. Baumer got the wood 
alcohol for cheap, and it’s easily sellable due to 
it’s uses, making it a very smart purchase on Mr. 
Baumer’s part.

Mr. Baumer is not guilty and never meant 
to kill anyone at all. All of the evidence to 
support this claim fits together in a jigsaw-
like perfection that reveals that Mr. Baumer 
had not meant for Slade to die, rather his 
death was a tragic accident, brought about by 
a series of unfortunate events. However, by 
improving our current education system and 
eradicating illiteracy in the United States as well 
as developing a system of warning on deadly 
toxins to keep illiterate people safe, we could 
greatly reduce the amount of incidences similar 
to this one. To clarify, Slade died at the hands of 
his own ignorance, which is something we sadly 
could not have changed.

Bang! the gavel came crashing down onto 
the podium again. I returned to my seat as we 
all eagerly waited to hear the other side of the 
story.



Essay ~ 97

Esmeralda Nevarez______________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Franklin Junior High
Teacher - Sam Young

David Garcia vs. Diane Douglas

The position of superintendent of public 
instruction requires a strong, highly-

qualified leader who we can trust to lead 
our public education system. In the race for 
state superintendent of public instruction 
last year, David Garcia and Diane Douglas 
competed against each other for the position. 
The superintendent is tasked with leading 
the Arizona Department of Education and the 
main responsibilities include conducting and 
overseeing the state’s K-12 public education 
system. The superintendent also presents the 
best strategies to meet the needs of every 
student at every stage of their lives, including 
their early years of preschool and their years in 
high school. David Garcia proved he was the 
best candidate to win the race. But in the end, 
Republican Diane Douglas defeated Democrat 
David Garcia by a few votes. Douglas got a little 
more than 50 percent of the votes while Garcia 
got about 49 percent (Faller). David Garcia 
should have been elected for superintendent of 
public instruction over Diane Douglas because 
he was better qualified for the position.

David Garcia brimmed with self-confidence 
and was considered the most qualified person 
to ever run for the position of superintendent 
of public instruction. Currently, Garcia is an 
associate professor of education leadership at 
Arizona State University. He has also served in 
multiple positions in the education world. That 
includes working as a research analyst for the 
Arizona State Senate Education Committee and 
serving as the director of research and policy 
for the Arizona Department of Education (David 
Garcia:  A Great Choice). Diane Douglas, on the 
other hand, doesn’t have as much experience 
in education as Garcia. She served on the Peoria 
Unified School District for seven years, two of 
which she served as president (Diane Douglas’s 
Bio). However, Douglas has never stepped foot 
inside a classroom as an educator. Her only 
teaching experience is being an instructor for a 
stained glass shop. While Diane Douglas lacks 

the necessary experience to run our schools, 
David Garcia is highly qualified for the job of 
superintendent of public instruction.

David Garcia should have been elected to 
serve as superintendent of public instruction 
because he had a clear plan to improve Arizona’s 
K-12 school system. His plan included working 
across the aisle to reform the state’s school-
financing system (David Garcia:  A Great Choice). 
In an interview with The State Press, Garcia 
also talked about other priorities. He said: “The 
main thing we need to focus on is measuring 
what matters. We put a tremendous amount 
of attention on multiple choice standardized 
tests. Our schools get letter grades, and 96 
percent of that letter grade is based on a 
multiple choice test, and I think we need to 
make a change there” (Hancock). In addition, 
he wanted to ensure all students are successful, 
especially those who fall behind because of 
language, poverty or other challenges (David 
Garcia:  A Great Choice). Meanwhile, Diane 
Douglas repeatedly said that she wanted to 
repeal the Common Core education standards 
in Arizona. She stressed that during a debate: 
“Why I am running for superintendent of 
public instruction? Quite simply, to stop the 
Common Core Standards in Arizona and return 
control over your children’s education to you 
through your locally elected boards” (Alonzo). 
The problem, however, is that this was largely 
the only issue she pushed for, leading many 
people to call her the one-issue candidate. It is 
quite obvious that David Garcia should’ve been 
elected superintendent of public instruction as 
he had many ideas, not just one, to improve our 
K-12 education system.

David Garcia had a very solid campaign, 
compared to Diane Douglas’ campaign. He was 
effective in voicing the changes he wanted 
to make to the K-12 education system. He 
also made it a point to hear from students, 
instructors and educators as he traveled 
to almost every corner of the state. With 
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business and private donations, Garcia also 
outspent Douglas in a ratio of 7 to 1 (Hasbun). 
He collected endorsements from prominent 
Republican leaders despite being a Democrat. 
One of his major endorsements came from the 
Arizona Chamber of Commerce, making him 
the first Democrat to get that endorsement 
since 2006. Meanwhile, Diane Douglas ran a 
much more different campaign. She posted on 
her Facebook page that she only fundraised 
$1,178 in outside money, compared to the 
$801,764 that Garcia fundraised. Also, while 
Garcia appeared to be everywhere, Douglas was 
no where to be found. As the Arizona Republic 
pointed out, she was “nearly invisible to parents, 
teachers and the opponent” leading up to the 
election in November (Resnik). Additionally, 
Douglas never even debated Garcia, until she 
was required to do so under the law in order to 

receive funding from the state for her campaign. 
Without a doubt, it’s evident that David Garcia 
ran a better campaign and put more effort into 
trying to get elected than Diane Douglas.

It has been months since the November 
election and many people are still scratching 
their heads, wondering how Diane Douglas 
defeated David Garcia in the race for 
superintendent of public instruction. Some say 
she may have won because a lot of Republicans 
came out to vote, and she benefited from those 
votes. Others say it could be because voters 
didn’t pay much attention to the race. Whatever 
the reason may be, it’s clear that David Garcia 
was the better choice for superintendent of 
public instruction. He was highly-qualified for 
the position, he had a clear vision for how to 
improve Arizona’s K-12 education system, and 
he ran an effective campaign.
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To Intervene or Not to Intervene:  That 
Is the Question

The blasting bombs rattle houses like an 
earthquake of terror. The smoke leaves a 

choking, invasive aroma. The situation in Syria 
continues and worsens as more people try to 
help, but they just end up creating additional 
damage. America or not, good intentions 
or bad, the use of force creates a travesty 
that cannot be undone. Others believe that 
foreign support is necessary for a proper Syrian 
democracy. However, history shows that outside 
assistance will result in more havoc on their 
environment. This conflict got considerably 
worse when many rebel groups formed in 
an attempt to overthrow Bashar Al-Assad, 
the president of Syria, but Assad refused to 
step down, creating a huge dispute between 
him and his citizens. On March 15, 2011, the 
Syrian Civil War began, and how it will turn out 
remains unclear. Nevertheless, the United States 
shouldn’t use military force in Syria because it 
would lead to confusion regarding who to fight 
for and against, put strain on both countries’ 
economies, and imitate previous, failed 
interventions.   

To begin, there are a plethora of different 
rebel factions invading Syria, meaning that 
there is an inability of knowing who to assist; 
therefore, the United States should not 
intervene. For example, reports have stated 
that, “There are believed to be as many as 1,000 
armed opposition groups in Syria, commanding 
an estimated 100,000 fighters” (Sinjab 1). Once 
America attempts intervention, knowing an 
abundance of groups are there, a giant mistake 
can easily be made by helping the wrong 
people. If these unfavorable forces receive 
support, they will gain more control, ultimately 
affecting American citizens with their mayhem 
and murderous ways. Also, America was 
informed that many allies had united to gain 
more power. “An alliance of conservative and 

ultra-conservative rebel groups merged in late 
November” (A Summary of Some 1). The United 
States trying to bombard Syria with intentions 
of helping and supporting certain factions will 
have a negative outcome. America has sent 
weapons to some groups in particular, and they 
have merged to become an immense alliance 
with much power. America cannot provide aid 
any longer because it’s unknown who will join 
forces in an attempt to take over Syria. These 
people crave the ability to gain power, and once 
they obtain this, America will be drowning in a 
pool of regret. As you can see, involvement in 
Syria will be harmful to America, and many more 
countries, because it will lead to corrupt ruling 
by the groups that America’s scarce money and 
resources were given to.

Secondly, the United States doesn’t possess 
the money or resources that are needed to 
undergo intervention; thus, they cannot get 
involved. America’s limited money must be used 
wisely. Large amounts are already being spent 
while foolishly waiting for an appropriate time 
to spend even more. “Meanwhile, the Navy’s 
USS Nimitz and other vessels were scheduled to 
return home from deployment, but they have 
now been ordered to remain within striking 
distance of the country at an estimated cost of 
$25 million per week” (Covert 2). If the United 
States continues to wait for a suitable time to 
launch these missiles into Syria, a substantial 
amount of money, that has much greater 
potential, will be completely wasted. All of 
this excessive and unreasonable spending will 
make the economy become even worse than 
it is today. In addition, the annual cost will be 
too overwhelming to pay because, “Institution 
has estimated that such a move could lead to 
an all-out invasion, costing up to $300 billion 
a year” (Covert 2). When the time approaches 
where the United States feels that missiles 
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don’t have a strong enough impact on Syria, 
they will undergo a full-blown invasion that 
will cost a tremendous amount. The reason 
that missiles aren’t enough to influence the 
war is because they can’t hit all of Syria at one 
time, and many of the rebels aren’t scared of 
dying for their cause. Also, America doesn’t 
have the money to support Syria’s problems on 
top of its own issues. Recent conflicts in Syria 
have contributed to the escalation of gasoline 
prices. Syrian involvement will cause further 
price increases that the citizens of America will 
continue suffering through. With this in mind, 
it’s clear that the United States cannot afford to 
engage in Syrian combat, especially because 
their efforts will fail. 

Lastly, this nation must not involve itself 
in the Syrian Civil War because the attempt 
will fail, much like other recent foreign 
interventions. America removed the president 
of Libya from office, meaning, “These wars have 
weakened the very structures of international 
law and multilateral institutions that underpin 
international society” (Held 1). America broke a 
global law by forcing the Libyan leader out of 
office, which is hypocritical and can’t happen 
again. They are trying to make Syria a better 
place by halting unlawful actions, but ousting 
Assad is contributing to the mess. Aid from 
the United States will only help maintain the 
continuing inability to restrict the use of force 
and threats. Furthermore, the outcome of this 

downfall will leave Syria, just like it did Libya, 
even more disastrous than it was beforehand. 
“Nor is Libya to date much safer than under 
the stifling dictatorial rule of Colonel Gaddafi. 
Western military intervention has once again 
turned a dysfunctional and repressive autocracy 
into a violent polity teetering on the brink of 
a failed state” (Held 7). Interference from the 
United States will leave Syrians with even more 
hazardous conditions. The hope for a Syrian 
democracy will not be fulfilled. The country’s 
autocracy will only grow stronger because 
Assad has complete control over his people, 
especially in times of war or crisis. In summary, 
Syrian intervention is not a bright move because 
it will follow in the dismal footsteps of the past.

To conclude, interference from the United 
States will inevitably bring more chaos into the 
situation in Syria for several reasons. First, there’s 
no way possible they can know which rebel 
groups to support. Also, the United States will 
endure a significant financial loss, negatively 
affecting all of its citizens. Finally, past attempts 
relating to the same objectives are known 
to have failed, meaning that this pursuit will 
share that same fate. As an American resident, 
you must understand that this action will be 
detrimental not only to Syrian society, but to 
your society as well. Rather than leading to 
progress, American intervention in Syria will be 
like causing a fragile stack of blocks to tumble 
harshly to the uninviting ground below. 
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War is a weight to balance out society. 
It can lift people back up and out of a 

depression with promises of employment and 
work for better days. It also orders for countless 
soldiers to be brought home in coffins. No 
life is worth surrendering for an effort that 
doesn’t have an established outcome. Some 
can argue that thousands of people have been 
killed in Syria and the U.S. needs to step in; but, 
Americans will actually add on to the death 
toll with fatalities from both sides. Physical 
damages bring a major casualty to America’s 
economy with the impending tax increases 
to fund the bloodshed and add to a disastrous 
cycle of warfare. This is exactly why the United 
States should not use military force in Syria: 
intervention will obstruct our peace with their 
allies, forfeit a copious amount of tax dollars and 
civilian lives, and it would further deteriorate the 
already suffering conditions.

America must cease to consider association 
in this war stricken country because Syria’s 
allies would be angered by our haphazard 
involvement. In fact, Russia is loyally assisting 
them by being “... one of Syria’s biggest arms 
suppliers. Syrian contracts with the Russian 
defense industry have likely exceeded $4 billion” 
(Yan 1). Russia has the kind of power to spend 
billions helping with other countries’ civil wars; 
therefore they will have more than enough 
power to fight back against anyone else who 
poses against them. If an invasion plan goes 
through, it will burn whatever relationship 
America has with Russia and could spark a re-
run of the Cold War. Just like Russia, China also 
has meaningful connections with this Middle 
Eastern country in the way of using them as a 
trading hub for valuable goods. According to 
data from the European Commission “It [China] 
was ranked as Syria’s third largest importer” 
(Yan 2). This country is one of the world’s most 
significant importers so trading is extraordinarily 
crucial to them, and to the U.S. as well. In fact, 
the majority of the products people take for 

granted are made in China. Who would trade 
with the country responsible for cutting off 
one of their financial ties? This gives China even 
more control in what a nation has of hand, like 
punishing and rewarding others with imports. 
But, if losing powerful allies and discontinuing 
the availability of basic assets isn’t convincing 
enough, then  look into the void that is the 
pocketbook of the Land of the Free. 

It’s obvious that war causes many elements 
of society to suffer, mostly in the form of 
economic and civilian casualties. The price on 
the situations America has put itself in with 
Iraq and Afghanistan is “going to be close to 4.4 
trillion, not including costs of borrowing for the 
wars” (Costs of War 2). The average American 
earns about $48,872 a year. It would take over 
90 million people to pay this debt; that’s about 
four times the population of Arizona. These 
kinds of disputes have high rates of casualties 
on both sides because “... 350,000 people have 
died due to direct war violence, and many more 
indirectly” (Costs of War 1). If force was to be 
used in any nation, the facts would need to be 
weighed first. U.S. troops and many innocent 
civilians will die; this is the only outcome we can 
be certain of. Not to mention the thousands of 
disability claims that are made by the soldiers 
who suffer life-long injuries from these kinds 
of choices. These devastations in physical and 
financial senses are avoidable as long as the U.S. 
learns from their mistakes. This would include 
taking care of the more pressing matters at 
home instead of worsening the problem for 
everyone involved.

Finally, the United States needs to stay 
out of the happenings in the Middle East 
since contributing would result in a further 
downwards spiral. Reflecting on warfare in Iraq 
and Afghanistan, it’s clear there is no amount of 
fixing anyone can do because those countries 
“continue to rank extremely low in global 
rankings of political freedom, with warlords 
continuing to hold power in Afghanistan 
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Planning for a Broken Nation
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with U.S. support, and Iraqi commoner more 
segregated today than before by gender and 
ethnicity as a result of the war” (Costs of War 
2). Plans of democracy in these countries have 
obviously failed and dwindled the conditions 
with economic struggles, civilian termination, 
and society worsening as a whole. Even the 
environment suffers in Iraq with the aftermath 
showing “the atmosphere was damaged to 
some extent from the fire and smoke produced 
from explosives, oil fires, and from both known 
and unknown chemicals” (Environmental Impact 
1). Everyone eventually gets past death, past 
losing their home to violence; however, the 
lasting grief of destroyed land and nature is a 
constant reminder of the destruction. Health 
risks are now higher than ever for all that inhabit 
the area and precious resources could become 
tainted. Overall, destruction will be an inevitable 
factor in war; not only to the American people, 
but to a country that would certainly have no 
reason to be grateful. 

Face the facts: alliances will shatter along 
with the economy and the uncontrollable war in 
Syria will intensify. Can the U.S. afford to sacrifice 
the few major allies it’s holding on to? It will be 
difficult to afford much with the commercial 
grave that will expand and leave Americans to 
claw their way out. But that pales in comparison 
to the civilians that will end up in literal graves 
because of warfare. As a hard working member 
of the United States, you need to think of your 
country first and the more pertinent issues 
affecting the population here. People are 
dying in the streets, hate crimes everyday, 
and devastating unemployment to deserving 
families; yet concern is placed halfway around 
the globe. America needs to set priorities 
straight and assist their own people before the 
situation turns impossible to handle.
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Assisted Suicide

Imagine and visualize your relative or loved 
one lying across from you in a hospital bed, 

in excruciating pain. Their diagnosis has proven 
their disease is terminal and nothing can be 
done. The only option left now is to wait, wait, 
and wait until they leave the world in pain 
from a battle everyone knew they were going 
to inevitably lose. Debates have arisen over 
whether or not it is ethical to “pull the plug” on 
the terminally ill. Although the idea may strike 
many as startling and insensitive, perhaps it is 
the more humane and kind out of the limited 
two choices we as humans have. Should we 
let the ill fated for death live out the rest of the 
little life they have in misery, or let them leave 
peacefully?

In response to the recent news of the 
terminally ill patient, Brittany Maynard, author 
Marilyn Golden expresses her opinions on 
assisted suicide. She primarily believes the 
entire practice to be unethical for many 
reasons. First, she shares the point that it has 
been shown many of those diagnosed as 
terminally ill are actually misdiagnosed and 
have a chance for survival. It is also pointed 
out that it is not the least bit uncommon for 
members of a family to have a deceitful agenda, 
usually concerning money and life insurance 
policies, who are uncharacteristically eager to 
administer the deadly drug when dealing with 
this circumstance. Third, it is noted that many of 
those who have a history of depression or feel 
like a burden due to their physical or mental 
handicaps feel more inclined to agree to this 
option for these reasons solely and not for 
the pain from the life-threatening illness they 
endure. Because of this, she disapproves of the 
entire concept of assisted suicide.

Relations between the government and 
assisted suicide are easy to identify. Between 
Democrats and Republicans, there is a debate 
between pro choice and pro life which the 
parties are proponents of, respectively. Pro 
choice is the ideology that an individual has the 

right to decide what is best for their life when 
it comes to situations concerning life such as 
abortion or in the case we discuss right now, 
assisted suicide. Pro life on the other hand, is 
the ideology that life should be conserved and 
be the only choice considered in the event of 
matters such as in the case of Brittany Maynard. 
Since there are individual states that rule this 
practice as legal, such as Oregon, it is a reserved 
power to the state governments to decide their 
standing on assisted suicide. It also affects the 
right of the people directly by giving them 
the option of living out their remaining life 
when terminally ill or opting for a tranquil and 
premature death. As of now, this is one of the 
current debates within our government without 
an end in sight.

I myself, am for assisted suicide. Though it 
would be a concept most would be naturally 
hesitant on, it is important to consider the 
life of an individual and what they desire in 
their life. Though the summary of the article 
opposes my view with valid points, I would 
like to disclose my personal solutions and 
compromises: assisted suicide should always be 
a last resort. If nothing else will work, this is the 
last option. Therefore, assisted suicide should 
not be considered as a treatment on par with 
medication and physical therapy, but still be 
available as an option. Preferably, it should be 
the patient’s responsibility to decide what to do 
with their life, evaluate decisions with medical 
professionals or therapists, not fall under 
external or internal pressure, and to confront 
the doctor with their final choice on their own, 
if possible. Finally, there should be unbiased 
witnesses present to confirm no misconduct 
occurred during this procedure. By making 
assisted suicide legal, we will provide difficult 
situations like these more fairness and options.

In short, there are both pros and cons to 
making assisted suicide legal, I will concede. 
However, making it legal is for the greater 
good of us as a nation. This gives us a new 
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option that most Americans do not have yet. 
Examples like this that are a principle of pro 
choice permits us the freedoms of life, liberty 
and happiness by allowing us to have our say. 

Assisted suicide is a moral and ethical means of 
sending off a terminally ill patient to a serene 
and undisturbed death.
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Wistful Whispers

One man stands in a barren clearing of a 
yellow autumn wood, solitary except for 

a lone tree. He waits. Winds comb fingers in 
the scattered leaves. The sun casts warm rays 
on the quiet scene. A Dance ‘round the Memory 
Tree by Oren Lavie was released in 2008 as a 
credits song in The Chronicles of Narnia: Prince 
Caspian film. The movie tells the tale of the four 
Pevensie children returning to their beloved 
magical land and saving the country from 
turmoil only to shortly after return to England. 
Though fantastical, their adventures led them 
to another goodbye. A Dance ‘round the Memory 
Tree has Oren Lavie singing to an old friend a 
promise of reunion after a time of distance, his 
voice soothing in comfort, words whispering 
memories to surface, and a piano and strings 
musically caressing the listener.  

Lavie’s vocals take the audience into its arms 
and carries them into the air to feel as if they are 
floating. The harmonization blends together 
into a no-edges sound, light and breezy and 
hazy. His voice lures one into a sense of security, 
projecting a there-are-no-problems-in-the-
world feeling. Audiences are whisked away 
with a honey voice, crooning them to safety as 
his words take them to their forest clearing of 
reunion. 

A Dance speaks to a friend still loved 
despite grown distance forced by time. Lavie 
states that he may have pretended to move 
on but actually held tight with, “…said I forgot, 
but I did not.” Times have passed, leaves have 
changed, “Winters have come and gone.” His 
words pronounce that despite pretending to 
go, despite the eons of change, he stills cares, 
pushing the listener into empathizing with 
him and feeling the emotions themselves. “I’ll 

meet you young and free for a dance round 
the memory tree.” This is a wish to join together 
again and revel in what once was, calling to life 
echoes of the past. The whisperings of the forest 
have lured the listener to the memory tree, but 
the emotions of the instruments sway them to 
stay. 

While Lavie’s voice and words divulged 
a story, instruments created the setting. The 
beginning of the song opens with a piano 
melody, a bubbling brook marking the 
boundary of the forest. Beautifully tinkling, it 
welcomes the listener to what is to come. The 
song progresses and one is drawn deeper and 
deeper until the piano fades into the distance, 
a ghost of a sound. In its place sing strings, the 
light instrumentals rushing to full blown winds 
of song. Audiences feel as if they are winds 
themselves, rustling though tree leaves in a hazy 
sunlight, whirling and whirling until they reach 
the memory tree clearing. Then, everything 
stops. Silence. Once more, a single piano opens, 
no longer a bubbling brook but now a wave of 
the past coming to light, and it’s as if the lone 
man has finally finished waiting, for he has 
finally set eyes upon his long lost friend. The 
keys of the piano fade into the air as their dance 
begins. 

A Dance ‘round the Memory Tree is a journey 
of long ago loss being remedied. It reminisces 
about happier times and what could have 
been. Somehow, however, it ends with a 
finality of being-okay. The history may have 
been riddled of mistakes, but the finish line of 
the story comes to be alright. In that autumn 
wood clearing, the listener knows that the two 
distanced friends came together again. 
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Today art is popularly and loosely defined as 
creative expression, but how can you tell 

what falls under that broad form categorization? 
Does art take time? Does it inspire thought? 
Does it need to be deep and meaningful? Oscar 
Wilde wrote in his preface to A Picture of Dorian 
Gray, “All art is quite useless,” and if it had a 
purpose it was not art, but many assert that art 
must have an intention and purpose. With so 
many controversial variables, art eludes simple 
definition, as much as we may try.  Perhaps 
the finished product is not what we should be 
studying. Rather than focusing on the emotion 
the viewer gets from a piece, we should look to 
the emotion behind it. Leo Tolstoy summed up 
this idea at the end of his essay, “What is art?”, 
the value of art is not determined solely on the 
skill or time the artist spends, “but most of all 
is the degree of infectiousness of art increased 
by the degree of sincerity in the artist”(5). The 
artist’s need to send a message or express an 
idea. The pure desire to share an emotion, 
thought, experience, or vision with their peers. 
Simply put, the sincerity of the artist is what 
differentiates a product of creativity, from art.

Tolstoy elaborated, “the spectators or 
auditors are infected by the feelings which the 
author has felt”(2) with real art; however, the 
“spectator” not understanding the emotion 
within a piece does not mean that emotion is 
not present. With art, the viewer’s ‘job’ entails 
separating themselves from preconceptions and 
biased opinions in order to try to comprehend 
the artists work. Therefore, art can only “infect” 
those who step outside of themselves and are 
open to its influence. The artist simply conveys 
their ideas and thoughts through the product 
of their labor, “the artist can express everything,” 
explains Wilde, but art is not dependent on 
whether the “spectators” can distinguish and 
understand those expressions. The realist 
painters of the Renaissance would never accept 
Monet’s Poppies or Manet’s Le Suicide as art. 
One of the most famous post-impressionist, 

Vincent van Gogh was never viewed as a real 
‘artist,’ merely regarded as an obsessive mad-
man throughout his lifetime. Though his works 
epitomize art today, the people of the mid-
1800s did not ‘get’ Vincent’s pieces. However, 
Vincent produced his works from a central 
need to create, with utmost sincerity. Even 
when trapped in mental institutions with no 
live subjects, he copied others works as he 
envisaged them- with his own unique twist, 
such as his painting Noon Rest, now hanging in 
the Musee d’Orsay in Paris or his Courtesan, a 
painting of a Japanese Geisha which he copied 
from the cover of a magazine. Although his 
emotions were prevalent in all his pieces, he 
poured himself onto the canvasses of his self 
portraits. Each reflects his emotional and mental 
state blatantly, oozing with his personality 
and character; this is extremely visible in his 
self portraits from 1886 and 1886. His painting 
from 1886 depicts himself wearing a crisp 
black suit and his hair dull in the dim light, 
overall a dark color scheme and oppressive 
look, violently contrasting with his vibrant self 
portraits from the next year, featuring himself 
in light casual suits and an array of hats over 
his pumpkin-colored hair. His countrymen’s 
under appreciation of his work did not prevent 
it from being art. On the contrary, their disdain 
for his work and his continuance to produce it 
goes to show how his pieces were created with 
complete sincerity, true works of art, but of 
beauty?

In any discussion about art the word Beauty 
is bound to be mentioned and the question, 
Must art be beautiful? arise. Wilde asserted 
“the artist is the creator of beautiful things,” 
and, logically, that art must be beautiful in his 
definition of art. However, Kenneth Lansing 
wrote in his article, “Why We Need a Definition 
of Art”, art “can be ugly or unpleasant, just as 
legitimately as it can be wonderful,” (2) and 
distinguishing beauty from art is paramount to 
discovering the meaning and emotion behind 

Frankie O’Neill_________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Sincerity
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a work of art. In Eugene Delacroix’s painting, 
La Liberte guidant le peuple, Liberty Leading 
the People, a strikingly savage embodiment of 
liberty climbs over a mound of blood-stained 
cadavers clinging to a tattered French flag on a 
massive 8’6” by 10’8” canvas. A slain adolescent 
limply lies across the foreground, a bullet 
wound in his chest, while a young boy tramples 
over the dead bodies, wielding two pistols. This 
iconic scene walks well outside realm of flowers 
and princesses typically considered beautiful, 
but the emotion within makes it wonderful. 
The pain felt by Delacroix while painting a 
representation of this horrific moment in French 
history, would have been excruciating. “The 
quality of art as art deduced, independently of 
its subject matter,” wrote Tolstoy, “How are we 
to define good and bad art with reference to its 
subject matter?”(5/6) or its beauty?

Not all art is beautiful, nor is anything and 
everything beautiful art. Many firmly believe 
nature, such as fjords, edifices, is art. Although a 
mossy green forest with twisting roots weaving 
in and out of each other and light dances in 
and out of the fluttering leaves appears beyond 
beautiful, it is not art.  Although time and 
energy was put into the creation of such a place, 
it is not art. The events that led to the formation 
of these landscapes required no emotion, no 
sincerity. They were species trying to survive, life 
taking over a once barren landscape, massive 
volcanic eruptions and earthquakes, thousands 
of events culminating in a landscape, but they 
were not created to convey an emotion or 
thought. “Art is a human activity,” wrote Tolstoy. 
Art is created by a person. Those who believe 

the God created everything and therefore the 
landscapes were created by him claim that they 
are art; however, God is a divine power not a 
person. Artists create art to share their point 
of view, their interpretation of the world, but 
according to creationist beliefs god created the 
world, it is the way he wanted it. According to 
Wilde’s assertion that “the artist is the creator 
of beautiful things,” God is indeed an artist; 
however none of his work is art according to his 
other assertion that “all art is useless.”  Nature, 
though beautiful, is not art simply because 
it was not created by a human with sincerity. 
The beauty and wonder of the Grand Canyon 
or Niagara falls knows no bounds, they are not 
works of art.  

“Therefore this...condition- sincerity -is most 
important,” (Tolstoy, 5) and allows us to judge 
art objectively, turning toward the process 
rather than the product. We will not like all art, 
we may even hate a specific piece or artist; 
however, the sincerity of the artist during its 
creation trumps any personal disdain for a piece. 
It is called a work of art for a reason, for the work 
and emotion that goes into a piece gives it art 
‘status.’ Is all art useless as Oscar Wilde claims? 
For the artist, art is life. It reflects and creates 
a version of themselves unachievable by any 
other means. For the viewer art is a challenge, 
something to immerse oneself in and be 
‘infected’ by, if they allow it to do so. “To evoke 
in oneself a feeling one has experienced...then 
by means of movements, lines, colors, sounds, 
or forms expressed in words...this is the activity 
of art,” (Tolstoy, 2), to share one’s unique view of 
the world with the big-wide-world, is art.
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Exercise Leads to a Better Life

During Melody’s freshman year at Mesa High 
School, she spent tons of money over the 

school year on the foods that contains high 
sodium, high sugar, and high fats. Everyday 
cookies, chips, and soft drinks crawled down 
her stomach like a worm. Without incorporating 
exercise into her daily routine, she slowly 
became out of shape. She realized that her 
tiny waist began to wiggle and her muscular 
thighs began to jiggle due to the increase of 
fat. Toward the end of the second semester, her 
friends begin to taunt her. Every time they met 
her, they either said, “Melody, you are too fat” 
or “Did you gain weight again?” At first, these 
expressions didn’t bother her so much; however, 
when the same statements were repeated 
millions of times, it had started to make Melody 
disgusted and dislike herself. In this situation, 
Melody’s problems could be solved just by 
being more physically active. Physical Education 
class should be required at Mesa High School 
because it improves students’ social interaction 
skills, helps relieve students’ mental issues, and 
helps polish students’ physical appearance as 
well as building a healthier lifestyle.   

P.E. class should be required because it 
improves students’ social interactive skills. 
Communication is a big factor in today’s society. 
While the students are still at school, they have 
to be able to communicate and interact with 
their classmates and teachers in order to be 
successful as well as having fun and being 
active. In many cases, P.E. activities involve 
group work or partners, meaning students 
get the chance to communicate with other 
students that are not in their grade level. In an 
interview with a sophomore tennis player, Kelly 
Vo Trieu, she said, “I met a lot of friends and it 
is very fun.” These communication skills can 
follow students throughout their life and lead 
them to be more blended to their community 
in the future. According to the article, Physical 
Activity for Health, “A study that took place in 
Southern California also found that children 

with average or above-average fitness levels did 
better in terms of their academic performance 
than children with below-average fitness 
levels.” Students who exercise are more willing 
to socialize and have more confidence when 
interacting with others. Therefore, P.E. class is a 
very important factor to improve students’ social 
skills.

Furthermore, P.E. class should be required 
because it helps relieve students’ mental issues. 
Pressures from school work and after school 
activities often times lead students to become 
stressed and depressed. According to the article, 
Fitness, reported by Mayo Clinic Staff, “Physical 
activity stimulates various brain chemicals 
that may leave you feeling happier and more 
relaxed.” In other words, by doing exercises 
students can relieve their anxieties. When 
pressures are relieved, students tend to be more 
relaxed. As stated by Kelly Vo Trieu, “I get to 
sleep better.” This can also mean that students 
can be more focused in school the next day 
since they had better sleep the night before. In 
an interview with Maria Corte, the fitness coach 
at Mesa High School, she claimed, “People who 
exercise are more alert and more motivated 
to handle daily tasks throughout their day.” As 
students get involved more in physical activities, 
it triggers them to be more energetic. Another 
implication would be boosting of their grades 
and becoming more responsible. As a result, 
having P.E. class is the best choice to help 
students relieve some of their mental issues.

Moreover, P.E. class should be required 
because it helps polish students’ physical 
appearance while building healthy lifestyles. 
Many people today in the United States are 
overweight or obese. Gradually doing exercises 
each day can shave off body fat and develop 
muscles. As students become fit, they like what 
they see as they look in the mirror. As a result, 
they are happier and gain more confidence 
toward themselves. According to Kelly Vo 
Trieu, she had gained self-esteem when she 
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saw herself become fit and thinner. In addition, 
students can increase their cardiovascular 
endurance if they constantly exercise and build 
strength in their hearts. When students exercise 
more frequently, it means that the body burns 
more calories and fats, which reduces the risk 
of having certain health problems. According 
to Mayo Clinic Staff, “Regular physical activity 
can help you prevent or manage a wide range 
of health problems and concerns, including 
stroke, metabolic syndrome, type 2 diabetes, 
depression, and certain types of cancer, 
arthritis and falls.” Imagine the percentage 
of deduction of adolescents getting any of 
these health problems in the future if the 
opportunity of getting exercises is available for 

them. Ultimately, having P.E. class is absolutely 
beneficial to students due to increased 
self-esteem and building a healthier body 
composition.

In the end, exercise is the main ingredient to 
build up the successful future for the students, 
and P.E. class should be required at Mesa 
High School since it improves students’ social 
interactive skills, helps to release the mental 
stress, and helps to polish students’ physical 
appearance while building a healthier lifestyle. 
If Melody had chosen to take P.E. class during 
her freshman year, her concerns would have 
vanished, and she would have gained the extra 
benefits of exercise. Never disregard the power 
of exercise.
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Later Times for Better Students

There were thirty seconds left in the last 
quarter of the JV football game. Tyler’s team 

was down by just three points and five yards 
away from a touchdown that would win the 
game. His coach called out the final play and 
he and his teammates went into formation. At 
the snap of the ball Tyler ran into the end zone. 
Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the ball 
soaring through the air, straight towards him. 
He stretched out his arms and— the ball landed, 
right in his hands. The crowd went wild. As his 
team carried him on their shoulders back to 
the sideline, he felt like the happiest person on 
earth. That is, until he had a startling realization. 
School started at 6:45 the next morning. Tyler 
had been at practice and then the game since 
the moment the end-of-school bell had rung 
at 3:00 pm. Now it was after 10:00 pm, and he 
still had homework for each class as well as an 
essay to write. He had also promised to read 
a bedtime story to his little sister, but it was 
much too late to do even that. By the time he 
got home, his joy had turned into to dread of 
what was to come. Stories like Tyler’s are much 
too common in high school communities. 
For students trying to balance honors classes, 
extra-curricular activities, sports, and family life, 
trying to get everything done before the start of 
school is nearly impossible. High schools should 
begin classes an hour later than they currently 
do because it would allow students to get 
enough sleep, provide more time for morning 
activities, and both students and teachers would 
be better prepared for the day.

In the first place, a change in start times 
would be beneficial to a student’s natural 
sleep schedule. Many argue that if teenagers 
would get to bed earlier instead of lounging 
around they would be able to get enough 
sleep. However, this is not the case. According 
to the American Academy of Pediatrics, teens 
are biologically programed to get tired around 
11:00 p.m.  Adolescents need 8.5 to 9.5 hours 
of sleep every night, so when A-hour starts at 

6:45 a.m., it is impossible to get enough sleep. 
When students do get enough sleep, it creates 
a positive impact on their school career and the 
community. In schools that have already chosen 
to make the change to starting later, a University 
of Minnesota study found that test scores rose 
and car crashes involving teens declined. Dr. 
Tamara Kashiwada, a biology teacher at Mesa 
High School commented, “For the past few years 
I’ve noticed every first hour has a lower average 
grade than the rest of the classes.”  This suggests 
that the lack of sleep and time to get ready for 
the day is having an extremely negative effect 
on students. Even if a student studies and 
completes their homework, the odds are against 
them to succeed in their first hour. Without a 
doubt, a later start time would be a benefit to all 
busy students.

Furthermore, students and teachers would 
have more time for morning activities if the 
school schedule were to change. As it stands, 
students have little or no time to do anything in 
the mornings, except rush to get to school on 
time. “It would be great to spend more time with 
my family. The extra hour in the morning would 
be wonderful; I could talk to my dad instead 
of having to say “Bye” as I walk out the door to 
go to school,” said Rachel Romney, senior and 
performing arts member at Mesa High School. 
Her situation is very similar to many other high 
school students’. They are often the first ones 
awake, and have leave for class before they 
get to spend family time. It not only hurts the 
student but their family as well.  Jay McIntire, a 
superintendent in New Hampshire, said in an 
article by Samantha Allen, “If [a student] could 
start her day a little later, she would have time 
to interact with her siblings and parents, too, 
before rushing to catch a bus that arrives before 
6 a.m.”  In a world where families are already 
drifting apart, these few extra minutes could 
have a huge impact in many families, especially 
ones teetering on the brink of becoming 
broken.  Although a student’s education is 
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extremely important, there are some things that 
should not be overlooked in order to get it.  

Equally important, a later start time for 
school would help students and teachers be 
better prepared for the day. Students would 
be able to have a more time to finish last 
minute homework. Students participating in 
extra-curricular activities such as sports, clubs, 
and performing arts are often at school from 
the end of classes until 9:00 p.m. As well as 
being physically and mentally drained, they 
also have large amounts of homework to 
complete. In a New Hampshire newspaper, 
14-year-old freshman Meghan comments, 
“I (found) it really rough waking up at 4 am, 
I was crashing because I was so tired, and 
I was forgetting about my homework.” But 
if students like Meghan had an extra hour 
before school started, they would be rested 
and able to complete the homework quickly 
and efficiently. Some argue that if students 
would not procrastinate, problems with 
completing homework would not exist. 
However, procrastination is not the only cause 
of uncompleted homework. Family events and 
activities often come up after school, and are in 
most cases unavoidable. Just a little bit of extra 
time would be invaluable for most students. 
An extra hour in the morning would also be 

beneficial to teachers. Kashiwada remarked, 
“Prepping, as a teacher, before class would be 
a tremendous help. It would de-stress my life a 
lot.” When teachers are prepared, it helps the 
class run more smoothly and creates a better 
learning environment for students. Young 
people are naturally more attentive when 
lessons are well prepared and engaging.  This 
allows them to process and retain information 
more easily, and therefore do well in their 
classes. As one can see, an extra hour would 
have positive impacts all across the board.

Overall, the transition into later start times 
has an encouraging outlook. It would allow 
students to get more sleep, be beneficial for 
morning activities, and provide more time 
for everyone. Students would become much 
more attentive and productive in all their 
classes. They would score higher on exams, 
which reflects positively on the school district. 
Participation in extra-curricular activities would 
increase because students would feel like they 
had enough time. Families would be able to 
interact more, which would have a positive 
effect on all students. These undeniable benefits 
far outweigh any negative impacts.  After all, 
doesn’t everyone want a little more time? 
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The “Truth” Will Set You Free

Knowledge causes problems. The more 
people know, the harder they are to 

control. When a population sees life through 
one lens and one lens only, authority easily 
maintains power. This type of world sounds like 
Orwell’s dystopian novel, 1984. Unfortunately, 
this world exists and thrives in America today. 
Society faces a constant bombardment of 
information from news networks, media 
websites, and word of mouth. Gaining 
knowledge from these sources generally reflects 
one side of the story:  it reflects the side of those 
in control. When a power other than the people 
controls the flow of information, alteration of 
the information may occur almost seamlessly. 
Information should not be altered. It should 
remain in its purest form:  truth.

Modern news has been tainted to 
the point where it hardly reveals relevant 
information. News is defined as “newly received 
or noteworthy information, especially about 
recent or important events; a factual report” 
(“News”). Numerous television networks 
express overly glorified stories that appeal to 
the masses. The networks can cause riots and 
blind anger. The networks fuel a flame of rage. A 
notable example of media resulting in violence 
occurred in Ferguson, Missouri. On August 9, 
2014, Michael Brown was shot and killed by 
Officer Darren Wilson. The event exploded 
when local news stations turned the incident 
into a debate over race. Reports of the events 
had surfaced before factual information was 
released (Buchanan et. al.). As a result, false 
information circulated through the media 
and the internet. The events surrounding the 
Ferguson shooting express main complaints 
over broadcast journalism, something the 
Federal Communications Commission (FCC) 
is quite familiar with. The FCC deals with 
these complaints concerning the “reporting 

of illnesses, accidents or deaths of individuals” 
before families are properly notified (FCC).

The FCC was created to keep information 
factual and trustworthy. The FCC is the “primary 
authority for communication laws” (FCC). 
Despite this title, the FCC “cannot interfere” with 
a broadcast’s presentation of material. How is 
the FFC going to perform its job without having 
the power to do so? The FCC needs to be given 
more power to ensure that news networks 
give reports that are accurate and don’t ignite 
controversy. This agency understands the 
dangers of media manipulation, believing 
“rigging or slanting news is a most heinous act 
against the public interest” (FCC). However, it 
is unable to stop the alteration of news and 
information because the body of the FCC is not 
its own. Congress controls the FCC. With the 
creation of the Federal Advisory Committee 
Act (FACA), Congress gained the power to 
“establish…oversee… and terminate” the 
advisory committees of the FCC as they saw fit 
(FACA). With this committee Congress is better 
able to control what knowledge is available. 
This sense of Big Brother controlling the flow of 
information exists in George Orwell’s 1984 and 
in real life.

Some knowledge does lie in the public’s 
hands. The Freedom of Information Act (FOIA) 
“requires all Federal Agencies to conduct their 
activities in an open manner.” Any U.S. citizen 
can file a request form for documents that 
consist of the “maximum amount of accurate 
and timely information allowed by law” (Friese). 
The problem is that the government still decides 
the visible information available through the 
FOIA. Of the nine convenient exceptions to the 
FOIA, the first states that “information which is 
currently and properly classified” need not be 
public information. This exception, along with 
others, makes keeping knowledge away from 

“And if all others accepted the lie which the Party imposed- if all records told
the same tale- then the lie passed into history and became truth.”

– George Orwell, 1984
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the people easy for federal agencies. Yet again, 
the “truth” is either altered or a lie depending on 
the interest of the agency. 

Media serves another purpose for the 
government. In 1984, Oceania citizens had 
“two minute hate”, an intense session of 
propaganda targeting enemies of the Party 
(Orwell). Similarly, the United States experiences 
constant propaganda targeting enemies of 
the nation. It is not uncommon for the media 
to demonize a nation the U.S. is at war with, 
be it Afghanistan, Iraq, or even as far back as 
Germany in WWII. However, this behavior raises 
a question that can’t be ignored. The effect 
of negative information has been examined 
before. In 1990, Jeffrey Masson attempted to 
“sue for libel” after an article was published in 
the New Yorker magazine. In the article, a quote 
was taken out of context, resulting in a negative 
effect on Mr. Masson’s reputation. The fact that 
the magazine company would even publish the 
article knowing manipulated information was 
present speaks volumes about the corruption 
of media. Mr. Masson would never be able to 
regain his previous reputation; the damage was 
done even with his law suit. Eventually the law 
suit appeared in court where it was decided 
that the quote was considered false as it was a 
“gross distortion” (Masson). Following that logic, 

how can negative propaganda aimed at a group 
of people be allowed in the U.S.? The answer:  it 
shouldn’t. 

Despite the clear fact that media 
manipulation is present in our news, America 
can change its blind acceptance of lies for truth. 
As people of this nation, we can regain control 
of what knowledge is shared. If a news network, 
event magazine, or online media website gains 
no support because of its swayed view point, 
eventually it will die out. With no one to read the 
false reports or exaggerated stories, corrupted 
news outlets would lose funding, would lose 
popularity, and would lose their presence in 
the world. This would mean that mostly factual, 
trustworthy, and relevant information spreads 
through the nation. Unaltered information was 
a luxury the people of 1984 did not possess nor 
could even fathom (Orwell). But this is not 1984, 
a future of pure news is in reach. 

Information manipulation only brings us 
closer to the nightmarish world of 1984. We 
cannot sit idle as “news” reports spread lies, 
cause hate, and mislead the public. The FCC 
must be allowed to do its job. Knowledge must 
not be considered a problem, but as a right for 
all. The truth and nothing but the truth must be 
revealed.
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I don’t have a count of how many lives I’ve 
lived in my life.  But watch me move and 

you’ll see the characters I’ve imagined; listen to 
me speak and you’ll hear the people I’ve read; 
join me in silence and you’ll peruse the stories 
swimming in my eyes.  The captivating stories 
which release the mind to traverse a limitless 
realm outside its earth-bound captor, the body. 
Reading, once an escape, is now an awakening 
to the life I inhabit.  For we find ourselves in 
stepping beyond ourselves.  Viewing life from 
behind the eyes of another:  it is the ultimate 
thief of judgment.  Because judgment is born 
of ignorance, enlightenment of another’s life, 
equates to enlightenment in our own life.

As a kid, when asked what superpower I 
wanted most, it was always the same:  to read 
minds.  Reading books, to an extent, satisfies 
that longing.  I don’t know of a more fulfilling 
pastime.  Of an activity which can evoke any 
emotion, which can forge a change of opinion, 
an alteration of morals, or a strengthening of 
such things, a reinforcement of thought and 
habit.  In reading, I am the artist, and the canvas 
is provided by the author; a skeleton laid for me 
to dress.  It is an exit pass for this world, while 
being a boarding pass for another.  It is yours; 
yours to interpret and provide meaning to.  The 
words laced together are beautiful, but hollow, 
until read mindfully.  Others may read the same 
literature, but the literature will not be read the 
same.  For no man has lived life identically to 
another.  Even you cannot experience a book 
the same way twice, for you have changed, 
evolved with time, matured with the years, and 
it does not touch you the same as in that first 
reading.  Its pages are never foreign, but always 
different.  The scenes are shifted, the tone, and 
the inflection of words are heard anew.  The 
meaning of the work and the feeling you are 

left with is changed—for better or for worse.  A 
new opinion of the literature means you have 
grown, you have shifted form of mind, and that 
is a triumph.  Because a stagnant life, days lived 
invariably, is a shame in this world of endless 
opportunities asking for your hand, offering you 
expansion of mind.

Having books read to me are some of the 
more prominent memories from my childhood.  
My mother read The Night Before Christmas 
and my father voiced The Polar Express every 
Christmas Eve.  Goodnight Moon was read by 
either my dad or mom nightly.  I bet I can still 
find the mouse in every picture.  Soon I was 
doing the reading, and putting my parents 
to sleep on my too-small bed.  Even now I 
would quite enjoy being read to until my eyes 
succumbed to sleep’s embrace; returning to 
simple times with Billy, Old Dan and Little Ann 
and the Baudelaires.  Back to when my greatest 
stress was my inability to beat my brother in a 
bicycle race.  I still maintain his bike was faster, 
that’s all.

My eldest sister read the Harry Potter books 
to me and my brother every summer, until 
her summers grew busy.  Then our second-
eldest sister took over.  Not that I couldn’t read 
them myself; I just preferred listening.  We took 
breaks only when my mom had lunch made for 
us, and sometimes we read while munching 
on our mustard-salami-cheese-pickle-cracker 
delicacies.  From then on, I read every book in 
the series over again, and the seventh book I 
inhaled five times one summer—you could say I 
was a bit fond of it.

I owe a great deal of my love for literature to 
my parents for simply reading to me as a child.  
I developed, on the most basic level, a love for 
stories, which over time has evolved into a love 

Audrey Pisani__________________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Dobson High
Teacher - Kimberly Klett

How Many Lives Have You Lived in 
Your Life?

“A reader lives a thousand lives before he dies… the man who never reads lives only once.”
(George R. R. Martin, A Dance With Dragons)
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for intensely passionate, honest, multi-layered 
characters, and stories that leave me in utter 
admiration of writers and the complex, gripping 
narratives they create by stringing words 
together and forming sentences, and uniting 
sentences to pages that leave you quiet for a 
moment at their conclusion.  Charles Bukowski 
noted, “Words weren’t dull, words were things 
that could make your mind hum.”

My bookshelf, at the moment, has novels 
I’ve begun and have yet to finish, and some 
not even opened.  The unread outweigh the 
read at this time; because I purchase in bulk 
and cannot read in bulk.  They are on my list, 
though.  It is unwritten, that list.  Over time, I’ve 
torn book reviews from magazines, scribbled 
on sticky-notes, generated a cramped Wish List 
on Amazon, and a messy Pinterest board with 
links to variations of the “ultimate book list.”  I’ve 
always got a book resting on my nightstand—
The Goldfinch is there right now—because it 
makes me happy, genuinely happy having a 
book to immerse myself in.  And I don’t always 
think about it, but I take for granted my access 
to literature and my freedom to purchase 
whatever literature I desire.  I have a wealth of 
knowledge resting on a shelf, readable at my 
leisure, and too many people remain illiterate, or 
have governments regulating certain works.

A person is the sum of their experiences; 
a culmination of participating and observing.  

We are not formed by living passively amid the 
happenings around us, but by how we react to, 
and interact with those experiences.  Moments 
from my childhood:  forgotten and cherished, 
suppressed and preserved,  time spent with 
my family at home and away, the food tasted, 
music danced to, art examined, films watched, 
and books read; the very best of times and the 
worst.  I am because I lived wholly, actively.  
And though explicit moments of our lives have 
escaped our memories, they have left an imprint 
whose effects remain lastingly intact.  Ralph 
Waldo Emerson stated, “I cannot remember the 
books I’ve read any more than the meals I have 
eaten; even so, they have made me.”  As such, 
I may struggle with providing a synopsis of a 
novel, but I would be able to tell precisely how 
it made me feel, how I was affected. I’d love to 
supply an attached list of all the titles I’ve read, 
but unfortunately, keeping a list never occurred 
to me:  I wanted to read all I could, not for the 
numbers, but for the chance to live another life 
within the life I’m living.  The books I’ve read 
and reread are like old friends—the kind of 
friend you can go without speaking with or even 
seeing, but once reunited, it’s as if you were 
never apart.  I think dogs are the second-most 
unwavering friend you can have in this life.  I’ve 
even lived life as a dog, in The Art of Racing in the 
Rain.
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Alexandra Arnold_______________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High
Teacher - Suzanne Buffington

Untranslatable
Culaccino: the mark left on a table by a cold glass.

Un culaccino. The deserted table lies beyond the pull of the cafe festivities, shifted past the overhanging 
fabric for a solitary view of the darkening sky. A single drying circle is the only remnant of the star-
gazer: lonely and isolated on the abandoned wood, like the temporary imprint of the lonesome soul 
and the subsequent self-imposed seclusion. Wandering eyes flick over the glitter that is scattered 
across the heavens as a wandering mind briefly wonders about the star-gazer, a wistful sigh drifting 
into the air. A cloth smears the mark from a wine glass, erasing it from the desolate table like the 
crumbs of a broken soul weren’t attached.

Due culaccini.  Just out of reach of the colorfully-shaded fluorescent bulbs from within, a newly-
vacant table sits. Two wet circles gleam with the flickering light from the dying candle between them, 
accompanied by tiny drops of pasta and bread. An unused knife is snuggled under a crumpled napkin 
while two spoons rest cozily on an empty plate; the intimacy between the lovers temporarily rendered 
on the wood between the glass sweat accumulated on the surface. A puff of air sends smoke whirling 
zealously for a few long moments before the empty receptacle is removed and the residue from the 
lover’s rendezvous is wiped away with a melancholy hum.

Tre culaccini. Even closer to the mock-Tiffany fixtures, the slippery ovals of condensation on the table 
are virtually identical to the mess of beverages spilled on it by three pairs of large, chaotic hands. A 
futile cleaning attempt leaves soaked napkins forming a lopsided ball in the center and glass shards 
on the brick pattern below, the table rocking gently from a hasty retreat. Clumsy laughter echoing 
through the haze of streetlights elicits a fondly exasperated sigh back at the cafe, the amused breath 
ghosting over the soul-collecting cloth as it absorbs the buildup of moisture from the bottles now 
shattered on the ground.

Innumerevole culaccini. The encompassing light from the cafe and its abundance of candles 
encroaches on the dark, while the uproarious chatter of the people there drives away the isolating 
stillness of the night. The wet circles on the table are hardly circles at all; they are lines, connecting 
people through the chill of glasses passed between friends, lovers, loners. Lonesome marks are met 
with scorn here - here, where bottles are shared as a welcome, tables are no longer empty, and people 
are encouraged to find companionship. When the evening winds down from the bustling party, the 
marks of condensation dripped onto the tables are indistinguishable from each other: the remnants 
of a community melding together. 

Culacinni: the marks left on the table by cold glasses that leaves a feeling of not-aloneness in the world.
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Jo-Anne Bondelli_______________________________________________________________
Third Grade Teacher - Las Sendas Elementary

Caterpillars to Butterflies

In the fall, a long line of shy, nervous, awkward caterpillars 
inch their way into our classrooms and into our hearts.  The 

following months bring good days and bad days, strengths 
and weaknesses, triumphs and failures, but throughout these 
weeks, we try to be nurturing, patient, informative, encouraging, 
undaunted, enthusiastic, and caring.

Mid-year approaches, along with our panic, as skills and 
concepts once learned and mastered seem to fall into a chasm 
of lost memories.  There is no need to fear, however, for our little 
caterpillars are merely resting in their chrysalises, saving their 
energy for what lies ahead.

More weeks pass, filled with DIBELS, District Writing Samples, 
state testing, and hope.  With the end of May comes the blissful 
realization that hope was not in vain.  Our shy, awkward 
caterpillars of autumn are now emerging as knowledgeable, 
proud, and confident butterflies, and we should be proud and 
confident, too, in the knowledge that they could not have done so 
without us!



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. 1st Place Kendyl Ehrman Unicorn Magic Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas
Kdg. 1st Place Layla Hancock Runaway Puppy Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Easton Thompson My New York Story Cheryl Rogers Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Heyli Espino A Day of Surprises Melinda Layton Roosevelt

1st 1st Place Bailey Davis My Dog Ziggie Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st 1st Place Madison Kretchmer The Fairy Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st Honorable Mention Barbara McLaws My Best Day Kristen Guyton Franklin West
1st Honorable Mention Will Blackhurst Frisbee at the Beach Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch

2nd 1st Place Natalie Hartson The Polar Express Kim Cull Las Sendas
2nd 1st Place Ella Brooks A Dark and Scary Night Chelsie Wilkes Madison
2nd Honorable Mention Kennedy Minor The Most Amazing Day of My Life Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Tate Vance The Lonely Boy Kim Pillow MacArthur

3rd 1st Place Jake Smith Dylan’s Space Adventure Dawn Silva Las Sendas
3rd 1st Place Ayva Layton Leah’s Pony Marcia Lovett MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Julia Moya The Time I Used My Mom’s Lori Adler Franklin at Brimhall
        Shampoo
3rd Honorable Mention Payton Condon My Journey to America Afton Zapata-Scow Zaharis

4th 1st Place Nahomy Rueda Issues With My Parents Lisa Alvarez Lowell
4th 1st Place Autumn Bramley Up and Over Becky Nudell MacArthur
4th Honorable Mention Carlos Romero The Quest Amy Mills Lindbergh
4th Honorable Mention Emma Sullivan The Greenest Leaf Barbara Vance Mesa Academy

5th 1st Place Sage Millett Getting Glasses Karen Weinstein MacArthur
5th 1st Place Mykenzie Almquist The High Dive Alicia Veitel Wilson
5th Honorable Mention Tyler Mackey Snow Day! Sheri Christensen Franklin East
5th Honorable Mention Tate Luketich Emergency Preparedness . . .  Teri Nowicki Red Mountain Ranch
       What I Know Now

6th 1st Place Amanda Kindt Who Can I Trust? Chris Roche Bush
6th 1st Place Kylie Bartel What Happened to Mr. Wood? Randy Mann Johnson
6th 1st Place Andy Huynh Dead Rising Paul Jenkins Robson
6th 1st Place Adrienne Perez Dog Invasion Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
6th Honorable Mention Noah Bowden Ever Hung with a Legend? Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Rylan Bloomfield iBreak Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Olivia Robinson Pedaling to Success Natalie Anderson Franklin West
6th Honorable Mention Aubrey Boberg Lost Forever Laura Jones Johnson

7th 1st Place Riley Duemler Beyond the Forest Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th 1st Place Jackelyn Lobatos Grief Patti Reckell Shepherd
7th 1st Place Zoe Russo Happy and Healthy Patti Reckell Shepherd
7th 1st Place Gabrielle Ayres Your Heart Cynthia Carter Smith
7th Honorable Mention Curtis Trendler Chippy, the Orange-Fanage, and Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
       Captain Falcon
7th Honorable Mention Victoria Malaki Dark Memories to Be Discovered Robin Hastings Rhodes
7th Honorable Mention Kaitlin Stauffer Courage Patti Reckell Shepherd

8th 1st Place Kiersten Rundio Family Fires Alison Jenkins Shepherd
8th 1st Place Taylor Lee The Boy Whose Name I Cannot Alison Jenkins Shepherd
       Recall
8th 1st Place Emmy Huish A Breakdown Julie Miller Stapley
8th 1st Place Rylee Johnson Gratitude and a Humble Heart Julie Miller Stapley
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8th Honorable Mention Samantha Rettig The Glass of Immortality Sarah Kiahosseini Poston
8th Honorable Mention Felicia King The Raven Case Study Michelle Winn Rhodes
8th Honorable Mention Morgan Denman Johnny’s Quarter Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Megan Glauser Our Miracle Julie Miller Stapley

9th 1st Place Savanna Wissing The Dancer’s Audience Rachel Collay Westwood
9th 1st Place Joseph Ritchie A Look into the Eyes of Reality Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Brittany Cole The Disease Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Karis Sellers Sandstorm Riders Rachel Collay Westwood

10th 1st Place Sarina Reyes I’m Okay Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th 1st Place Skylar Arellano Monster in the House Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Samantha Saldana The House That Built Me Michelle Broberg Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Steven Schuch Angels for an Angel Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th 1st Place Kaitlyn Tran Inherent Evil Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th 1st Place Landon Schnebly The Book of Life Diane Grogan Mesa High
11th Honorable Mention Caleb Owens A Booth for One Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Orestes Chrysaphis Sam and Laurie’s Kids Anita Glau Skyline

12th 1st Place Erin Mamaril Five Minutes Rachel Cupryk Red Mountain
12th 1st Place Alex Schreck Calloused Hands and Heart Rachel Collay Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Alyzabethe Allen The Pet Store Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Alyssa Anderson The Beat of My Life Rachel Cupryk Red Mountain

Staff 1st Place Karen Procopio Starfish Technology Teacher  Mesa Academy
Staff 1st Place Afton Zapata-Scow The Blonde Volcano 3rd Grade Teacher  Zaharis
Staff Honorable Mention Heather Christie Ravioli Thanksgiving 6th Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Cheryl Hickey The Wind Beneath My Wings 3rd Grade Teacher  Madison

Voices 
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. 1st Place Owen Kistler New Born Lucas Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. 1st Place Maggie McTaggart Flamingo Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Nixon Sharp Dad Works at the Zoo Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Catherine Seder My Pony Rachelle Dabbert Las Sendas

1st 1st Place Benjamin Whitmer Buzz Buzz Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st 1st Place Leona Tubbs The American Flag Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch
1st Honorable Mention Kaylie Halter The Cat and the Bat Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Jackson O’Leary Soccer Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch

2nd 1st Place Jace Conover ‘Cause He’s My Younger Brother Kim Pillow MacArthur
2nd 1st Place Sayde Schafli The Adventures of an African Stephanie Lockert Red Mountain Ranch
       Gazelle
2nd Honorable Mention Harliquynn Sherrard Haiku Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Andrew Hansen Halloween Nicki Dingraudo Taft

3rd 1st Place Shannon McKee Spring Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas
3rd 1st Place Shea Lihosit Fear Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas
3rd Honorable Mention Christian Whitmer The Snowflake Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
3rd Honorable Mention Alisa Cummins Dance Julie Hagar Hale

4th 1st Place Lydia Hall A Stormy Day Terri Caves Franklin at Brimhall
4th 1st Place Hyrum Schnebly Worms Carol Griner Franklin East
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4th Honorable Mention DJ King The Leopard Mary Sievert Franklin West
4th Honorable Mention Drake Uchytil Snakes Emily Allen &  Highland
        Janet Millar-Haskell

5th 1st Place Isabella Arellano Oh, Sweet Cherry Blossom Tree Julie Suchor Hale
5th 1st Place Sage Millett The Hair War Karen Weinstein MacArthur
5th Honorable Mention Michael Estrada Of All the Kids in My Class Diana Lawien Franklin East
5th Honorable Mention Lizzie Johnson Tea Party Sue Worm Robson

6th 1st Place Ka’ili Brubaker Growing Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th 1st Place Gavin Martin The Little Things Felicia Muller Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Leila McShall Christmas Surprise Krista Hall Brinton
6th Honorable Mention Cielo Bake Land of My Dreams Heather Christie Las Sendas

7th 1st Place Natalie Schultz Walking Through Hoof Prints Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th 1st Place Rex Dyer It Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Trinity Peterson-Mayes Warriors Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Audrey Redd That Horrible Trip Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.

8th 1st Place Arecelli Martin Unheard Victims in the Holocaust Danielle Bailly Carson
8th 1st Place Jenna Montierth The Great Misconception Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th 1st Place Mason Biegel Honestly at Peace Julie Miller Stapley
8th 1st Place Terra Fair Mirror, Mirror Paula Morelli Taylor
8th Honorable Mention Jennifer Feuerstein The Sky Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Carleigh Tenney Fractured Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Cheyenne Schmitt I Am From Michelle Winn Rhodes
8th Honorable Mention Emily Glenn Society Julie Miller Stapley

9th 1st Place Stephany Rivero No Rainbow After the Rain Jennifer Madsen Dobson
9th 1st Place Brylee Lewis A Racist’s View vs. A Civil Rights Heather Monette Mountain View
       Leader’s View
9th Honorable Mention Jocelyn Ayala Like it was Yesterday Erin Bauer Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Macy Wilbur Orgulho Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Emilia Yoon Goodbye Grandmother Rachel Collay Westwood

10th 1st Place David Chandler I Am Leaving Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th 1st Place Tristan Gutierrez Steelhead Celeste Burns Red Mountain
10th Honorable Mention Kyle Ellingson Ode to Vwls Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Sarah Regan Stages of Life Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th 1st Place Selena Graf Lessons Learned, Lessons Lost Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th 1st Place Jordan Paul The Meaning of Life Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Cheyanne Stewart Chained Cotton Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Landon Schnebly The Dragon Slayer Diane Grogan Mesa High

12th 1st Place Jannet Gutierrez Perception Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th 1st Place Hannah Pascale Jarvis A Cue From Nature Judith Harper Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Anastasia Kovfidakis Reflections Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Molly Carney To Be Great Is To Be  Rachel Cupryk Red Mountain 
       Misunderstood

Staff 1st Place Janet Millar-Haskell Engineering Haikus 2nd-6th Gifted  Highland
Staff 1st Place Jo-Anne Bondelli The Fickle Wind 3rd Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Annie Brown Shoes 1st Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Lyndel Akers Hope 4th Grade Teacher  MacArthur
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Voices 
Class Book 

GRADE PLACE ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. 1st Place How to Survive Kindergarten Merrilee Kupfer Field
Kdg. Honorable Mention Helping Makes our Heart Happy Melinda Knoles Hale
Kdg. Honorable Mention Everyone Should Have a Pet Melinda Layton Roosevelt

1st 1st Place Helping Hands are Filled with Love! Peggy O’Neill Hale
1st 1st Place Pets; the Good, the Bad, and the Snuggly Beth Hunt Red Mountain Ranch
1st Honorable Mention Toy Reviews:  Making our Voices Public Julie Reichert Zaharis
1st Honorable Mention The Text Type Animal ABC’s Tia Jones Brinton

Voices 
Essay 

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd 1st Place Alexis Kelley Bunnies Are the Best Cailee Maynez Brinton
2nd 1st Place Brooklyn Miller Great White Sharks Connie Spencer Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Karsten Kunert Rain, Rain, Don’t Go Away, and Alane Eaton Las Sendas
       Please Come Back Another Day   
2nd Honorable Mention Harliquynn Sherrard Who Will Guide Santa’s Sleigh Alane Eaton Las Sendas
       Tonight?

3rd 1st Place Austin Richey The Fun of Fiction Danielle Scoggins Brinton
3rd 1st Place Katelyn Cupryk Christmas Magic Cheryl Hickey Madison
3rd Honorable Mention Katie Doan Hard Work Danielle Scoggins Brinton
3rd Honorable Mention Aiden Schmidt My Favorite Season Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas

4th 1st Place Faith Millett Terrific Tigers Becky Nudell MacArthur
4th 1st Place Natalie Hess Is SpongeBob a Good or Bad Role Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
       Model?
4th Honorable Mention Trenner Rathkey Beetles Diane Sims Franklin East
4th Honorable Mention Jay Tingey Narwhals Barbara Vance Mesa Academy

5th 1st Place Garrett Austin Sago Worm vs. Grasshopper Nicole Powell Hale
5th 1st Place Sage Millett Gila Monsters Karen Weinstein MacArthur
5th Honorable Mention Scotty Dyer My Hero and Your Hero Kymra Donaldson Franklin at Brimhall

6th 1st Place Evelyn deVos Dragons in Literature:  J.R.R.  Sandy Worcester Johnson
       Tolkien
6th 1st Place Thomas Herrmann Homelessness Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
6th Honorable Mention Lilly Ortega Don’t Shorten the School Week Tisha Bourne Brinton
6th Honorable Mention Roxanna Crum An Unusual Mammal Felicia Muller Franklin East

7th 1st Place Ashley Ramirez Armenta Something Simple Anna Hancock Poston
7th 1st Place Bradon Schield Bargain:  Argumentative Essay Patti Reckell Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Natalie Schultz Valley Forge:  Decision Time Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Zoe Russo A Bargain for the Best Patti Reckell Shepherd

8th 1st Place Esmeralda Nevarez David Garcia vs. Diane Douglas Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th 1st Place Kayla Coxon To Intervene or Not to Intervene:  Alison Jenkins Shepherd
         That Is the Question
8th 1st Place Shelene Navarro Planning for a Broken Nation Alison Jenkins Shepherd
8th 1st Place Zachary Savarino Assisted Suicide Julie Miller Stapley
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8th Honorable Mention Hannah Peterson Benched in this War Alison Jenkins Shepherd
8th Honorable Mention Paige Savory The Unforgivable Damage Alison Jenkins Shepherd
8th Honorable Mention Holly Hunt War Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Emma Birch Optimism Paula Morelli Taylor

9th 1st Place Jillian Barcena Wistful Whispers Rachel Collay Westwood
9th 1st Place Frankie O’Neill Sincerity Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Maymuna Elmi The Most Well-Known Love Story Janette Ramsey Red Mountain
       Isn’t All That Lovely
9th Honorable Mention Jessica Yan The Meaning of Art Rachel Collay Westwood

10th 1st Place Ya Hui Emily Lu Exercise Leads to a Better Life Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th 1st Place Christine Smith Later Times for Better Students Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention David Chandler Make Marching Band Matter More Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Ciara Isaacson The Value of Higher Education Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th 1st Place Caleb Owens The “Truth” Will Set You Free Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Kristen Rowland Ignorance in Manipulation Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Landon Schnebly Teaching Bees to Grow Their Own Diane Grogan Mesa High
       Flowers

12th 1st Place Audrey Pisani How Many Lives Have You Lived Kimberly Klett Dobson
       in Your Life?
12th 1st Place Alexandra Arnold Untranslatable Suzanne Buffington Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Olivia King Punishment to Principle:  The Kimberly Klett Dobson
       Power of Literature
12th Honorable Mention Avery Underwood The Books Beside My Bed Kimberly Klett Dobson

Staff 1st Place Jo-Anne Bondelli Caterpillars to Butterflies 3rd Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
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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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Creative Communications Poetry Contest
Sponsored by Creative Communications

NATIONAL AWARDS
POETRY

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

6th Published Jeremey Chelgren Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Austin Davis Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Jesse Franklin Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Alexandra Gilley Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Emma Green Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Lillian Hemming Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Adam Honawa Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Alysa Isaksen Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Katie Lewis Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Brieanna Peacock Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Ethan Roberts Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Valerie Rodriguez Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Lilian Salcido Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Deserie Sevillano Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Daniel Short Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Jamal Taylor-Brown Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Desi Uribe Janece Larson Crismon

6th Published Nataevia Whitfield Janece Larson Crismon

Week Without Violence
“Peace”

Sponsored by Children’s Benefit Foundation
LOCAL AWARDS
POETRY

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

11th First Place Caitlyn Bell Elizabeth Viator Dobson

11th Second Place Caleb Owens Elizabeth Viator Dobson

11th Third Place Jordan Paul Elizabeth Viator Dobson

11th Fourth Place Selena Graf Elizabeth Viator Dobson
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Martin Luther King, Jr. Essay Contest
“Leadership Through Service”

Sponsored by Arizona State University
STATE AWARDS
ESSAY

Creative Art/Multimedia and Writing/Poetry Contest
“Many Faces, One Community”

Sponsored by Mesa Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Celebration Committee
LOCAL AWARDS
ESSAY

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

3rd Third Place MacKenzie Mills-Dudding Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas

GRADE AWARD STUDENT TEACHER SCHOOL

3rd Second Place MacKenzie Mills-Dudding Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas

3rd Third Place Dylan Morris Jo-Anne Bondelli Las Sendas






