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Narrative Writing
Writing that conveys experience, either real or imagined, 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, autobiographies, etc. 
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Maggie Kieta _____________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Cheryl Rogers

My Really Fun Thanksgiving

Our family came over for Thanksgiving 
dinner. I helped set the long table. We ate 

outside under our porch. We had turkey, bread, 
and some salad and beans. We had Jello and root 
beer floats for dessert. My favorite Thanksgiving 
food is Jello. I like it because it is jiggly and 
sweet. I played with my cousins Jane, Ethan, and 
Audrey and Kenny. It was an awesome day!

Isla Irion ______________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Rachelle Sears

Exciting Ice Slide

There was an ice slide at Zoo Lights. I stepped 
up up up. I sat in a tube. I went down down 

down. I cried a little because it was fun. I love 
love love the ice slide with my family. 

Dylan Kovach ____________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Annie Brown

A Frog in a Log

One day a speckled frog was looking for a home. He was 
looking in the woods by a tree. He looked for a long time 

and it was getting dark. Then he laid his head down. Suddenly 
he felt something. It was bumpy and scratchy. He was laying on a 
log! So he went inside the log. The log looked warm and snuggly. 
He put his sleeping bag in the log and went to bed. Ahhhhhh, he 
said. The frog had found a very cozy home. 
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Carolina Duport __________________________________________________________
First Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary 
Teacher - Kimberly Balanoff

The Day of the Race

L ittle Bear was walking in the park and he saw 
 a poster on a tree. The poster said, the big 

race tomorrow at 6:00 pm. Little Bear got brand 
new shoes. They had two lightning bolts on 
them! When he got home he practiced running. 
Then he went to bed. The next morning he got 
ready for the race. When he got there the race 
was about to begin. He ran over to the starting 
line! They blew a cannon to start the race but 
the cannon ran into a far away mountain. Rocks 
fell but luckily no one got hurt. Little Bear was 
running so fast that he passed everyone. He 

was in the lead! Then he passed the finish line! 
He got a big shiny trophy and a blue first place 
ribbon. Then he went to Golden Spoon to get ice 
cream. He got strawberry ice cream with rainbow 
sprinkles and gummy worms. Then he ate his 
ice cream. When he got home he put his awards 
away. Then he went to sleep.

The End 

Elizabeth Meidlinger ______________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

The Christmas Mystery

It was the first day of winter break. The wind 
was rustling through the trees and everyone 

was so happy! I was in my car going home. I was 
so excited for Christmas! I went straight to my 
bedroom when I got home. Something wasn’t 
right. Where was my dog? I asked my mom, but 
she didn’t know. I searched all around my house 
for clues. Dog hair—a clue! It led to the door. The 
door was open! I saw dog prints—another clue! 
Oh no, Gigi had dug a hole under the stone wall!

Days passed. Finally Christmas was here. 
I looked out my front door to see if Gigi was 
there. She wasn’t. Twenty minutes later my 
family still wasn’t awake, so I checked again to 
see if Gigi was there. When I opened the door, 
there she was! When I saw Gigi, I squealed so 
loudly it woke everyone up. We were all so 
blessed to see Gigi again. 
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Ever since I was three, I always wanted a kitten. 
Because I thought that they were soft, cute, 

and fuzzy. I begged my mom for one. I really 
wanted it to be white. But if it were black, I would 
still love it anyway! Every time we went to the pet 
store, I would ask my mom to look at the kittens. 

But on my seventh birthday, it all came 
true. I wasn’t expecting a kitten on my birthday. 
Then my grandma and grandpa walked into 
my house with a little box. I did not know what 
would be inside. Moments later, I heard a tap. 
Tap! Tap! Tap!

When I opened the box, there was 
something white inside. Then a kitten popped 
out. It was so cute! I was so happy! My little 

kitten was white, with black ears, a black tail, 
and blue eyes. We tried to come up with a name 
for him, but it was difficult. His first name was 
Charlie, but after I called him Charles, it was 
all over. We came up with multiple names like 
Snowball, Blue, and Harbor. But they didn’t work 
out. Then, my mom came up with a cool name, 
Sam. I loved it, so his name is Sam! 

Sam is a silly cat. Because after me and Mason 
took a bath my mom drained the water. But 
before the water was gone, Sam jumped in! Don’t 
worry, he didn’t drown. He was just very wet. Sam 
brings laughter, cuteness, but most of all, he 
brings joy to our family!

McKinley Dunlap _________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Wilson Elementary 
Teacher - Brandy Reed

Dreams Do Come True
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Jackson Blu ______________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Hale Elementary 
Teacher - Debbie Schaub

Santa’s Stuck!

Have you ever seen Santa on the chill of 
night? Well, this puppy named Max has!

One foggy night, fat Santa gets his sleigh 
and his eight reindeer ready. He puts his giant 
sack of all kinds of toys into his sleigh, and with 
a jump, Santa Claus is in his bright red sleigh.

Then, with a loud demand, you can hear . . . 
"Now, Dasher! Now, Dancer! Now, Prancer and 
Vixen! On, Comet! On, Cupid! On, Donder and 
Blitzen! To the top of the porch! To the top of the 
wall! Now dash away! Dash away! Dash away all!" 

So old Saint Nick shoots off into the dark 
chill of night. 

Meanwhile in Montana, there lives a cute 
little puppy named Max. Max loves, loves, 
loves Christmas. The only thing he wants for 
Christmas is to see Santa. But his big problem is 
that he is very shy. 

As Max is sleeping on his comfortable bed, 
there is a very loud . . . THUUMMP!!! Why that 
thump makes him jump! He springs from his 
bed to the small living room and what does 
Max’s very little eyes see? Two brown boots, red 
shaggy pants, a tight black buckle, and a dark 
red sack sitting in his fireplace. 

"Oh, bother," sighs poor old Santa Claus.
Then in a small tone voice, Max softly says, 

"H-Hello?"
"Ho, ho, ho," laughs Saint Nick, "and who are 

you?"
"I’m Max the puppy," Max whispers.
"Why," asks Santa Claus, "will you help me 

get out of your fireplace?" 
"Yes, sir," Max responds, "I’ll try my best."
So Max uses his little puppy teeth, bit Santa’s 

big boot and pulled with all his might.
And so with a very tough tug, Santa is out 

with a big CRASH!!
"Ho, ho, ho!" laughs old Saint Nick, "I’m out! 

Thank you! Thank you! Thank you very much!"
"Um, you’re welcome, sir." Max says, and with 

a loud "Ho, ho, ho, Santa was in his bright red 
sleigh soaring through the air.

So Max gets his wish, and on Christmas 
morning, Max thinks to himself, "I think I had the 
best Christmas ever!"
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Emily Lovell ______________________________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary 
Teacher - Stephanie Mast

Little Brothers

Miley was sleeping when her little brother 
snuck into her room. He threw the 

blanket off and jumped on her as she woke up. 
Miley was so annoyed! Her little brother was so 
annoying! She wondered why her mom even 
had him. She also thought they should make a 
boarding school for little brothers. Hmmm she 
thought maybe she should tell the President 
about her idea. A world without brothers 
around, I'd love that. Miley pushed her little 
brother down and said, "Max, you have got to 
stop this. It is so annoying and it hurts to be 
jumped on!" Max was only three years old and 
thought it was funny. 

Miley looked through her closet trying to 
find the perfect outfit for her first day of 4th 
grade. Finally, she found it. It was a short light 
pink skirt with green vines on it and a great shirt 
to go with it. The top was the same color green 
as the vines on her skirt with little pink polka 
dots. Miley knew this outfit was amazing. Even 
Max said it was pretty. 

"Miley, Max" said their mom. "Come down 
for breakfast." Miley grabbed her backpack and 
headed downstairs. Her mom had made her 
favorite pancakes for the first day of school. Miley 
spread the butter on her pancakes and poured 
the syrup all over them. As she was pouring Max 
grabbed the syrup from her and it spilled all over 
her fabulous outfit. "Oh no!" she cried, "This is a 
catastrophe. What am I going to ever do?" 

"Max don't ever do that again" her mom said. 
Miley ran up the stairs, she tried cleaning 

it up, but it wasn't worth it. She had to change 

her outfit and quick! She looked through all her 
outfits, she came across a blue dress with white 
polka dots, "This is good enough" she said. She 
looked out the window and saw the bus coming 
towards her house. 

She ran down the stairs and out the door. 
The bus was leaving. She yelled, "Wait, wait 
stop!" The bus finally stopped at her neighbor's 
house two houses down. She ran to the bus 
and they opened the doors. She got in and 
sat down by her best friend from 3rd grade. 
Her name was Lexus. Lexus was wearing the 
outfit Miley had wanted to wear if not for her 
little brother. "Darn it" Miley said, "we would 
have been matching if my little brother hadn't 
spilled syrup all over my outfit." 

"Are you excited for school?" Lexus said. 
"Yes, but I hope we got the same teacher." 

replied Miley. 
"What teacher did you get Lex?" asked Miley. 
"I got Mrs. Johnson." 
"Me too," replied Miley. 
They arrived at school. School went by 

fast and it was time to go home. Her mom was 
picking up, since it was the first day of school. 
Her little brother came running out of the car 
and sprayed silly string all over her, in front of 
all of her friends! She was so humiliated. Again 
she thought Why isn't there a boarding school 
for little brothers? Or maybe we could just send 
him to jail. 
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Krew Eckman _____________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Boogieboarding Blues

I don't remember the first time "Happy 
Birthday Krew" was sung to me. I don't 

remember when my mom and dad named 
me Krew, but I do remember the day when I 
thought I was going to die. I was in San Diego, 
California on Mission Beach. The day was 
gloomy, overcast, and not what I envisioned 
a beach day in California to look like. The sun's 
bright rays never escaped the clouds' thick 
layers. The gray of the Pacific Ocean matched 
the gray of the clouds.

I was going to attempt boogieboarding for 
the first time in my life. The water was much too 
cold for me in my regular swimsuit so my dad 
rented a wet suit that was already wet, sandy 
and way too tight. Apparently, someone else 
just brought it back to the rental shop; it was not 
cleaned to my satisfaction. I hated the wet suit. It 
was worse than shopping at Costco on a Saturday 
afternoon and just about as restricting! I really 
did not want to try my hand at boogieboarding 
because I was frightened about the waves 
crashing against me and submerging me under 
the water. With all these emotions, I was ready to 
quit before I even started this adventure!

After all the rigmarole of getting in the wet 
suit, it was time to venture into the Pacific Ocean. 
I got my boogieboard and strapped it tightly to 
my ankle. I later discovered that it was supposed 
to be strapped to my wrist! I started walking 
into the ocean like a pirate walking the plank, 
dreading every step. On the other hand, my dad 
and my brother, Thor, looked absolutely thrilled!

I stepped into the ocean, and the waves 
started to hit me. The salty, cold water got into 
my mouth and nose; I wanted to puke just to 
get all that dirty water out of my mouth. I could 
see my dad and Thor's expressions. Clearly 
they were having the time of their lives. As Dad 
and Thor got farther and farther in the ocean I 
started to lose sight of them behind the waves. 
I was feeling nervous because I didn't know 

what happened to them. Then the waves started 
storming toward me and I began to lose my 
footing. I feared I was going to get submerged 
under the water. Where was my dad? I could only 
hear the crash of the water, and I couldn't hear 
my dad or brother laughing anymore. Suddenly 
a wave crashed over my head. I knew I was 
going to drown. Will the boogieboard hold me 
up? Will the wave push me under? Questions were 
swirling around my head like Hurricane Irma 
swirled around Florida. How long can I hold my 
breath until Dad gets to me? I couldn't see or 
hear anything, and all I felt was fear! Suddenly, 
as if the volume button was turned on, I heard 
my dad yell, "Ride the wave, Krew!"

I jumped out of the water and onto the 
boogieboard. I caught the wave and floated 
on top of the water as it sailed me to shore. I 
could see, feel, and hear everything because 
I was on top of the wave. The wave woke me 
up like an alarm clock in the morning. I could 
see my dad next to me on the same wave, and 
I heard my brother cheering me on while I was 
gliding on the water. I felt the fresh air on my 
face! Boogieboarding was not as terrifying as I 
thought. In fact, it was enjoyable!

I rode the waves at least a dozen more 
times, and each time I went farther into the 
ocean. As reliably as a school bus takes me 
home from school, the waves always brought 
me back to the beach. Once it became familiar, I 
loved it just as much as my dad and brother did.

I wanted to keep riding the waves. All my 
fears about  boogieboarding vanished like a 
drop of water on cotton candy. When I walked 
up to my mom, shivering, she said that I only 
had five more minutes. I hurried back into the 
ocean and kept running until my mom was a 
mere dot, and I caught a few more waves. When 
I heard it was time to go, I was okay with it. Even 
though I was having fun, I wanted to get out of 
that wet suit.
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Jane Henriksen ___________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Barbara Vance

What the Trees Saw

Wind whispered among the Elder Trees, 
their branches surging into the unknown. 

The youngsters shook and laughed, tickled 
by the wind, their branches only a few feet up 
into the crisp, winter air. Leaves littered the 
damp ground, fluttering in the breeze. The 
first snowflake fell gracefully from the white 
sky and the trees listened as it lightly touched 
the ground. Winter had finally arrived in the 
unfamiliar forest. Because it was winter, no Two-
Leggeds, or humans as most call them, were to 
come, and the trees of the woods would have 
silence drifting around them through the cold, 
winter air. In the days to come, the beautiful 
mahogany forest floor would pull up a pearly 
blanket to keep it warm during the frosty winter. 
But now, scarcely any white blotches were 
scattered below even the youngsters' lowest 
branches. One particular youngster stretched 
its petite branches as high as they could go and 
wondered  about the whispering the very Eldest 
Trees did when the forest became dark and all 
was quiet. It wondered where the snow came 
from, and the rain and fog. It wondered what the 
other creatures did at this nose-biting time of 
year, where the river came from and ended, and 
why the sun was so shy now. The only company 
the sapling now had was the other youngsters 
and a robin who spent most of its time in the 
sapling's arms. Its ruby feathers brought a splash 
of color to the tree's life. Oh, and the wings, the 
youngster thought. It loved how the feathers 
ruffled in the breeze and its head tilted up toward 
the heavens. I wish I could fly, it thought. And the 
sapling stretched its arms up and attempted to 
soar. The sky darkened to an inky black, prickled 
with shining stars. The youngster rested its frosty 
branches and wondered one last thing: what are 
those shining dots that create shapes no tree 
could name? And after that, the sapling was too 
fatigued to wonder anymore, so it drifted off into 
a quiet winter doze.

The forest awoke to a howling storm. Snow 
hares scuttled back to their warm, inviting 

burrows. Birds soared to their nests in the Elder 
Trees; all but the robin, who made its home in 
the little sapling. The youngster decided to keep 
the robin safe in its nest. How could it be so 
raging today when it was so calm yesterday? The 
sapling pondered this question until abruptly 
an enormous flurry of snow and wind swept 
through the forest like a Two-Legged with a 
broomstick. The sapling struggled to hold the 
robin's nest safe and to hold itself up. I can do it, 
it thought. Then, the youngster did something 
that saved its entire, beautiful life. It dug its 
roots as far into the damp earth as it could and 
imagined. It imagined that all the trees, Elder 
and Young, were in the forest, with golden light 
streaming through the canopy above. It warmed 
every living creature; from their roots all the way 
to the highest branches or from their claws all 
the way to the tips of their ears. The little sapling 
imagined that the golden light gave them power, 
like the sun wasn't shy anymore. These thoughts 
soothed the youngster and gave it the strength 
to survive the storm. 

Snow was almost all the way up the sapling's 
trunk. It thought of the rain, the animals, and the 
puffy clouds; those were all things the sapling 
loved. The wind suddenly halted, as if it had 
heard the little tree's cries. Although the snow 
was still swirling, the sapling felt relieved. The 
robin was safe, but its nest was a little windswept. 
The youngster looked around at the damage the 
storm had done as the heavy snow lightened to 
a gentle dusting. The sapling was hunched over 
slightly. The Elder Trees tried to hush youngsters 
while logs and broken branches littered the forest 
floor. Although all the wreckage made it feel 
more uncomfortable, once the animals came out 
it made it seem like a less miserable place. Winter 
turned to summer and spring passed quickly. 
Then came fall, and all was quiet once more. 
The sapling wondered all the things it loved to 
wonder about and the trees, Elder and Young, 
watched as the first leaf began to fall. 
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Natalie Reeves____________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Memories

It was a dark and stormy night. The roof 
rattled. The ground shook. Rats scuttled 

across the cold stone floor. A hooded figure 
emerged from the shadows. Careful not to be 
seen, she lifted her hood, revealing a heart-
shaped, rosy face framed by ebony hair that fell 
to her shoulders in soft ringlets. Her bony hand 
gently caressed the dusty, old marble walls as 
she slowly glided down the long hall. Her mouth 
silently formed the words, counting the doors as 
she passed them—one, two, three. She paused 
at the fourth, grasping the large, iron handle. 
There was an intake of breath, and the woman 
pulled open the heavy door. 

Moonlight streamed into a tiny room with 
only a few, meager articles of furniture. The 
walls, painted a faded pink, seemed to welcome 
her into the room. A small, wooden bed sat next 
to the window, a straw mattress covered by a 
patchwork bedspread. The woman suddenly 
looked very old and tired. Raising her pale hand, 
she only hesitated a moment before setting 
her hand onto the bed, unleashing a flash of 
memories . . .

A golden fire dances in the glowing 
embers, casting shadows throughout 
the room. A small girl, about five years 
old, sits on the bed, dressed in a pale 
rose nightgown. Next to her, in the old 
hickory rocking chair, sits an elderly old 
grandmother in a white dress, clicking 
away with her knitting needles. A little 
blue bunny in the girl's arms . . .
The woman jolted awake. She knew that girl, 

and her blue bunny . . .
Yes, there it was, sitting on the rocking chair. 

One of its button eyes was falling off, and it 
looked a tad flea-bitten, but nonetheless it was 
a charming little creature, with a big, yellow bow 
tied around its neck. Pausing only momentarily, 
the woman stroked its ears, and fell, once again, 
into the past.

The same girl, older, sits in the rocking 
chair where her nurse once sat, gazing out 

the window. Her dress is a long, periwinkle 
gown, adorned with taffeta bows, and 
her dark hair is adorned with a flower 
to match. At a knock on the door, she 
opens it, and is greeted by another young 
woman in a pale green dress. The two girls 
sit, side by side, giggling together . . .
The flashback faded as soon as it had come. 

The woman closed her eyes, savoring the joy of 
this memory. Suddenly, she felt compelled to 
open the drawer of the nightstand.

There lay the light blue dress, folded up, 
covered by mothballs. Next to it, there lay a little 
alphabet book, stained by some unknown dish 
that had strayed off its plate. As she reached for 
the tiny trinket, her heart began to thump. She 
remembered this book . . .

Wind rushes through the girl's hair. She 
is no longer a child, but a woman, with 
a family of her own. They all sit near a 
cool, clear stream, which dissipates into a 
waterfall at the edge of a cliff. As they all 
sit on a blanket and spread out the meal, 
she glances at the river. Hidden in the 
brush, a tiny corner of leather sticks out. 
Grasping it in her hand, she opens the 
book and almost faints.
Fearfully, the woman brushed her fingers 

against the worn leather cover of the book. It 
was so many years ago, so the memory was 
merely a whisp in her mind, but gazing at the 
tiny book brought back memories, memories 
that were intriguing yet forbidding.

And the message, still ringing in her head, 
becomes more vivid as she opens the book. Her 
name was scrawled all over the pages of the 
book:

Rebecca Carolyn
Footsteps sound nearby. The woman 

hurriedly hides in the closet. The door swings 
open. 

"Rebecca Carolyn, I know you are here."
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Kathryn Dieterle __________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Summit Academy 
Teacher - Dotti Craw

Slaves in America

"John!" I swerve my head around to the 
sound of my new name. The word tastes 

funny on my tongue but I reassure myself that I 
will soon get used to it. My birth name is Quainta 
Hudak and I am of twenty-seven years of age. I 
come from the village of Agutan Namu. I have 
come to America against my will from my home 
village by ship. It was a brutal voyage of many 
moons on a boat where people were soaked in 
urine, vomit, blood, and mucus. When we got off 
the ship, I was immediately thrust onto a small 
block of wood where strange men that were as 
pale as Mamamama's flour gathered around me 
holding odd pieces of paper and coins. I heard 
strange words as the men spoke in their native 
tongue. Unkind words full of hate and anger. 
Suddenly, agony filled my bones as a long stick 
licked my back like fire. I could feel warm blood 
dripping down my spine as I kneeled in the dirt 
helplessly. I was suddenly kicked to my feet and 
taken away by a pale-skinned man. 

Now I am here, working in my master's 
field. Hundreds of people like me surround my 
workspace. Strange tools lay at my feet. The sun 
is beating down hard on my naked back and I 
have only a pair of uncomfortable pants to wear. 
They scratch against my legs every time I move. I 
want to cry, scream, and holler at the same time. 
I want to crumple into a ball and never come 
out. I want to go home.

I arise in the middle of the night to find 
a huddle of people around a fire discussing 
something in hushed voices. I edge up to them 
and eavesdrop. A masculine voice whispers, 
"Should we run away?" A woman's soothing 
voice answers, "No. Many others have been 
caught and were severely punished." Others join 
into the squabble and a symphony of whispers 
arises throughout the cabin. A younger voice 
suggests a different philosophy. "I've seen some 
people secretly resisting slavery by pretending 
to be sick or by damaging the tools the white 
men give us." Realization spreads through the 

bunch of people. I slink back to my sleeping area 
and rest my eyes, but I can't wrestle myself back 
to sleep. Questions whir in and out of my head. 
What shall I do? Should I try to escape? In the 
midst of my slumber, I realize what I have to do. 

The next morning, I silently get up and make 
my way to the opening in the wall that plays the 
role of a "door" in our cabin. I slink into the field 
and pick up a heavy stick with metal on its end. 
I rake ferociously until the scrubby area is a torn 
up mess of dirt and grass. I eye the area to make 
sure no white men are spying on me. I lift the tool 
high and begin pulverizing it into the ground. 
Many people look over their shoulders and their 
eyes fill with worry and concern, but they all 
keep to themselves in fear that they might be 
punished if they make any efforts to salvage me. 
I don't stop until the wood handle is splintered. 
I continue dismantling tools, but then I spot a 
white man galloping over to me on his horse.

Panic rushes through me as he reaches 
for his whip. Out of instinct, I leap into action, 
grab the tool, and begin swinging it wildly at 
the man on the horse. The others in the field 
only stare at my disrespectful actions but some 
men grip their tools and become a part of my 
army. I continue fighting until someone sends 
the man flying off his horse. On the ground 
the man is small and weak. I leave him lying in 
shock and turn on my heel to get back to West 
Africa. I need to see my family again. I will make 
it . . . Without warning, pain is thrust into my 
side. Something warm trickles down my bare 
side as I lay face down in the dirt. I see women 
screaming, but I can't hear them. My eyes flutter 
a bit as I subside into nothingness, a sleep I 
would never be awoken from again. In my last 
few moments of life, I found myself in West 
Africa again. I could smell Mamamama baking 
something wonderful. These emotions and 
smells filled my head as I left this horrendous, 
fearful place once and for all. 
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Jadelynn Lilly ____________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Terrifying Test

Briskly, I skipped through the empty halls, 
eager to see my friends. Gleaming, golden 

trophies were displayed along with posters 
and encouraging quotes. I had a good feeling 
about today. But, as I made my way through 
the exuberant hallway, I felt an almost palpable, 
ominous feeling of dread. I shook off the feeling, 
telling myself I worried too much. As I neared my 
classroom, I pasted my usual smile back in place. I 
dropped my backpack to the floor and noticed a 
girl with blonde hair.

"Hi, Jade," Kennedy said, cheerfully, as she 
flipped through a packet.

"Hi! What's that?" I asked, trying to equal her 
enthusiasm, but the foreboding feeling nudged 
me in the stomach again.

"It's my Chinese packet. I've been studying 
for the 100-point test," she remarked. My mouth 
dropped! She must've seen the look of confusion 
on my face because she said, "Remember? 
There's going to be a HUGE exam today!"

No, I had not remembered. A sickening 
feeling filled my body, as well as the memories of 
our teacher, telling us to study.

The happiness I had felt earlier drained out 
of my body leaving me with nothing but worry. 
Urgently, I skimmed through my backpack and 
found my packet. I looked through it and realized 
I knew nothing we were going to be tested on. 
Ok, I have 5 periods until Chinese. I can do this! But 
as I used the five minutes before school to study 
the packet, I realized getting a good grade was 
out of the question. Some of my friends tried to 
help, but none of their techniques stopped me 
from feeling panicked.

"Don't worry. I didn't study either," Kristina 
said.

"Great. We'll fail together. How comforting," I 
mumbled sarcastically.

When fifth hour rolled around, I was dreading 
the moment that would come anytime. My 
stomach churned with worry and fear that 
pierced me to the core. It would've been a 
reasonable idea to prepare my grave, because 
there was no way I was going to survive. Soon, I 
was going to be forced into taking an assessment 

that would ruin my grade and my life. To my fifth-
grade self, my grade was the most important 
thing. I tried not to panic as my brain leapt from 
one worst-case scenario to the next. A shrill 
screech blared from the speakers, and I was 
pulled into the present. Trudging forward, I tried 
to keep my stress from bubbling over. I heard my 
classmates laughing as we started our journey 
to Chinese class. How could they be laughing at a 
time like this? My feet numbly advanced without 
my brain telling them to. Time to get this over with.

Dazed, I opened the door and made my way 
to the seat. I pinched myself to make sure this 
was no nightmare. The pain that tingled in my 
arm told me that I wasn't in my warm, comfy bed, 
ready to wake up.

Ms. Yang's voice interrupted my daydream 
as she told us the horrifying news. I stared at 
the ground. "Okay. I will give you time to study 
before we begin." Sorrow crept into my body, 
taking over. How could I have let this get so 
out of hand? As I reviewed my packet, remorse 
joined the sorrow that was slowly smothering 
all hopeful thoughts. I put my Chinese binder in 
my backpack. I thought about saying I was sick, 
but I knew lying was wrong. After she had given 
everybody a paper she said, "Start." I pressed 
my pencil to the crisp sheet and glanced at the 
questions. They didn't look too hard.  I breezed 
through them with ease and felt like laughing 
in relief. My muscles relaxed and my stomach 
slowly stopped hurting as I plowed through the 
questions without any problems. When the bell 
rang, I was finished and confident I got a good 
score. I exited the classroom and navigated 
through the crowded halls that were filled with 
noise. As I pushed through the green doors that 
led to the outside, a breeze brushed my face 
and sunlight danced on my skin. When I saw my 
mom's car in the pick-up line, I ran to it and told 
Mom about the test.

Eventually, I found out I got a 90% on it, 
and was overjoyed. I had learned my lesson to 
be more aware of my tests. But the main thing 
I learned not to stress about things that don't 
matter in the long run. 
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Bridget Edinger __________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Porter Elementary 
Teacher - Alexandra Wake

Wolftale

It was a fine summer's evening in the forest 
when Luna was first allowed out of the den. 

Mother was quite strict, but for a good reason. 
Luna's father and all of her siblings had been 
taken away by hunters long ago, and so Mother 
was extremely carefully with Luna to make sure 
she did not lose the last of her family.

"Luna," Mother had said, "I will have to 
train you to hunt and survive in the wilderness, 
because when I become old I will not be able to 
take care of you anymore."

Mother taught Luna how to hunt and taught 
her about the different plants and wildlife that 
grew in the forest. She showed Luna the best 
places in the forest for water or prey, and the 
places to avoid. 

"You mustn't go too far down the river," 
Mother told her one day. "The hunters make 
their dens there, and they are very dangerous."

"I thought wolves had no predators?" Luna 
asked, confused.

"No animals in the forest are a threat 
to us. Hunters do not count as animals.  
They are very dangerous and they come to the 
forest every so often to kill animals with these 
long, metal devices called guns that shoot 
metal projectiles when triggered. They also hunt 
wolves and take their fur. For what reason, I do 
not know. But you must be careful. If you hear 
a loud CRACK in the distance, run away as fast 
as you possibly can. I do not want you to meet 
your father's and your siblings' fate."

The months passed, and when the leaves 
turned orange and red and fell to the ground, 
Mother taught her how to find prey when food 
was scarce in the colder months. She taught Luna 
a way to walk so that she avoided making loud, 
crunching sounds when stepping on the leaves.

One night, Luna asked mother, "Why did you 
name me Luna?"

Mother looked up at the inky black sky, 
the moon gleaming clear and bright alongside 
the daintily twinkling stars. "Because it means 
moon, and you look just like the moon."

Luna glanced down at her shimmery 
grayish-white fur. It seemed to glow in the night, 

just like the moon. She asked, "What does your 
name mean?"

Mother smiled, which was quite a rare sight. 
"Asha means hope. My mother also named me 
Asha because I'm the color of an ash tree."

Mother had silky gray fur, with lighter areas 
on the chest and muzzle.

"That name fits you very well," Luna mused.
When the cruel winter months arrived and 

food was scarce, Luna experienced many days 
without eating anything.

"No matter how hard times are, you must 
never give up," Mother said as they sat under 
an ash tree, hunger rumbling in their stomachs. 
Her fur was graying even more, and she was 
growing tired and wasn't as strong as she used 
to be. "Remember this forever, when I grow old 
and wither away. Life is never fair, but you need 
to keep pushing on."

On one particularly cold day, they went out 
to hunt once again. The only water source not 
frozen was the river where the hunters lived 
upstream, and they took a quick drink.

Luna gagged when she swallowed the 
water, which tasted like rotting fish and metal. 
"What do the hunters put in here?"

"Whatever it is, it's keeping the water from 
freezing over. Hopefully we'll find some prey 
around here coming to get a drink," Mother said.

They split up in search for some prey in the 
gleaming snow. After about thirty minutes of 
searching, Luna decided to go back to the river 
to find Mother again. When she arrived, she 
heard a low rumbling sound in the distance in 
the direction Mother went. Luna panicked, and 
bolted through the forest. 

She heard loud, harsh voices that sounded 
nothing like any animals Luna had heard before. 
Then, there was a loud CRACK of a gunshot, 
and an ear-penetrating howl. Panicked out of 
her mind, Luna sprinted up a hill and saw in the 
distance, a truck with Hunters in it driving out of 
sight, a mound of grayish fur the color of an ash 
tree in the back of the truck.

She chased after the truck as fast as she 
could, but it was too late.
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Grief wracked Luna's heart as she fell to the 
cold, hard ground, whimpering and shaking, 
crying a million tears over her lost mother. 

Luna woke up to the early morning sun, so 
calm and peaceful. She sat up, hoping it all was 
just a dream, but she found herself on a snowy 
hill and tears started to pool in her eyes. She fell 
back down to the ground, crying and wanting to 
stop living. After a while, she remembered what 
her mother once said, "No matter how hard times 
are, you must never give up. Remember this 
forever, when I grow old and wither away. Life is 
never fair, but you need to keep pushing on."

Luna stopped crying, and shakily stood up, 
newfound determination coursing in her veins. 
She looked at the sky, which was clear and 
bright and said, "Don't you worry, Mother. I will 
push on. I will survive for you!" And with that, 
she bounded off through the melting snow, into 
the trees of the forest. 
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“Laura. Time for your presentation.”
The moment had finally come. Laura 

absolutely loved history. She had been waiting 
all year for the moment when she could give 
her oral report on her all time favorite famous 
historical person, Thomas Jefferson. It took her 
weeks, but at last, she had finished writing her 
presentation. “It is going to be the best oral 
report in the whole class,” she thought. 

She stood up and grabbed her display board 
from the back of the room. Smiling, she walked 
quickly up to the front of the room. Suddenly, as 
if in slow motion, she tripped over her backpack. 
It was chaos. The display board went flying, 
and landed in front of her, where she slipped 
on it. She fell onto the front desk, and a stack 
of papers that had been graded fell in a mess 
onto the ground. As she stood up, she bonked 
her head on the desk and pencils scattered 
everywhere. The class roared with laughter. 
With tears in her eyes, and her face as red as a 
tomato, she ran straight out of the room. She 
went to the nurse and said that she felt sick to 
her stomach, which wasn’t completely untrue. 
Laura’s mother came, and picked her up, and 
they went home.

“My life is completely ruined,” Laura thought 
over and over. That night for dinner they ate 
Laura’s favorite, but she was completely too 
occupied thinking about her terrible day. Laura 
decided to go to bed earlier than usual so she 
didn’t have to talk about her day with anybody. 
Laura lay in her bed for hours, not able to fall 
asleep after the most embarrassing moment of 
her life. Giving up on sleep, she went and sat by 
the window in her bedroom. Gazing up at the 
stars, she made a silent wish, that maybe, by 
some miracle, nobody will remember her at all 
tomorrow…..

Suddenly, she lurched up in bed. She was 
going to be late for school!

Jumping out of bed, Laura got dressed, 
grabbed her backpack, and left for the bus. 
Sprinting to the school bus, she wondered why 
had her mother not woken her up like normal? 
Making the bus on time, she stepped on. 

“Hello! What is your name?” asked her bus 
driver, whom she had known for years.

“Ha Ha, very funny,” Laura said, and went to 
sit by Anna, her best friend. As she was about to 
sit down, Anna said, quite awkwardly,

“ ummm…., somebody is already going to 
sit there…..”

“ What? Who?” Laura said, very shocked.
“My best friend,” she replied, quite seriously. 
Confused, Laura found an empty seat a few 

rows back. ”What is going on?” Laura thought, 
“Is this some kind of practical joke?” 

All throughout that day everyone was 
acting as if they had never seen her in their 
life. Laura’s teacher thought she was the new 
foreign exchange student. During lunch, 
nobody sat by her, and she looked longingly 
at her old friends, laughing and talking. On the 
way home she was looking forward to where 
her family would welcome her and not play any 
more pranks on her.  

She tried opening the front door, but it 
was locked. Her mother usually left the door 
unlocked so she could get in the house after 
school. She sat on the front steps for an hour 
until her mother came home from work. 

“Hey!” Laura shouted cheerfully.
“Hello….” her mother answered, not 

sounding at all like herself.
“Why was the door locked?” Laura asked.
“Ok…., who are you?”
“What are you talking about?” Laura really 

did want to know.
“This is fun and all, but I need to go inside 

now. You should go home. Right now,” her 
mother snapped as she went inside.

“She is just playing a trick on me,” Laura said 
confidently.

She decided to go in the house through 
the back door. Stepping through the back, 
she walked down the hall where her bedroom 
was, but it was not there. Her bedroom did not 
even exist! In its place was a dusty, old office. 
She ran out of the house and ran, and ran, until 

Daisy Capps ______________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High 
Teacher - Kara Keithley

Be Careful What You Wish For
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she could not run anymore. Sitting on a park 
bench, she cried for hours, confused and alone. 
Eventually, she could not cry anymore and 
realized how terribly hungry she was. She could 
not stand the hunger any longer. She noticed a 
family eating dinner at one of the park tables, 
and even though she hated asking, she asked 
for some food and water. After eating, she lied 
down on a park bench and fell into a restless 
sleep. Laura did not understand. What in the 
world had happened? Her world had turned 
upside down. In a matter of hours, nobody 
knew or cared that she existed at all. Then she 
understood that her wish had done this. That is 
why nobody remembered her.

“I do not want to live like this!” She cried out, 
to nobody in particular that night. “I would do 
anything to have that embarrassing moment 
again. I know I should not have wished for such 
a drastic thing to happen. Getting embarrassed 
and making mistakes is just a part of life.” Falling 
asleep, she wished with all her heart for her first 
wish never to have happened…..

“Laura! Time to get up.” 
“Mom!” Laura yelled, so happy she could 

have burst. Laura sat up in her bed. Her room 
was back too.

 From then on whenever she made a silly 
mistake and everyone laughed, so did she.
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Joslyn Knutson ___________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Shepherd Junior High 
Teacher - Molly Driskill 

My Twin Sister

Hey, how are you?

I'm alright.

It's school, Jaclyn.
What do you think?

Good, I guess.
I miss you.
When can I see you again?

You always say that. 

Way to get sentimental Sis. 

Luv u 2.

Can we please not go down this road?

It's cool. We're friends.
Like kids our age SHOULD be. 

I don't do anything weird with my hair. 

I do NOT.

Be quiet. 

:^/

(Eyeroll)

I'm good, and you?

How's school?

Lol.
How are your classes?

Soon.

And I always mean it.
Remember, I'm always with you. 

You're such a dork. :)
But I love you anyway.

How's it going with You-know-who?

Too late. :p

Do you still do that weird
hair thing around him?

You TWIRL it.
You are INTO him.

You're so cute when you're defensive.
Plus you didn't deny the other thing, lol. 

:)

Cute.
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Whatever.
I'm not asking for texting advice.

Because that's all you do.

Because I'm the only
one who knows you exist.

Look, I'm sorry.

That's not true.

Well, you know me better than anyone else.

People are mean, you know?

Thanks Sis.

Lol. He's not my boyfriend.

Stop it! :)
When can I see you again?

I never have dreams.

I hate that it's the only way I can see you. 

You know what I mean.
I wish I could talk to you face to face.

In my heart you are.
My twin sister. 

Lol.
You're literally the only 
person who does that. 

Well, you should.
I'm a pro.

Well you ARE the only 
person I can talk to.

Harsh.

It's cool.
We both know I have no feelings.

That's for you to decide, not me.
So, what's REALLY wrong?

I can tell when you're upset.

:) Yep. Now spill.

Yes, I know, but you just
need to ignore them.

You are kind, smart, and beautiful.
Don't let the world tell you otherwise.

And if that deadbeat boyfriend of yours
breaks your heart I'll break him. 

Yet. ;)

Maybe tonight in your dreams.

You might tonight.

You see me when you look in the mirror.

And I wish I were real.
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Asha Bjork _______________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Franklin Junior High 
Teacher - Sam Young

Finding Utopia

Y ou mean… Utopia?   
There is no such thing as Utopia…  yet.

What do you mean?
There are many ideas of the future. You know 
what they are?

Well, not all of them. I know that humans 
put them into two categories. We were just 
discussing this. Utopia and Dystopia.

Correct.
So, which will they choose?

Oh, they will want an Utopia. But as I said, there 
is no Utopia. 

You also said "yet."
Right. What if we could build a Utopia for them?

You called me crazy for wanting to study them. 
You called me crazy for becoming attached to 
them. Look who’s crazy and attached now? 

Hilarious. But that’s not the point. They will  
destroy themselves if we don’t do something 
about it. 

I know, and it’s a pity, but we can’t just . . . 
We can, and we will. Or at least I will. I did call 
you crazy in the beginning, but they’re not a 
dumb species. I know that now. They’ve become 
so much more, and… Yes, I may be a little 
attached to them. So, what do you say? Do you 
at least want to try?

. . . Of course I do. 
I never doubted your agreement to this plan.

You also never doubted my insanity. To be fair, 
I never doubted yours either. 

That goes without saying.
----------------------------------------------------------------
We’re running out of time. 

You’re just paranoid. We’re not running out of 
time. We are fine and on schedule. You’re only 
saying that because the time ratio between us 
and them is crazy. A year for us is a thousand 
for them. 

It’s been two years since we started. 
We’ve had close calls since then, but they’ve 
restrained from killing each other, for now. 

They’re amazing.
I know. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------
Why do you document everything?

I don’t document everything. Just everything 
that I deem important.

Which is everything. The humans would call you 
a lunatic.

The humans would call you the same. 
But they’d also call me a historian, you an 
architect, and both of us scientists.

So many words. So many names for everything.
The universe contains a lot of stuff. Don’t judge 
them because they like naming everything. We 
do it, too. That’s sort of the point of language.

I know. Their words are so weird, though.
To them, our words are meaningless. 

That’s fair.
No argument?

None.
-----------------------------------------------------------------
The habitat is ready. All the necessities for life 
are in place.

Already? Earth took much longer.
This isn’t Earth. It’s not a planet, just a 
microworld in my lab.

Will it support human life?
Yes, it’s still similar to Earth. I just modified the 
tectonic movement and the genetics for the 
life there to work… Faster than they would on 
Earth.

Define faster.
It only took it five weeks for it to model Earth’s 
progress after four and a half billion years.

Impressive. 
I know.

What of the atmosphere?
Identical to Earth’s.

I’m guessing all other factors are taken into 
play.
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Correct. No more questions needed.
I do have one more.

What is it?
What will you call this new habitat?

Utopia.
Very creative.

Sarcasm isn’t necessary.
I beg to differ.

Whatever you say. How are the humans?
Social tensions are at the bursting point, many 
countries have already been demolished, and 
natural disasters of all kinds have become 
very common. I’ve counted at least 14 volcanic 
eruptions, 25 earthquakes and tsunamis, 45 
hurricanes, and 46 tornadoes all within the 
past 30 years, for them. And the best part is 
that the remaining countries are at war, and 
all of them have nuclear weapons.

You would have thought Earth would’ve 
imploded by now.

I know. You better have Utopia ready soon.
It is ready.

We’ll need to test it. I hope they won’t mind a 
couple of abductions. 

With all this going on right now, I don’t think 
they’ll notice.
-----------------------------------------------------------------
So that’s it.

I guess so.
It’s what we get for trying.

Utopia wasn’t so Utopian after all.
That disease was unplanned for. A side effect of 
the genetic rearrangement.

Still.
I could’ve fixed it.

No need now. There’s no humans left to fix it 
for.

Were they stupid, to launch all of their nukes?
Not quite. They’re just crazy. And maybe a little 
stupid.

Like us. Five years wasted on these humans.
Not wasted. These were legitimate 
experiments, dedicated to saving a legitimate 
species. And compared to them, five years 

is nothing. They endured 5,000 years of 
increasing danger. We were safe here the 
whole time. 

Don’t get touchy. I’m just saying, it’s depressing 
to have a project literally explode in front of 
your eyes. 

And to have your four test subjects literally 
turned inside out by a disease that was caused 
by the basic genetic makeup of your own 
world?

I suppose so. What will we do now?
Utopia still supports life. You could play with 
those lifeforms. They can’t be destroyed by the 
disease.

That might keep me busy for a while. What 
about you?

I’ll edit these reports, and then work on that 
time travel device I was working on before I 
discovered Earth.

Why?
Because it would be an impressive feat to 
make it, and I like being impressive. I also want 
to send these conversations back to Earth in 
the form of an electronic document and enter 
them into the Internet system.

Won’t that mess them up?
I don’t think so. To them, it’ll just seem like a 
fun little story. Not everyone is going to see 
it, and no one will care, unless they really are 
stupid.

But they wouldn’t be. This is documented 
history.

I know it is. But basing their future on a short 
story is idiotic, even if it is their future. I mean, 
how would they know this is real?

That makes sense.
Anyway, there’s still a universe out there. Who 
knows what else we’ll find? Maybe other life?

I hope nothing. We won’t be able to resist 
messing with their timeline.

Fair enough.

---
<Document End>
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I jogged to the place, the place where it 
happened, the most unimaginable thing, the 

thing that, to this day, makes junior high kids 
shudder. It started as a typical football practice. 
During the first ten minutes as we stretched I had 
no clue that something would go terribly wrong.

As we got ready to start one of our drills, 
I heard one of our quarterbacks say that we 
needed to use another ball because the one we 
were using wasn’t the correct size. He threw the 
ball to me and I caught it and put it down where 
it was supposed to go. That's when it happened. 
I don’t know if it was because I was tired or I 
just didn’t want to bend down and pick up the 
ball, but either way, I did the unthinkable. For 
whatever reason I kicked the football, thinking 
that it would just bounce to the sideline and it 
wouldn’t be a big problem. It never crossed my 
mind that something bad would happen. It was 
routine—just kick the ball away and get on with 
the practice—but that kicked ball was anything 
but routine.

Just as I kicked the ball, a vision opened 
before my eyes, and I saw, to my horror, where 
it was going. I tried in vain to stop the motion 

of my leg, but it was too late. It was as if time 
itself slowed down, and I could see the football 
rotating, lingering in the air. The ball was like a 
heat-seeking missile which was headed for its 
target, aimed directly at the worst possible spot 
on earth—my football coach’s head.

I was in disbelief. The strangest things come 
into one’s mind in a time of crisis; in that split 
second I can remember thinking that I would 
have to go into hiding. Time shifted again and in 
real, awful time, the ball indeed hit its trajectory. 
It hit my poor football coach directly in the 
head. The look on his face would have been 
comical had it not been horrifying. I could hear 
the gasps of my fellow teammates. The coach, 
not wanting to look foolish in front of his team, 
quickly collected his wits and roughly yelled 
“STOP JOKING AROUND AND GET TO WORK!”

The shock of the moment passed, but 
that didn’t mean I was out of the woods. A few 
minutes later I overheard the coach say to the 
center (who, by the way, was a big fella who 
outweighed me by a solid one hundred pounds), 
“Squash him like a bug.” That fateful day on the 
football field was one that would live in infamy.

Tate Blomquist ___________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

The Heat-Seeking Missile
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Bailey Bruner _____________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Summit Academy 
Teacher - Nicole Kambeitz

Fear of Falling

I was sitting cross legged in an unfamiliar, dark, 
never-ending forest. One straight out of a 

fairytale, but there was no magic, in fact there 
was nothing at all besides the trees. The trees 
were so tall that it was hard to see the tops of 
them. The forest was so thick, almost as if I were 
in an horror movie, getting ready to be jumped 
at, and getting scared half to death. But I was 
totally calm, calmer than I have ever been in my 
life. I felt detoxed of everything negative; I felt 
relieved. I sat perfectly still, not even a twitch of a 
muscle. There was dim lighting around, but there 
was a light, at the far end of forest. As if there 
were a sunny meadow just beyond the trees, 
but it was too bright to see what was out there. 
The light just sat there like a bright flashlight 
beaming into the trees trying to find something 
in the thick forest. “Peace” I thought to myself, 
“full and total peace.” I took a deep breath in and 
out, the air filled my lungs with a sweet aroma. 
I took another deep breath in, but as I did, I was 
disturbed by a very unpleasant sound.

It was a growl, and not a pleasant one at 
that. It was frightening, my stomach dropped 
and I felt sick. I was scared of it, like I had 
encountered it before. But at that moment I 
didn’t care to think of its name or where I had 
seen it before. All I knew is that it was hungry, 
and it wanted to eat me for an afternoon snack. 
I froze up, I couldn’t move at all, my heart was 
pounding so loud that probably everyone in 
a ten mile radius could hear. All the peace and 
calm I knew was gone, it had vanished into thin 
air. “There is nowhere to run, only trees in every 
direction.” I thought to myself, trying to come 
up with a good game plan that might save my 
life. The growling was nearing closer as if the 
beast was only a couple yards away. I looked at 
the light, and started to sprint for my life. I heard 
paws clawing after me, just waiting for me to 
slow down so it could pounce.

I turned to see the creature that was chasing 
me, wanting to make a dinner out of me. It was 
running on all fours and it was flashing its teeth. I 
couldn’t get a good at look at it because the next 

thing I knew I was tripping while looking back. I 
was expecting to hit solid ground immediately 
and then be mauled by the beast. I was wrong.

Instead of hitting the ground I continued to 
fall, my stomach churned as I fell faster and faster. 
I couldn’t scream, I opened my mouth to scream 
but nothing came out of me. I wanted to scream, 
I was frightened, and I knew that I wouldn’t be 
falling forever. It was useless to scream,  nobody 
was around to save me. I was completely alone 
with only my thoughts. Also, the monster who 
was chasing after me seemed to have completely 
disappeared when I started to fall. Nothing, I 
looked around to observe my surroundings, 
nothing. It made my brain hurt and added to my 
already profound fear and confusion.

Suddenly I looked down at where the ground 
was supposed to be. A couple miles away was 
the ground reappearing. It was grassy, almost like 
a field of green grass that soccer players would 
play on. I felt my body stiffen, my eyes widen in 
fear, and my mouth open trying to scream again, 
but this time I could hear myself screaming. I 
screamed the most ear shattering scream I had 
ever heard. The ground was nearing closer and 
closer as I began to panic. I was prepared to die. 
“I’m gonna die, and soon” I thought as death was 
drawing nearer and nearer. I heard my body 
smack on the solid ground.

I jerked up from my bed, still hearing myself 
scream. My head was pounding and I was 
drenched in sweat. I stopped screaming and 
looked around. I wasn’t dead, I was in my room 
and I had been sleeping. I heard my mom call 
my name, her voice was filled with concern and 
terror. I heard her pounding steps against the 
wood floor, trying see if her child was okay.  

It was all just a dream, more like a full blown 
nightmare. My mom busted open my door and 
we just looked at each other, I was relieved she 
was here, she was probably just relieved that 
I was okay. She came over and sat next to me, 
she hugged me like she already knew what 
happened. My thoughts drifted back to the 
dream, I guess I have a fear of falling.
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Karla Bodden ____________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Taylor Junior High 
Teacher - Kristin Padilla

Fear the Unknown

There was something horrifyingly primitive 
about the fear and excitement of the human 

species. This is something Princess Kenia realized 
as she sat under the shade of the Royal Tarp in 
the colosseum. The entire kingdom was out for 
entertainment in the form of pain and bloodshed. 
These thoughts struck her like lightning as she 
looked around with disdain, absolutely stunned 
and disgusted at their mannerisms. However, 
King Julian, her father, was extremely amused 
at the way in which his townspeople showed 
their true selves to be: bloodthirsty animals 
looking for anything to distract them from their 
impecunious lives.

The gates to the colosseum drag open 
with a bone jarring screech and the seemingly 
endless noise manages to grow louder. Two 
armed guards drag a hooded figure out into the 
center of the dirt padded floor before letting go 
as if it carried a contagious disease. They then 
proceed to drop a small dagger that narrowly 
misses the person’s head. The poor soul’s only 
means of protection against certain death.

 Despite how vigorously the townspeople 
mocked and screamed at the figure, it kneeled 
there almost motionless, facing the direction of 
the Royal Family but angling its head toward the 
dirt as to not look up.

“Do you have any last words before we leave 
you to your fate of being devoured by lions, 
young lad?” King Julian booms from his shaded 
throne. This question simultaneously creates 
another uproar of shouts from the crowd before 
he quiets their useless screaming. He wants 
to hear this human beg for its life; the sense of 
power gives him immense pleasure.

The silhouette speaks no words. In fact, it 
barely even moves an inch. Its only indications 
of life are the continued contracting and 
expanding movements the cloak makes 
makes as it breathes. When suddenly it’s neck 
shifts,angles itself up just a couple of inches, and 
lets out a strange sound: laughter. A slow and 

hollow, but nonetheless wholehearted, chuckle. 
Shadows cover most of the human’s facial 
features. Most except two, gleaming, purple 
orbs for eyes and a set of pearly, straight, white 
teeth. The sight almost causes the princess to 
laugh herself, out of nervousness and unease 
more than anything else.

Confused whispers quickly pour throughout 
the onlookers.

“How dare he smile? Does he think this is 
funny? Poor lad doesn’t believe he’s gonna be 
torn to shreds..heavens bless ‘im.” Make their 
way into the ears of the now peeved king.

“What do you dare laugh about, boy?” He 
asks as he slams an angry fist onto the arm of his 
throne before standing up against the wooden 
railing of the balcony. 

Again, the figure stays silent and motionless 
as it looks up onto the balcony. The unnerving 
situation has alarmed everyone into silence. Its 
eyes, beautiful, unsettling, and shifting all too 
leisurely toward the princess. Anyone can tell it is 
taking in every single detail of its surroundings. 
This being (whatever it is) is not entirely human.

“Fine! Have it your way, lad! Guards, release 
the lions!” Shrieks the king in a nervous attempt 
to regain control.

Another screech breaks the empty silence 
that resonates through everyone’s bones. 
Villagers are too stunned by this creature to even 
shout. No, not just stunned, they are absolutely 
terrified. Princess Kenia says to herself. These 
animals are about to be the ones slaughtered and 
everyone knows it.

The silhouette grabs the small blade by 
its feet, swiftly standing up to face the king. Its 
eyes burning with curiosity and what seems 
to be unending amusement. Suddenly the 
air becomes stifling cold as the figure flashes 
another smile at the Princess. It knows what 
you’re thinking because the entire audience knows 
the inevitable end of this fight.
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The pride moved with a bloodthirsty energy 
toward the mysterious personage. Then with 
unimaginable speed and agility, it attacked. 
A guttural roar echoes as the alpha writhes in 
pain against the blade of the dagger that was 
plunged into its side. There would be no lethal 
damage to the poor alpha but it surely did not 
want to fight anymore. That was the point of 
maiming the animal, to show how much power 
this thing had. Animals know when to back away 
from a fight they cannot win and this surely was 
not a survivable fight. Then to the dismay of the 
audience the figure spoke.

“King Julian,” the figure declares in a 
feminine voice as it turns to face the king, “you 
are extremely cowardly and cruel for using your 
followers’ pain as enjoyment. Don’t you think?” 
She began to stride forward as her hands moved 
to lower the hood, revealing a monster that 
can only be described as demonically angelic. 
Raven-black hair cascading over a pale frame 
and piercing violet eyes that make the blood of 
any animal run cold. “My name is Reyna and as 
Commander of the Legion of the Dragon, I am 
here to take back my rightful throne.” Her brown 

cloak flutters to the floor, revealing a spectacular 
pair of pure white wings and a gold, shimmering 
tunic.

A collective gasp makes its way through the 
entire colosseum as she pushes her wings down 
once, placing herself in the air, directly eye level 
with Julian. Two swords materialize in her hands 
as she flies smoothly toward the king. Everyone 
is too astonished by this creature to stop her. 

Swiftly removing the king’s head from his 
body was quite simple. No blood, no mess, and 
no pain. Even if Reyna would have enjoyed to 
repay him for all of the pain he had caused his 
followers.

“Now we rebuild,” she states with unnerving 
nonchalance, “Princess Kenia and I will serve 
as rulers of this kingdom. We shall rebuild 
it to be better. Poverty and disease will be 
eradicated.” Reyna turned her head to look at 
a dumbfounded Kenia, giving her a smile that 
could challenge the sun’s rays.

“This is a new beginning, away from the 
monstrous ways of mankind.”
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Kimberly Merrill __________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Lisa Monte

Everything Was Quiet

I wake up, head throbbing in pain as I strain to 
open my weary eyes.  They feel as if they're 

being rolled in the dirt by a toddler. Everything 
was extremely quiet. Every inch of my body 
aches as I attempt to move. The last thing I can 
remember is a small earthquake that shook the 
school while I was practicing a new spell. As 
my eyes finally begin to focus I can finally view 
my surroundings; the only light at my disposal 
is the bright moonlight beaming through the 
musty window. As I look around to find where 
in the world I am, I find myself to be in some 
dirty broken up classroom with half of the floor 
completely caved in. The smell of dirt and rotting 
meat consumes the air. The floorboards creak 
from underneath me as I shift in my place. A 
cloud of panic corrupts my mind with thoughts.

“Wh-where am I?” I frantically look around 
the room in the hope that someone will respond  
or  see if there is anything that can tell me 
where I am. But to my dismay I am all alone. A 
traditional sliding door is left untouched to 
my left but I can not help noticing that across 
the caved-in floor at the front of the classroom 
stands a desk with a piece of parchment, writing 
utensils, and a booklet.

“Maybe I can just . . .” I cut myself off as I 
cautiously inch towards the crater in the ground 
in hope I can find a way across. The floorboards 
creak beneath my weakened legs as I feel them 
bending. I try to ration through my thoughts.

“Ehh . . . it's probably not worth risking falling 
. . . . I’ll have to find another way,” I mumble to 
myself shakily as I quickly back away from the 
gaping hole.

As I stand alone in the darkness with 
nothing but moonlight peeking through the 
old murky window my eyes barely make out the 
silhouette of another door that’s conveniently 
placed at the other side of the room; I assume it 
leads out to the hallway as well but it looks to be 
slightly damaged from what my tired eyes can 
manage to make out.

After a moment of thought I exit through 
the dust covered door pondering in both pure 
fear and adrenaline on what exactly was going 
on. Had I misspoken a spell? Was I kidnapped? 
It feels as if my gut is screaming at me in panic, 
but I brush it off and calmly continue walking. 
In a hurry I stop, my feet firmly planted in the 
ground like roots as a cold shiver runs down 
my spine. The hallway . . . . It is shrouded in a 
cloud of darkness with nothing but a small 
amount of moonlight shining into it.  But what 
startles me the most is not the lack of light, no 
it is the stench radiating from somewhere in the 
darkness that could bring even a grown man to 
his knees. It smells of rotting meat combined 
with the smell of rodents. My stomach ties itself 
into knots as it  takes in the air. Without thinking 
I bolt towards the nearest room. I violently 
begin to tug  on the door until it finally slides 
open.  Whence in, I immediately slam it shut 
with a crash to keep the repulsive stench out. I 
catch my breath and turn to see where I brought 
myself now. To my surprise I find myself on the 
other side of that same room I was just in.

Looking back at the door I just entered and 
the one across the room, I begin to carefully 
sneak over to the desk I noticed earlier. I lean 
over the desk with fit of coughs and gags to 
get the dust as well as the stench out from my 
system.  Becoming overcome with a gust of 
lightheadedness, I stumble and fall to the the 
floor in an uncomfortable sitting position. With 
a groan I lay my hands on my head in the hope 
the world will stop spinning, listening to the 
world around me. The cool wind howls as it 
makes its way peacefully through the building. 
Everything is quiet.

Suddenly, out of nowhere I hear a faint sound 
of footsteps from outside in the dark hallway. 
The piercing ringing in my ears makes my mind 
have to second-guess myself before I have the 
horrifying realization that I am not imagining it. 
The footsteps grow and grow until it sounds as if 
it is right outside the door, and it finally stops.
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My heart feels like it is going to jump out 
of my chest as I begin to hyperventilate. Before 
I can even think to do anything someone or 
something knocks on the door softly three 
times...

Knock
Knock
Knock

 A chill engulfs my body; for a second my 
heart feels as if it has stopped. From right 
outside I hear a voice whisper something...
something from on the other side, and the door 
screeches open slowly and painfully.

Then everything was quiet.
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Uncertainty In the Face of Fear
A personal narrative on living with generalized anxiety disorder

I remember the day I realized something was 
wrong. He gave me no warning, and with no 

hesitation, possessed me. I was crawling over 
the slopes of the White Sands Desert when 
he overcame my body. He stole my vision and 
my ability to think clearly. He was certainly an 
unwanted guest in a host’s body. I couldn’t have 
been more perplexed. My skin was no longer 
pink, but rather a blotchy and speckled ghostly 
white. My hands and arms resembled that of a 
newly fallen fresh winter snow, or the desert 
sands which I lied upon. I could feel the visitor 
inside my stomach seeping down my lungs and 
into my knees. I could do nothing but roll down 
the last large hill helplessly to the bottom; the 
quick feet of my mother awaited me. Little did I 
know that the demon sometimes preyed upon 
unsuspecting victims such as myself. Before I 
could breathe, he left as quickly as he came. 
Relief in my head, a wave of sudden calmness 
took back my body. 

The second time the visitor came back, 
I was in Disneyland, Anaheim California. I 
certainly had not suspected the demon to 
foil my vacation, but I was naïve. I did not 
have a name to call this horrid monster inside 
of me. As I clutched a pole outside of a park 
attraction, he attacked. Trying to walk had been 
an extravagant mistake on my part, because 
the darkness inside me liked to make my knees 
buckle. With a pain inside my head, he started to 
tamper with my brain. Shrinking inside myself, 
I began to see the darkness outside my body. 
My eyes had been filled with him, and I could 
no longer see. Without control of my body, my 
mass began to shift and I barely caught myself 
before I nearly embraced the cold pavement. 
Tears of what was left of me began to pour out 
of my eyes like the waterfall of confusion I was 

feeling inside. With assistance from staff, my evil 
companion and I were wheeled to the park E.R. 
He wouldn’t even allow me to use the bathroom 
or walk out of the park to my hotel without him. 
He made my blood pressure dangerously high 
and fed off my lack of water like a parasite.

When I arrived back at school after my 
summer off, I was so afraid of the monster that I 
summoned him just by thinking about him. He 
came to me while walking in the hallways and 
while sitting in class. He came to me when I felt 
hungry, and even when I engaged in physical 
activity. He had absorbed and completely 
swallowed up every piece of me that I had 
left and stole my life away at the young age 
of thirteen. When I told the doctors about my 
demon, they told me that they thought my 
brain was swelling as a side effect of my acne 
medication. I didn’t know that evil came in the 
form of red pills. The ghost inside me used to put 
ideas in my head. He tricked me into thinking 
that I was dying. Sometimes when he showed up 
he made me think I was suffocating or having a 
heart attack. Despite my best efforts, school only 
proved too much a challenge for a person like 
me with an unwanted visitor. The school’s nurse’s 
office had become my fallback and my most 
frequent spot of time consumption. Me and 
the thing used to spend a lot of time together 
counting seconds until he left my vessel. Doctor’s 
original theories proved incorrect, but the ghost 
still followed me through the summer following 
my eighth-grade year. 

High school was out of the question for 
me. I pleaded to the monster, but he said no 
each time I tried to make it work. I barely pulled 
through two days at public school with him by 
my side. The darkness forced me to withdraw. 
I was certain that I no longer had a future left 
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for me. Finally, I got to meet a monster slayer: a 
wonderful nurse practitioner. I was absolutely 
traumatized and yet she managed to control 
my fear of the darkness. She assured me that 
I would have a future. She told me that the 
monster had a name, and he went by “G.E.D.” his 
full name being Generalized Anxiety Disorder. 
When she told me about other kids who had 
G.E.D. I didn’t feel so afraid anymore. Around 
the time I was informed with the truth about 
my disorder, I began getting my high school 
education online where I was promised a future. 
G.E.D. no longer holds me back from traveling 
and doing the things I love, because I have 
spent so much time with it. Practice makes 
perfect. The more time I spent with the strange 
being, the more I learned about him and how 
to keep him from taking me over. Sometimes 
he still manages to slip inside when I least 
expect it, but I developed ways to keep him 
from bothering me. Him and I live in a mutual 
relationship. He teaches me to be grateful for 
the opportunities I have been given, and I allow 

him to creep into my head every once in a rare 
while. Who thought you could ever learn to 
tame your demons?

Moral of the story, when facing fear know 
that it is okay to be afraid. Without fear people 
would be putting themselves in danger 
constantly. In a way, getting G.E.D. was the best 
thing that ever happened to me. It truly has 
shaped the way that I look at life, and I feel like 
it has made me the person that I am today. I am 
not ashamed of my demon, and you shouldn’t 
be either. Anxiety and depression affects a lot of 
students in America, and it is not easy. Especially 
if you do not know what it is that you are 
feeling. The symptoms vary, but are generally 
very unsettling. A lot of people report feeling 
as though they are dying. I have learned a lot 
from this experience and wouldn’t change it if 
I was given the chance. So much of my identity 
revolves around the hurdles I have overcome in 
my lifetime thus far. I am proud of my bravery, 
and I am glad that I chose to face my G.E.D. 
despite my fear of uncertainty. 
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He Waited Until the Cubs Won

In the front room of my home, starchy couch 
material irritates the skin on my arms as I sit in 

a fetal position. I attempt to grasp the dreadful 
reality portrayed on the screen in my hands, but 
my head is already throbbing from a splitting 
headache that always follows after crying 
profusely. My family sits around me on various 
chairs and cushions, each in their own state of 
shock. The implausible thought continues to 
bounce around my head like an extreme game 
of pinball.  My Uncle Nathan—my mom’s brother, 
the down syndrome sweetheart, the radical Cubs 
fan—lies in a hospice bed hundreds of miles 
away. We watch the progress of his state through 
a Facebook live stream that my cousin set up. He 
is breathing haggardly; his chest rising and falling 
in a dangerous rhythm. It will be soon, we know. 
With each shaky inhale, our own breath feels 
suspended in air.

To my understanding, outer space is a 
vacuum: the lack of all things. No light, no 
feeling, no sound, no awareness, always 
expanding in every direction, continuing forever 
without a second thought. This event can occur 
within a person too. When the prospect of 
losing a special person in your life presents itself, 
there is a vast emptiness that flows through 
and drains your whole body. All of life’s other 
nuisances prove minuscule compared to the 
fact that you will never again eat popcorn, or 
dance, or laugh with this person.

Had I known my day would end as such, 
my morning might have gone differently. 
Nevertheless, I was not at all expecting an 
emotional travesty like that, so the day of the 
world series featuring the Cleveland Indians and 
the Chicago Cubs began as any other. There is a 
tug on my leg, and I jerk awake. Lifting my head, 
I peer through tired eyes at what pulls me from 
blissful sleep. 

My mother smirks, “Go to bed earlier, alright?” 
With that, she turns and exits my room, leaving 
me to wipe the dust from my eyes. 

“And so it begins,” I think aloud as I roll out of 
bed. The carpet catches my toes while I stumble 
to the kitchen table. The crisp cereal between my 

teeth chases my morning breath away. A phone 
notification chirps and my mom, who has strolled 
into the kitchen to perform her own routine, 
gasps as a response to its content.

“Nathan has been moved to Urgent Care,” she 
breathes. My family stops in their tasks, taking in 
the information. The space takes its first bite on 
my heart… the world slows. Why am I eating this 
cereal? Why am I going to school? Why am I not 
right there with him. 

With the news of my uncle’s declining health 
eating at my concentration, I load into the car 
with all my pointless supplies. My binders and 
notes mean nothing compared to the reality that 
I may never see him again. Nathan, the man who 
refused to eat anything but two grilled cheese 
sandwiches for dinner for forty years.

My mother and I pull into the high school’s 
parking lot. It appears to be the same, yet 
through my bleary scope, everything is dismal. 
The morning is filled with stiff cool air. Ash-
colored clouds shroud the atmosphere, making 
the world feel closed-in, resembling a room 
getting smaller with each intake of breath. 
Keeping my phone in my pocket in case a new 
development occurs, I drift to first hour. 

I exist in a separate sphere—one filled with 
anxiety and nostalgia. The space gnaws on my 
lungs, causing my breath to hitch with each word 
I reluctantly release. My beginning period passes 
painfully slow, and I give an audible sigh when 
the bell releases the stampede of students. 

Second hour: choir. Two minutes before class 
begins, there is music to inform pupils that their 
leisure time with friends is expiring. I listen to the 
melody spitting through the ancient speakers. 
His theme song plays:

Go Cubs, go! 
Go Cubs, go! 
Hey, Chicago, what do you say?
The Cubs are gonna win today!
A small smile plays on my lips before the 

space scrapes its way into my mouth and sucks 
it dry. I might never see him again. Nathan 
believed the Cubs would win year after year, 
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and he received a hat each season they did not. 
He would have quite a collection if he had not 
misplaced so many. Even before the bell has 
concluded the passing period, my wavering 
emotional stability decides that I cannot endure 
another second in class. I droop from my spindly 
chair and wobble toward my choir instructor.

“Is it alright if I check my phone during class? 
There is a family thing and . . .” my voice breaks 
and the space fills my head, turning it wordless. 
However, when her kind cornflower-blue eyes 
search mine, they find the rest of my explanation. 
She extends her arms and I comply.

She envelopes me in a hug so secure like 
unto a hen keeping her chick protected under 
her wing from a raging storm. She puts pressure 
on the ever-expanding nothingness, causing it to 
hiccup for a moment. Do I need to be miserable 
when so much love exists? After several 
moments, I compose myself and my emotions 
stop leaking from my eyes.

“Take a practice room, Sabra. Come to 
class when you’re ready.” I smile and turn to the 
offered room. Once I step through the threshold 
into charcoal grey light, I shut the door quickly. 
Quietly. One click and my head is sandwiched 
between my knees. The exertion I am using to 
not implode is making my eyes sweat and my 
body quake. My phone buzzes periodically, and I 
hastily read each message concerning his status 
sent by those with him in Utah. Nothing fatal, 
yet nothing comfortable. The choir in session 
is muted by the hardy door that supports my 
shaky frame. Whilst I sit in the vacant, dark 
practice room (where my thoughts fit that same 
description) my jeans gather tears as endless 
hypothetical text messages burn in my head. 

Once a numbing headache replaces my puffy 
eyes, I put the calm, collected mask on. I stand. I 
open the door. I travel back to my seat. I rejoin the 
singing students. I move my mouth, but my word 
pool has run dry.

Third hour is meaningless. The space swells. 
However, that stable hug has subdued it. Made 
it soft around the edges. Her love has lightened 
the heartache.

I arrive at my mother’s familiar classroom for 
lunch. Upon entering, my eyes are like quaking 
dams, ready to erupt with the water works. He is 
not getting better. Mom’s mask of strength slips, 
revealing her silent anguish.

“Do you want to go home?” Her invitation 
lifts my sinking heart. 

“Definitely,” I sniff. We call my dad and the 
office to excuse me. I plod to the pick-up spot 
remembering how Nathan would stick his 
foot in front of anyone walking and exclaim 
how they hurt his toe only to release a guffaw 
because he was so clever. His enthused laugh 
rings in my head, and I cling to that happy 
memory as though nothing else matters... 
because nothing else does.

Memories are shuffling through my head 
when I spy my dad’s rustic, reliable truck. I hoist 
myself into the passenger seat and lean my 
head against the chilled glass. The drive to my 
home is silent and quick. My quiet room bids a 
perfect atmosphere for the space to consume 
me once again. 

 Hours pass, and the sun hides behind more 
choking clouds. My cousin, who is there with 
Nathan, sends out a message saying his health is 
declining. In the front room, we watch his chest 
haggardly rising and falling…rising and falling…
rising…falling. After an eternity of this, his glazed 
eyes suddenly focus. We all jump at the abrupt 
intensity his gaze holds. Something is before him, 
invisible to the mortal eye. Something divine. 
My hand grips my phone so firmly, my knuckles 
turn white. The concern in Nathan’s face says 
something I cannot translate. An intercession 
occurs. His head falls. His chest lays motionless. 

First, space swallows me whole. His heart 
has stopped. 

But then the angst stops. The impression 
dawns on me: he is in a much better place. He 
is still happy. The space stops expanding, and 
instead, enfolds; retreating to a small hole in my 
heart that I know will fittingly never be filled. 
I steal a glance around the room to realize my 
family is experiencing the same epoch. Even 
though he would never mimic a model and 
strut around the house again, I have so many 
wonderfully unforgettable memories that he 
can never truly leave this earth. I learn that love 
has powers like unto magic. It halts hollow hearts 
and fills them with purpose. It keeps alive those 
who have passed. Love is more powerful than the 
vacuum of space.
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Genevieve Van Voris _______________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mountain View High 
Teacher - Kelly Traylor

The Strange Ancestor

A few weeks ago,

Millie walked down the hall, back to the 
kitchen, while her hands flipped through her 
Sunday mail. Taxes, flip. Ads, flip. Birthday cards, 
flip. Bills, flip. A brown envelope sealed with a 
wax stamp, flip- wait. She flipped back to the 
envelope and set the rest of the mail on the 
counter. She stared at the envelope in her hands 
then looked askance right, then left, feeling 
as if this was some sort of prank. Her named 
shimmered as if the author of the letter inside 
knew her personally, but she knew it was nearly 
impossible. She was one of two Matthews left in 
the family and the people at work barely knew 
her name. But, forgetting everything her mother 
ever told her about circumventing strange 
items, she ripped the wax seal off and pulled out 
the enclosed letter. 

Dear Miss Millie Matthews,
I am sorry to tell you, but your uncle Henry 

Wolfheart has passed away. Being the only relative 
left in his family, everything he owned is passed 
on to you. Unfortunately, to receive these things, 
you must come to England to sign for them. If 
you would, meet me at the Wolfheart Manor on 
November 26th.

    Sincerely,
    Daniel Bradford

After finishing the letter, Millie stood 
speechless. She had an uncle; an unknown 
Uncle Henry who had just left her with 
everything he owned and everything he owned 
consisted of a manor in England. 

Now,

Millie stepped out of the e taxi and stared up 
at the huge manor in front of her that was soon 
to be hers. She grabbed her bags from the back 

and waved good-bye to the driver. Watching the 
taxi drive down the long path out, she noticed 
another car coming towards the manor. 

The car engine stopped and the driver’s 
door flung open. Out stepped a tall slender 
man with a thin mustache and a briefcase. He 
seemed to have a very professional disposition. 
He came over to her and stuck out his hand.

“Miss Matthews,” he said with a deep English 
accent. “I’m Daniel Bradford, Mr. Wolfheart’s 
executor.”

She shook his hand and smiled. 
“Shall we?” he asked gesturing towards the 

doors.
Millie signed papers upon papers that early 

afternoon. Papers claiming she was who she 
said, papers for the house, papers for the money, 
papers for anything that was on the seven 
hundred fifty acre property.  When she was about 
to importune for a break, Mr. Bradford closed a 
folder. 

“Miss Matthews, welcome home.” 
With that, he smiled and grabbed a set of 

golden keys from his pocket. He bestowed 
them to her and she accepted them. He packed 
up his things and she walked him out. When 
outside, Mr. Bradford extended his arm with an 
envelope in it. 

“He wanted me to give this to you before he 
passed.”

Millie accepted the envelope and waved 
goodbye as Mr. Bradford drove off. She just stood 
there in the cold for a minute focusing out into 
the hills that she now owned and feeling like she 
finally belonged somewhere. She opened the 
envelope slowly, not knowing what would be 
inside, considering she never met her uncle. 

Dear Millie, 
I’m sorry I wasn’t a part of your life growing 

up, but your father had his reasons for keeping me 
from you. I was different back then and it was too 
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late when I realized I needed to change. I still wish 
I changed earlier on so I would have been able to 
know you and your brother, but unfortunately, I 
never had the chance. I hope you can forgive me 
even though you never got the chance to meet me. 
      

    Sincerely, 
    Your Uncle Henry

Millie’s father had his reasons for keeping 
her from her uncle but what were they and why 
was it too late for her uncle to change?

It was now late into the night. Millie walked 
around still exploring the many rooms and 
corridors throughout the massive manor. She 
swept her hand along a table and lifted her dust 
covered fingers. She scrunched her face as she 
wiped her hand against her pants, but the dust 
was inextricable. She was rubbing her hands 
together, toiling to get the dust off when she 
noticed a door in the far corner of the manor. 
She walked over and jiggled the door handle, it 

was jammed. She continued the pull and twist 
on the knob until it finally absolved making 
Millie stumble to the edge of the staircase the 
door led to.  

With temerity, she made the decision and 
walked cautiously down the stairs. Her body 
felt the drastic change in temperature once she 
reached the bottom; she was in the basement. 
She looked around the scarcely lit room and 
felt a chill run up her spine which then created 
goosebumps. She noticed that there were a 
dozen freezers lined up against three of the four 
walls that made up the room under the house. 
Curious, she stepped to one that sat on the far 
side of the room that seemed to be calling her 
name, but also gave her a feeling of aversion. 
She slowly raised her arm to unlatch the lock and 
took a deep breath before opening it. Inside lay a 
male covered in ice with his arms crossed across 
his chest. She felt as if she recognized him from 
her past, like it was someone she grew up with, 
like it was her sibling, like it was her brother.
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Evelyn Leiva______________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Jan Saquella

Skeletons in the Closet

“It all began a year ago. I worked at the 
Moon Theater, the one on Crescent 

Avenue. I was an assistant there. Everyone 
who worked there knew there were two main 
groups; the talent and the stage crew. They 
rarely mingled with each other. Thinking back 
to it, they sort of hated each other. Since I was 
technically a part of the stage crew, but it was 
my job to work with the talent, I was the bridge 
between the two worlds. And I loved it. With the 
talents, I would gossip about the other actors, 
and then after work I would go out with the 
crew and tell them all the highlights. I used to 
love gossip, and to the actresses, I was their best 
friend whom they could trust, so they told me 
everything. And I loved every second. I got to 
hear all the things they’ve done to get parts, the 
bad, the ugly, sometimes the illegal. I could use 
these things, I never did, but I loved the feeling. 

“Then was the arrival of Jenny Smythe. She 
was odd, like all actors, but she was also very 
quiet. She had somehow managed to snag 
the lead role out from under the last girl, and 
everyone was dying to know how. Even though I 
was her assistant, she never so much as spoke to 
me. She didn’t ask for coffee or water, she didn’t 
want to run lines, she didn’t want me to help her 
with her costume, or her hair. After a week of her 
being there, not one piece of information had 
been squeezed out of her. She was an enigma. 

“For weeks, I tried to befriend her. I bought 
her coffee and food. I invited her to go drinking 
with us, I invited her to parties and events, but 
she turned everything down. I had nothing 
on her. Then, one day, it all changed. A man 
came to the theater to watch the rehearsals. He 
sat in the audience, one house light was kept 
on, illuminating him, and only him. He wrote 
in a little book as the actors in the first scene 
practiced, and again with the second. When 
Jenny first took the stage, she saw the man, 
and flinched. It was the smallest of reactions: 
a twitch of an eye, a shake of a hand, but she 
flinched. After rehearsals I stole the man, pulling 

him into a side room and I interrogated him. 
He told me how he had meet Jenny Smythe in 
college. She was a talented young actor and he 
had cast her in his first play. On the day of the 
performance, she got cold feet, and dropped 
out. It ruined his career. Instead of being a 
prominent director and playwright, which he 
felt entitled to be, he was a lowly critic who 
watched rehearsals to rile up excitement for 
opening night.

“I took this information to her. I was 
overjoyed, but she didn’t so much as blink. 
She claimed he was a liar and spun a tale of 
a heartbroken girl who ran away from her 
cheating boyfriend. I’ve always had a second 
sense for liars, and she was among the worse. I 
told her this, I regret it now, and she challenged 
me on it and I bragged. I shouldn’t have 
bragged, I know that now. I told her how I 
knew everything, call out a person and I would 
know their darkest secret. I knew the skeletons 
in their closet, and I knew them by name, 
and the name she said caused me to stutter, 
to lose my thought. I…” Adam paused. For a 
moment, the only sound in the musky room 
was Adam’s breath, and the slow tapping of the 
interrogator’s foot. Adam pulled slightly against 
the white jacket he wore, attempting to place 
his arms on the table and lean towards the man.

“What name did she say?” The policeman 
asked. Adam stared at the table. “Adam?”

“Jenny Smythe.” Adam fell silent again. The 
scratch of the policeman’s pen, the tapping 
of his foot, the ringing silence. The policeman 
sighed, and set his pen down with a soft click. 
For a moment, he stared at Adam, taking in the 
white straight jacket, the bloodshot eyes, the 
frazzled hair. He stared at the metal table as if it 
held life’s answers.

“Is that why you did it?” the interrogator 
asked. Adam shook his head. When he looked 
up from the table, the room’s temperature 
seemed to drop. A shiver ran down the 
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interrogator’s back. “Adam.” His eyes were 
hollows of madness, his hair like moldy hay. 

“She challenged me, and I had no choice 
but to accept. She gave me a month to find 
her deepest, darkest secret. I put all my energy 
into figuring her out. I scoured her social media 
pages, befriended her friends, hacked her 
accounts and read hundreds of conversations. 
And when I found nothing, I began to tail her. I 
watched her at work and I followed her after. I 
learned her favorite coffee shop, the park where 
she walked her neighbor’s dog, the café she 
met her friends at. I camped outside her house, 
lurked in the bushes, peeked through open 
curtains and found nothing.

“Near the end of the month, I became 
desperate. She would lord my impending loss 
over me, laughing at me, taunting me. I had to 
win. I had to know what her secret is, her secret 
which left no clues. Her secret which no one else 
knew.

“I broke into her house, I will admit to that. 
I rifled through drawers, tore rooms apart. But 
when I entered the bedroom, she was already 
dead. The knife, my knife, was in her chest, her 
blood spilling onto the covers, her dark hair 
spread across her face. It was so picturesque 
I almost wish I was the culprit. I swear it wasn’t 
me!” Adam began screaming, clawing at his 
skin, thrashing against the straight jacket. “I 
didn’t do it! It wasn’t me! I didn’t do it!” His cries 

echoed off the stone walls, deafening the police 
officer who was desperately tried to sedate him. 
Minutes ticked on and Adam’s tantrum seemed 
to have no end. He sat, thrashing, screaming, 
begging to know Jenny’s secret. 

A knock at the door silenced him. The cold 
room rang in silence for a moment, before the 
interrogator’s chair broke the silence, scraping 
across the concrete floor, his boots thumped 
dully as he walked to the door. Another police 
man stood on the other side.

“The autopsy report came back,” the office 
said. He handed the interrogator a folder. “The 
mortician said there was something odd about 
the body.”

“What is it?!” Adam shouted, jumping up from 
the table. He attempted to move towards the 
men, but his leg, chained to the metal table, kept 
him still. He pulled against the straight jacket. The 
straps dug into his flesh, leaving red angry marks, 
but he didn’t care. All he wanted, all he needed, 
was to know the deep dark secret of Jenny 
Smythe. “You have to tell me!” The interrogator 
nodded, giving the officer the go ahead. 

“Well,” he said. Silence deafened Adam. 
Excitement swirled around him.

“Tell me!” he shouted. The officer glanced at 
the interrogator.

“She was wearing two pairs of pants.”
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Madison Layton __________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Redvines Bucket Jewelry

The purple box in my closet read “Madison 
Jewel’s Dress Up Clothes.” On its side was a 

depiction of a fairy holding a wand and a crown. 
However, the outside was not anywhere near as 
exciting as the inside. My cousins, sisters, and I 
would delve into it and extract silky scarves, 
colorful dresses, and tiny plastic high heels that 
transformed us into princesses, pioneers, or 
elegant women that we fantasized we would 
be one day. In my bedroom turned dressing 
room, we abandoned our everyday clothes in 
heaps on the ground and built our castles in 
the air. A Mulan dress was passed between us 
frequently, since the satiny fluted sleeves were 
such a thrilling contrast from our regular t-shirts. 
I wore it when we built a Lego tower out of the 
rainbow blocks that was so tall we had to stand 
on our tippy toes to hold it up. To immortalize 
the moment, my mom snapped a picture; 
our fancy garb seemed to make the whole 
experience more magical. The cheap jewelry in 
the Redvines licorice bucket that accompanied 
the box gave to us an aura of decadence and 
royalty. I regularly stacked the clunky bracelets 
that belonged to my mom in the 80’s up my 
arms. I was enamored with accessories and 
held the motto in third grade that you should 
never leave the house without them. For me, 
playing “dress ups” meant that I could use my 
imagination to become whoever I wanted to be.

I still play dress up, but in a different way. 
I learned early on that clothing is capable of 
being so much more than superficial. The way 
that someone presents themself is directly 
correlated to the way that they dress themself, 
so I have applied this concept. Now, the 
clothing gives me the confidence and power 
to “imagine” myself into whatever kind of 
person I feel like being each day. And now, the 

clothing, or “costumes”, that I wear define me as 
multifaceted, and my personality and interests 
as fluid, a visual depiction of who I am. On the 
stage and in the theater, dressing up involves 
creating and wearing pieces that transform 
me into the diverse characters that I portray. 
Through them, I have been a talented circus 
plate spinner, a handmaiden in the 1920’s, a 
powerful monarch, and a fiercely protective 
mother. Each of these characters have brought 
out new traits that I use in my real life. My pom 
uniform, emblazoned boldly with an orange 
“W” on my chest for Westwood, represents 
the grueling early mornings of practice that I 
have spent dancing to improve my strength 
and technique. I dress in my “Sunday best” 
each week to attend church, where I worship 
God. My love for fashion has driven me to 
explore clothing construction and the industry 
surrounding it, and I have made clothing 
for myself and others as a result. Even on a 
day to day basis, clothing has been a source 
of individuality for me as I experiment with 
my personal style, which is something that 
changes frequently to match how I feel. This 
level of adaptability has been vital to me as I 
have grown older and taken on responsibilities 
in various aspects of my life. I no longer find it 
realistic for me to be a princess or a fairy just 
by dressing in finery, but now when I don a 
favorite shirt, or a skirt that fits just right, I feel 
as though I can conquer dragons that are a bit 
more metaphorical. I have recognized that I 
can slip into a different side of myself and meld 
to whatever situation I am in, no matter how 
uncomfortable, through the things that I wear. 
Every unique “costume” that I add now to the 
purple dress up box that is my life helps me to 
become a better version of myself. 
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Kasey Kerber _____________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Taylor Junior High

The Garage

Bryan had dreaded this moment a long 
time...a lifetime in fact. He pressed the 

button on the remote, immediately grimacing 
as the squeaking of rusty rollers trudged the 
garage door painfully up. There was a swift 
ping of despair in Bryan’s heart that this would 
be one of the final times he’d wonder when the 
door would need to be serviced. And then it was 
gone...just like his mother...and soon just like 
this house.

But first, this garage. Bryan surveyed the 
space and let out an audible sigh. It was worse 
than he had anticipated.

 “You just had to be a pack rat,” he whispered 
to no one but dust.

It’s not like there wasn’t a method to his 
mother’s madness. She was a lifelong teacher 
and organized one at that. Her garage was 
much like her classroom - organized if not 
overwhelming. Everything was in boxes stacked 
neatly on shelving units for the most part. The 
problem lay in the sheer number of boxes...
enough to make an Amazon shipping manager 
feel like he’s still on the clock.

Bryan opened his bottle of Gatorade and 
took a sip, instantly recognizing how pointless 
it was. Even “looking” at mom’s garage made 
him dehydrated. It was going to be a long 
couple of days.

Originally he had wanted to take a vacation 
while an appointed stranger held an estate sale. 
Then mom’s will was read. It contained all the 
standard legalese dividing her assets between 
her three children. Yet then, a surprise:

“To my son, I leave the task of dividing all 
possessions in the garage. Please take care to 
make sure everything finds its proper home.”

Dumpster, Bryan had immediately thought. 
As a child he remembered hating that garage, 
as his mom constantly filled boxes with who 
knows what. While other families parked their 
cars in the garage, Bryan’s vehicles lived in the 
driveway. On his 13th birthday he desperately 
wanted a basketball hoop so he could practice 

free throws for the freshman team. A war 
brewed with mom over her “stupid boxes.” She 
was always calm with her insistence they were 
necessary, a coolness that further made Bryan 
lose his. In the end, dad intervened and bought 
a hoop that could be rolled to the curb. Mom’s 
boxes lived to torment yet another day.

“Time to see what my toothbrush from 3rd 
grade looks like,” Bryan muttered, pulling down 
the first box he came across. It had no markings 
on the side facing out, yet there was some of his 
mom’s writing on the opposite side.

8687-4
“Like that helps,” Bryan said, shrugging. 

Boxcutter time.
Two flaps up and another sigh escapes 

Bryan’s lips. Inside was a collection of art 
projects, essays and various student work. 
At first Bryan thought it was the stuff of his 
childhood or perhaps his sisters. But a quick 
poke inside the box revealed none of it was. 
Headers of papers made it clear all of this 
belonged to students of his mom’s 4th period 
English class from 1986.

Bryan took a squat and glanced scornfully 
at the wall-to-wall shelves. There were dozens of 
boxes, maybe a hundred.

“No,” he said again aloud to no one. “You 
gotta be kidding me.”

More boxes. A few swipes of the boxcutter 
and the same result. Every box was a different 
class, a different collection of student work.

Bryan found a folding chair and his 
Gatorade. He hadn’t even broken a sweat, but 
already the bottle was half gone. He was stress 
drinking.

Why did she leave this to me? What can I 
possibly do with essays on The Outsiders and 
posters about alliteration?

For a moment he hated his mother. But it 
was gone faster than the next swig of Gatorade. 
His mom was beautiful inside and out. She 
sacrificed everything for her students and 
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family. When she retired she had the equivalent 
200 days of unused sick time, an entire school 
year’s worth. Every summer she planned trips 
for the family that created amazing memories - 
some were even mentioned at her funeral.

Bryan began to pace the garage, pondering. 
The first numbers on the boxes seemed to 
correspond to the year she was teaching and 
last number must be the individual period or 
class. All boxes had been arranged on shelves in 
a fashion that made the numbers hidden, unless 
you took the boxes down to turn them around 
to view the other side.

“Dad,” Bryan whispered, a thought dawning 
on him. Mom had wanted to hide these from dad, 
perhaps afraid what would happen to them if he 
discovered 100 boxes of strangers’ work. He “had” 
always wanted a space to work on a motorcycle.

A lightbulb went off in Bryan’s mind and 
he frantically began turning around boxes. If 
he could find the “last” box, there might just be 
a clue inside over what should be done with 
all of them. It took some time, but eventually 
Bryan located the boxes from mom’s last year of 
teaching: 2011.

He cut open the 7th period box and rifled 
through its contents, yet it was just more of the 
same. He was nearly done placing it back on the 
shelf when a yellow piece of paper peeked out 
slightly from one of the top flaps of the box.

Bryan pulled it down again and looked more 
carefully. A letter had been taped inside the top 
of the box. He had accidentally cut through it 
with the box cutter, but it was easy enough to 
read once removed and held together under the 
halogen lights of the garage.
Son: 

If this finds you, then you are hard at work with 
my final wish. In these boxes are my students work, 
as you have discovered. Yet it’s not just any work...
each year I chose one item from each student that 
showed their “best.” Sometimes it was an excellent 
paper, other times an apology letter or sometimes 
even a simple piece of artwork. Even my most 
challenging students have items in these boxes, as 
even so-called “bad” students show potential for a 
bright future. I know, Bryan, these boxes tormented 

you as a child and I’m sorry if they torment you 
once more. I won’t tell you what you should do 
with them. You’ve grown into a responsible man 
that I can trust to make good choices. I love you 
always, Mom

Bryan put down the two halves of the 
letter and felt overwhelmed with sorrow for 
a moment. It wasn’t fair that cancer stole that 
woman from her family or the many students 
she had helped in three decades of English 
classes. He felt again like he was at the funeral, 
having read her words. But she didn’t want his 
despair. She needed his judgment. Bryan looked 
again to the boxes. Each one was filled with the 
best a school year had the offer, the hope of a 
student still growing and finding their future. 
And each box had a unique way to honor the 
dedication and optimism of his mother.

The stranger pulled up to it like so many in 
the past, a house with a collection of cars on the 
street and boxes up and down the driveway. 
He quickly parked and jogged over to the 
action, ready to see if there were any steals for 
less than a buck. Yet it took only a moment for 
disappointment to set in.

“It’s not a garage sale?” he asked, stunned. 
Bryan nodded his head apologetically.

“Sorry, bud, nothing for sale here.”
The man sulked off, and another took his 

place, this one obviously in the right place. She 
asks for Bryan by name, a young woman with 
red hair with a small child in tow. When she 
hears Bryan’s response, she gives him a hug 
before saying another word. He’s gotten used to 
the hugs these past few weeks, but something 
felt different about this one. It was more 
genuine, less about appearances and more 
about feeling.

“I can’t thank you enough for this,” she 
starts in, as Bryan leads her to the correct box. 
“When I saw your posting online I could hardly 
believe it. How many of Mrs. Rose’s students 
have been here?”

Bryan looks at the two rows of boxes and 
considers. “Hard to say, could be hundreds. It’s 
been pretty surprising.”
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The woman, who introduces herself as 
Jennifer Bowen, kneels down to find her work in 
the box. “I’m not surprised at all. Your mom was 
a good teacher.”

Bryan nods. If he had never realized 
it before, the recent visits from dozens of 
strangers collecting their “best” work confirms it.

Jennifer finds her work, a script for a 
television commercial about bias, and stands up. 
“This is my daughter, Krystin.”

Bryan extends his hand and the small girl, 
also sporting her mom’s red hair, nervously 
shakes it.

“She’s my world,” Jennifer says, handing her 
the television script. “Baby, can you go look at 
the boxes down there? Just don’t take anything 
out of them, ok?”

Krystin nods and walks off, waving her 
mother’s paper as she goes. Her mom looks 
after her a few seconds and then turns to Bryan.

“She’s alive today because of your mom.”
Bryan looks puzzled. “Sorry?”
Jennifer looks again quickly at her daughter. 

Her voice is just as quick, but does not shake. 
“Twelve years ago I nearly committed suicide 
my first year in junior high. I was in a new town, 
no friends, no confidence in myself or future.”

Bryan didn’t know what to say. This wasn’t 
the small talk he had grown accustomed to from 
mom’s former students.

“Your mom got me professional help,” 
Jennifer said. “But she also took the time 
to personally care. . . at a time when I was 
convinced no one did. She even checked in on 
me from time to time - for years really.”

Bryan nodded and tried to smile, still unsure 
what words should leave his lips.

Jennifer seemed to sense his hesitation and 
smiled. “All I’m saying is your mom kept me alive 
and allowed me to bring that light over there 
into this world. I only wish I could have thanked 
her in person.”

Bryan finally spoke his thoughts: “There’s 
a lot I wish I had told her too before she got so 
sick.”

The young woman nodded slowly and 
called over her daughter. “So what will you do 
with the items no one claims?”

Bryan considered. “I’ll do this a few more 
weekends. Then I was thinking I’d take what’s 
left to mom’s old school for a new teacher to get 
some ideas from.”

Jennifer smiled warmly. “I think your mom 
would be proud of what you’ve done.”

Bryan shrugged, but deep down he did 
agree. “I’m just glad she helped so many people 
like you over the years.”

“It’s funny how a few flaps of cardboard can 
hold so much hope, huh?”

Bryan smiled. He glanced over his shoulder 
at the garage, which had for so many years been 
a collection of dusty boxes and resentment. 
Now it was four walls harboring hope.

“As mom would tell me, you can’t judge a 
book by the cover,” Bryan said.

Jennifer smiled once more and walked 
off with her daughter, hand-in-hand. Bryan 
watched them a moment, remembering his own 
mom, who took the time to hold his hand...and 
the hand of every student she believed in.
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Anyone who has ever grown up in a 
Mexican household knows that there is no such 
thing as “too much food.” Being full is unworldly; 
leaving even a microscopic crumb on your plate 
is just another way of saying, “Nothing special.” 

“I want you to pick a word, any word, which 
reminds you of your Abuela. Then, I want you to 
close your eyes and breathe in deeply until I tell 
you to open your eyes. I want you to then tell 
me the first thing that comes into your mind,” 
Dr. Olivas said with a voice made of caramel, her 
eyes melting with a hypnotic stare.

Dr. Olivas’ pointy cream shoulders rose and 
fell with each deep inhale, and I echoed her 
breath, closing my eyes. 

Food.
What lasted only a minute for Dr. Olivas to 

beckon my eyes open, was an entire childhood 
of smells, textures, and scrumptious images. 
Diving into the food file in my brain, the first 
thing I saw was my Abuela bending down 
to open up the dark wooden cabinet by the 
stove that was covered in soot, with slippery 
blackened grease from years of constant 
cooking. From the cabinet, she pulled out 
the large blue box that contained her special 
ingredient: manteca. I sat on a stool under the 
shelf where her ancient pots and pans reigned, 
and watched her turn the dial on the gas stove, 
the monstrous flames flickering a blue and 
orange rose that nearly wrapped around her 
dented-yet-trusty pan that had been crusted 
with food remains that just could not be 
scrubbed away. 

She slabbed a dollop of lard from the blue 
box into the pan, and it melted into a shimmery, 
gorgeous liquid. She scooped heaps of leftover 
frijoles into the pan, mixing it into the lard, 
turning them into frijoles fritos. The refried beans 
were my favorite, and were always made when 
there was nothing but scraps left of the large 
vat she had made to last the entire week. For 
us, they could be eaten with anything. On white 
bread; rolled into a tortilla de mais; served on the 
side with a plate of her orange spaghetti. 

This wasn’t your regular mac and cheese. 
There was no written recipe, no book that 
contained instructions. To write it down now 
would be a betrayal. But it wouldn’t matter if 
someone else made it—not even Mamá, the 
one who idolized Abuela as much as I had, could 
mimic the taste. And years later when I made it 
for my brother and I in our shared apartment in 
College, there was something that was missing. 

Another moment flashed behind my closed 
lids that trailed behind thoughts of my Abuela. 
I could now see Mamá walking away from the 
stove, making her way past the corner of the 
kitchen until she disappeared.  The pantry’s 
doors squeaked open, and I could never forget 
that sound. It was impossible to sneak into the 
kitchen to grab a guilty snack without those 
doors screaming at the top of their lungs, 
“intruder—intruder!” 

I heard the shuffling of uncooked beans in 
their plastic packaging, and the banging of cans 
of sweet corn and tomato sauce. I glanced at 
Mamá to make sure she was kept busy. I made 
my way to the metal bowl that had freshly made 
raw Masa Harina dough in it. It looked like a 
dull, yellow, imperfectly rolled lump of putty. I 
sunk my hands into it, clenching my hands into 
fists to squeeze the masa through the spaces 
between my knuckles. 

My hands buried deep, I wiggled my fingers 
through the oily, soft, and sticky cool masa. I 
wanted to tear off a piece to build a doughy 
snowman; or even better--splat it against my 
face and make farting noises against the dough, 
blowing through it to see if I could make a pre-
corn tortilla bubble. POP!

Mamá started to make her way back. 
I tore apart from the sticky treasure, my 
heart thumping to her footsteps, and patted 
frantically against the dough to rid my hands 
of the evidence. I was clean by the time she 
got back to the counter. Had she caught me, 
nothing much would have happened. She 
would have groaned, “Ay, Daniela…” 

Yolanda Almada __________________________________________________________
Office Specialist, Wilson Elementary

Criss-Cross Apple Sauce en la Cocina
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Playing with food is a Mexican mother’s 
grand definition of sin. My Abuela and Mamá 
were especially strong advocates towards 
respecting ANYTHING that revolved around la 
cocina. Abuela would often promise no “after 
lunch” caramel candies if I even sat crisscross 
apple sauce at the table, which is something 
I currently and guiltily do when I am alone. 
Forgive me, Abuela, because I know you are 
watching me disrespect the kitchen from 
above. But nothing will ever be as pleasant or 
as satisfying as sitting with your legs crossed as 
you eat a burro de frijoles. 

Mamá, back in front of the stove, began 
rolling the masa into her hands, pounding 
them one by one into circles to make her 
savory chicken empanadas. I stared down at 
my hands. There was still dough stuck under 
my fingernails, the ones I had been so proud 
to grow. Mama says it’s a result of doing zero 
manual labor around the house, a sign of being 
spoiled. Their length makes me feel almost rich. 
A rich girl, with dough stuck under her nails. 

“Open your eyes.”
I jolted in my seat, my cheeks growing red 

at my response as I looked back into Dr. Olivas’ 
squinty eyes. 

“What word did you choose?” she asked, her 
pen ready to sprawl onto her notepad. 

“Food,” I responded, feeling silly.
“And what does food mean to you?”
I couldn’t come up with an immediate 

response. I chewed on my cheek until I knew what 
the clips and flashes of memories meant to me. 

“Family,” I supposed.
“Go on…” she pressed.

“I remembered how….” I looked down at my 
legs, criss-crossed on the brown leather sofa, 
waiting for my tightened throat to relax. “How 
my Abuela would cook every day for us.”

Dr. Olivas nodded her head deeply and 
plenty, a sign that I was getting at something 
good. “That makes perfect sense,” she said. “You 
think of food, and you think of your mother; you 
think of your grandmother, and they both were 
the ones who fed you when you were young 
and unable to feed yourself. See, as an infant, 
you would cry. Your mother and grandmother 
would then feed you a bottle. Then, the crying 
stops. See what I’m saying? To eat has been a 
comfort to us all from birth; and since birth, we 
are fed by our family.”

I thought about the last couple of 
weeks after Abuela passed, and recalled the 
thoughtless meals I had since. Cereal, take out, 
and instant noodles had become my staples. 
My kitchen had become lonely and forgotten—
the fridge, that was once loaded with items like 
calabasas, tortillas, poblano peppers, and left 
over pollo asado, was now bare. The stove hadn’t 
been turned on in days. The oven stayed cold. It 
was almost as if when Abuela left, she took food 
along with her. But if food was familia, wasn’t 
she still here? I thought about Mamá, and how 
she, without question, picked up where Abuela 
left off and turned into head chef. And after 
Mamá, I would be the one to wear the crown. 
As long as we kept cooking for those around us, 
Abuela would never truly be gone.

“How are you feeling?” Dr. Olivas said softly 
after my long silence.

“Hungry.” 
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Hank Hogle ___________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

Smart to Drive a Golf Cart
 It's like a tiny little car.
I can go far.
It doesn't have any windows—
but it goes 
It goes ZZZZZZZZZZZZZZ.
I would be so smart
If I could drive a golf cart

Ava Yeck __________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

Our Own Place
Now a big dirt mound
Our principal is building
Kindergarten a new playground.
Monkey bars, tree house, and a river.
Swings and a slide.
Lots of places to play and hide.

Stephen Thurston ______________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Annie Brown

   Ocean Day
Ocean blue, ocean grew,
Down in the ocean,
Blue, blue, blue

Ocean waves 
come up high.
Crashing down
from the sky.

Ocean waves,
Crashing, Boom!
Slam! Wow!
What an ocean day!
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Kenzie Platt ______________________________________________
First Grade, Roosevelt Elementary 
Teacher - Melinda Layton

April Fools
We laugh and play.
Today is April Fools.
Tricks are fun.
Laughs are good.
Friends are funny.
My mom is here. April Fools!
That was fun!

London Trejo _____________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Megan Hulihee

             My Grandpa
One of the nicest people I would pick 
Is my grandpa, who is sick.

Our love is hard to break.
He is the one I wish I could take.

My grandpa is in pain
He walks slowly with his cane.

I will miss him so much.
He is who I really want to touch.

I am going to have to say goodbye.
I wish time would not fly!
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Madelyn Spilsbury _____________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin West Elementary 
Teacher - Bethany Olson

Calmness
Calmness is teal and gold.
It tastes like warm pasta on a cold night.
It looks like my puppy on a spring day.
It sounds like a graceful whale.
And it makes feel like I'm standing  
On a warm beach with sand between my toes. 

Margaret McTaggart ________________________________________
Third Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Dawn Silva

The Magic Musical Keyboard
That nice noise goes across the keys.
Your soft fingers drop lightly.
The hard, the easy.
The short, the long.
Makes your heart sing with joy. 
You see your family smile.
You're thinking I have a great talent.
Music really is magic. 



50 ~ Poetry

Jessica Olmedo ___________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Red Mountain Ranch Elementary 
Teacher - Lora Hogan

Are They Still?
In America

Are the armies still brave and strong?
Does the Liberty Bell
still go ding-dong?

Is the bald eagle
still our symbol?

Do parades
still have cymbals?

Are the colors
still red, white, and blue?

Are the people
still loyal and true?

If these things 
still happen today

Then I'll be shouting
"Hip Hip Hooray!"
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Maya Domenguez ________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Barbara Vance

Elements
Life's elements surprise and delight.
Fire, Water, Earth, and Wind bring equal joy and sorrow.
Fire, the hearth and heart of a home,
The flowery smoke scent fills the air.
The fiery blaze destroys,
And the black clouds of smoke choke the weary,
All that remains is ash and dust.
Water, the giver of life that sustains all,
Cooling sweat beads the lip,
At the beach watching beautiful waves crash down. 
The wetness can smother.
The trickle turns into a raging flood,
The ravaging tsunami leaving only death and debris floating in its wake.
Earth, the beautiful landscape which we stand on high to low,
From the snow-capped peaks to the deserts rippling in the sun,
Earth's elegant design can transform into a humongous trap.
A slide of mud undulates down the mountain swallowing brick and branch. 
Shaking, shuddering, the quake topples cement.
Wind, gently twirls in the sky like dancing fairies.
A crisp breeze so welcome on a warm summer day,
The wind whips to a hurricane frenzy.
A devastating tornado lifting and throwing all in its way,
The haboob running animal wild.
Life's elements Fire, Water, Earth, and Wind show two faces,
Of birth and destruction. 
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Isabel Tung ______________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Special Family
When I was just a little child
I began to see
I had a very special family
Who is always there for me

A family that stands by you
No matter what you've done
Who picks you up and dries your tears
And points you toward the sun

A family that laughs with you
And helps you see the good
A family that loves you
More than you thought they could

Since I was a child
I've been so very blessed
To have a special family
They simply are the best



Poetry ~ 53

Lilyan Keaster ____________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Franklin East Elementary 
Teacher - Diana Lawien

Life Isn't Fair
Sometimes, life just isn't fair!

When I get an apple, she gets a pear!
When I get a party, she gets a movie!

When I dance slowly, they get to boogie!
Sometimes, life just isn't fair!

When I tell my mom I deserve things, too,
She stares at me and says, "Well, look at you!"
My mother tells me, "You get lots of things!

You don't get riches, or flowers, or rings,
But you know one thing, you sure do have me!

I think that's good enough, you see."

"Thank you, Mom," I say without doubt,
"Now I know that I shouldn't pout,

About things I don't get and things that they do,
Because I have something: That something is you!

Sometimes I get things and sometimes I don't,
But, you know what, when I want to pout, I won't,

Because I know that I certainly have you,
That will help me a lot when I think things through."
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Abbey Fox _______________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Debbie Allen

Veterans Day
A brave soldier off to fight for me,

To protect my rights to be free.
Who knows if it could be their last goodbye,

Off to battle knowing that they could die.

Soldiers young and soldiers old,
They fought for our freedom brave and bold!

Although we might not know each name,
We thank all Veterans just the same.

Some have lived while others died
They fought for us with national pride.

They risk their life every day,
While we stay home and happily play.

As they give their family one last kiss,
They think about the holidays they might miss.

Off to protect the red, white, and blue,
Fighting for me and fighting for you!
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Vivian White _____________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Misty Schreiber

Breathe
There is nothing left to say now

I'm giving up.
So then maybe tomorrow there will be no pain

and maybe above the clouds I can play.
No days with a bunch of rain.

I won't feel like I'm falling in the bay.

Don't say a word my child.
I will remember all those wild days,
but I can't file the papers anymore.

I can't breathe in the young summer air.

Don't worry we will see each other again.
It will take time, but we will play every day like the old 

days.
Now I must lay on my bed of flowers,

the sound of the real world drowns in my ears.
For now my fear of saying goodbye I stare.

I hope you still believe I have super powers.
You don't have to watch the hours go by,

now you must stand in my shoes.

You take my job.
Please don't be blue

and please spread the news.
I am gone, but I can breathe,

for now I am free.

I shall close my eyes and you hold my hand.
Remember how we wanted to start a band.

You sang.
I listened.

How we danced upon our land.
The songs you sang were no lie
and now I must say goodbye.

It's time for me to stop,
For now I can breathe.

You must still sing for your baby.
She will want to hold your hand

and start the band all over again.
For life is just one lullaby.

You are my best friend and that will never end.

You must see,
I now breathe.



56 ~ Poetry

Laurel Wylie ______________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Paint Over the Past
A splash of blood,

A hint of rose,
Something to distract,

From all the pain and loss,
 That stops the looking back. 

Moving on,
And running home,

Taking too much time,
Memories come to make us think,

So maybe a bit of time.

Unhappy blues paint the way,
Homesick greens come to stay,

As the brush moves up and down.

Canvas after canvas,
Trying to look back, 

At the reds and broken greens,
That never stop the attack.

Memories and emotion,
Cascade down like a fall,
If pain won't ever stop,

Then why even try at all.

Faded hate and fear and need,
Can't be painted over with love or greed,

As the brush moves up and down.

Snowy whites,
Melted browns,

Angry with my mind,
Nothing ever stops.

Is there something I need to find?

I hide and run,
I wait for pain,

That is surely going to come,
Memories run after me,
All of them but some.

I see the yellows and the greens,
I paint over the loss with some trees,

As the brush moves up and down.



Poetry ~ 57

Paige Blumer _____________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Poston Junior High 
Teacher - Erik Lyall

       As I Look
As I look out to the sea of blue

I spy a friendly sailor
As I walk down the road of new

I hear the farm-hand call
As I gaze up to the mountain green

I yearn to explore with you
The beautiful trees,

Home to creatures in which we love.
And as I stroll through our home-town

I think of your flowery gown
And how beautifully it fits you

But when I come back to our candle-lit cottage
And hug our sweet little girls

My heart aches for you
Alas, our bed is empty!

The kitchen is too alone
I creep down to an empty field

Of names engraved in stone
A flower in my hand
And a tear in my eye

I hold our daughters tight
As we say a loving good-bye

I remember all our good times
And all the bad ones, too.

And as I look upon the ocean
I always think of you.
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James Mason _____________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Summit Academy 
Teacher - Kendra Barro

Voices
 they're what keep us 

content, 
keep us 

depressed,
 even keep us angry.

if limited
 those voices will diminish

 Take a canary and set it loose
 Its voice will ring true and free 

 take the canary 
put it in a cage

 and it will not sing, much like a grasshopper
 it will stop singing

 just stop

WHY aren't our voices good enough
  so many children bullied each day 

for sharing their minds 
 for speaking up

the bully and bullied

 Our voices have been taken 
and slowly shaped

 Teachers
 are involved

 Limiting voices

“Disgraceful” they say 
It hurts but it won't kill

 Unless
 it hurts so bad you take your voice or your life

constantly judged by our peers
 expected to change 

to make the rest of the world like us
 We should be using are voices and helping change 

We should be helping not hurting
We are all guilty

Voices
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Randi Davenport _________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Poston Junior High 
Teacher - Daniel Carlson

     Words
Words fizz like pop rocks in her mouth.
She screams with ink and paper.
A keyboard, maybe a touch screen.
She writes nonstop.
Within her mind, words shape worlds.
Ideas of great absurdity,
Become reality on page.
She dreams in color, and screams in black ink.
Pouring the hot wax of creativity into molds of her own design.
Every character, place, story is apart of her.
Her insecurities, flaws, imperfections,
All come running out at once.
Words she doesn’t understand.
Secrets she doesn’t see.
Things from the abyss of her fragile psyche.
And yet
Most are unable to see them,
Hear them,
Feel them.
Only those who think, speak, feel deeper. 
Will hear her voice.
She screams out the contents of the junk drawer she calls a brain.
She speaks for those who crave it.
She writes for those who need it.
Black ink stains on hands.
Silent screams trapped in letters.
Fragile heart hidden on paper.
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Carys Crewse _____________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

The Golden Harp
Under the canopy of leafy green trees
Where the silver-like river tumbled merrily
Light filtered over the greenery
Atop a mound above the ground
Stood a golden harp, jeweled, crowned
As the melodist of all songs and words
Singing passions that could not be heard

This treasure was respected above the rest
All myths and legends said it was the best
But the amazing artifact had never been found
None had the chance to hear its sound
It was wanted by many kings that’d passed
For if they obtained it, loyalty would be amassed
Through the clutches of the golden harp’s notes
Everyone would be compelled to promote
The one and only king that’d lead
Because of the harp’s deceivery

The harp still sat, cold and gold
Forgotten by the kings of old
A tall tale hardly heard
The stories of it now seemed absurd
Empires and cities were built in this time
It seemed like the world was in its prime
But under this expanding, progress of sorts
Were vile actions, shocking reports
Of death and disease and swords and steel
Corruption in nations, backhand deals

These wicked actions awoke the harp
A note was played, quick and sharp
A weary traveler perked up, alert
Interested, he began to divert
From the well-worn path he was trodding down
Leading away from the market town

Blind he was, but his ears were keen
Noises and sounds were all that he’d seen
For his absence of sight he was always mocked
Everyone laughed, wherever he walked
At least in the forest no one would see
His ignominious disability

 Deeper he traveled into the untamed forest
And then began an odd chorus
Of insect chirps, birds a-tweeting
It was their way of graciously greeting
Their only visitor since long times past
Hopefully he would not be the last

The river bubbled up ahead
Hearing the harp, he had not been misled
 A steep ridge of rocks blocked his way
Testing him in willingness to stay
He had gone so far, and had not much to lose
So climbing the obstacle was easy to choose
Clinging to rock, scaling the wall
His face looked down with no reason to fall
At the pinnacle his ears filled with wonder
As the magical harp awoke from its slumber

Under the canopy of leafy green trees
Where the silver-like river tumbled merrily
Light filtered over the greenery
Atop a mound above the ground
Stood a golden harp, jeweled, crowned
As the melodist of all songs and words
Singing passions that could not be heard
 
Walking forward the sound grew near
His footsteps quickly slowed in fear
For the harp, he thought, must have a player
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But continued on, he was not a delayer
At last, he faced the source of the sound
Was nearly overcome with emotion, spellbound
He stood, but no person ever spoke
It could not be one of the insulting townsfolk
Reaching his hand he grasped at air
To his surprise nobody was sitting there
His hand crept forth a little more
With no idea what was in store

He touched a crystal, a sparkling jewel
It picked him as the one to rule
The notes that the harp could play
He would be its one and only master someday
Frozen in time, stuck in place
The harp became his mind, showing the human 
     race
How the leaders had poisoned it, making a curse
Of violence and corruption, and indeed, much 
     worse
This ruin and war needed to stop
It was his duty, on this hilltop
To cause this raving madness to cease
With the harp, he could finally bring the peace

Time resumed and he finally knew
What he was put on this earth to do
Placing his fingers on the harp’s strings
He played a tune that began to ring
Into the hearts of all emperors and kings 
Citizens and soldiers of nations too
They all heard what was true

Fighting, violence, and much bloodshed
Would only accomplish thousands dead
Why can’t disputes be settled diplomatically
Arguments could be resolved democratically
Everyone could agree, with just a few words
The people wouldn’t have to fight in herds

Why do you lie, bribe and demand
There is, you know, another hand
Kindness, justice and honesty
Are the things needed in quantity
Without them, you will never be free
Of guilt, hatred, and evil, trust me

After the harp finished its tune
The people realized it was not too soon
To change their ways and start anew
Not one more flaming arrow flew
They knew what was right and their mistakes
Prepared to do whatever it takes
To make their land one of goodwill
There shall not be one person killed

His feat accomplished, the blind man withdrew
From the harp that made his visions come true
It was lucky he was pure of heart
Or the instrument could’ve been used to start
An evil rule that would never end
By an individual who did not care to mend
The foul actions in the expanding nations
They would’ve soon crumbled at their 
     foundations

So if you ever hear a beautiful sound
And you know that peace must be found
Remember the wise, kind blind man
That managed to bring peace to the land

Under the canopy of leafy green trees
Where the silver-like river tumbled merrily
Light filtered over the greenery
Atop a mound above the ground
Stood a golden harp, jeweled, crowned
As the melodist of all songs and words
Singing passions that could not be heard
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Delores Boldwarrior _______________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Rachel Collay

They Usually Do
In the days of being a young rez girl
My future was limited along with hope
The options for the day were limited
You play the day away or
Learn how to use the VCR
I spent my afternoons outside in the sand
Building a hopeful castle out of the land
 
The sand was silky soft and burned my body
Most days, it was me, myself, and I
Playing in the dirt
Playing with my new ant bites
Playing with lost hope
As always, the cruel sun frowned
Often we fought the blistering heat
The shade my grandmother’s tree provided
Was my knight in shining armor
 
One day, when the son frowned
Much deeper than the elders
I wasn’t lonely anymore
His appearance sparked my memory
Of the demanding elders
Yet he looked like the other kids
Run down clothes, battered shoes, feathery hair 
     tightly tied
Yet he looked like the older men
Deep frown lines, thin hair, a scarf tied around 
     his skull
I didn’t recognize him from the group of 
     children
Running from Bear the mythical beast

Who ate children who wandered
In the dim starlight of night
The little boy in front of me
Plopped himself down crisscross applesauce
As if he did it everyday
 
Fine by me it was
I had someone to play with
Our time was silent and peaceful
Euphoria is what it felt like
I wanted it to linger for another moment
Moments turned to minutes
As minutes to hours
What we had constructed wasn’t much
But it was a palace of mermaids
Or hidden treasure waiting to be discovered
 
Our castle of sand was my hope
Of leaving Leupp
My hope of escaping the chains
That confine to the dull
Yellows and greens of my home
As always it leaves
 
He left, hope left, my dreams left
And darkness replaced them
But they usually do
My impatience and my inability
To realize he would never come
Turned me into a fragile vase
And any day I think I’m going to break now.
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Enrique Romero __________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Scarred for Life, Four-Year-Old  
Recklessness
In the early years of my life 
To my grandmother's house we would travel,
Every Sunday,
In order to partake of a family meal.
Every week the same coveted routine,
Always a peaceful atmosphere,
But that would soon change.
What started one minute as a game,
Would soon turn into a dire situation.
As quickly as presented,
My small meal was non-existent,
Leaving me to entertain myself.
Shortly accompanied by my brother and cousin,
A simple game of king of the hill ensued.
Prolonged and entertained by our simple antics, 
We continued to topple back and forth.
As the time waned, our uncle decided to join.
Instantly the mood changed,
From King of the Hill,
To climb the Man-Mountain.
Our motive became clear,
Come out victorious.
We bombarded our target with all our strength,
All our strategy,
Everything we possesed.
Being three times our sizes combined,

Our uncle was standing his ground with little 
    effort.
Just then, my simple mind dove into a pit of 
    genius,
As my accomplices distracted our target
I poised myself onto a piano bench,
Preparing my small frame for an aerial attack.
Instantly, as I reached my feet, I was airborne.
Virtually hanging on air,
As if a snowflake on glass.
I was sure of my imminent success.
Unfortunately my partners in crime failed.
My target turned just in time to spot me in mid- 
     air.
In an act of pure instinct,
My target, 
My uncle,
Committed to his counter attack.
With a swift swing of his forearm I was blasted 
     out of the air,
Gunned down,
Left to the mercy of gravity
I felt numb as my head and frail body collided 
    with nearby furniture
Almost lifeless I was taken to the hospital,
Awaking hours later with four staples keeping 
     my head closed.
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Sabra Larson _____________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High 
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

crUsh
do You ever lose sleep thinking about me
am i always there 
intertwined with Your thoughts
i cannot find the words to explain what this is
but i will not mention it again
since it is all in my head

i am tormented knowing 
You are enjoying time without me
i am torn apart knowing 
i cannot stand your smile
You are laughing and dancing 
moving along
You cannot even acknowledge 
my unnecessary anguish
but i will not mention it again
since it is all in my head

the world should stop moving
just pause but a moment
i might just catch what i am-
what i’m forever losing
the heart skips a beat then it chokes and spins

i am crushed by a story
i thought would end differently
but i will not mention it again
since it is all in my head

if out of sight is out of mind 
do You know i exist
You do not seem to care
but why should You 
i had hoped that You might be crushed as i 
but
but You aren’t
no, You aren’t
you aren’t crushed
…
and that’s fine
continue to smile for Me
endure the trials with strength
make relations that help you
take pictures of the joy

I will stop giving it power
I know it’s all in my head
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I remember those 
Dented tin cans
The string communication
Of my childhood.

We lived like water lilies,
Fingers turning to raisins
As we stood on the other side
Of a world without the grey.
Eyes screwed shut,
We shouted excitement into
Our fathermade walkie talkies;
Chicken Noodle
Clam Chowder

We were always running wild
Chasing what we already had 
Our adventure 
And that’s gone 

You said
Life ends at seventeen
But here we are.
Here you are-
My childhood love.

Standing so close, 
One string length away to 
Touch your hand

That must have seemed longer,
Once.

What would it take of me,
From me
To press the still sharp edge
Tasting of clam chowder
The ocean that you hear in
The echos,
Into my cracked upper lip
And reach out through
These shells of us.

Let these ruined wires say
What I cannot.

“Hello?”

Means 
I miss you.

Riley Duemler ____________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Tracie Garrard

Dented Cans
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The world was supposed to be pure.
The green grass was supposed to caress her bare feet; 
The blue skies were supposed to envelop her with sunshine and a crisp wind;
The roses were supposed to be in bloom – vibrant whites, pinks, and reds shining against the dirt;
The butterflies were supposed to gracefully flit across the sky.
The world was not pure. 
The grass was brown and snapped under the pressure of her feet;
The sky was grey and smog filled the volume;
The roses were wilted – blacks, browns, and yellows camouflaged against the ground;
The butterflies were present, but few.
She had asked around, and no one else saw it.
She could see the shields in their eyes. 
They could not see what was wrong. 
She felt out of place. 
She could not describe to them their mistakes.
She could not agree, but she could not disagree –
The expectations had already been set. 
A man came up to her with eyes burning with power.
The stench of pollution covered his suit.
The sound of screams and explosions and whines snuck out of his mouth with every breath. 
The rough feeling of his hands as he handed her shades bruised her hands. 
She put them on and the world changed;
She could no longer see the man.
Eventually the nagging at the back of her head ceased.
The world was pure. 

Paige Savory _____________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Csilla Edens

Rose Colored Glasses
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My brother is a child who never grew up. 
Frozen in time, he navigated his way through high school without a care

Never got honor roll, a job
Never accomplished anything worthy of hanging on the fridge

I saw the spark in him died the day we buried our mother.
Memories of her warm embraces and the scent of fry bread 

Replaced by her pale purple lips, her cold hands

I love you even though you hate me. 
I know I must remind you of her—so you resent me

Believe me, there are times where I resent you for the same thing
I then vowed, no matter how much you resent me, I will always love you.

Sometimes, all I see is a boy who needs something 
You were never good at expressing words so I’ll be your voice, 

My voice is your voice.
Accept love or isolation, it’s your choice

You can’t communicate but I speak your language,
So I will be your strength, your voice, your sister. 

Skye Brown ______________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Cherilyn Guy

For My Brother
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Poetry, 
good to my evil.
Light to my dark.
Yin to my yang.
My drug of choice.

Enables me to breathe.
Holding my breath everywhere.
Trying to swim to the surface.
I blink every time.
It gets further.

Skin
covered in track marks,
bruises and scars, 
of words 
I used. 
And will never be able to use again.
Only temporary fix.
Only way to stitch,
Only solution to pitch.

When I’m done, I feel relief.
I lay on my bed,
Stare at my ceiling.
Going over every detail,
every birthmark, 
every word,
every sentence.
Corpse pose, feeling grounded,
blissfully till I fall asleep.
I wake up, 
I get ready, 
I cross the threshold,
to the real world, 
I hold my breath.

Everyday more unsatisfactory   
    Building a tolerance,
      I’m running out of words,
         I have too many track marks.
  hands     aching 
Light     becoming dark.

     Good,            Yang,            Evil,         Yin,              Aren’t,             
    Recognizable.
 I need help,
        the day poetry 
        stops 
           working.

Landis Owens ____________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Dobson High 
Teacher - Rebecca Martin

My Drug
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His voice
I remember his voice

It was sweet
It used to tickle my ears with

"Angel, precious girl, I love you so much."
It used to sing soaring tenors

It used to laugh like foaming rapids
But in June, I heard it scream with crazed fury

His eyes
I remember his eyes

They were kind
They used to glow with brilliance

Eyes that knew beauty when they gazed upon it
They used to peer at me, smiling

They used to shine with the color of sapphires
But in June, I saw his pale blue eyes sink into grey

His hands
I remember his hands

They were strong
They used to hold my mother

In such a way I am not sure I will ever again come across
They used to be picked at and torn up by his bad habit

They used to fidget without cessation
But in June, his hands went limp

My father
I remember my father
He was indescribable

He was everything I want to be
Wickedly smart, gut splittingly funny, unfairly talented
He was passionate and empathetic and tenderhearted

He loved the Lord with everything in him
But in June, he lost himself

And I lost him too

Michael Borrmann ________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Jan Saquella

June
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before first glow of light 
sheds lengthening rays against foggy skies

before lazy clouds attempt to rise 
or sleepy waves wake upon the shore
before Hyperion forces himself higher 

to burn off the dense gray layer of fog near you
or kiss the soft dew on prickly pear near me

before your consciousness shifts from dreams to wakefulness
my thoughts are of you……..

……..only you. 

Elizabeth Viator __________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Dobson High

An Aubade 
(a morning love poem to be read only upon awakening)
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Her name was Maria and she didn’t stay long,
But her name burns branded on the tip of each victim’s tongue.

Destruction, Violence, Erratic behavior.
Maria. The woman, the storm, the danger.

They tried to predict what she’d meet in her path.
She gnawed through the trees, she clawed through the grass,

Her razor arms protruded razing cherished city streets.
Misguided predictions, it was too late to leave.

Destruction, Violence, Erratic behavior.
Maria. The woman, the storm, the danger.

What about those left in Maria’s wake?
They couldn’t recognize home, all was morphed in her rage.

Paint peeled like potatoes, smooth concrete turned to rolling stones.
Buildings and cars slumped wearily, left battered and bare-boned.

Her fangs dirtied from chomping the coast to island center,
Her wings hurried to draw in what they could; she croaked a wicked laughter.

Destruction, Violence, Erratic behavior.
Maria. The woman, the storm, the danger.

Sure, some came to help, but others shut tight.
They were spared from her greed, and it wasn’t their fight.
They turned their heads willingly, frugal only in their help,

Spending money so freely but then tightening the belt.
A place lay eaten, destroyed, but too remote for attention.

Too beaten, unemployed, and too foreign to deserve affection?
Still… her victims are strengthened from the love of the land they lived in,

Hero neighbors, hero visitors, and their own heroic decisions.
Are we running out of bandwidth to process all these disasters? 

Not yet.
Puerto Rico. Abraza el fuego de tus ancestros! 

Angela Shults ____________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies

Maria y el Fuego
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A thematic book, fiction or non-fiction,  
in which each student in an individual  

class contributes a selection.
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There is so much I can't do right now because I'm 
too little. But hey, I can get ready to do big things.

Merilee Kupfer's Class _____________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Field Elementary

But I Can . . .

Excerpts:

I’m too little to bake 
cakes but I can eat them. 

I can’t ride my bike fast 
as my cousin but I can ride 

faster than my baby brother. 

I’m too little to swim by myself 
but I can swim with floats. 

I’m too little to be a 
policeman but I can 

protect my little sister.
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Dear Parents,
Guinea pigs are so cute. I want 

a guinea pig so bad! I know what 
they need. They need food they 
eat flakes, pellets, carrots, apples, 
oranges they need a cage. Beware 
they need exercise. Please.
Love,
Samantha 

Chelsea Mercer's Class _____________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Zaharis Elementary

I Wanna New Pet

Excerpts:
Dear Mom,

I want a pet dachshund. 
Dachshunds like to dig. They 
need exercise. Dachshunds eat 
dog food and they drink lots of 
water. They have five puppies in 
a litter.
Love,
Brayden

Dear Mom and Dad,
Can I have a ferret? But 

beware they bite! Why I want it 
because they are cute. Ferrets 
love to eat raisins, peanuts, 
chicken, beef. They like to play. 
Love your lovely son,
Hudson

Dear Mommy,
For quite some time I have 

been wanting a pig. Pigs are so 
cute. I have been good, and I 
have been working hard. I have 
been doing the dishes, learning 
and eat all my food. I have been 
learning all about them. They 
eat grains but beware they are 
dirty. Pigs had a home made with 
wood. Pigs can swim but beware 
they are dirty. 
Love your wonderful daughter,
Libby



Class Book~ 77

Excerpts:

Melinda Layton's Class_____________________________________________________
First Grade, Roosevelt Elementary

There's a Hero Inside of Me

My super power is to be kind to others. When I see people 
are sad I play with them. I also give people hugs. I like 
people to be happy. 

My sister taught me to kick a ball. 
We play soccer. I made a goal. I 
found out about my super power. 

I’m a good friend. I can share. I can be kind. I 
can help my friends. When you are a friend you 
have friends. That’s why I have that power. 

My super power is to think. It helps me solve 
problems. Thinking makes me smart. Thinking makes 
my brain grow. That’s why I like thinking. 

Super heroes are amazing people. Each one is special because 
they have an extraordinary power. A super hero has to learn about 

their super power before they can use it. Everyone has a HERO 
waiting inside of them. So what's your super power?

My super power is to write poems. I got my power 
when I wrote about my favorite holiday. I give 
poems away too. I give people poems when they are 
sad. I also give my poems away when they are sick. 
I like to give my poems because it makes me happy. 
That’s my power. 
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Gwen Struble's Class ______________________________________________________
First Grade, Zaharis Elementary

The Shape of Nature
Excerpts:

Dedicated to Henry David Thoreau
"It's not what you look at that matters, 

it's what you see."

Footprint:
Big dark and deep.
A dinosaur memory.
Looking for food.
by Julia

Saguaro:
Tall skyscraper.
Forest Tree.
Holes for ears.
Listening to the wind. 
by Dawson

Branch:
Rectangular slither.
Same as surroundings.
Sideways, straight, striped.
Mouth open, ready to eat.
by Rigden 

Rock:
Circular.
Never ending. 
Sponge-like and speckled.
Soaks up dirt.
by Calvin

Cactus:
Ovally pickle.
Green and prickly.
Soul puckers.
Sharp—warning!
by Levi



Essay Writing
Writing that includes opinion or argument pieces and  

informative/explanatory pieces in which the writer  
offers unique insights into a topic. 
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Rome Hoopes ____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

My Papa Who Served in the Army

My great grandpa was born in 1919 in 
Solomon, Arizona. He grew up on a farm. 

As a boy he earned money working in the fields 
and selling newspapers. He was very athletic. He 
was fast. He could jump high and far. In 1932, 
he represented Arizona in the Junior Olympics 
in Los Angeles California. He was a track star at 
the University of Arizona. He held records in the 
long jump that lasted over 25 years.

He joined the army in 1941. He was 
sent to Asia to fight Japan in 1943. He 
was a troop commander and led 289 
soldiers during World War II. His troop 
was called the "Heavy Weapons Troop." 

Before going to battle his army group practiced 
in Australia. During practice, the First Cavalry 
Division held a track meet in Australia. He was 
named the winner of the track meet, the top of 
over 12,000 soldiers. He received a bronze star 
during the war. The silver star was awarded for 
bravery during the battle of Manila. In 1959 he 
was a delegate for the Arizona Democratic party 

and helped nominate John F. Kennedy to 
be president of the United States. He also 
served on the Arizona Community College 
school board helping colleges in Arizona 
for 15 years. I want to be like him some day. 

Taleah Griglak ____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

Who Should NOT Guide Santa's 
Sleigh Tonight?
Santa is looking for help to pull his sleigh. I 

think a team of butterflies should NOT help 
Santa pull his sleigh. One reason butterflies 
shouldn't pull Santa's sleigh is that butterflies 
are too light, weak, and small. There would have 
to be a lot of butterflies to pull Santa's sleigh. 
The butterflies would flitter and flutter and a 
lot of presents would fall out. Since butterflies 
don't go in the same straight line some would 

go this way and the others would go that way. 
Another reason butterflies shouldn't pull Santa's 
sleigh is that they like warm weather. When they 
go somewhere cold their wings would freeze 
like an ice statue. Children wouldn't get any 
presents if the butterflies' wings freeze! Santa is 
wondering what should pull his sleigh. I think a 
team of butterflies should not pull Santa's sleigh 
on Christmas Eve. 
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Jerrdan Cluff _____________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Brinton Elementary 
Teacher - Danielle Busby

My First Job

Have you ever wanted money? Well you no 
longer have to beg your parents for money; 

just get a job. Ooh cha ching cha ching. 
The best thing about working as a cook at 

Panda Express for a first job is that it is better 
than McDonald's!

To start, I would love to work as a cook 
at Panda Express because they have mouth 
watering food. For example, I love the orange 
chicken with white rice.

Next, Panda Express is very close to my 
house. So then I would not have to spend 
money on gas. I could just walk, ride my bike, or 
ride my scooter.

Last, I would be a cook at Panda Express 
because you get paid twenty dollars an hour 
so if I worked for ten hours I would get two 
hundred dollars! As you can see, working at 
Panda Express would be a very beneficial first 
job. Would you agree? 

Andres Huerta ____________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Porter Elementary 
Teacher - Carmen Sorce

The Ins and Outs of New Year's Resolutions

Millions of people make a New Year's 
resolution every new year. But what do we 

really know about this tradition? Today we will 
take a closer look at what resolutions are and 
their history, some popular resolutions, and why 
people fail at keeping them. 

First, let's look at what New Year's resolutions 
are and their history. New Year's resolutions 
are a promise people make to themselves on 
the last day of the year. These resolutions were 
mostly about life, like money, health, and family 
time. This is an old custom from the time of the 
Babylonians. 4,000 years ago, the Babylonians 
would make simple promises to their gods on 
the last day of the year. The promises were simple 
such as returning work tools that were borrowed 
from neighbors or returning borrowed money. 
That doesn't sound like a New Year's resolution 
to me! Babylonians is known for mapping the 
stars and for making up the zodiac. About 2,000 
years ago, Romans made resolutions on the day 
of their new year, offering sacrifices to their gods 
along with promises of good behavior and deeds 
for the coming year. Did I just hear "sacrifices"? I 
guess it was all part of the old world traditions.

Since we've already learned what they 
are, now let's take a look at some of the more 
popular ones. Spending more time family, 
learning something new, and helping others 

were among the top resolutions people made. 
Others promise to quit drinking soda and get 
more organized. People have good intentions 
but they mostly fail. According to research only 
eight percent of people are able to keep their 
resolutions and make changes in their life.

People fail keeping their New Year's 
resolutions for many reasons. Some fail at their 
resolutions because they don't even have a 
plan on how they will go about reaching their 
goal. The plan is the most important part of 
completing a resolution. Another reason people 
can't keep their resolutions is because they forgot 
the reason why they made that resolution in 
the first place, so they lose motivation! Another 
important reason why people keep failing at their 
New Year's resolution is because they didn't have 
a backup plan! A backup plan is very good in 
case you fail on your first time. A lot of people fail 
because they picked a resolution that is too big. 
Like for example, getting organized is a difficult 
task. If you're not an organized person now, 
this resolution will take you more than a year to 
accomplish, because becoming organized needs 
a lot of work and a change of habits. 

I hope you had fun learning about the past 
of New Year's resolutions, the most popular and 
why people have difficulties keeping them. 
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Avery Whitmer ___________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Rachel O'Grady

Two Natural Disasters

Of all the natural disasters, I am going to tell 
you about two of them. Can you guess what 

they are? I'll give you a hint: one melts rock, the 
other shakes and destroys things. Did you guess 
them yet? Volcanoes and earthquakes! You will 
learn about the similarities and differences of 
volcanoes and earthquakes in this essay. 

The volcano is an amazing but dangerous 
thing. The boiling hot magma gets pushed 
through the floor of the Pacific Ocean forming 
volcanoes. The volcano can be a shield volcano 
where lava flows out, an cinder cone, which 
shoots out ash. Or finally a stratocone. It shoots 
out ash and lava explodes out of the volcano. 
All volcanoes have the same parts. The magma 
chamber stores magma before it makes its way 
up a main vent and secondary vents. Then the 
magma turns into lava as it reaches the crater 
and flows out. If the lava gets to the ocean it 
can actually turn that part of the ocean to steam 
because of the high temperature of the lava 
boils the ocean. 

Now on to earthquakes. When cracks in the 
earth called faults open up, it makes seismic 
waves. The point where the earthquake starts 
underground is called the hypocenter. Where 
it hits on ground level, it is called the epicenter. 
There are a lot of earthquakes each year. You may 
not feel all of them because they are either far 
away or really small. The measurement of how 
strong the earthquake is is called magnitude. 
When there is not a lot of magnitude, there 
is not a lot of damage. When there is a lot of 
magnitude, there is a lot of damage.

Volcanoes and earthquakes also have 
some similarities. For example, both of them 
cause a lot of damage. They are both caused by 
tectonic plates. Volcanoes and earthquakes can 
both happen under water causing tsunamis, 
or in other words harbor wave. They are both 
fascinating things and I hope you learned 
something new about them. 
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Stella Court ______________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Participation Debate

Imagine kids gaining confidence and learning 
more than ever. Teachers could better 

understand kids' needs and students would 
engage in more conversations. This is what it 
will be like if participation in class is graded. 
Participation should be graded because it 
increases student confidence, helps teachers 
understand their students, and it is also a very 
important skill for life.

One reason kids should participate is that 
they will gain confidence. Confidence will 
help kids as they grow up and get jobs. Job 
interviews and presentations will be better 
delivered with confidence. Did you know that 
you use confidence every day? For example; 
when trying a new food confidence allows you 
to have faith that it will be good. Confidence 
also helps when you take a test, you need to 
be confident with your answers. As you can 
see, confidence is a very important reason 
participation should be graded.

Another reason kids should be graded 
on participation is that the teachers need 
to understand kids' needs. Students may be 
struggling in school or getting bad grades. 
If teachers know what a student needs, then 
they can help the students learn more and get 
better grades. Grading participation will help 
teachers. Teachers might not know what's too 
hard for kids and what's not. They might give 
very difficult homework and never know it's 
too hard because kids didn't raise their hands 

in class. Participation should be graded because 
teachers need to know kids' needs. 

Did you know that participation is a very 
important life skill? In fact, in some Mesa 
schools, communication and positive risk-
taking inspires students to raise their hands and 
voices so in adulthood they can use this skill 
for their jobs and homes. Also, students need 
to learn to engage in conversations because 
communicating effectively is one of the most 
important life skills. They will be participating 
through communication instead of just 
daydreaming. Students need to be graded for 
participation because it is a vital life skill. 

Not everyone agrees that participation 
should be graded because they believe the 
shy kids will be overwhelmed and get bad 
grades. One cannot deny that shy kids may be 
overwhelmed by being graded on participation. 
However, by grading these contributions, the shy 
kids will learn to speak up and prepare for the 
future. Therefore, participation should be graded.

Participation should be graded because it 
helps students gain confidence and teachers 
better understand their students. It is also a 
very important skill to learn for adulthood. 
If participation is graded then kids will gain 
confidence, learn more, and teachers will better 
understand kids' needs. If participation is 
graded, the classroom will be a happier, more 
successful place. 
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Presley Pudenz ___________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Debbie Allen

Classroom Pets: Yes or No?

Imagine walking into a classroom and feeling 
like you've just stepped into a hog barn. The 

stench of animal waste has overcome you. There 
are chewed up computer cords and ripped up 
paper strewn around the room. Was that pet 
really a good idea for my classroom? It's obvious 
that the answer to this question is no. Classroom 
pets are too big of a commitment, are a health 
hazard, and cause bad behavior in students.

Class pets are too big of a commitment. 
First of all, imagine the amount of money it 
would take to feed and nurture the animal. The 
expenses on food, toys, bowls, and habitats 
would be gigantic. Although you can start out 
with a tiny animal only a few inches big, the 
animal will grow and get bigger which causes it 
to take up more space. For example, a tortoise 
can be less than a pound as a baby, but over 
time it will get to the size of over one hundred 
pounds. Not to mention, all the time and work 
it would take to care for the pets. Cleaning the 
cage, feeding and grooming are just a few 
things you need to do in order to keep the pet 
in good shape. Don't let the class pet consume 
your time, space, and money.

The second reason why pets shouldn't 
join a classroom is, they can be health hazards. 
A pet's dander can cause a student to have 
an allergic reaction. Also, if a child gets bit or 
scratched by the pet, the child could get an 
infection. If you were a parent and your child 
came home with an infected scratch, would 
you be happy? Next, think about the stench the 

animal would bring to the classroom. Smelling 
the fumes of animal droppings can make it 
harder to breathe, and can cause a student's 
asthma to act up. As you can see, pets in the 
class can cause major health issues.

Not only are class pets a health hazard 
and take a lot of commitment, they can cause 
behavior issues. Squawk! Screech! While the 
students are supposed to be listening to the 
teacher they are listening to the critter make 
loud, obnoxious sounds. Also, when the children 
are looking forward to something like playing 
with a pet, they tend to rush through their work. 
This causes their work to go down in quality 
and grades. Next, if the pet were to pass away 
the whole class would be affected. The students 
would be upset and have emotional stress. This 
would make it hard for the instructor to teach 
the students, because they would be too upset 
to care. Class pets can ruin student behavior. 

It's obvious that a class pet would be a 
terrible idea. Although pets' cuteness can be 
unbearable to turn away, they aren't fit for a 
classroom. They are too big of a commitment, 
are a health hazard, and cause bad behavior. So 
don't give in to your class's puppy dog eyes.
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Kristina Stender __________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Garment Workers; The Brutal Truth

Have you ever wondered about where 
clothes come from? Have you stopped 

to question the price on new, fashionable 
shoes? The story of the clothes you have in your 
closet extends farther than just a local store or 
mall. The story comes from overseas. In many 
clothing factories there are people who make 
your clothes, called garment workers, working in 
repulsive sweatshops. Understanding the history 
behind these factories, the inhumane working 
conditions, and the possible solutions to this 
crisis is important.

How did sweatshops become so brutal? The 
whole thing dates back a century ago, right back 
to the United States. Many children in America, as 
young as five, spent most of their days in terrible 
factories. Strange accidents were common; 
they wouldn't have been if safety precautions 
were taken. Children came home with severed 
fingers, blisters, calluses, and in some cases, 
black eyes, whip marks or singed hair. It wasn't 
until the 1930s did child labor became outlawed. 
But sweatshops did not end in America. It was 
merely moved to other places.  "The label 'Made 
in the U.S.A.' was a source of pride" (Scholastic 
Scope Magazine). Then, factory owners realized 
it would be cheaper to produce clothes in other 
countries such as Indonesia or Bangladesh. It 
had a huge impact on the U.S. It was far easier 
to have products made overseas. For shoppers, 
prices fell and companies saved billions of dollars. 
Companies in China or Dhaka could produce so 
much for so little because they paid their workers 
very small wages. These appalling warehouses 
are spread out across the world and many people 
ignore the human labor involved. 

Although Bangladesh has one of the lowest 
minimum wages in the world, it is difficult to 
imagine the horrible working conditions there 
and in other countries. The people working in 
these workshops also have their stories to tell. 
Of course, the factory workers didn't always 
dream about having a low paid, dangerous job. 
They grew up dreaming about a safe and fun 
occupation. Also, the shop supervisors don't care 
about the workers or how unsafe the working 
conditions are; they want a job done. "There 

had never been a fire drill . . ." (Scholastic Scope 
Magazine) or a fire alarm or even a clear exit. If 
a fire were to have started or a tsunami were to 
come, the only exit in the building would be 
locked so that workers could not leave during 
the day. As a matter of fact, it is usually blocked 
by fabric, cardboard boxes and supplies. 
Moreover, when the disruption is over garment 
workers have no choice but to return to work. 
In the factories there is fatal equipment and dire 
workplaces. Many companies, of course, make 
sure rules are created yet they fail to enforce 
them. Simply making guidelines cannot ensure 
the health and safety of innocent people. A usual 
workday consists of fourteen hours! As you can 
see, many clothing factories deprive their workers 
of money and good working conditions.

Many people wonder what to do about this 
crisis in sweatshops across the world and "more 
American shoppers are asking difficult questions 
about where our clothing is made . . ." (Scholastic 
Scope Magazine). For starters, you can research 
about where your clothes come from and where 
the factories are located, so that next time you 
buy clothing, you know to buy only clothes 
from safe factories. Also, you can ask and write 
to shops like Nike, Adidas, Abercrombie, Vans 
and H&M about their sweatshop conditions in 
other countries. Next, you can talk to close family 
members and friends about this developing 
situation. Other ideas are to enter an essay into 
a writing contest about garment workers or 
peacefully protest. As the word spreads, more 
people are taking bigger and bolder steps for the 
rights of all garment workers. 

Now that you know the vital information 
intertwined in human work, you can help stop 
this. This includes the history and working 
conditions. Moreover, different people are 
working relentless hours to stop this current 
crisis. Now that you know the brutal truth 
involved in sweatshops, you can speak out 
against human labor and make the world a safe 
and pleasant place for everyone. The next time 
you go to the mall, think about the process and 
the story behind that piece of clothing. 
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Welcome, cherished visitor, to the Aztec 
Empire. My name is Citlali, and I am 

artisan of armor, clothing, and weapons, 
specializing in ranged weapons such as archery 
bows. We Aztecs are known for being fierce 
warriors and skilled fighters, and we also 
proudly adapted to live in our area that we were 
forced to live in. 

Living in the Aztec Empire, you will be placed 
in a different social structure: a slave, a farmer 
and laborer, an artisan or merchant, a priest, or a 
warrior. All social classes are ruled under Emperor 
Montezuma II, the leader of the Empire.

The geography of our land is swampy and is 
located by Lake Texcoco. This land is not exactly 
the greatest for farming, but we have found other 
ways to obtain food and nourishment. We hunt 
the wildlife with our skillfully crafted weapons, 
and we fish in the murky swamp waters on 
canoes and boats that our craftsmen have built. 
Even with the poor soil for growing crops, we 
manage to grow corn (maize) and various other 
vegetables. We also invented floating gardens 
and irrigation ditches to obtain as much food 
as possible to feed our rapidly growing empire. 
We have made a calendar revolving around the 
planting and harvesting seasons for our crops, 
and it helps out farmers to let them know when 
the crops are ripe and ready to be eaten and 
when to plant them once again.

A valuable good among the Aztecs are cocoa 
beans. Cocoa beans are a gift from the heavens. 
Cocoa beans are often used as money, and are 
very valuable among the Aztecs. We sadly cannot 
grow these beans because of the poor farming 
soil, but we often trade for cocoa beans from 
the Maya, who have access to them, and call 
them "xocoatl." We use the paste from roasted 
cocoa beans and add vanilla, cinnamon, and chili 
pepper to make a cold drink known as xocoatl 
or chocolatl that only the wealthiest Aztecs can 
afford. Emperor Montezuma II absolutely loves 
this drink; some say he guzzles more than fifty 
cups a day.

As an artisan, I make a living to purchase 
goods and food by selling things I craft and 
create. Wealthy warriors buy my swords and 
spears, and mostly my bows and arrows. I have 
designed the Emperor's headdress and robes, 
and many weapons for the top warriors. Others 
make a living from farming various crops, 
providing services and goods, building and 
architecture, and of course much more.

The reason we live successfully and 
our Empire thrives is because of the Gods. 
Huitzilopochtli, the god of the sun and war, 
taught early Aztecs how to create weapons and 
spears to hunt and kill. He showed the earliest 
warriors fighting techniques, and showed the 
craftsmen how to create armor. Because of 
Huitzilopochtli, we are the fiercest warriors of 
Mesoamerica. The Mayans and Inca cannot 
compete with us in battle. We are polytheistic, 
meaning we believe in many other gods, but 
we will save that discussion for another day. 
The gods control our fortune. When it is rainy 
or stormy, it represents that the gods are angry. 
When the farming season is pleasant and the 
crops are growing well, the water is cool and 
clean and full of fish, the gods are rewarding us. 
On special occasions, a person or child will be 
chosen to be sacrificed to the gods, and the gods 
shall reward us with good fortune.

Some Aztecs, to show their wealth, will 
create and decorate jewelry and headdresses 
with colorful feathers and precious stones like 
gold and turquoise. Some also decorate their 
headdresses with what we call popcorn, which 
are maize seeds that have been heated until, with 
a loud pop, turns inside out to reveal the seed's 
fluffy white insides. Popcorn is a popular treat to 
eat when watching games like Volador and Tlachi. 

Volador and Tlachi are games played by us 
Aztecs. Volador is where athletes dress like the 
flying creatures known as birds, with colorful 
feathers and beaks, and jumps from the top 
of a pole that is over sixty feet high. It is a very 
dangerous game but is popular to watch. Tlachi 
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is a game that is, from my knowledge, a cross 
between "soccer" and "basketball"; I believe those 
are games you play where you are from? The ball 
can be kicked and thrown and bounced, and is to 
be thrown into the goal on the opposite side of 
the court to earn a point. 

Overall, our greatest achievement is 
definitely our fierce skill, strategy, and technique 
in combat. We craft the finest, deadliest weapons 

and we have natural instincts for battle and 
strategy that the Inca and Maya cannot possibly 
compete with. The Aztecs, the fiercest warriors 
of Mesoamerica, shall last long and stand strong 
with pride. Dear cherished visitor, we are very 
glad you have visited us. I have taught you 
much of the Aztecs' rich culture, inventions, and 
lifestyle. Now, it is time we have parted. Run 
along now, and I shall see you another time. 
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Reading Fiction: A Waste of Time?

“A book is a dream that you hold in your 
hands,” stated best-selling author Neil 

Gaiman. Over the years, reading has become 
essential to the human culture. People learn, 
inquire, and improve themselves through 
reading. As of today, there are two main types 
of literature: nonfiction and fiction. Nonfiction 
consists of facts, therefore the information 
included in this type of literature is always true. 
In contrast, fiction is mainly made up of ideas 
that are not real. In such literature, the reader 
explores a different world from another person’s 
point of view. Though many consider fiction 
literature to be merely a form of entertainment 
and not helpful at school, it is not a waste of 
time because it encourages empathy, it relieves 
stress, and it provides readers with increased 
reading comprehension.

First of all, reading fiction is not a waste 
of time as it promotes empathy. According 
to the text, “A 2013 study in the American 
Psychological Association's journal Psychology 
of Aesthetics, Creativity, and the Arts found that 
the process of imagining scenes while reading 
led to an increase in empathy and prosocial 
behavior” (Kaplan). Since fiction improves 
people by making them more empathetic, it can 
be seen that it also encourages people to help 
others. In addition, “In 2013, a widely publicized 
study in the journal Science by David Kidd 
and Emmanuele Castano of the New School 
suggested that reading ‘literary’ short stories 
immediately improved participants’ abilities 
to read the facial expressions, and thus the 
emotional states, of other people” (Frankel). This 
explains that it has been proven that through 
reading fiction, people are able to become more 
empathetic and a better person. Therefore, 
fiction supports important life skills that can 
make anyone improve themselves.

In addition, reading fiction is not a waste 
of time because it relieves stress. For instance, 
“Research at the University of Sussex shows that 
reading is the most effective way to overcome 

stress, beating out other methods like listening 
to music or taking a walk. Within six minutes 
of silent reading, participants’ heart rates 
slowed and tension in their muscles eased up 
to sixty-eight percent” (Seiter). Through this 
text, it was revealed that reading fiction proved 
to be a better remedy for stress than many 
other methods such as listening to music or 
taking a walk. It was seen that, “Reading books, 
particularly fiction, fully engages the mind 
and imagination. Any activity that possesses 
meditative qualities in which the brain is fully 
focused on a single task is proven to reduce 
stress and enhance relaxation” (Kaczmarek). As 
proven by the evidence above, when reading 
fiction, the mind focuses on other things rather 
than the problem at hand. As much as reading 
is considered merely a form of entertainment by 
some, it would be very beneficial to read fiction 
for those who suffer from stress. Therefore, 
reading fiction is more than just a form of 
entertainment, rather, a beneficial activity for 
the mind.

Finally, reading fiction is not a waste of 
time because it provides readers with practice 
to be able to comprehend text. First of all, “The 
recent study on the brain benefits of reading 
fiction was conducted at Emory University… 
The researchers found that becoming engrossed 
in a novel enhances connectivity in the brain 
and improves brain function” (Bergland). Put 
simply, the text explains that reading improves 
the ability to think and process information. 
Therefore, it enables people to expand their 
reading comprehension as well. In addition, 
the text stated that, “In separate research, brain 
scans of college students after reading a thriller 
showed increased activity in the areas of the 
brain related to language comprehension and 
sensation” (Ward). As shown by the evidence, 
reading fiction increases the activity in the brain 
related to comprehension and sensation. This is 
significant as it supports the idea that reading 
fiction increases a person's ability to understand 
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text. It can be seen that reading fiction has 
proven to increase the way in which people are 
able to grasp the concept of what they read.

Furthermore, some people may say that 
reading fiction is merely for personal enjoyment 
and is not beneficial to students. Some argue 
that nonfiction is valuable in education while 
fiction serves to entertain a person. Though 
this is understandable, reading fiction also 
has its benefits in education. For example, 
“It’s not surprising that studies comparing 
avid readers to non-readers find larger 
vocabularies and greater knowledge among 
the well-read… But those advantages appear 
to be most pronounced among fiction readers” 
(Painter). The text shows how reading fiction 
can also help when learning as it provides 
with expanded vocabulary and knowledge. 
Also, it was stated that, “In textbooks I learned 
to appreciate the science behind human 
behaviour. However, it is fiction which reveals 
wisdom, or the ability to apply knowledge, 
through exposure to various intricate and 

imagined situations” (Relojo). This shows 
that though the knowledge acquired from 
nonfiction literature is important, fiction 
provides with a way of teaching how to apply 
it. Admittedly, it can be seen that nonfiction 
is beneficial, but it does not mean that it is 
worthless to read fiction once in a while.

In conclusion, reading fiction is more than 
just a form of entertainment as it focuses on 
increasing a person’s need to understand others, 
is great for calming down, and serves as a tool 
that can help people understand the text they 
are reading. First of all, the genre of fiction 
increases empathy as it provides readers with 
different points of view in a story. In addition, 
fiction has proven to be a great solution for 
when a person is worried, nervous, or scared. 
Finally, fiction can help as a tool to help people 
have greater comprehension skills. As research 
has proven many times, though nonfiction is 
beneficial as well, reading fiction is not a waste 
of time. Fiction is a gateway to other amazing, 
unique worlds, all captured in paper and ink!
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Extraterrestrial Life: Are We Alone?
For centuries, one of the biggest mysteries 

yet to be uncovered is whether or not 
extraterrestrial life exists. For years, NASA 
and many others have been in search of 
any evidence that indicates the existence of 
extraterrestrial life, and their search continues. 
Being a very controversial theory, the belief 
in extraterrestrials is not a fact nor a myth. 
However, its entire purpose is to answer one 
question, “are we alone in the universe?”. 
Although life beyond Earth has not yet 
been discovered by NASA, the chance of 
extraterrestrial life is highly plausible, for the 
current space technology is limited, habitable 
earth-like planets revolving around another star 
have been discovered, and because of the rapid 
evolution of life here on Earth.

Although NASA continues to advance their 
technology rapidly, there are many limitations 
for humans in space that will be difficult to 
overcome any time soon. Distance, for example, 
is an immense obstacle. Even the closest 
discovered habitable planets, such as Kepler-
186f, are over 40 light years away, which would 
take approximately 700,000 Earth years for a 
human to arrive there (Gushanas, 2017). That 
also leads to the obstacle of time. The human 
life-span is much to short for a person to travel 
outside of our solar system. This makes it 
difficult to expand upon the universe, especially 
limiting discovery of extraterrestrial existence. 
Funding also plays a major role in the limitations 
of NASA’s technology. According to Space 
Technology Grand Challenges, “Today it costs 
about $10,000 to get a single pound of mass 
into low earth orbit.” Even with all the funding 
that NASA receives, it is still not sufficient to 
advance technology enough, nor does it allow 
for frequent human or robotic operations 
outside of our solar system. This, in addition 
to the inclination to use fossil fuels, limits the 
advancement in finding extraterrestrials. 

Even with these limitations, NASA has 
managed to discover what seem to be habitable 
planets somewhat near our solar system. 
According to an article by Jessica Huller, 
astronomers have discovered the first Earth-
size planet orbiting a star in the “habitable 

zone” the range of distance from a star where 
liquid water might pool on the surface of an 
orbiting planet. The discovery of Kepler-186f 
confirms that planets the size of Earth exist in 
the habitable zone of stars other than our sun”. 
Although its 40 lightyear distance restricts 
humans from getting a closer look of the 
planet, its similarity to Earth may be indicating 
a pathway to discovering extraterrestrial life. 
Also out of our solar system, there was a grand 
discovery of 7 planets revolving around another 
star in the constellation Aquarius, all in the 
habitable-zone, which provides a much larger 
possibility of extraterrestrial life. According to 
an article by Jessica Huller, “The discovery sets 
a new record for greatest number of habitable-
zone planets found around a single star outside 
our solar system. All of these seven planets 
could have liquid water – key to life as we know 
it – under the right atmospheric conditions, but 
the chances are highest with the three in the 
habitable zone.” In addition to that, NASA was 
able to detect chemical fingerprints of water, 
methane, and oxygen, which are potential 
atmospheres (Northon, 2017). This creates a 
larger possibility that extraterrestrial life exists 
outside of the solar system. However, there is 
even a possibility of extraterrestrial life within 
our own solar system, on planet Mars. In 2015, 
NASA had confirmed that liquid water flows 
on Mars. In accordance with NASA Confirms 
Evidence That Liquid Water Flows on Today’s 
Mars, “These downhill flows, known as recurring 
slope lineae (RSL), often have been described 
as possibly related to liquid water. The new 
findings of hydrated salts on the slopes point 
to what that relationship may be to these dark 
features.” With planets like these that are so 
similar to ours, the chances of life on other 
planets are just as likely as they are on Earth.

The rapid evolution of Earth also gives 
astrologists an idea of the probability of 
extraterrestrial evolution. By comparing the 
approximate age of evolution that the Earth 
had, it can also be used to estimate how long 
other planets have been around and whether or 
not they might have intelligent extraterrestrial 
life. According to History of life on Earth “The 
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history of life on Earth began about 3.8 billion 
years ago, initially with single-celled prokaryotic 
cells, such as bacteria. Multicellular life evolved 
over a billion years later and it's only in the last 
570 million years that the kind of life forms we 
are familiar with began to evolve, starting with 
arthropods, followed by fish 530 million years 
ago (Ma), land plants 475Ma and forests 385 
Ma”. So, While the earth is roughly 4.5 billion 
years old, Kepler 452b, another planet similar 
to Earth in the habitable-zone of another star, 
revolves around a star that is approximately 6 
billion years old, about 1.4 billion years older 
than our Sun (Astrobiology Magazine, 2012). 
This means that this planet, along with many 
others, have had the same chance to create life, 
in comparison to the rapid evolution that the 
Earth had. 

Although technological space limitations 
restrict NASA from exploring far beyond our 
solar system, the evolution of Earth life and the 
discovery of planets in the “habitable-zone” 
of other stars is leading NASA, and the world, 
closer to finding evidence of extraterrestrials. 
Even with these planets in the habitable-zone 
such as Kepler-186f and planets that are as old, 
or even older than the Earth, many technology 
and human body limitations are what holds the 
world back from what could be an extraordinary 
discovery. With what could be single cells to 
intelligent life, NASA continues to see if we 
are completely alone in a universe with many 
mysteries. With so many planets within solar 
systems within galaxies, being alone in this 
universe could be terrifying, or it might be 
disproved.
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Rock climbing is growing as a popular 
activity for exercise-seekers and has been 

physically proven to be one of the most athletic 
sports. Rock climbing first originated to climb 
obstacles for exploration or to escape predators 
in treacherous terrain. But since the world had 
been explored and roads made travel easier, 
rock climbing was no longer relevant. In the 
1880’s, W. P. Haskett Smith revolutionized the 
dying activity by creating a sport from it. He 
created obstacle courses by using the skill 
of rock climbing to race and test strength by 
climbing rock formations. Since then, artificial 
rock walls have been constructed to have indoor 
climbing and easier ways to practice. This has 
led many more people to join the sport of rock 
climbing for fun and for competition. Although 
rock climbing is an eccentric and dangerous 
workout not practiced by many, more people 
should use rock climbing for its numerous 
health benefits, including increased strength 
both physically and mentally, a higher rate of 
losing calories, and a reduction of stress.

Climbing has many physical and mental 
benefits that help people become stronger. 
According to Indiana University, “A study… 
found that rock climbers who completely 
immerse themselves in the climb enter a 
mental state of euphoria where pain signals 
may be blocked!” This can help build up a 
pain resistance and build focus mentally, 
overall strengthening the climber. In addition, 
according to the Texas Rock Gym,  “When 
you’re climbing up a wall, you use your arms 
and upper body to pull yourself up to the next 
hold and your legs to push yourself higher. 
It also works your core and works muscles in 
your hands and fingers.” In other words, the 
muscles from climbing allow participants to 
get stronger by pulling their body weight on 
their tips of fingers and toes. As a result, this 
helps build muscle in the arms, legs, and core, 
which helps with stamina and balance. In 
addition, Transcend your Limits said that rock 
climbing even builds up cardio. This is helpful 
for people looking to build up their stamina 

and exercise for longer. Lastly, according to 
Texas Rock Gym, “You use problem-solving skills 
every time you look for the next hold, figuring 
out where to put your foot so you can reach a 
higher hold with your hand. You have to focus 
on the holds and the placement of your body, 
strategically planning each move.” This means 
a climber’s mind is getting a mental exercise, 
building problem solving skills. Rock climbing 
does, in fact, make a person both mentally and 
physically stronger from the exercise.

Rock climbing has many health benefits 
besides physical and mental advantages. For 
example, one hour of climbing burns more 
calories than one hour of jogging. According 
to Planet Air Sports, “Rock climbing can burn 
anywhere from 500 to 900 calories per hour.” 
This is due to all the muscles being exercised 
at once, even the core, making it easier to burn 
off calories in a short amount of time compared 
to jogging for an hour and burning  300-400 
calories. Secondly, a study conducted by the 
Huffington Post proved that most climbers 
burned an average of 700 calories per hour of 
climbing at a slow pace. To explain, the work 
out can benefit climber’s by eliminating calories 
at a slow pace because a climber’s heart rate 
would increase, essentially burning hundreds 
of calories at any speed. If a person wants to get 
rid of thicker waists in less time, rock climbing 
would be the best option to get to the slim 
physique many desire.

Rock climbing undoubtedly shows many 
benefits for physical health, but many do 
not know that rock climbing relieves stress. 
According to Texas A&M University, “Researchers 
found climbing could reduce stress, improve 
self-confidence and encourage positive 
thinking.” This study helped prove that climbing 
is a relaxing exercise for anybody who wanted 
to relieve stress in a fun activity, creating a more 
relaxed mental state for the climber. In addition, 
according to Texas Rock Gym, “This builds 
confidence, because if you can conquer that 
tough wall, think of all of the other things you 
can do!” This building of confidence can help 
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make a climber feel stronger and proud, helping 
reduce stress, because the climber can forget 
about their anxieties and become proud of 
their accomplishments. With this in mind, rock 
climbing is stress relieving for all participants.

There are few reasons not to go rock climbing 
as a form of exercise. The major issue that people 
face are injuries. According to Lola Jones, getting 
tendon injuries and arm injuries are common. 
This means that climbers sustain injuries in the 
arms and hands. However, most injuries happen 
only to professionals, due to immense weight 
being held on the fingertips of a person’s hand, 
but if a person is careful and takes their time, 
injuries from rock climbing should not occur. 
Secondly, according to Trudi Griffin, a fear of 
heights can give people immense anxiety. This 
shows that people who climb can get scared 
of the heights and feel stressed, but with more 
climbing, athletes can overcome their fear and 

become more courageous as a result. Rock 
climbing has limited disadvantages that are easily 
avoidable, and therefore anyone should still 
participate in climbing. 

Overall, rock climbing is the best form of 
exercise for its mental and physical benefits. Rock 
climbing is proven to be mentally and physically 
beneficial by exercising all muscles and the 
core, while also improving the problem solving 
skills and critical thinking skills. Secondly, rock 
climbing burns more calories than other forms 
of exercise, resulting in thinner, more muscular 
climbers in the process. Lastly, rock climbing has 
been proven to reduce stress in climbers, making 
people more confident and relaxed. Overall, rock 
climbing is a more beneficial exercise than other 
athletic activities. Rock climbing should be a 
hobby everyone must try out, if they want to get 
in shape quicker. 
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A Window Into the Broken Heart

The visionary land created by Lord Huron truly 
captures the pain you feel when someone 

you love leaves your life. Lord Huron is an Indie 
folk band, whose latest album tells of a visionary 
world of fantasy, isolating their personal lives 
and experiences from those of the visionary 
tales they tell. Strange Trails, their newest album, 
features The Night We Met, which was made 
especially popular due to its appearance in the 
Netflix Original, 13 Reasons Why, with music and 
lyrics conveying a tone of longing to go back and 
change what could have been.

Longing of the artist is represented in 
the verses' lyrics. The singer's final plea to 
"take me back to the night we met" is the last 
shooting star in his endless night, showing 
his desperation. It shows the raw pain that 
someone feels as they are trying to make sense 
of all of the events that happened and of all of 
the words that were spoken. As he sings this 
lyric, it portrays a common desire to go back 
to when things were simpler, when we didn't 
know what we know now. He confesses that he 
wants to change what happened to avoid the 
impending pain as he sings, "And then, I can tell 
myself not to ride along with you." But, as the 
chorus sneaks in, the recurring lyrics help open 
the window to the character's heart, solidifying 
the abundant feeling of regret. 

The chorus's lyrics as well help solidify the 
feeling of longing for what could have been. 
He sings of the terrible decay of a diminishing 
relationship, romantic or not, as he sings "I had 
all and then most of you, some and now none 
of you," displaying the true pain of an ever-
changing relationship taking a turn for the 
worst. It gives you the true feeling of longing 
as you realize the person is no longer there, in 

moments where you want nothing more than 
to talk to them. As he sings of the decay, it 
helps you understand the utter and complete 
vanquish the singer feels as he emotionally 
sings the line.    As the chorus gives its own 
feeling, it complements the way the instruments 
portray the ambiance of the piece. 

While the lyrics are being sung, the 
instruments further present the atmosphere 
of craving what could have been. The guitar 
arpeggios lull you to sleep, a lullaby for the soul, 
but then the drum wakes you up like a fallen 
book in a library, while also leading into the 
natural rise and fall of the lyrics. Consistency is 
exuded that can be associated with the waves 
of desire for a chance to change what was, to 
protect someone from what is, the wave ebbing 
in, then out, them reaching you, sometimes, 
just to skim your feet, but enough to feel it, 
and other times the waves can hit you so hard 
they come to your knees. As the hum of the 
instruments continue, it ebbs into a starless 
night sky, giving the listener a peer into the 
charcoal-like sky of the singer's heart. It all 
comes to an end, however, as the instruments 
and voice fade out into the somber abyss and 
silence the song establishes.

As the song's lyrics cling onto people's 
broken hearts, they create puppets with our 
heart strings, in a song the lonely-hearts club 
would commend. Lord Huron's lyrics also show 
that he wants to change what was, and that 
the pain is forever there. Pain, being the driving 
force, sets you into wanting to do the most 
unimaginable of things. The song gives you 
a window into the character's pain, suffering, 
and longing, and it leaves you "Haunted by the 
ghost" of what could have been. 
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Tupac, Making Changes Through Music

Change. A concept so sought after and so 
feared, brought to life by the unparalleled 

talent and lyricism displayed in Tupac Shakur’s 
hit song Changes. No stranger to the mainstream 
rap scene with songs like California Love and Keep 
Ya Head Up, Tupac has made a name for himself 
for confronting society head-on. Changes was 
crafted though the racial oppression of the 1980s 
and 90s, combining raw emotion with scores that 
flow like a crisp wave on a beach of fresh sand 
to create the perfect track. One that confronts 
society while providing an appealing beat.

The song opens with melodic piano that 
mesmerizes the mind until the beat drops 
suddenly like a bullet straight out of the 
chamber. Perfectly timed, the crisp vocals come 
in zig zagging back-and-forth with the beat as 
if a bolt of lightning. At first glance the deeper 
meaning is lost, but with attentive ears it is 
impossible to ignore the conviction in Tupac’s 
words as he exposes the wrong in society. Once 
noticed, however, they hit like a bull seeing 
red. Phrases such as “wake up in the morning 
and I ask myself, is life worth living should I 
blast myself” and “I'm tired of bein' poor and 
even worse I'm black, my stomach hurts so 
I'm lookin' for a purse to snatch” are displayed 
as testaments of hardships and injustice. 
These lines introduce a serious atmosphere 
that hits you unexpectedly as the realization 
manifests that these are real issues faced on the 
daily in our society. Combined with Shakur’s 
authoritative coarseness, these lines show this 
is more than just an ordinary song; this is a 
masterpiece disguised as a catchy tune. 

After a break from the chorus, Tupac’s 
familiar voice provides the simple but powerful 
phrase initially displayed in the first verse, “I see 
no changes.” The line continues with words that 
pierce the soul like a hot knife through butter, 
“all I see is racist faces, misplaced hate makes 
disgrace to races.” Bouncing back and forth, 
the alliteration of these lyrics carries a deeper 
meaning: racism is a plague that divides society. 

Many other lyrics echo this same call, lyrics such 
as “and only time we chill is when we kill each 
other, it takes skill to be real, time to heal each 
other.” Once again alliteration captivates all that 
hear, leaving us in the hands of the maestro. This 
time-around, Shakur’s tone rises and falls like a 
leaf in the wind on a breezy day as he provides 
a simple truth. We need to heal each other by 
eliminating the hate. Shakur makes his point 
clear, society needs to change. 

The chorus reverberates once again, 
followed by hard felt dialogue that melts your 
heart as if thrown straight into the furnace. 
As if the chorus addition did not hit intensely 
enough, the next line carries its momentum 
starting off just as heavy. It starts “and still I see 
no changes can't a brother get a little peace it's 
war on the streets and the war in the Middle 
East instead of war on poverty they got a war 
on drugs so the police can bother me.”  The 
line not only highlights issues with society but 
simultaneously screaming for the world to 
change its ways. Choppy flow resembling rush 
hour traffic allows Tupac’s lyrics to really sink in. 
He continues in a tone that rivals a concerned 
sibling as he continues on the staccato beat, 
saying “tell the cops they can't touch this, I don't 
trust this when they try to rush I bust this.” The 
simplicity brings to life the sad truth though so 
expertly conveyed, due to racism the African 
American community no longer trusts the police 
that are supposed to keep them safe. But that is 
not all. Virtually requiring further thought, this 
line steamrolls you like a train on oiled track. 
From the start a theme rings clear through the 
verse, we need to change.

The masterful mesh of Tupac’s raw emotion 
toward society shapes itself as a musical 
masterpiece in its meek four and a half minutes. 
Throughout this time this song introduces 
intricate flow, complex rhythms, and important 
lyrics during its different sections. By the end of 
this rapper’s call for change it is inherently clear 
that “we gotta start making changes.”
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Purpose and Human's Incapability to 
Comprehend Life's Big Questions

A Reflective essay on the way that we think about life

In my brief sixteen years of life, I have come to 
a revelation. This being that I have only been 

alive for a brief, sixteen years of life and there is 
always going to be someone better than you. 
Not 'better' in the traditional sense, but 'better' 
in the sense that they are smarter, wiser and 
more accomplished than you are. That is the 
thing — there will always be someone smarter, 
wiser, or more accomplished than you are no 
matter how highly you think of yourself, and 
no matter how old you are. Try as I might, my 
poetry and my essays may never be as good as 
Shakespeare. The key to defeating this measly 
and unpleasant thought is not to demolish 
it, but to accept it. The truth is, without those 
great accomplished people there would be no 
motivation for us to be better. 

However, my problem is I have an 
extremely hard time accepting things I do 
not fully understand. My brain forces me to 
think it through and investigate. I have always 
pondered this anomaly, but then another 
question hit me like a brick. What makes a 
person accomplished or wise or smart? I think, 
in many ways, these terms are subjective. If you 
asked a fifty-year-old and a sixteen-year-old 
student if they felt accomplished or successful, 
there is a possibility that they may both say yes. 
If age does not have any factor in what makes 
someone “better” then what does? Can one not 
be sixteen and be wise? I know plenty of kids my 
age that have seen more and experienced more 
than many adults. Simply being alive longer is 
not enough to make you better than another. 

When you think about legends like 
Shakespeare or Edgar Allan Poe, the first thing 
that comes to mind is probably their writing. 
When you think of President Kennedy or 
Winston Churchill, the first thing you think of 
is their leadership in politics. What do all these 

successful people have in common? They were 
all remembered for having a purpose in life; a 
purpose that made a difference and impacted 
the people around them. Then there comes this 
problem, what’s to say a small baker who owns 
the corner store across the street doesn’t have 
a purpose? Wouldn’t his purpose be baking? He 
makes a difference in his community and feeds 
the people who desire baked goods. He surely 
is no John F. Kennedy, but he is content with 
his life. Do you think that in terms of sociality, 
economics and morality, President Kennedy 
is better and or more accomplished than the 
baker? I doubt it. This made me think for a while 
that wisdom, accomplishment and knowledge 
was all in the eyes of the beholder. It is what 
you make of it and nobody can tell you whether 
you are accomplished or not. The problem 
with this is that there seems to be an invisible 
line drawn between mediocrity and imminent 
successfulness. When do you cross the line and 
what makes a person cross the line — society? 
This would mean that you are not truly in 
control of your own life. 

When you look at things from an economic 
point of view, success and accomplishment 
are centered around money. What makes both 
the baker and the President successful is that 
they are making a steady income to support 
themselves. What about the hopeless artist 
on the street corner with artwork worthy of 
Monet? Some might say he is less accomplished 
or less successful than the President because 
he is not making as much money, despite his 
beautiful talents. There are also plenty of young 
people who make 10x as much money as some 
adults do through the careers they have built 
themselves at such a young age. Take young 
authors as an example. Success cannot be 
centered around money if anyone of any age 
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can earn it. Does this then mean that money is 
the sole factor in what makes a person “better” 
than someone else? I sat on this for a while, 
knowing that it would be completely vain to 
have an entire society under this belief. 

When you look at things from an age point 
of view, the man who has been alive the longest 
and who has seen more things would be 
considered wisest. Before you can blindly follow 
that statement, you must know what makes this 
man so wise. Is it his street smarts or knowledge 
of people? Take this, for example: An 80-year-
old man is considered wise because he now 
knows not to walk in dark alleys at night. He 
knows not to from experience. He was jumped 
in a dark alley multiple times and now realizes 
that it is not smart. A sixteen-year-old kid knows 
not to walk in dark alleys at night. He knows 
not to do this because he interprets that it may 
be dangerous. He never attempts it, and he is 
never jumped in an alley. Would you say this 
kid is wise, and does experience truly make you 
wise? Does the sixteen-year-old kid have to walk 
through dark alleys and be jumped to know 
that it is dangerous? It took the kid less time to 
realize walking in dark alleys was dangerous, it 
took the 80-year-old multiple encounters with 
dangerous people to realize walking in dark 
alleys was dangerous. Which is the wisest in 
this situation? You would never hear someone 
say that a sixteen-year-old kid was wise or wiser 
than his elders though, would you?

If age and money do not make a person 
wise, accomplished, and smart then what does? 
What fuels people to place others at a standard 
so much higher than themselves? Sometimes I 
wonder if the reason I do not know the answer 
to this question is because of my age, but I do 

not know anyone who can answer this question 
— young or old. It is simply a mystery of life I 
suppose… one that cannot be answered by 
the small mind of human kind. Whether or not 
you have religion in your life may affect the 
way you see this subject as well. Some people 
believe that their purpose is up to the God or 
the higher-being that they look up to, rather 
than it being up to the person that seeks that 
purpose. A lot of people refer to our existence 
of some sort of mystical, secret of the universe. 
What if the truth is that there is no secret to 
uncover? We simply cannot comprehend what 
the limitations of our human brains refuse to 
understand. In Mr. Thomas Frey’s article, 10 
Unanswerable Questions that Neither Science nor 
Religion Can Answer from the Futurist Speaker, 
Mr. Frey asks (regarding accomplishment), 
“Are all our accomplishments just stepping-
stones to something else that we don’t know 
or understand yet? So, what is it that we don’t 
currently know that will make tomorrow 
happen?” As compelling as these questions are, 
they are exactly what they have been stated — 
unanswerable. I wish we knew the answers to 
these questions just as much as you do but it is 
the simple truth that neither you nor I are able 
to comprehend the amount of weight these 
questions hold. 

At the end of the day, your purpose is what 
you make of it. You can decide your fate with 
the opportunities you choose to undertake. No 
matter what the critics say about you or your 
work, your ultimate success will be whatever 
you want it to be. Dreams big and small are no 
exception to success, and you might just find 
that they hold purpose. 
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Stop the Suppression of Expression

When the arts are suppressed, so are 
the deepest dreams and aspirations 

of humankind. The reality is that the arts are 
becoming less of a priority in this fast-paced 
world of conflict and criticism when frankly, 
self-expression should take precedence. If 
this society is going to improve, it is crucial for 
stagnancy to be relinquished and ingenuity 
to be encouraged. Because schools are raising 
the next generation, they need to emphasize 
the importance of artistic creativity for this 
world to progress. The funds that go towards 
art programs need to be increased because the 
arts provide stress relief, a support group, and 
educational opportunities for students.

The arts provide a pause in a student’s 
busy academic schedule. Art classes act as a 
stress reliever to students whose core classes 
are demanding and emotionally debilitating. 
Those who are battling depression and anxiety 
can find peace in music or art by expressing 
themselves in a safe and creative ways. Marilee 
Decker, a choir director at Mesa High School, 
speaks for many: “The one thing that can 
always bring a sense of peace is music. It allows 
the brain to calm down. I have seen students 
who come into class and are very tense, but 
as soon as they start listening or singing, 
they become relaxed and lose that intensity” 
(Decker 1). First-hand experience proves that 
the arts can clear one’s head when life gets too 
overwhelming. While some consider the arts 
an unnecessary distraction from academics, a 
survey conducted by NBC News in 2014, found 
that 30% of American teens reported feeling sad 
or depressed because of stress, and 23% said 
they have skipped meals because of it (Teens 
More Stressed-Out 1). The arts can help. Marcie 
Guthrie, a senior attending Mesa High School, 
participates in the two top choirs available. 
She says, “In the chaos of life, it’s great to drop 
everything and make music. I absolutely love it, 
and I depend on it every day to keep me going, 
and to keep my spirits high” (Guthrie 1). Being 
in artistic classes helps students’ emotional 
stability much more than it harms. There needs 
to be more funding towards the arts because 
it is crucial for students’ sanity to have a quality 
release from the pressures of the world.

The arts provide an essential feeling of 
unity and support between students. Artistic 
courses gather those with similar interests 
together and teach leadership skills and the 
importance of relationships. When students 
have a support system, they are more motivated 
and confident when working in other areas. 
Marilee Decker recounted a story of a student 
who was struggling academically and socially. 
“This student and I spent many hours working 
together and just talking. We talked about 
taking pride in what you do. He started doing 
it in my class, and I started to see a change. 
By the end of the year, he was passing all his 
classes, and he was happier despite personal 
things that were happening to him” (Decker 1). 
Students involved in art programs are a part of 
something bigger than themselves. They learn 
by experience that staying focused on the hard 
things in life is possible if they have a support 
system of fellow students—their friends, their 
tribe. Marcie Guthrie explains, “I am the person 
I am because of people who have helped shape 
me... they not only help encourage me to be a 
better musician but a better person” (1). Students 
form invaluable bonds with those who work 
hard on pieces or projects with them; sweat, 
tears, and jokes that are shared in the process 
become priceless memories. The argument that 
students should learn how to be independent in 
high school would be valid if evidence did not 
prove otherwise. A recent publication in Child 
Development presented that researchers have 
discovered the significance of friendship and 
its positive effects on mental health. Through a 
survey following 169 teens for ten years (from 
age 15 to age 25), those who made close friends 
and kept close friends in high school maintained 
a healthy mental state through their adult 
lives (Chen 1). It follows that the relationships 
formed through art programs are indisputably 
important and must not be restricted due to 
lack of availability. The budget for art courses in 
public schools needs to be increased because if 
art programs are dwindling, fewer students will 
apply, and less will make that critical connection 
with others through a shared passion. 

Finally, the arts open opportunities for 
higher education, making college more realistic 
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for a greater number of students. There are so 
many performing arts and musical scholarships 
available, so building strong programs is 
indispensable for public schools—especially 
if their mission is to help a greater number of 
students go to college. In the words of Thomas 
Jefferson, “…all men are created equal, …
they are endowed by their Creator with certain 
unalienable Rights, that among these are Life, 
Liberty and the pursuit of Happiness.” The young 
people of the United States have the right to 
pursue whatever brings them joy. If their dream 
life is to perform or create art, they should be 
granted every opportunity to do so. Marcie 
Guthrie said, “Many of my friends have been 
so moved by the arts programs in high school 
that they want to make it part of their future 
lives and careers. They seek the best schools for 
musical education and are also on the constant 
hunt for scholarships that will help them 
through their journey” (1). Art programs need 
to be sufficiently funded so students can have 
numerous opportunities to grow educationally 
and personally. Furthermore, college tuition 
prices are increasing, so the more scholarships 
a hard-working student can find, the higher 
chance they have of furthering their education. 
Though the thought that art students are not 
as academically motivated as non-art students 
might occur to some, researchers at Stanford and 
the Carnegie Foundation for the Advancement 
of Teaching have found that students who 
participate in art programs are four times more 

likely to be recognized for academic achievement 
versus those who go through high school 
without taking part in an artistically creative 
class (Ford and McMahon 1). Also, a recent study 
done by Kenneth Elpus, the Assistant Professor 
of Music Education of the University of Maryland, 
observed that 66% of American students 
who graduated high school in 2004 earned at 
least one year’s worth of credit in an arts class. 
Correspondingly, art students were 29% more 
likely to pursue higher education (Elpus 1). 
Statistics show that art programs produce bright 
students that have more avenues of success. If art 
programs receive less funding, students are given 
less of a chance to achieve a college education. 

To wrap up, there is an idea developed by 
Sigmund Freud that unexpressed emotions, the 
feelings that do not have an outlet, never leave 
those who contain them. Rather, they are buried 
alive, festering and destroying the person until 
they are released later in uglier ways. If the arts 
deteriorate, and the youth of this generation 
have limited medias to express themselves, 
what does that mean for the future? The arts in 
public schools need better funding immediately 
because of all the benefits they give budding 
students. Arts programs and classes provide 
crucial stress relief, a strong support system, and 
abundant career opportunities. The deepest 
dreams and aspirations of humankind need to 
be recognized, nurtured, and embraced so this 
world might have hope for better and brighter 
days.
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Two Sides of One Coin

Within every aspect of life, there has always 
been a debate about the knowledge of 

the truth - whether what we know is certain or 
not. While some people wish to become curious 
and fight what others may know as fact, others 
stay within the lines and accept the certainty. 
In the words of William Lyon Phelps, certainty 
provides the confidence and accomplishment 
that is needed to personally advance. Doubt, on 
the other hand - according to Bertrand Russell - 
should always be considered as a lythmust test 
to any thought, and is necessary for societal 
advance. Throughout history, much of the 
progression seen is made by the doubt within 
the people, while still some traditions have been 
kept without it. While the words of Phelps and 
Russell contradict each other on this topic of 
certainty vs. doubt, there are more similarities 
between the two than one might think. Even 
though doubt and questioning provide the fuel 
for progress, and certainty promotes goals and 
accomplishment, together they are merely two 
sides of the same coin.

Innovators drive the future and life as we 
know it. What is their motivation if not doubt? 
Doubt is taking what is known and questioning 
the truth behind it. When the Enlightenment 
era arose between 1685 and 1750, many people 
began to challenge the ideas that were already 
well-known and began to develop their own. 
New technological, scientific, and medical 
advances were created, such as those of Sir 
Isaac Newton and Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz, 
that introduced new mathematical concepts 
or physical explanations that were previously 
unheard of.  New religious and political beliefs 
were put into place as well - such as those by 
Voltaire, Thomas Paine, John Locke and Baron 
de Montesquieu - that were able to increase the 
effectiveness and efficiency of the government 
and influence the American government as 
we know it today. Similarly, during the Second 
Great Awakening in early America, people 
began to doubt their understanding of the 

church and God. They established new beliefs, 
even new branches of religion entirely, to find 
the religious duties that they approved of. Even 
one of the most prestigious universities in the 
country - Harvard University - had to experience 
numerous curriculum changes because of said 
transitions. It had originally been a school for 
ministers - with the first degree of divinity being 
awarded to Increase Mather in 1692 - but upon 
the transition into the Second Great Awakening, 
the school began to include a multitude of 
other classes with a more logical basis rather 
than political or religious. The doubts sparked 
throughout history were able to produce pieces 
of society that are still seen today, as well as 
inspire new doubts to be formed. Doubt and 
questioning provide the fuel for change that is 
necessary for progress.

In comparison to doubt, certainty is not the 
driving force of innovation. It is, instead, the 
glue that holds together the foundation of our 
society. Traditions, no matter whether they’re 
religious, cultural, or of the sort, unite and 
define what people are. Popular traditions, such 
as Christmas, are built upon the certainty that 
their beliefs are true and worthy of celebration. 
Such occasions promote businesses and spread 
cheer throughout nations.  The doubt that some 
people may have about said events do the 
opposite and mean the demise of what many 
people hold dear. In the medical field, similarly, 
doctors and scientists must have certainty in 
order to prescribe medicines and tests and 
diagnose patients. Any level of doubt would 
not only cause conflicts and waste money 
but would deem social treatments unreliable. 
They would certainly lose their business and 
cause harm to all of their patients. When Jonas 
Salk developed the polio vaccine in the 1950’s, 
he had to be certain of its effectiveness and 
harmlessness before distributing it not only to 
the public, but to himself and his family. Had 
he not been certain of his vaccine’s effects, Salk 
would have endangered numerous people, 
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including his wife and three sons. When Galileo 
described the heliocentric theory, he stuck to it, 
even despite the opposition of the government 
and the Catholic Church, and was proven to be 
right by later scientists. Certainty is what brings 
about personal promotion, unity, and safety 
within every community, while doubt, in these 
particular cases, would only cause confusion 
and trouble.

Both distinct perspectives rely on each 
other, for if there are no “facts”, there can be 

no one to doubt them. All throughout history, 
this has been proven true, and even still today. 
Scientists, businessmen, doctors, construction 
workers alike all know the importance of 
following rules and taking chances because 
it is a universal concept. Both certainty and 
doubt have their own perspectives, but they are 
both crucial to the development and advance 
of society, for it is only with both personal and 
societal progression that the future arrives. 
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The Red Apple Doesn't Fall Far From 
the White Tree

“Red apple.” 
“It’s because she’s a red apple.” 

“Don’t look now, there’s a red apple.” 
I am my ancestors’ wildest dream. 
Being a young, female Native American 

who does not reside on the reservation, I’ve 
witnessed several problems involving the 
motivation for Native Americans to seek 
education opportunities off the rez. Those who 
make an attempt at achieving a prosperous life 
or attain any measure of success are shot down 
by the very people they try to raise standards 
for. Native Americans who live off the rez are 
labeled “red apple” — coined by those who 
do live on the rez. There are many reasons for 
this — expressing jealousy over those who 
have a bright future, being that they lack any 
type of involvement with their heritage, or 
simply because they have assimilated into the 
“white culture.” The definition of red apple is 
stating that a Native American is red on the 
outside and white on the inside; looking like a 
Native American but acting like a white. There 
are numerous stereotypes regarding Native 
Americans, adding gasoline to the idea most 
do not have the intellectual capacity to carry 
out an educational career or simply a middle-
class life. As a result, the new generation of 
Native Americans is striving to extinguish those 
stereotypes. 

For a brief time in my life, I lived on the 
reservation where I observed the sleeping 
trailer parks clutter together in winter as if 
they were penguins in Antarctica. I giggled as I 

watched elders stumble out of establishments 
intoxicated, proclaiming they were the fiercest 
warrior, proclaiming they were the great 
Geronimo. After eventually moving to the city, 
I lost touch with my relatives, soon trading my 
Navajo accent for an understandable one, soon 
trading my ancestors’ language for normative 
one. 

During years attending school, I pushed 
my limits as I tried to raise the representation 
of Native Americans. As I try to overcome this 
obstacle, I have been ridiculed. Often times I 
was told of the unsuccessful stories and how 
I should stick to general classes. It wasn’t until 
my freshmen year of high school when I truly 
witnessed the power of education. Hearing 
the tales of my people and their dedication to 
something of true substance inspired me to 
do the same. Though I have not successfully 
completed my obstacle, I am doing the little 
things that will set myself up for completion; 
things like prestigious programs, help groups for 
aspiring Native American students, internships 
for minorities, scholarship opportunities for 
federally recognized Native Americans, and 
breaking the chains of oppression to overcome 
something so significant today. 

I am now aware of the struggles my people 
faced and the barriers of little to no Native 
American presence in college or workforce. I 
strive to become one of the success stories — in 
hopes of inspiring those around me — in hopes 
of becoming my ancestors’ wildest dream. 
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My Sweet Escape

Writing has always been a close companion 
of mine. When I was younger I loved 

receiving writing assignments. I loved the 
control accompanying creation and the freedom 
it holds. My mind whirling, I rarely went out for 
recess, never having finished my assignment 
in time. My teachers attempted to speed my 
process along under the threat of keeping 
me in, but they quickly learned that it wasn’t 
a punishment at all. I craved perfection in my 
writing. Every detail, every sentence, even my 
handwriting had to be perfect because writing 
was something special to me. It made me feel 
powerful and happy, a feeling I long chased

Unfortunately, there is a gap in time where 
I lost my passion for writing. Instead, the 
escapism of reading consumed my life during 
this time period. The summer before seventh 
grade I moved to Washington, and I was very 
excited for this new chapter in my life. My 
living situation went south alarmingly fast, and 
I buried myself into school more and more. 
At home, my relatives would call me names, 
making me me feel empty and worthless. 
Compounding the struggles of my home life, we 
lived in an overcrowded house, and I was forced 
to sleep on the living room floor. My world 
compacted into itself because before I moved, 
we had a big house for a family of four, where I 
had my own room, the luxury of privacy, a space 
to call my own.  In eighth grade, the stress of 
my situation began to severely impact me, and I 
slowly began to spiral into a depression. I began 
eating less, and this would eventually lead into 
more destructive behaviors. During this bleak 
time, I turned to writing when I felt like I had no 
one to turn to. I would transform my frustration 
into stories with happy endings. Writing gave 
me hope, consoling me, showing me things 
could and would get better, that there was in 

fact a reason to live. At the end of eighth grade, 
my family decided to move from Washington to 
Arizona. This move hit me really hard because 
my life in Washington was a life I cherished. 
Aside from my home situation, my life at school 
was a great and positive force, and I couldn’t 
bear the thought of having to start over again. 

Arizona brought an onslaught of new 
challenges. In addition to battling both 
depression and an eating disorder, my anxiety 
elevated exponentially. As a racing heartbeat 
and shaky hands became more familiar to me, I 
began to seek an outlet, and found it in writing. 
Whenever my anxiety rose, I put pen to paper to 
write about what made me anxious, helping me 
work through my demons and realize that some 
were rather silly. Freshman year, I continued 
to starve myself, and had no true friends. The 
further I fell into my depression, the more alone 
I felt. Most of the time I felt like I was screaming, 
calling for help, desperate for a voice to call 
back, but no one could hear. Instead, writing 
called my name, assuring me that everything 
would be okay. As tears poured down my face, 
my pen would scribble words onto paper. Paper 
never judged me. Paper was there for me. 

I continue to write stories when I’m feeling 
down. I find myself writing about my good days 
more than my bad ones, and now I can look 
back at my bad days and see how far I’ve come, 
not only in the way I handle situations, but also 
in my writing itself.  Writing has helped me 
overcome my darkest demons, has made me a 
stronger person. I don’t write as often as I wish 
I could, but writing is still a dear friend of mine. 
When I write I feel like I can breathe again, like 
I am set free from the shackles of life. Writing 
allows me to have bad days and still be positive. 
Writing is my sweet escape.
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Jennifer Norton __________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Dobson High 
Teacher - Kimberly Klett

Dear Bookcase

You’ve known me since I was born, when my 
parents were deciding what to name me. 

You have more memories than a picture album. 
You’ve told me the stories behind all of my 
emotions and the moments captured. You know 
my life, yet I barely remember all of the stories 
you once told me.

No matter what, there are always going to be 
unspoken words between the two of us. You have 
the knowledge of three dictionaries and one of 
them is in Spanish. Not to mention, you can tell 
me a synonym for any possible word I come up 
with. However, through the “stupendous” number 
of words you know, neither of us could ever 
figure out the words to say. Nothing ever seemed 
right and maybe nothing ever will, but here’s to 
the friend that stuck by me in the past and will for 
years to come.

Year by year, there was an addition to the 
amount of knowledge you held. You taught me 
“All About Kittens” and how dolphins live in the 
ocean. As I grew older, the classroom lessons 
turned into life lessons. “Trust your friends” 
turned into “trust only yourself,” teaching 
me to be independent before teaching me 
how to trust again. Teaching the clichés such 
as “Everything is not as it seems” or “What 
doesn’t kill you makes you stronger” and most 
specifically “Never judge a book by its cover.”

The first days of school, you always had a 
new book for me to get me through the day. 
Understanding that I was getting older, you 
never stopped having a book just for me. And 
remember back in first, second, third grade, and 
all the way up to fifth grade? You kept getting me 
into trouble by my teachers. You would hand me 
a book I couldn’t put down, and the next thing 
I know, letters are sent home about my “rude” 
behavior of ignoring the teacher because I was 
reading. Yet, in our defense, the teacher was 
never really teaching when I would read. Usually.

When we learned together that I had 
anxiety, you had the “self-help” books that 
would ease my mind. You tried to make me 

understand that having anxiety was okay, that 
nothing was wrong with me. And when the rest 
of the world failed, you didn’t. Not only that, you 
had the book that would lift my spirits and take 
me away from reality when I needed it most. You 
saw that I couldn’t live without breaking in that 
moment and I was handed a book and whisked 
away into a new land, such as Harry Potter, 
Narnia, or even my Zodiac constellation.

The yelling that happened that night. 
Hiding in the corner of my room, you were the 
only stable thing. A book had fallen on the floor, 
almost as if you were saying “Maybe this will 
ease your mind.” A childhood book that took 
me back to when I didn’t have to understand 
anything. You told me that everything would be 
okay. And somehow that night, you were there 
through my panic attack. Never once did you 
say a word, but your silence said everything. 
And that was what I needed. Everyone else 
thought that it was best to talk me down, only 
making my panic attack worse. It was the silence 
that was comforting.

All of these books you have shown me have 
meant the world to me. They say a true friend 
sticks by your side, and you proved it to be true.

This friend that brought me all of these 
books and taught me most of my life lesson, 
was none other than the white, three-layered 
bookcase hidden in the back of my closet. Not 
a person, an inanimate object that knows me 
better than most people. A bookcase filled with 
the books I once read and the books that have 
yet to be opened. More than a song on the radio 
or a picture album, it shows a younger you. A 
younger me who placed pieces of herself upon 
the shelf, in hopes that my future self would 
remember who she is.

A bookcase might not represent your 
personality or traits, but it is more you than 
you recognize. Just like a song on the radio, 
glancing over and seeing a book from your past 
can take you away to that moment. Maybe you 
remember that exact moment you read it, on a 
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plane ride across the United States or under a 
blanket on a rainy day. A book is who we were at 
the time, even if we didn’t like the book. Maybe 
there was one from a class you didn’t enjoy, 
but looking back on it, you can visualize a high 
school student, waiting for the year to be over. 

We pour ourselves into the books we read, 
sometimes wanting to connect with the main 
character or pretending that we have the skills 
that one character possesses. Pretending to be 
best friends or enemies with the characters in 
the book. We see part of ourselves in the books 
we read, whether it is fiction or non-fiction.

Reading should be part of everyone’s 
life. The books we choose as we grow older, 
shows how our mindsets have developed and 
changed. From the help we wanted as a preteen 
to the books we’ve read for school. From the 
childhood “read me to sleep” books to the 
rainy-day book list. Reading subconsciously 

teaches us what we know today. How to tackle 
our problems head on and how to fake that 
confidence. Books can start as a classroom book 
and a classroom lesson, but can quickly turn 
into something more powerful than we might 
imagine. Reading is a risk that everyone should 
be willing to take. From lessons in history such 
the fear of knowing too much, to the trouble I 
got in as a child for reading in class. 

Maybe the book doesn’t grow with us, maybe 
we grow with the book. A book doesn’t change 
words like a person can change personalities or 
traits. But when we reread a book from our past, 
only our minds have changed and we see more 
of ourselves within that book.

And maybe there were no words spoken in 
the eighteen years I have known you. But the 
books you held were more than enough. Thank 
you for being more than everything to me.
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Rebecca Martin ___________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Dobson High

The House

The house is pale yellow.
On the list of qualifiers for rentals, 

color is low on the list, but think of lemon 
snowball cookies, the dusting of powdered 
sugar on kitchen countertops. A concrete 
walkway presses itself like a thin finger into the 
established lawn between the sidewalk and the 
red concrete of the small portico. A mailbox 
mounted at chest height stands guard on the 
white wooden pillars and the oak door stained 
dark brown feels solid and real. 

The living room is graced with two windows. 
The south facing window, the one next to the 
door, is a giant, single pane. Unadulterated 
exposure to the outside world is allowed for 
only small durations, however, as it can be 
overstimulating. The realization that everyone 
outside has the same view causes blinds to snap 
shut.

The east facing window is best viewed at 
night. Pull the blinds open to expose the entire 
window, fix eyes on the cascade of yellow street 
lamp light, and watch the light dance in the fun 
house mirror effect of the original glass panes. 
This view of the world is beautiful and skewed 
and entertaining, but there are other windows 
in the house. 

In the kitchen, the cabinets appear 
small, but once opened, they extend back 
infinitesimally. 

None of the appliances fit in their 
appropriate spaces, the fridge jutting forward 
like a boy trying on his father’s shoes. Subway 
tiled countertops and a built-in cutting board 
lead to a deep sink where one does dishes by 
hand to the ruin of all manicures. 

Over the electric stove is the crown jewel of 
the small kitchen, a soft pink stove hood with 
scalloped metal edges, a polished metallic logo 
proclaiming Vent-a-Hood in cursive font. The 
hood does not work. It isn’t even beautiful, and 
yet there is something about it that draws the 
eye, that makes visitors run their hands along 
the edges and say, “I love this.” 

New plush carpet is installed throughout the 
house. It invites bare feet in the bedrooms and 
living room. Combined with the new paint on 
the wall, the entire house smells fresh and alive. 
On a list of qualifiers for rentals, smell is quite 
high. The best kept secret of the house, however, 
is the closets. Although it is remodeled and clean 
and lovely, the house cannot hide its age when a 
closet is opened. The smell of 1950, of yellowed 
paper and radio static and baseball caps, all of 
it comes seeping out for a moment. The house 
cannot hide who it is, despite what it has become. 

Down the hall are three bedrooms and a 
bathroom in which one will find a magnificent 
green bathtub. Do not think of the bathroom 
scene in The Shining.

When walking down the hallway, press palms 
into the walls and feel the buttery smoothness. 

Look at the brass doorbell fixture. It is 
skewed to the left. It commands attention. Don’t 
try to straighten it. Doorbells sound better from 
just that position.

Go to the backyard. Sit beneath the fig tree. 
Think of Sylvia Plath and the Bell Jar.

Look at the house.
It has been loved and left again and again.
It is pale yellow.
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Elizabeth Viator __________________________________________________________
English Teacher, Dobson High

Lessons of the Heart

Some lessons our fathers teach us come 
many years down the road before we realize 

their impact.  In 1952 my father bought an old 
farmhouse with three and a half acres of land.  
The realtor at the time told him he wouldn’t 
have a nickel left over to buy his kids an ice 
cream cone.  Still, at $11,000, a small fortune at 
the time, he listened to his heart and bought the 
old place at the end of  New Lenox Road.  

Perhaps he knew all along that this place 
would be a gift to his children even though 
initially it stretched the budget.  Sure, we 
didn’t have much money growing up, but 
what we lacked in money, we made up with 
in imagination.  A babbling brook bordered 
the edge of the property and provided many 
relaxing summer days in its cool presence.  Even 
the abandoned jalopies provided our active 
imaginations with get-away vehicles as we 
reenacted scenes from Nancy Drew and The 
Hardy Boys.  A three-story barn on the premises 
was a treasure trove for us kids both when it 
boarded horses, cows, and sheep, and later 
when it simply was an oversized storage center 
for castaways.  We spent endless hours in this 
barn playing hike-and-seek or stretching out on 
a horsehair-filled divan reading magazines and 
detective stories.  

In the summers, my father worked as a 
handyman at Eastover Resort to supplement 
his teaching income.  Often the resort gave 
away items that were either broken or outdated 
rather than pay to have them hauled away.  One 
of my favorite items that my dad carted home 
was an upright piano in poor shape.  

None of my family was musically inclined, 
but our lack of talent gave way to improvisation.  
My sister Patti etched the notes onto the ivory 

keys with her jack-knife and we pooled our 
sparse baby-sitting money to buy piano books.  

Because I was shy, my performances at the 
piano were a solitary experience and for years I 
thought the sheep, capons, and assorted barn 
critters were my only audience.  However, one 
day on a visit home, my dad and I walked the 
property and I discovered I had another listener.  

As we both looked inside the remains of 
the old barn, it showed its age.  The roof had 
collapsed, the loft stairs had crumbled and 
the barn piano looked like a wrecking ball had 
smashed it into kindling.  Its keys dangled like 
an old man’s dentures.  I lamented the loss of 
the barn and its contents to my father.  It had 
been an important part of our childhood, and 
now, like so many other things, it was gone.  

“I used to love playing that piano you 
brought home from Eastover,” I told him.  

“I know,” he replied.
“You know?” 
“Yeah,” he laughed.  “Sometimes I’d be 

working in the yard and hear music.  I’d peek 
through the slats to see you playing.  I knew 
you’d stop if you saw me, so I stood in the 
shadows and listened.  I wish I could have 
afforded lessons for you….”  His voice trailed off 
as he squeezed my hand gently and we walked 
slowly back to the house.  

Now when I think about that barn piano 
and the place where I grew up, I thank my father 
for having the wisdom to visualize a life for his 
children that included freedom, self-reliance, and 
imagination.  Had he listened to the realtor, we 
might have had more ice cream cones, but we 
certainly wouldn’t have had the memories gained 
from my father’s knack of trusting his heart.
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Voices 
Narrative

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Maggie Kieta My Really Fun Thanksgiving Cheryl Rogers Johnson
Kdg. First Place Isla Irion Exciting Ice Slide Rachelle Sears Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Lorenzo Hepwork If I Was a Superhero Danielle Pugmire Johnson

1st First Place Dylan Kovach A Frog in a Log Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st First Place Carolina Duport The Day of the Race Kimberly Balanoff Red Mountain Ranch
1st Honorable Mention Brylee Broyles Molly and the Dog Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st Honorable Mention Keegan Brown The Missing Ingredient Kimberly Balanoff Red Mountain Ranch

2nd First Place Elizabeth Meidlinger The Christmas Mystery Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd First Place McKinley Dunlap Dreams Do Come True Brandy Reed Wilson
2nd Honorable Mention Ryder Barrett The Wedding Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Jonah Christensen A Dark and Stormy Night Chelsie Wilkes Madison

3rd First Place Jackson Blu Santa's Stuck! Debbie Schaub Hale
3rd First Place Emily Lovell Little Brothers Stephanie Mast MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Sarah Mike Escape From the Closet Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma

4th First Place Krew Eckman Boogieboarding Blues Angela Shults Mesa Academy
4th First Place Jane Henriksen What the Trees Saw Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Adriana Cruz The Three New Pencils and  Rosa Brodnax Franklin at Brimhall
        the Big Bad Sharpener
4th Honorable Mention McKenna Moffat The Magic Necklace Kristina Peterson Franklin at Brimhall

5th First Place Natalie Reeves Memories Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th First Place Kathryn Dieterle Slaves in America Dotti Craw Summit Academy
5th Honorable Mention Natalie Hartson Our Wonder Child Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th Honorable Mention Arik Starr Just in Time Teresa Christian Roosevelt

6th First Place Jadelynn Lilly Terrifying Test Angela Shults Mesa Academy
6th First Place Bridget Edinger Wolftale Alexandra Wake Porter
6th Honorable Mention Kenedee Barlow The Heart's Voice Peggy Heinze Entz
6th Honorable Mention Ethan Goodwin The Bravest Elf There Is Mandy Heal Hale

7th First Place Daisy Capps Be Careful What You Wish For Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th First Place Joslyn Knutson My Twin Sister Molly Driskill Shepherd
7th Honorable Mention Sierra Leftwich The Mystery of Belbarry Street Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Miranda Montañez The Never Ending Waltz Erik Lyall Poston

8th First Place Asha Bjork Finding Utopia Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th First Place Tate Blomquist The Heat-Seeking Missile Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Bailey Bruner Fear of Falling Nicole Kambeitz Summit Academy
8th First Place Karla Bodden Fear the Unknown Kristin Padilla Taylor
8th Honorable Mention Brittin Budge A Night to Run From Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Michael Trendler The Story of the Lost Dutchman Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Carlie Epstein The Dark Side Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Mykenzie Almquist The Mistake of Misjudgement Alison Urban Taylor

9th First Place Kimberly Merrill Everything Was Quiet Lisa Monte Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Diamond Forte Excerpt from Lamb to the  Melissa Sedillo Riverview
        Slaughter by Roald Dahl

10th First Place Madison Bramley Uncertainty in the Face of Fear  Julie Davis MDLP
10th First Place Sabra Larson He Waited Until the Cubs Won Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Bianca Hernandez Was It Worth Protecting? Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Sariah Lloyd A Bittersweet Halloween Lorelei Barker Mesa High
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11th First Place Genevieve Van Voris The Strange Ancestor Kelly Traylor Mountain View
11th First Place Evelyn Leiva Skeletons in the Closet Jan Saquella Red Mountain
11th Honorable Mention Kiersten Rundio The Story of My Life Julie Davis MDLP
11th Honorable Mention Payton Morlock Blonde Hair Cherilyn Guy Westwood

12th First Place Madison Layton Redvines Bucket Jewelry Rachel Collay Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Anna Ubnoske The Crazy Concept I Call My Life Hayley Tracey Mesa High
12th Honorable Mention Andrew Stacey, Jr. Untitled Jan Saquella Red Mountain

Staff First Place Kasey Kerber The Garage English Teacher  Taylor
Staff First Place Yolanda Almada Criss-Cross Applesauce en la  Office Specialist  Wilson
        Cocina
Staff Honorable Mention Cherilyn Guy Surviving Suicide English Teacher  Westwood
Staff Honorable Mention Chelsea Mercer Loss K-1 Teacher Zaharis

Voices 
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Hank Hogle Smart to Drive a Golf Cart Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. First Place Ava Yeck Our Own Place Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Izabella Dobbins Wild Birds Rachelle Sears Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Garrison Norton Got Hurt Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

1st First Place Stephen Thurston Ocean Day Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st First Place Kenzie Platt April Fools Melinda Layton Roosevelt
1st Honorable Mention Ariadne Marquez-Chavez The Dog and the Frog Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Jacob Zahnow The Cat and the Nat Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma

2nd First Place London Trejo My Grandpa Megan Hulihee Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Madelyn Spilsbury Calmness Bethany Olson Franklin West
2nd Honorable Mention Grayson Butler Bumble Bee Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Isabel Bustamante Beach Brad Breuer Guerrero

3rd First Place Margaret McTaggart The Magic Musical Keyboard Dawn Silva Las Sendas
3rd First Place Jessica Olmedo Are They Still? Lora Hogan Red Mountain Ranch
3rd Honorable Mention Milla Waas My Violin Karen Lepire Hale
3rd Honorable Mention Paul Trendler The Train Dawn Silva Las Sendas

4th First Place Maya Domenguez Elements Barbara Vance Mesa Academy
4th First Place Isabel Tung Special Family Angela Shults Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Christopher Jensen The Special Drawer Nola Clayton Franklin at Brimhall

5th First Place Lilyan Keaster Life Isn't Fair Diana Lawien Franklin East
5th First Place Abbey Fox Veterans Day Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th Honorable Mention Emery Goodman The Money Tree That Went Broke Amy Salinas Franklin at Brimhall
5th Honorable Mention Natalie Reeves Always Flowing Angela Shults Mesa Academy

6th First Place Vivian White Breathe Misty Schreiber Las Sendas
6th First Place Laurel Wylie Paint Over the Past Angela Shults Mesa Academy
6th Honorable Mention Dakota Miller The Life of a Dancer Tisha Bourne Brinton
6th Honorable Mention Calan Huish The Beach Barbara Vance Mesa Academy

7th First Place Paige Blumer As I Look Erik Lyall Poston
7th First Place James Mason Voices Kendra Barro Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Hyrum Schnebly The Computer Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Karen Ramirez Pressures of Being Heard Aaron Melichar Taylor
8th First Place Randi Davenport Words Daniel Carlson Poston
8th First Place Carys Crewse The Golden Harp Julie Miller Stapley
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8th Honorable Mention Asha Bjork Society Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Sage Millett Growing Trees Daniel Carlson Poston
8th Honorable Mention Emily Bowen A Rainy Day Kristin Padilla Taylor

9th First Place Delores Boldwarrior They Usually Do Rachel Collay Westwood
9th First Place Enrique Romero Scarred for Life, Four-Year-Old Rachel Collay Westwood
        Recklessness
9th Honorable Mention Bianca Brambila Mother Lisa Monte Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Kyndle Driffill Home Sweet Home Rachel Collay Westwood

10th First Place Sabra Larson crUsh Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th First Place Riley Duemler Dented Cans Tracie Garrard Red Mountain
10th Honorable Mention Emma Crandall Out of the Shadows Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Tara Ruhland Eden Katherine Garza Westwood

11th First Place Paige Savory Rose Colored Glasses Csilla Edens Red Mountain
11th First Place Skye Brown For My Brother Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Tanner Rackow Monster Rebecca Martin Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Colton Cagle Sad Beautiful Tragic Cherilyn Guy Westwood

12th First Place Landis Owens My Drug Rebecca Martin Dobson
12th First Place Michael Borrmann June Jan Saquella Red Mountain
12th Honorable Mention Sabrina McElhaney So Many Books Jean Akers Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Midory Otanez Murrieta Where I'm From Jean Akers Westwood

Staff First Place Elizabeth Viator An Aubade English Teacher  Dobson
Staff First Place Angela Shults Maria y el Fuego English Teacher  Mesa Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Rebecca Martin Untitled English Teacher  Dobson
Staff Honorable Mention Jo-Anne Bondelli Prison Break 5th Grade Teacher  Las Sendas

Voices 
Essay 

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Rome Hoopes My Papa Who Served in the Army Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Taleah Griglak Who Should NOT Guide Santa's  Alane Eaton Las Sendas
        Sleigh Tonight?
2nd Honorable Mention Foutz Hess Sharks Megan Hulihee Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Alana Goodman Foxes Sue Frost Wilson

3rd First Place Jerrdan Cluff My First Job Danielle Busby Brinton
3rd First Place Andres Huerta The Ins and Outs of New Year's  Carmen Sorce Porter
        Resolutions  
3rd Honorable Mention Grant Taylor Technology Danielle Busby Brinton
3rd Honorable Mention Kathryn Holcomb Homework or No Homework Afton Zapata-Scow Zaharis

4th First Place Avery Whitmer Two Natural Disasters Rachel O'Grady Johnson
4th First Place Stella Court Participation Debate Angela Shults Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Anniel Saenz Chihuahua Tips Teresa Grasser Kerr
4th Honorable Mention Hannah Tran Today's Mighty and Beautiful Trees Veronica Fields Porter

5th First Place Presley Pudenz Classroom Pets: Yes or No? Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th Honorable Mention Liam Bass Down With Columbus Day Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Natalie Reeves A Celebration of Discovery Angela Shults Mesa Academy

6th First Place Kristina Stender Garment Workers; The Brutal Truth Angela Shults Mesa Academy
6th First Place Bridget Edinger The Aztecs Alexandra Wake &  Porter
         Amber Amaya
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6th Honorable Mention Micah Kinion Sugar Times Tisha Bourne Brinton
6th Honorable Mention Joel Wright Alexander WAS Great Natalee Anderson Franklin West

7th First Place Adriana Molina Reading Fiction: A Waste of Time? Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Jaeger Brodersen Extraterrestrial Life Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Trisha Lucas Credit Cards on Campus Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy

8th First Place Nina Goetz Extraterrestrial Life: Are We Alone? Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
8th First Place Hailey Johnson Rock Climbing: Is It the Best Form Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
        of Exercise?
8th Honorable Mention Camille Turcotte The Importance of the First  Sam Young Franklin Jr.
        Amendment
8th Honorable Mention Grace Callan The Reality of War Julie Miller Stapley

9th First Place Madison Edens A Window Into the Broken Heart Rachel Collay Westwood
9th First Place Enrique Romero Tupac, "Making Changes"  Rachel Collay Westwood
        Through Music
9th Honorable Mention Marcella Alexander Any Way the Wind Blows Juliet Rosales Johnson Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Angel Medina Blackstar: A Star's Last Gift Juliet Rosales Johnson Westwood

10th First Place Madison Bramley Purpose and Human's Incapability  Julie Davis MDLP
        to Comprehend Life's Big 
        Questions
10th First Place Sabra Larson Stop the Suppression of  Lorelei Barker Mesa High
        Expression
10th Honorable Mention Yaire Gill Vega The Work(out) Is Worth It Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Leslie Ramirez-Ibarra Passage to Greatness Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th First Place Paige Savory Two Sides of One Coin Csilla Edens Red Mountain
11th First Place Skye Brown The Red Apple Doesn't Fall Far  Cherilyn Guy Westwood
        From the White Tree
11th Honorable Mention Mariah Holguin Her Selfless Nature Elizabeth Viator Dobson
11th Honorable Mention Felicia King The Lamentations of Love: A Elizabeth Viator Dobson
        Song Analysis

12th First Place Courtney Montes De  My Sweet Escape Kimberly Klett Dobson
       Oca-Ostrom
12th First Place Jennifer Norton Dear Bookcase Kimberly Klett Dobson
12th Honorable Mention Megan Cahill An Incessant Hunger Elizabeth Viator Dobson
12th Honorable Mention Elizabeth Dale Beautiful Monsters Jean Akers Westwood

Staff First Place Rebecca Martin The House English Teacher  Dobson
Staff First Place Elizabeth Viator Lessons of the Heart English Teacher  Dobson
Staff Honorable Mention Jenny Medlock Crafting Can Save the World English Teacher  Skyline

 

Voices 
Class Book 

GRADE PLACE ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place But I Can . . . Merrilee Kupfer Field
Kdg. First Place I Wanna New Pet Chelsea Mercer Zaharis
Kdg. Honorable Mention Guess What I Brought for Show and Tell? Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Technology Around Us! Kristen Pettinato Wilson

1st First Place There's a Hero Inside of Me Melinda Layton Roosevelt
1st First Place The Shape of Nature Gwen Struble Zaharis
1st Honorable Mention More Cheer This Year! Beth Hunt & Peggy O'Neill Hale
1st Honorable Mention Superhero Savers Julie Reichert Zaharis
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