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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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Kaiyu Martinez ___________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Cheryl Rogers

The Day I Got a Loose Tooth

When I was brushing my teeth my bottom 
tooth fell out. My tooth bounced out of my 

mouth and it fell into the sink and then it bounced 
right out of the sink and landed on the edge. It 
almost fell back into the sink. I was scared because 
it was going to fall into where the plug was at. We 
got it before it fell. 

Me and my mom put it into a ziplock bag and 
we put it under my pillow. My mom put on a story 
but I fell asleep before the story came on. The 
tooth fairy came when I was sleeping. I heard the 
glitter get on the money but it was very quiet. The 
next day my mom told me to take off my pillow 
and see how much money I got. I looked under my 
pillow and saw 20 dollars. I ran around the house 
and told everybody that I got 20 dollars. I felt wild!

Nalinee Carvajal __________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Robson Elementary 
Teacher - Jan Jones

Malee the Thai Princess

Malee lives in a castle in Thailand. She had a pet cat 
 named Sugar. In Thailand a princess cannot go 

outside the castle walls. One day Sugar got out. Malee 
called out come back Sugar! Come back Sugar! 

Sugar meowed for Malee to come with her. Sugar wants 
to play with the children at the festival. Malee goes with 
Sugar and makes new friends. They all play in the water. 
Malee and Sugar are all wet.

It is time to go home said Malee. Sugar meowed. They 
sneaked back to the castle to dry off. 

Where have you been? says Malee’s mother. 
I went with Sugar. I made new friends. We play at the 

water festival. We had a lot of fun!
The end. 



8 ~ Narrative

Maxwell Anderson ________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Annie Brown

A Parrot Named Ms. Cody

What! A parrot in a hotel lobby! She is red 
and yellow and her name is Ms. Cody. It’s 

the first time I’ve ever seen a parrot! Her beak is 
kind of small and she has a cage. Whenever you 
tilt your head she acts like she’s going to fly down 
at you. It’s so funny! Also when my mom walks 
past a certain point Ms. Cody acts like she’s going 

to fly at my mom. When that happens we all 
laugh. She also hangs her beak on this place on 
her cage and makes a whistling sound.  It hurts 
your ears. I didn’t want to leave Ms. Cody but 
I had to because I had to leave the hotel. It was 
pretty cool seeing a parrot in a hotel. 

Belle Kuck _______________________________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Annie Brown

The Lost Tooth

Something weird happened on Tuesday. My 
tooth fell out in a very unusual way. I was 

wiggling my tooth and all of a sudden, Poof! My 
tooth was stuck in my gum! I couldn’t believe it! 
My eyes were watery. I did not like it. Not at all. 
Me and my mom were trying to make it loose 
again. It did not work. Then I tried pulling. It 
did not work either. So then my mom called 
my dad from upstairs. He said I have to pull 

it out. I threw a fit. I did not want him to pull it 
out but he did anyway or else I would choke. I 
lost five teeth and never had one stuck before. 
I was surprised! When my dad pulled it out I 
was terrified. It did not hurt at all. He just pulled 
it out. Wow! It was amazing. I couldn’t believe 
it. My mom doesn’t like seeing my tooth being 
pulled out but I know I sure do. I can’t wait to 
lose another tooth!
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Dylan Kovach ____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

Paddle Boarding

During fall break I went paddle boarding, 
but I was a little nervous! The lake that we 

went to was called Roosevelt Lake. First, we set 
up the paddle boards. My sister was excited! 
I was too, but I was also scared. I was scared 
because of the green water and the hungry 
fish. When I stepped in the water I realized it 
was just full of rocks on the bottom. The water 
was dark and really cold, so I raced toward the 
paddle board in the shallow water and jumped 

on it! Soon we were in the deep waters of Lake 
Roosevelt. I was on a board with my mom, and 
my dog, Lucas. Meanwhile, my sister and my dad 
were watching us from a boat together. Lucas 
and I slid off the board. At first, I thought Lucas 
wanted the fish. He was making weird sounds! 
Then I realized Lucas wanted to go back on the 
paddle board, so we both climbed back on. I 
can’t wait to paddle board again and neither can 
Lucas!

Christina Seder ___________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

Rockin’ Roller Coaster

V room! What was that whizzing by? That 
was the Rock and Roll Roller Coaster! I 

couldn’t wait to go on it! I had been waiting 
for 85 minutes, and I felt so excited to go on 
the roller coaster! After watching the video 
that introduced the ride, my family and I saw 
the roller coaster. The car was dark blue and 
very, very long. When I got on with my dad, I 

felt scared and nervous. My dad told me I was 
tough. When the screen said, “Hit the pedal to 
the metal,” it went so fast I couldn’t even smile 
when the camera took my picture! It went faster 
than a cheetah. I had so much fun, I told my dad 
I wanted to go on it again. But then, I told him 
it was a joke! I had an amazing time riding the 
Rock and Roll Roller Coaster. 
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Hayden Dixon ____________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Jacquelyn Lowell

Spooky Trick-or-Treating

It was a dark Halloween night and my brother, 
Daxten, and I were trick-or-treating in my 

neighborhood when we heard an evil laugh. 
Mha-ha-ha-ha. We turned around. Like a flash, we 
saw a clown.

The clown was trying to break into our house.  
We were so scared we jumped!

We ran over to our house and BAM! The 
clown turned around and started to chase us. He 
had a magic potion and almost turned us into 
extremely creepy dolls. Sheesh! Were we scared.

Then, we turned him into a piece of paper 
with a magic potion. We ripped it up and threw it 
into a trash can. We shouted “Hurray”. Yay!

We both ran back to my house as fast as we 
could. When we got there, I asked “Is everyone 
okay?”

“Yes!” they all said. But are they? The next day 
... to be continued ....

Lily Goldstein ____________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Dawn Silva

Why Wolves Cry Out in the Night
Once long ago there was Mother Nature 

who created all the things that are part of the 
forest. She wanted everything to be beautiful. 
She also wanted all the animals’ life cycles to 
keep on going. Somewhere in the forest was a 
wolf who didn’t agree with Mother Nature. That 
wolf wanted to eat all of little helpless creatures. 
So all of the big and small animals wanted to 
have a meeting.

They talked about all the terrible things the 
wolf has done. Then, one night the wolf snuck 
into the pig’s home and ate him while the pig 
was sleeping. In the morning everyone in the 

forest found out. All of the little animals were 
afraid of the wolf. Then another night, the wolf 
snuck into a small mouse’s home and ate  him 
too.

The next day Mother Nature came herself 
to say “Wolf you have done so many horrible 
things. Since you have done them I shall banish 
you to the darkest and worst place in the forest 
and you can never return.”

Then she made the wolf walk all the way 
there. Each night the wolf cries begging for 
forgiveness. All of the small animals were safe 
from the wolf and he never returned. 
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Kendall Von Burg _________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Note My Fear

I looked around the school parking lot. It was 
a beautiful evening. The sun was going to set 

soon, and it had already turned the blue sky a 
golden yellow. Trees were planted along the 
parking lot and green grass wrapped around 
their trunks and stretched outward. So if the 
parking lot was not there, it would look like a 
big yard, like the kind in a castle or a mansion. 
I should have felt comfortable because of the 
beauty of the landscape, but instead I was very 
nervous. My family and I walked quickly to the 
double doors that led into the multi-purpose 
room where the talent show was being held. 
Not in a million years would my family want to 
miss the talent show.

My little sister asked, “Are you nervous, 
Kendall?”

“What do you think?” I said sarcastically.
The room was bright and spacious with 

shiny white floors. We saw that some parents 
and young children were already there waiting 
for talent show to start. I saw a bench for the 
performers, and some of them were talking 
amongst themselves. I’m sure they felt the same 
way I did, so nervous I thought I was going to 
explode. I sat down and watched my family pick 
their seats on the other reserved benches. Over 
time my worry only increased; so much that I 
wanted to run, screaming from the room and go 
home. I wanted a friend to come and talk to me, 
to reassure me that I was not going to explode. 
I was afraid I might keel over, or play the wrong 
note! Possibly even forget the words to the song! 
But I held myself together. Just then I saw one of 
my friends. It was Andrew, one of the boys from 
my class. He was one of the announcers for the 
talent show. He wore a purple shirt, dress shoes, 
dress pants and a striped tie.

“This outfit will kill me,” he said.
“It sure is going to.”
Now that my friend was talking to me, I did 

not feel so lost and alone. Though this did not 

mean that my worries had been reduced at all. 
We talked about the talent show, school, and a 
few other things. Eventually, our principal, Dr. 
Reid, came onto the stage.

“I thank you all for coming to the talent 
show. This event took a lot of work. Not just the 
teachers for making things look nice, but for the 
students to perfect their show. I hope you enjoy!”

I walked through the doors that led to a 
passage behind the stage. When I got backstage, 
I waited where the red velvet curtains were going 
to divide. I thought to myself, this is it. Then I 
heard the announcer call my name and that I 
was going to play the Star-Spangled Banner on 
the piano. The curtains were separated and I 
stepped out onto the stage. I sat down on the 
piano bench and put my sheet music on the 
piano’s rack. I felt like if I waited any longer to 
play, I would’ve frozen and not moved again. I 
waited for the silence to fall, and then I started 
playing the National Anthem. I sang along to 
the sounds that came out of the piano. So far so 
good. When I finished, I said to myself that I had 
played perfectly, which, fortunately, was true. 
I did not miss a note, and I sang all the words 
correctly. I was so happy to have performed 
perfectly I felt like I could float on my joy. I heard 
the thunderous applause coming from the 
audience and I went backstage and out through 
the passageway with a feeling of great relief. My 
family was waiting for me at the doors. 

My family walked with me to the car. Then 
my grandfather said: “Guess what, we’re going 
to Smashburger!”

“Yes!”
We drove to the restaurant, and when we got 

there, my grandmother reminded me that I still 
had to play in front of the students at school in a 
few days. Now that I knew what to expect, I was 
less nervous about it. I had more time to practice 
and more time to let my worries drift away. I felt 
exuberantly happy that I conquered this fear. 
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Mackay Robinson _________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Franklin East Elementary 
Teacher - Sheri Christensen

Nature’s Miracle

Once upon a breezy summer’s day, my family 
and my two favorite cousins decided to 

go to a canyon waterfall, somewhere between 
Mesa, Arizona and Albuquerque, New Mexico. 
The drive was an hour of bushes and cars 
flashing by. I felt like The Flash in tons of heavy 
indestructible armor, running as fast as I could. 
I asked my mom for the one-thousandth time, 
“How much longer?”

She responded with annoyance in her tone, 
“Like I told you five minutes ago, half an hour!”

“Thank you, Mom!” I said trying not to laugh. 
When we pulled into the parking lot, we jumped 
out of the car and jogged toward the trail. It 
was a ten-minute walk until the trail started to 
narrow. 

The trail narrowed until it was five feet wide. 
We hiked through trees for a while before they 
were far behind us, and the trail opened to a 
thirteen feet wide ledge above a deep canyon. 
I started to speed walk, which turned into a 
jog. I could hear the waterfall! It was faint, but I 
could still hear it. It was a quiet, “whoosh!” I got 
so excited, I started to run. Soon, I noticed that 
bushes and trees reappeared in larger clumps. 
After a while, there was a gigantic clump of 
trees. Ahead on the path was a small hill, I sped 
up and over it. Suddenly, my foot caught on a 
rock, the size of my hand. I began to roll toward 
the edge of the cliff. It was a fifty-foot drop. If I 
did not die from the drop, I would surely break 
all of my bones and be in the hospital for several 
months, and maybe even years! It was a fast roll 
toward the edge of the cliff. While I was rolling, 
I had enough time to think, ‘I am going to die!’ 
Suddenly, the ground under me disappeared. I 
opened my eyes to find myself falling down and 
the cliff, straight toward the bottom! I tried to 

stay calm, but it is hard when you are seconds 
away from dying.

Forty feet from the bottom, thirty feet from 
the bottom, twenty feet, ten feet, I closed my 
eyes and waited for the impact ... but it never 
came. Without warning, something thin was 
poking my ribs. I opened my eyes to see a 
miracle. I had never rolled off the side of the cliff. 
I had never come THAT close to death’s door. 
I had miraculously rolled into a bush! My sister 
and my cousins came running toward me. I tried 
to get up, but pain rushed all throughout my 
body. My parents ran into the clearing toward 
me. They pulled me out of the bush, and held 
me steady! I had twigs in my hair, bruises on my 
legs, and a sprained ankle.

I tried as hard as I could to hold in the tears. 
Once I was resting on a nearby bench, the rest 
of my family (aside my mom and dad) rushed 
up ahead toward the waterfall. As I limped in 
behind my cousins, I noticed that the sound of 
rushing water had increased ten-fold! I looked 
up to see the waterfall I had almost died to see! 
The water was rushing down the cliff in perfect 
sheets of blue! I walked around in search of 
another bench. When I found one, I sat down to 
rest again.

After five minutes, my mom finally called 
out that it is time to leave! Before we left, I told 
my mom that I had to do one last thing, and 
asked for an empty water bottle. When my mom 
gave it to me, I limped over to the waterfall. I 
painfully pushed my hand up to the waterfall, 
and wait as the water bottle gushes up with 
water. As I limped after my family, I poured the 
water over the bush that I rolled into, to thank it 
for saving my life. 
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Tristan Herndon __________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Whitman Elementary 
Teacher - Andrea Barker

The Great Switcheroo

Once upon a time Arizona was so stressed out 
from nearly burning temperatures each day. 

California was so annoying yabbing, babbling, 
and having the loudest music contests with 
Nevada. It was impossible to sleep and rest.

“I’ve had enough!” Arizona yelled, 
interrupting California. “It is time for a change, a 
huge change! I want to relax, have a break, and 
get a little wet,” Arizona moaned, then sighed.

Meanwhile the Midwest was tremendously 
rainy with over 28 inches of rain. Indiana was so 
mad from getting wet every day. Huge breezes 
would come leaving poor Indiana shivering 
in the cold. Also, Ohio had a stream that was 
running down Indiana that tickled him. The very 
day Arizona yelled, Indiana yelled, “I’m sick and 
tired of this! Why can’t I stay dry or get warm? I 
wish I was Arizona! Nice, hot, and dry!”

Arizona overheard Indiana shrieking and 
said, “I’ve got an idea. Why can’t we switch 
spots?” The next day, Arizona wrote a letter to 
Indiana saying ...

Hello Indiana, 
 Yesterday I heard you were mad with 
your midwest spot. Overhearing you gave 
me an idea, do you want to switch places? 
If you agree, send a letter to me saying the 
time and day you want to come here. If 
not simply write a letter saying no.
Sincerely,
Arizona

After that she licked the envelope and put 
it in the mail. She started to pack her luggage 
including ring tailed cats, hay, copper, and 
deserts. Arizona hoped that Indiana would write 
back soon. Once Indiana got the mail, he read 
what Arizona wrote, then thought about it and 
started a letter back to Arizona. He already knew 
what to write. He wrote these exact words,

Arizona, 
I would love to switch places on the 

map; it is such a good idea. Let’s go to 

our new places tomorrow at 8:35 a.m. so 
I can sleep and pack tonight.
Sincerely,
Indiana

Indiana put the letter in the mail then 
started to pack his cranes, valleys, and steel. Also 
shampoo, you know, just in case.

“I can’t wait till tomorrow” Indiana admitted. 
Then went to sleep wanting to wake up around 
7:30 a.m. In the Southwest, Arizona was opening 
the envelope. A feeling of suspense came over her 
face. She read it, a slow grin spread over her face.

The next day Indiana woke up at exactly 
7:26 a.m. He said his goodbyes to his dearest 
neighbors and he left a note to Ohio, who was 
sleeping. After all that, Indiana sighed and said, 
“It’s time to go.” He hopped on a plane that was 
traveling to Arizona.

Arizona did not even say bye to anyone, she 
just called a cab to pick her up. The cab came in 
a few minutes and Arizona got in. Arizona said 
to the cab driver, “Right there is an empty spot, 
my new spot. Could you take me there?” Arizona 
pointed at a map.

“No, Indiana lives there,” the cab driver 
snapped back. 

Arizona then replied back saying, “We’re 
switching places.”

The cab driver said, “Okay, I will bring you 
there as soon as possible.”

The next day, both Indiana and Arizona 
got to their destinations. Arizona thanked 
the cab driver then ran to her new spot. She 
took two big steps on Ohio and fell on Illinois 
and Michigan. After that, Arizona started to 
shake trying to squeeze in, she pushed Ohio 
and Illinois so she could fit. Before you knew it 
everyone was pushed over!

“There,” Arizona said proudly.
“Ow! What are you?” asked Illinois.
“Don’t you mean who am I? Well, I am Arizona.”
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Then Ohio whined, “Well, Arizona .... Get lost.”
Arizona muttered, “Sorry.”
“You really should be.” Michigan yelled 

covering his black eye.
Meanwhile, in Indiana’s new spot, “UHHH! 

Stop your blabbing California It’s already bad 
enough that I am practically burning! And Utah 
get your cactus off of me!” Indiana shouted. 

Nevada cried “You are the one being mean.“ 
“You know what, I’m calling Arizona!” 

Indiana yelled.
Arizona, also having a bad time, was soaking 

wet from top to bottom. “I can’t sleep. This was 
a terrible idea! I even miss California.” Arizona 
moaned.

Just then Arizona’s phone rang. It was 
Indiana! Arizona said to Indiana, “I’m packing up 
and going home.”

“Agreed,” Indiana replied, they packed their 
luggage and went back to their homes. Arizona 
and Indiana hugged their friends. Everyone was 
happier back at home. 
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Lucy Kieta _______________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Staci Ortega

Jewelry Box

I am a Chinese jewelry box with black and red 
drawings all over. This is my life story.

The sun was moving quickly one day in 
China. I sat on my shelf in my store watching 
as humans hurried around. Some stopped and 
gazed at me. Until they saw my price. Then they 
moved on. I was sure that I would never be 
bought. Then an old man walked up to me and 
smiled. He gently took me off the shelf and to 
the front desk. I was purchased!

We traveled until we reached a small house in 
the middle of a large field. The man crept into the 
house and wrapped me in paper. When morning 
came, I was lifted up and the paper was peeled 
back. I stared into the frail face of an old woman.

“Oh, it’s beautiful!” she exclaimed as her dark 
eyes glistened. The lady was my first owner, who 
filled me with jewels and gems.

Once, the house filled with people. The old 
woman took me in her hands and brought me 
to a table with people sitting all around. They 
gushed over me as my owner held me above 
the table. A child rushed past us and knocked 
me to the table. I felt my insides jump.

Everyone gasped and examined me for scars. 
When they tried to play my music, it had that 
noise. The old woman looked horrified. Her prized 
possession was partially broken. I gently wept.

Years passed. The couple grew older, I stayed 
the same. One day, the man died, the lady soon 
after. Another woman came to the cottage a 
week later, sadly. She took away many things. She 
put the rest of the furniture on a paved driveway 
and people came, taking things and leaving. 

A teenage girl came to me. She called her 
mother over in English, and said she wanted me. 

“But I have an owner!” Still, the people 
bought me and took me to a hotel. A few days 
later, we got on a plane. We arrived in America 
near my new home.

At this house, I stayed on a white shelf. The 
girl had her name all over her room. Emily. She 
was nice, but her brother wasn’t. 

One day, he went too far. He and his friends 
decided to include Emily’s room as part of their 
battle grounds. One of their darts came straight 
towards me. It had a small shard of sharp plastic 
in the front. It hit me straight in the face! A 
crack spread through my mirror. Emily was in a 
horrible mood for the rest of the week.

Years later, Emily got married and we moved 
out of the house. Emily’s brother carelessly put 
me in the moving van without a box! I jumped 
around, but one of my drawers fell out of a small 
crack in the door. 

My new house was quiet until Emily had 
twins. One, Sarah, snuck into Mommy’s room 
with a screwdriver! She opened me, and pried off 
the inside of my lock! Emily was mad, and Sarah 
stayed in her room for a while.

I was put on a tool bench in a garage. I waited 
there for a year. Finally Emily took me to a store.

Goodwill. 
I wondered what we would be getting. 

Emily walked up to the front desk. 
“Hi! I have something I want to give to the 

store?” Emily asked a clerk.
“Don’t give me away!” I was hurt by Emily’s 

actions. Almost everything after that was a blur. 
All I saw was Emily walking away from me, with 
another jewelry box in her hands.

I was placed on a shelf with other used 
wooden boxes. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll get a nice, new owner,” 
they said. 

None of it made me feel any better, but I 
thanked them nonetheless.

A few days later, an eleven year old girl was 
browsing through the shop with her grandma. 
Then she put me in the cart. We browsed the 
store for a while, before ...

She bought me! Her name is Lucy, my 
current owner. Now, I am happy. 
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Tylee Gardner ____________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Chihuahua Adoption

It was the usual Saturday morning. I woke up, 
fell back asleep, woke up, fell back asleep, 

finally got up just to fall back in bed from the 
“exhaustion” of being awake for over two, whole, 
long, tiring minutes. But then I remembered 
what my family had talked about last night. The 
one thing I had been yearning to have. The one 
thing that would complete me. Make me a whole. 
Change my life. Something I would cherish 
forever. And that something was not a thing. It 
was a someone. 

I got up off my bed and heard a call bouncing 
off the light brown walls of the hallway. “Tylee! 
Wake up! I told Google to wake you, like five 
times!” my dad yelled. 

As if on cue, my Google Home said, “Good 
morning! It’s time to rise and shine!” 

Oops, I thought.
“I’m awake!” I called back as I carefully 

tucked in the pink sheets over the memory foam 
cover of my mattress. I ran out of the room. I 
was so excited. I scarfed my breakfast down, 
changed my clothes, and hopped in our shiny 
black car, ready to head to the dog adoption.

The drive there was long, and as you can 
imagine, I asked the one question every kid asks 
on a long car ride; Are we there yet?

As soon as we got there, I was filled with 
exhilaration and happiness. We were going 
to get a dog! A real, live dog! Not one of those 
Happy Pets toys. An actual dog! We went up to a 
girl working there and asked if she knew where 
the dog we looked up on the adoption website 
was. She pointed to a stand with a girl in front 
of it. When she moved, I blinked. What? Where 
is she? Inside, my heart thumped a loud thump. 
There was no little white poodle. The dog we 
saw online was either invisible, or I was seeing 
things. I had to be! I blinked again. But, I wasn’t!

My mom went up to the girl, obviously 
confused, and asked her where the poodle was. 

“Oh, that puppy? She was adopted right 
before you arrived. I’m sorry.” 

Those words echoed inside my head. With 
each echo, a weight of uncontrollable sadness 

started weighing me down, making me feel 
heartbroken, heavy and frustrated. I blinked 
back tears. We drove all this way for nothing! I was 
so disappointed. I hid my face, trying to hide the 
mournful expression spreading across my face, 
gradually sticking to the rest of me. 

“Oh. Well, that’s ok. Let’s go,” my mom said, 
turning back to me. “On our way, how about we 
look at the other dogs?” I nodded in response, 
too sad to even choke the words out. We passed 
pugs, poodles, beagles, and retrievers. They 
brightened me up a little bit. Except for the one 
that looked hairless ....

Then I saw her. The cutest little dog I 
had ever seen. I locked my eyes with her big, 
sparkling, beautiful brown ones. Her white, furry 
tail wagged, shaking her little white body. Her 
brown little nose sniffed me as I came closer.

“Mom!” I called. “Can we look at this one?” 
“Sure!” my mom said as we walked over to 

the adoption stand.
“Hello!” said the saleslady. “Are you thinking 

about adopting, or just looking?” she asked.
“We don’t know yet,” my mom said. My eyes 

stayed locked with the Chihuahua’s eyes.
“Mom! She’s so cute! Can we get her? Please?” 

I asked, trying to use my puppy eyes, too.
After a long talk, my parents made a 

decision. “We’ve decided, yes!” my mom said. 
One by one, all of the weights of sadness and 
despair were lifted off of me. Instead, I was filled 
with emanating warmth and happiness as I 
picked up the little fur ball.

 I remembered hearing the lady say her 
name was Blonka, but that we could change it 
because she was little enough that she didn’t 
know her name. We all finally decided on a 
name. “Come on Sugar!” I said as we all got into 
the car. We started heading home from Phoenix. 
I was so excited to play with Sugar, and after a 
while, I couldn’t hold it in anymore. So, as you 
can imagine, I asked the one question every kid 
asks on a long car ride home.

“Are we there yet?”
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Julia Moya _______________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Franklin Junior High 
Teacher - Kara Keithley

In the Blink of an Eye

I never knew all you had could be taken away  
from you in the blink of an eye. 
July 16, 2018  1PM
I lived in northern California, where the 

woods grew thick around my house like a 
big blanket. Fifi came bounding out from the 
woods, panting crazily. Fifi is my big pitbull 
mastiff mix. It was eighty-nine degrees outside, 
pretty nice weather, especially under the shade. 
Fifi snatched the ice cream cone from my hand 
and hulked it down in one chomp. She’d pay for 
that. Fifi was lactose intolerant. I jumped up and 
pushed her over playfully. She leaped at me and 
knocked me off my feet. Fifi started licking my 
face continuously. 

“Get off,” I laughed. Gross, her breath was 
minty. Fifi plopped down next to me on the grass. 
Not for a second, I knew, would she stay calm. Fifi 
sprang upward and bit the air in an attempt to 
chomp on a butterfly. I laughed and watched her, 
contemplating getting another ice cream cone.

July 17, 2018 11AM
My mother scrubbed at the burnt egg in the 

frying pan over the sink.
“It’s okay, you tried,” she told my father. He 

tried to make an omelet for the first time ever. 
He was far from succeeding. I laughed and 
walked over to our huge leather couches and 
sunk into one. The news was on TV. I listened to 
the newswoman give a report. 

“We’re having an unusually dry season here 
in California. Not any rain since--” 

“Oh, how boring,” I complained as I grabbed 
the remote and flipped through different 
channels.

July 19, 2018 3AM
I was walking on fluffy cotton candy clouds. 

Fifi bounded gracefully by. I grasped a tuft of 
cotton candy and put it in my mouth. It tasted 
like nothing, disappointingly. I laid back onto a 
pink bunch and relaxed.

“Wake up now! Let’s go! C’mon!” 

The cotton candy was rocking me back and 
forth.

“Let’s go NOW!” Snapping back to reality, 
I awoke and glanced around. The whole room 
was filled with thick smoke. I glanced out of 
my window and saw a terrible sight. The whole 
forest was bright red and orange. Huge flames 
crawled around the trees and licked all around 
my house. My mother forced a wet washcloth 
into my hand and I pushed it to my nose so I 
could breathe. Fifi was in her kennel at the foot 
of my bed. She was whining and crying, scared 
for her life. I frantically rushed over to her and 
tried to undo the latches on the kennel. My 
hands were shaking so badly I only undid one. 
My mother screamed my name. She wanted 
me to leave Fifi. I struggled with the latches 
and started crying, too. My mom grabbed my 
arm and jerked me up. The hallway was smoky 
black. The bathroom was engulfed in flames. We 
rushed down the stairs and joined our father 
who had grabbed a binder I recognized which 
housed our important papers like passports 
and birth certificates. We reached the front door 
and pushed it open. Running outside was when 
it all hit me. My house is on fire. The woods are 
burning down. My dog is in my house. 

Sirens were heard. They came nearer but 
never arrived. The sirens stayed on the other 
side of the woods, fighting the raging wildfire. 
The outside of our house was started to be 
tickled with flames. Through the windows, 
you could see flames devouring my whole 
life. Memories all gone. And Fifi. I sobbed even 
harder at this thought.

Suddenly a burst of motion caught my eye. 
The window to my room cracked from heat 
and pressure. I saw Fifi, barking with a fight and 
clawing at the screen. She must’ve had busted 
her cage open! She ripped the screen with her 
nails and now was standing on her hind legs 
whining out of the window. 
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I tried frantically to calm her down by calling 
her, but she was scared, and so was I. 

She made her decision. Fifi stood on the 
window sill and jumped. She didn’t jump very 
far. Her body squirmed in the air. With a thud, 
Fifi landed on her back on the first story roof. We 
called out to her. She was balancing on the ledge 
of the slanted roof looking down at the ground. I 
rushed up underneath her as close as I could get 
to our burning house and looked at her.

She couldn’t have been anymore scared. Her 
whole body was shaking and a few bad burns 
had singed the hair and scalded the skin on her 
back and legs. Fifi jumped to me. This caught me 
off guard and her whole 100-pound body hit me 
at full force. I fell backwards onto the pavement 
and cracked my head down on the concrete. 

 Stars were spinning around my eyes. I could 
only see a floating pitbull head directly in front 
of my face gazing worriedly down at me.

“Oh my Gosh!” my mom screamed. She ran 
over and dragged me to my feet. 

“C’mon, honey, it’s okay,” she sobbed. I was 
very confused. I felt warm blood trickle down 
my head. My mom must have had adrenaline in 
her veins because she scooped me up easily and 
ran me over to the safe spot where my dad was 
standing. He was crying too. 

I laid there in my dad’s arms while Fifi licked 
my hand and we watched our house burn. The 
upper story was not an upper story. Just a mass 
of rubbish and burnt debris that once gave 
a family life. We all sat there mourning. Not 
long after that the firemen arrived. They took 
us into their trucks and wheeled us away. It all 
happened very fast. A big blur. Now, sitting in 
my hospital bed with Fifi at my feet, I sit and cry 
because everything I once had, had just been 
taken away, in the blink of an eye.
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I wheeled my brand-new bike out of the  
garage. I stroked the pretty handles and 

pulled myself onto the seat, wobbling slightly. 
My brother zoomed past me, and I jumped, the 
bike in danger of falling and getting a scratch on 
its glossy paint. Stupid Freddy and his dumb old 
bike, I mumbled in my head, scratching behind 
my ear momentarily before quickly lurching 
forward to grasp the handles. My stomach 
churned horribly. 

“Macy, where are you?” my mother asked, 
and I awkwardly pedaled over to where my 
mom was strapping the baby carrier behind 
the bike. “You can go ahead with Freddy if you 
want,” she said without looking at me, standing 
up and wiping her brow. I nodded and followed 
my brother, exuberant. Finally, my first long-
distance bike ride without training wheels!

Fred was waiting impatiently at the light 
down the street, grumbling about how slow 
we were. I stuck my tongue out at him while my 
mother appeared behind us, towing baby Alice 
in the carrier. She giggled and clapped her little 
hands as I made a face at her. We started forward, 
Fred growing more and more annoyed with our 
slow pace, until finally he called, “Bet you can’t 
keep up, Macy!” and sped down the sidewalk.

“Yes, I can!” I called angrily, and my feet 
began to move without my meaning to. I felt the 
handles shake under my hands, and the wind 
blew my hair away from my face. I loved that 
feeling, and I went faster, desperate to elongate 
this feeling. I was only a few feet from Fred when 
I slipped. The pretty pink handles flew away 
from my limp hands, and I fell, directly onto the 
hot black asphalt. 

Time seemed to slow down as I sat up. 
Gravel crunched in my mouth. I spit out the 
rocks into my hand, and they were a creamy 
white color, stained with rust. I looked at my 
shirt and watched ruby blood drip down from 
my throat to my chest, causing a crimson stain 
to spread slowly onto my blue shirt. I had been 
momentarily fascinated by the violet color it 

had made, until I realized how much it hurt. 
Everything hurt: my face, my arms, my legs, 
but mostly, my chin. I heard a shrill scream, 
not realizing where it was coming from until 
my weak hands clawed at my bloody face and 
found my mouth open, my throat vibrating with 
the force of my cry.

All I could think about was the pain. All I 
could do was scream. And all I could hope was 
that my mother had found me in the road with 
blood spilling from my skin into little puddles 
at my knees. Shouts that weren’t mine erupted 
from all around me, and I felt my eyes close. I 
wished it would just end. The gravel choked me 
as I tried to swallow the blood.

What had happened after my horrific crash 
was a bit fuzzy, but I remember more than it 
would seem possible, in my half - unconscious 
state. I remember the doctor who soothed me 
as they handed me an ice pack while we were in 
the emergency room. I remember the numbing 
pain as I laid on the scratchy hospital sheets. I 
remember waking up, touching my chin to find 
the ugly black material woven messily through 
the skin. I remember the day I finally went back 
to school, cupping my hand around the so-
called “stitches” so no one would ask what had 
happened. And I remember the taste of metal 
in my mouth, replacing the many teeth that had 
gotten utterly destroyed in the crash. 

I didn’t ride anything with wheels - besides 
cars - for five months. My new little bike sat 
dormant in the garage for a long time. I didn’t 
even want to look at it. Sometimes I would sit 
alone in my room and think of the searing pain 
and the trauma that came with it. I thought I 
was being brave when I didn’t tell my parents 
how much it had scarred me, not just literally 
but mentally. Now, seven years later I still think 
of that day, although it’s a bit blurry sometimes. 
My fingers trace over the visible scar on my chin, 
and I run my tongue over the place where my 
silver teeth had once been. 

Macy Hancock ____________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

The Screams of My Childhood
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It’s fine now. I’m a pretty good biker, and 
I don’t bother to wear my helmet anymore 
because I know it won’t help me if I fall. We 
kept that little blue bike with pink handles 
for a while, for when my sister would be able 
to ride. I never trusted that bike, and I never 
took my eyes of her when she rode, trying to 
act inconspicuous. It’s gone now, never to be 

seen again. However, removing the memories 
from my conscious will be challenging, but 
now that I think about it, I don’t think I want to. 
Sometimes pain is something that will never 
fade, something that will never leave you. This 
scar and the injuries that came with it are a part 
of who I am, and I have now come to accept the 
pain that accompanies it. 
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Ian Gardner ______________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Franklin Junior High 
Teacher - Sam Young

Solo

The sun was out, dazzling the scene below. 
With miles and miles of cool earth stretched 

beneath me, the faded fields, blue waters, and 
serene mountains merged into a soft quilt of 
green, brown, and blue. I find myself alone, 
4000 feet in the air. Everything seems calm and 
peaceful, that is, except for me.

The great confidence I seemed to have just 
minutes ago has vanished. My heart is racing. 
Fixating on the instruments, I awkwardly focus 
on manipulating the controls just to stay in the 
air. In flight over the thin ribbon of Interstate 57, 
I gaze at the tiny specks moving down below 
continuing on confidently like a steady chain of 
ants winding around bends of rising greenery. 
As I concentrate on staying alive for the next 
minute, then the next, the machine seems to 
want to end my life given any chance. With the 
wind whistling past my enclosure, the machine’s 
vibrations threaten to shake the controls 
from my sweaty hands. Yet I will my hands to 
maintain their death grip on the stick. Regret 
after regret filled my mind. There had always 
been someone else to pass the controls to, 
someone to fall back on, but the sharp reality of 
my situation took hold. “I wasn’t ready for this,” I 
tell myself. Yet I am flying...and doing so alone.

With mounting stress, I stretch my time as 
I glance at the map strapped to my knee while 
I argue constantly with the aircraft for control, 
jerking the controls towards the lake. Beginning 
my 60 degree left hand turn, I cringe at the poor 
coordination of the pedals and cyclic. My feet 
seem to have a different mind about where we 
are going, as I shove them into position then 
correct them again. 

Leveling off, my instructor’s reassuring voice 
replays in my mind. “You’ll be fine, I wouldn’t 
have let you go by yourself today if I thought 
you weren’t ready.” Deep in thought, I watch as 
the golden fields below seem to steadily steam 
past in the way that time chugs on. Amidst 

the loud thrum of the helicopter, a silvery 
flash of sunlight to my right catches my eye. 
The shiny glider far out in the faded distance 
drifts on currents of air, floating effortlessly 
above a faraway forest ridge. I relax, admiring 
that majestic bird flying from far. Then I notice 
something… Looking down, I find that the 
aircraft is operating willingly and smoothly 
within my steady hands. It was almost as if I had 
tamed the wild part of the helicopter. “Perhaps I 
have begun to get the hang of this!” I thought. I 
began to be more sure of myself.

The now conquered machine instantly 
transformed into a tool, a gift, a throne, giving 
my spirit the freedom to fly. I have something 
new: the power to soar with the eagles, hover 
still before the waterfall, taking in the immense 
scenery, or find myself sitting in the helicopter 
landed next to the lake the very next moment. 
The beautiful horizon seems endless, yet 
reachable. I gracefully bank over the small 
town, far above any bird, sweeping in a 180 
degree turn for the pure thrill of doing it just 
because I was free to. High above the oak and 
the sycamore, I was free to explore the vast 
expansion of endless blue.

Putting the green, rolling hills behind me, 
I neatly lower the collective, while I smoothly 
and effortlessly twist the throttle towards me, 
simultaneously applying slight right pedal. 
Gently tugging back on the cyclic, with hands 
now shaking from an exhilarating joy rather 
than fright, I begin my slowing descent past 
the trees and towards the grass airfield that had 
begun this adventure. After the brief period of 
solitude balancing high above the fresh, green 
earth, it is time for me to return to the ground 
I call home. As I busy myself with my first solo 
landing checklist, I can faintly make out the 
form of my flight instructor standing next to 
the small, grass landing strip, waving up at me, 
welcoming me back. I have made it.
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Kayla Kreutz _____________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

Four-Square

I was a model student, always receiving the 
stickers unique to our school that said I had 

been absolutely exceptional. All A’s and perfect 
attendance, great behavior all across the board. 
One specific day, however, changed my perfect 
record. A day that I would never forget. A day 
that would be burned into my mind forever. The 
day my kingdom fell.

I was in second grade. I was doing what I did 
everyday at recess, playing four-square. It was my 
absolute favorite game, but I wasn’t very good 
at it. Achieving a place in the Queen square only 
three times and never once setting foot inside 
the fabled King square, oh, how I wanted to be 
the King of foursquare, just once. I could rule over 
a domain of underanked four-square players. 
And today, it finally happened. I was the ruler 
of four-square, the King. I bounced the ball to 
my left into the Queen square where the Queen 
subsequently missed and was therefore out.

As my subject began her walk to the end of 
the line, a voice yelled from the deepest depth 
of the back, “That hit the line.”

The girl stepped forward revealing a snooty, 
yet triumphant expression on her face.

“No, it didn’t,” I replied, pointing to the spot 
it had actually hit, just above the line. “It hit here, 
see?”

“It hit the line,” she repeated.
As I tried to prove my point, her voice 

grew louder, smothering mine like a foghorn, 
repeating the same four words over and over 
again. How could I give up now when I had just 
reached my dream? Everything that I had ever 
wanted was coming true and she was mercilessly 
trying to take that away from me. I knew for 
a fact that the ball had not hit the solid white 
line on the pavement. My anger grew with her 
volume until I couldn’t concentrate. I didn’t like 
it anymore than a cat likes water, but what was 
I supposed to do? Dragging myself to the back 
of the line, I stood solemnly as I wallowed in self 
pity. How could I have shown that I was right 
when no one could hear what I was saying?

My anger grew once again. She had just 
wanted me to be out. She wanted my beautiful 
monarchy to fall for no reason. I stood behind 
the many children who, for a very brief moment, 
were my subordinates. Depressed, I stared at the 
dark, dirty blonde hair in front of me. Suddenly, 
I realized whose hair it was; it was the very girl 
who had burned down my empire. With my 
anger already at an all-time high, it began to 
grow once again.

I moved forward, staring at her deceitful 
face. Her eyes were full of hatred, and her 
face was twisted into a horrible frown that 
highlighted the corrupt soul behind the 
otherwise innocent face. Then I did it; I hit 
her hand. With her arms out in a mantis like 
position, I raised my strong hand, and time 
seemed to stop. I thought of the choice I was 
making at that moment, but it didn’t matter 
what I was doing; my eyes were clouded with 
rage. I could not stop myself as my hand inched 
closer, finally smacking the back of her hand. 
I stepped away, shocked at what I had done. I 
knew I didn’t actually hit her that hard, but she 
ran toward the recess aide standing under a 
veranda and reported me.

The aide called me over and my eyes began 
to water as she handed me the first naughty 
slip I had ever received, physical evidence of 
my crime that I was forced to show my parents. 
I broke down into an all out cry, and I cried and I 
cried until the cows came home, or until I came 
home that is. I was mortified at what I had done 
and the terrible consequences that followed.

I still vividly remember that day, and I know I 
will never forget it. I was given a firm talking to by 
my mom and learned my lesson. That lesson has 
helped me throughout my life as I have learned 
to work with others, biding my time, slowly 
building up a new kingdom that will never be 
torn down. On that eventful day, I finally learned 
that no matter what the circumstance, you must 
always control your anger.
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Weston Henrie ___________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Mountain View High 
Teacher - Erin Lillo

The Red Rooster

It was summer, finally. After ten months of 
grueling geometry with Ms. Winslow, he 

was done. Mike had been looking forward to 
summer since the day school started. He was 
even more eager for summer vacation after his 
parents told him their family was going to go 
on a three-day tuna fishing trip to kick off the 
summer. Mike really enjoyed fishing. He loved 
the vibrant, shimmering scales of the fish, and 
the thrilling battle to reel them in, reel spinning 
with a harsh wheeeeeeeeee sound. Mike loved 
that sound. It was the sound of a big fish on the 
line. In fact, Mike loved everything about fishing. 
Mike loved fishing more than anything else in 
the world. It was his favorite thing to do, by far. 
But his seventeen-year-old brother Jared hated 
fishing. Jared hated everything Mike liked to do, 
actually. Most of the time it felt like Jared hated 
him, Mike thought. Mike and Jared had been 
polar opposites since childhood, always liking 
something that the other disliked.

“But, now is the time to forget all my worries.”
Mike left the world behind as he pulled 

away from glimmering San Diego Bay on a 
small white fishing boat, stained green on the 
bottom from sitting in the harbor. The name 
“Red Rooster” was inscribed on the side in faded 
maroon paint.

Mike sprang out of his bunk early the next 
morning. He dashed up the steps that led 
from the bunk room to the deck, eager to start 
the day. The boat had spent the entire night 
traveling deep into the Pacific Ocean, searching 
for a kelp patch, where glimmering tuna would 
be hiding underneath its massive green tangles. 
Mike grabbed a stout black tuna fishing rod, tied 
on a large silver hook, and then waited for the 
boat to arrive at one of these tuna hideouts. He 
barely had to wait before the speakers on the 
side of the boat crackled to life.

“Attention! Attention! Everyone to the deck!”
Jared stumbled up the stairs leading to the 

deck, still in his checkered pajama bottoms and his 
gray sweatshirt. A dark blue baseball cap covered 

his wavy black hair. Jared had steel gray eyes, like 
the color of a thunderhead in a vicious storm.

Jared mumbled, “Why do we have to be up 
so early?”

Mike retorted, “So you can catch fish.”
“Well thanks for that, Sherlock,” Jared jabbed 

back sharply.
Mike said nothing and picked up his 

rod. Jared reluctantly took a nearby rod and 
struggled hopelessly to tie a hook on the line. 
Mike and Jared’s parents were up now and had 
changed into blue jeans and jackets, ready for 
the day. His dad had a decent knowledge of 
fishing and tied his knot successfully, but Mike 
had to help his mother with hers.

“I don’t know how you learn all this stuff, 
Honey. I would never be able to tie all these 
knots,” Mike’s mother said.

“Well, you really have to love it,” Mike replied.
By the time they had arrived at the kelp 

patch, Jared still hadn’t tied his knot. Mike went 
over to help, but Jared turned him away harshly.

“I don’t need any help. I can take care of 
myself,” Jared said angrily.

“But you’re going to miss the best part 
of fishing!” Mike exclaimed. Mike loved when 
everyone tossed their bait in, and the tuna 
whipped into a frenzy of gold and silver to get 
a share.

“I could care less about the stupid fish,” 
snapped Jared. “The only reason I’m even on this 
boat is that Mom and Dad made me go.”

Mike said quietly, “Well, if you insist,” and 
turned around to cast his bait in.

The second his baitfish hit the water, 
the tuna were on it. Mike hooked a tuna 
immediately and fought as hard as he could 
for fifteen arduous minutes, the eighty-pound 
monster yanking the line this way and that in 
a flurry of silver streaks. Finally, Mike pulled 
his shimmering trophy onto the deck. It was 
awesome fishing for the next thirty minutes. 
The mood was joyful, only dampened slightly 
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by the thought of an approaching storm barely 
visible on the horizon. The tuna were scattering 
everywhere in gleaming sparkles of gold, blue, 
and silver, like precious metals and gems refined 
by the hands of an expert. Everyone but Jared 
caught a fish, who was still trying to tie his hook 
and line together. Fellow anglers were laughing 
and smiling as they brought their glittering 
prizes onto the deck. Crew members clad in 
orange rubber pants rushed to get the tuna into 
the freezer, as the sky turned gray. But suddenly, 
this gleeful moment was interrupted by another 
announcement from the captain, this one 
solemn instead of promising.

“Everyone return to bunks! Storm 
approaching! I repeat, return to bunks!” Mike 
looked at his parents, eyes wide with fear.

Everyone scurried as fast as they could to 
get to their bunks. Mike heard the rain patter 
against the deck of the ship and could start to 
felt an increase in the boat’s rocking. He looked 
over at Jared, who looked like a ghost, eyes 
open wide, his face pale.

“We’re all gonna die, just because we went 
on some stupid fishing trip. And the only reason 
we’re even here because of you. No one else 
likes to fish in the family!”

“We are not going to die,” Mike said. But 
then, the boat heaved mightily and threw 
everyone to the left side of the boat, then the 
right. Water started streaming from the deck 
into the bunks at a dangerous rate.

“Mike, I’m scared!” Jared said with panic in his 
deep voice that Mike had never heard before.

“Me too,” Mike said.
The boat’s rocking was growing more 

intense as massive waves, churned up by the 
ferocious storm, slammed into the boat like giant 
steel hammers against an iron blade. Mike and 
Jared were jolted to the ground. Then, all of a 
sudden, the boat keeled over from the crash of 
a behemoth wave. The ship started to sink, and 
water cascaded into the bunks. Time seemed to 
slow. Mike saw everyone swarming through the 
doors that led outside on what was once the wall, 
his parents in the center of the group. He saw his 
brother, gray eyes wide open, jaw agape in shock. 
Mike remembered back to his third birthday, 
with all the green streamers and colorful party 

hats. He saw his parents teaching him how to 
ride his shiny red bike in the neighborhood park 
back in Utah. He remembered the first fish he 
ever caught, a beautiful rainbow trout with the 
most vibrant shimmers of red and blue he had 
ever seen. He saw his grandma, who passed 
away three years before from the monster that 
is cancer. And he saw Jared. He remembered all 
the fun things they ever did, like when they went 
down Lightning Falls together at Seven Peaks. He 
saw them building together the Death Star Lego 
set they got on Christmas morning. He thought 
of cliff jumping off a fifty-footer together in Maui. 
At that moment, the freezing water rushed to 
his face, snapping him out of his memories. It 
was too late. The water submerged him in its 
unforgiving depths. He struggled to break the 
surface, but there was no space to get a breath. 
Black spots crept into his vision. He dove down 
to the door and made a desperate grab for the 
handle, but he knew it was over. He gave up and 
sank to the floor in defeat, accepting his fate at 
the bottom of this iron tomb. Then a hand shot 
out from the depths and grabbed his. It pulled 
him through the door and up, up to air, up to life. 
His rescuer’s form was barely recognizable in  the 
murky blue waters, but at last, Mike realized who 
pulled him away from his death. It was Jared.

Jared pushed Mike up onto a life raft, then 
heaved himself over the edge and slid down 
the side of the boat. Mike sprawled out on the 
floor of the boat, choking in massive gulps of 
precious air. He could hear both his parents 
screaming his name from another life raft. Jared 
got to his feet and waved in their direction.

He slumped to the yellow vinyl floor of the raft, 
completely exhausted from rescuing his brother. 
Mike and Jared looked at each other, and Jared’s 
eyes were no longer unsettling. They were a calm, 
peaceful gray, like silver scales on a tuna. For the first 
time in years, the brothers were reminded of how 
much they truly loved each other.

“Thanks, Jared.”
“Mike, I’m so sorry.”
“From now on, we’ve both got each other’s 

backs, OK?” Mike said.
“Hey, when we get home, you’re gonna have 

to show me how to tie that knot,” Jared said with 
a smile.
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Upbeat music filled the air as my friends and 
I danced to a traditional Oromo song one 

afternoon. We were hard at work rehearsing for 
my mom’s friend’s upcoming wedding. I was 
six years old at the time and excited to attend 
my first ever wedding. The seven of us twirled 
around in the small living room wearing clean 
crisp white dresses called Sedeta. Tied around 
my waist was a black scarf, and heavy yet 
beautiful yellow beads hung from my neck. An 
intricate black, red and white beaded headdress 
covered my forehead. Once the music began, 
we immediately started moving to it. We swung 
our heads from side to side to the fast beat, 
in a dance called Shagoye. Twirling around 
took some effort after constant practice due 
to the weight of the outfit. Hours went by as 
the rehearsal continued, until finally, we were 
exhausted and decided to sleepover. My friend’s 
house was small with only two bedrooms. 
In order for us to sleep over, we had to fit at 
least three people on one narrow bed that 
was pushed against the wall. One of them was 
my older sister Samah, who was as small as a 
twig. We thought if she slept in the middle she 
would be too cramped, and if she were to sleep 
at the edge she would be pushed off the bed. 
Therefore, we decided it would be best if she 
slept against the wall. 

The next morning, we woke up to find 
her missing. We called for her and looked 
everywhere, worried that we could not get a 
response. Finally, we heard a loud squeal coming 
from under the bed. Rushing, my mom went 
to take a look and found my sister cramped 
between the bed and wall! We all rushed over as 
well, and helped my mom move the bed and set 
her free. “This is why you should eat more,” Linda, 
my older sister said. We were glad she was safe, 
but my mom couldn’t help but be a bit upset 
since she was so worried. 

“My child, watch how you will look like in 
month or so,” said the bride, my mom’s friend. 

A few minutes later, my mom’s friend called 
us over to eat breakfast. After breakfast, we 

helped finish the preparations for the wedding 
and started heading to the wedding hall. On 
our way there, the air felt different, the scenery 
looked different, and I felt very excited. After 
what felt a century we got to the wedding hall. 
The hall did not look like what I was expecting. 
It was not a house, cramped with so many 
people, but had much more of a cozy feeling to 
it with larger space. I then came to know what 
a wedding hall is that day. The hall was gigantic 
with beautiful crystal chandeliers hanging above 
us. I felt like I was in a dream where I was one of 
the main characters.

There were elegant silk white tablecloths 
with a bouquet of flowers in the center of each 
one. “Stop staring at this empty hall and let’s go 
do one more dress rehearsal before everyone 
arrives,” said my friend Motuma. We were finally 
ready and got to perform the dance we had 
been practicing for a whole month! The groom 
went up after us and sang a very romantic song 
he wrote for the bride. At this point, I could start 
hearing my stomach growl from all the dancing 
that drained my energy. So, when I saw the food 
starting to be placed on the tables, I was the first 
to get in line. I could smell fresh beef dipped in 
chili soup with several other spices added as I was 
grabbing my food from the buffet that seemed 
to have a million choices to choose from. Finally, 
I got to satisfy my stomach with amazing food 
and dessert. I couldn’t wait to go back out to the 
dance floor after I finished eating. 

As I stood up to go dance I heard my mom 
say, “Alright Nujuma let’s go home now, it’s 
getting late and the wedding will be over soon.” 

Sadly I ended up going home against my 
will, and I told my mom, “Watch, I won’t even go 
to sleep when I get home” out of anger. Though 
when I got home, I ended up sleeping right 
away. I had the best experience attending the 
first wedding I had ever been to.

Huda Mohamed __________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Rachel Collay

The Wedding
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The popular nursery rhyme titled “Humpty 
Dumpty” is for some unknown reason 

adored by parents and children for its brief 
tale of a certain unfortunate Humpty Dumpty. 
His tragic story describes his woeful drop off 
“the wall” and the inability of the king’s men 
and horses to assemble the fractured Humpty 
Dumpty back together. However, by means 
of experience, I am certain I have discovered 
the solution to his dilemma, a solution all the 
knights clearly lacked--a tube of super glue.

My adventure that reflects Humpty 
Dumpty’s begins the winter  I am eight years 
old. It has been a relaxing Sunday spent with 
my family at home. Unfortunately, there 
was nothing that occurred that day to hint 
to me what was to come later. The day soon 
transforms into a chilly evening, and then night. 
My family has plans to attend an open house 
for a dear neighbor who will be going away 
shortly. When my parents announce to us the 
arrangement for the night, my siblings and I are 
absolutely thrilled. We all know for certain there 
will be a plethora of scrumptious desserts that 
any little kid will be sure to enjoy. It is all we can 
think about as we eagerly prepare to depart. 

I rush downstairs, giggling and smiling, to 
the petite bedroom I loathsomely share with 
my older sister, Amber. We usually are good 
companions and playmates, but when it comes 
to tidying the bedroom there is nothing we can 
agree on. The fact is that I am just too clean for 
her and she is just too much of a slob for me. 
That is why, upon entering the room, I struggle 
to ignore the obvious line down the center of 
the floor in between my half that is purged of 
any belongings, and Amber’s side that is coated 
in toys and books strewn carelessly around. 
I shudder and make my way past Amber’s 
towering dresser to our cramped closet to find 
a worthy pair of shoes to be worn to the open 
house. 

I seat myself in front of our large shoe bin 
that is ironically filled with almost everything 

except shoes most of the time. I then recognize 
brisk footsteps thundering down the stairs--
Amber. She skips into the room and hurdles 
over her side of the room smoothly to meet me 
at the enormous shoe bin. 

“Hey, I need shoes too,” Amber complains 
impatiently. I am taking up the entire range of 
space before the prized tub of shoes.

“Whatever,” I retort contemptuously. “I was 
here first so I should get my shoes first.”

“Come on, just move.” She playfully shoves 
me back from the closet and towards her nearby 
dresser.

BAM! I glance up and see a look of shocked 
horror on Amber’s face. My head is throbbing 
and tears blur my vision. I bring both hands to 
the back of my head that had just been thrust 
into the sharp edge of the dresser. I press them 
firmly to the pain trying to stop it. 

“Amber!” I cry. “What did you do?” She 
scrambles over to look at the wound she has just 
incurred on me.

“Um, it’s really not that bad. Don’t worry, 
it’s fine,” she says shakily. I wonder who those 
words were really reassurance for. Still, I trust 
her judgment and try to calm down. I quickly 
find my shoes (still managing to keep at least 
one hand on the back of my head) and wander 
upstairs, all the excitement of before lost. As I 
arrive at the top step, my dad passes hurriedly 
by. When he notices my arms wrapped around 
my head and the tears running down my face, 
he stops suddenly.

“Mandy, what’s wrong?” he questions as any 
concerned father would. 

“Nothing, I’m fine,” I lie quaveringly. 
He clearly didn’t believe that because he 

moves behind me and pries my hands off my 
head. I then glance at my hands for the first time 
since placing them on the source of the pain 
and am shocked to see crimson stains on my 
palms. I hear a deep but surprised gasp from 
him followed by, “You need stitches right now.” 

Mandy Wadsworth ________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High 
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

Your Not-So-Average Home Remedy
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I let those words sink in and soon realize 
what that means. I wail louder now with a new 
fear: needles, doctors, shots, and more pain? I 
am terrified. 

My dad wastes no time. He swiftly strides 
down the hall to his room, retrieves his shoes, 
and begins to lace them. Through this whole 
process I never stop begging him to not take me 
to urgent care, pleading for another solution. He 
does eventually slow down and instead decides 
to present the situation to my mom. When my 
mom inspects the injury, as well as my moaning 
and crying, she too begins to consider other 
solutions.

“Is it possible for us to somehow seal the 
gash?” my mother questions my father. Worry is 
written across her face. 

“I’m not sure, maybe we could use….
superglue?” he replies. I am somewhat 
flabbergasted when I hear this proposal. 
However, that conversation is suddenly ended 
seeing now that Amber has tread slowly into 
the room. She too is sobbing for fear she will be 
severely punished. My parents only have a few 
harsh words to offer her though, as they are a bit 
preoccupied with my sliced head. 

I have to wait a while longer for anything 
to be done to my head at all while my parents 
continually discuss what is to happen to the 
crack in my head. However, I miss many pieces 
and segments of their conversation due to 
my own mind’s concerns and current worries. 
Will my brain leak out of my head if we wait any 
longer? Will I just look like a zombie the rest of my 
life with blood dripping from my hair? 

In the end, it is ultimately decided that, yes, 
my head will be super-glued back together. 
My mom is appointed for the gruesome 
position. Thus begins the operation. I lie flat 
on my stomach on the itchy couch with an old 
Christmas movie playing on the TV right in front 
of me in an attempt to keep my attention from 
the process going on just on the back of my 
head. I hardly feel any worse pain than what I 
had already been feeling, luckily. Soon, the deed 
is completed with little to no hiccups. I am whole 
again! Once my mother declares it finished, an 
indescribable relief flows through me like cool 
water running down a stream. I no longer fear 
what might have been at the urgent care. 

The night continues on as planned. We 
attend the open house so I can claim my now 
well-deserved treats. And of course every 
person present must be informed by the warrior 
herself of the traumatic battle that has just been 
fought not twenty minutes ago. I was a heroic 
role model and knew it. The status I gained after 
my injury makes it all well worth it. 

My poor head was put together with 
nothing more than a tube of superglue. I am 
now very grateful to my mom for volunteering 
to put my head back together and that we 
had the tools necessary to fix it. I now find it 
humorous that I owe my unimpaired scalp to a 
simple tube of glue. And so, if another Humpty 
Dumpty comes along, don’t forget that a cure is 
not much further away than the craft section of 
the grocery store.
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Michael Stehl _____________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Celeste Burns

Dante’s Journal

I, Creighton James, pulled up onto my snowy  
 driveway to the oak cabin I call home, after 

five days of being away for business. What I 
came home to was a family-less house, in the 
middle of a harsh winter season. My fifteen year 
old son, Dante, and my daughter, Phoenix, who 
is seven years old were missing. The house was 
still, crickets could be heard through the silence. 
The living room seemed as if sound escaped it, 
nothing to catch my attention but Dante’s journal 
sitting on the living room floor. I trudged towards 
it, my heart pounding, making it hard to walk, 
and picked it up. I began to read.

Page 5: Phoenix is restless from the hours that 
we have been hiding under the couch.  It’s been 
difficult to keep quiet, and danger is creeping its 
way towards us. There is a stranger in the house, 
ripping through the walls, busting and tossing 
furniture in every room, and I let him in. I nicked 
him with a knife, but his lethargic stages seem to 
be passing. I can hear his quaint breaths turning 
into rage-filled grunts and heavy breathing, his 
nostrils flaring like of a bull who’s seen red. His 
blood is dripping on his shoes, scuffing the floor 
as his injured limb taints his mobility. He’s coming 
closer, Phoenix’s breaths are depleting, and it 
seems as if her heart has stopped in fear. I hope 
by the time you see this it’s not too late. I’d be 
calling for your help, but he cut the power prior to 
entering our home. Please come fo--

That’s how it ended, the few words on 
the page brought disparity and tears to my 
eyes. They hit the floor, crashing like waves 
on the eastern shore. Splash. Splash. The salty 
puddles seeped into the red oak beneath me, 
and surfacing from the now damp boards, was 
blood. I ran my finger finely across the surface 
and brought it to my nose. The odor emitted like 
wildfire, moving to my neck and hindering me 
ill. Looking at the journal, I realized with no leads 
there were few things for me to do. I called 911, 
sat on the plush rug in the middle of the room, 
ran my fingers across the mounds of pages, and 
flipped to the beginning of the journal:

Page 1: Dad is hitting the road today. He says 
he’s going away for business, but won’t tell us 

what he’ll be doing while he’s away. I don’t have 
a problem with it, knowing he’ll only be a few 
hours away if any troubles should stumble on our 
doorstep. Speaking of doorstep, he left specific 
instructions to let Uncle Jebediah in to take care of 
us, and to do as he says while he’s here. You may 
be wondering where my mother is. Well, she isn’t 
around anymore. A hit and run by an arrogant 
criminal made that a reality two years ago. I’ve 
never met my uncle, but my father says he’s a nice 
man, honest and fair for the most part, but harsh 
in instruction. 

Not much came from the second page, minor 
details that will unfold into a specific kind of hell, 
my hell. The police made it to my house, and I 
spoke with them:

“When did you leave the house sir?” the 
deputy asked. “When did you get home?” 

“I-I left five days ago, mid-day, and came 
home about half an hour ago,” I replied. “There’s 
not much to tell you besides that. I’m afraid for 
my children. You see, they were being watched 
over, taken care of; at least that’s what I thought.”

The deputy looked puzzled, “What do you 
mean?” he asked, “Who was watching them?”

I cupped my hands around my shallow eyes 
and uttered, “Their uncle, my brother who just 
returned from a tour in Afghanistan.”

With a notepad in his lap and a pen gripped 
in his hand, he says in an earnest voice, “Tell me 
more about your brother.”

Page 2: I’m enjoying Uncle Jebediah’s company 
for the most part. Dad told me how he was in the 
marines and has a nickel-sized scar from a bullet 
on his shoulder to prove it. I find that neat, and infer 
that’s the reason he’s so strict.

“James isn’t my real name.” I told the Deputy 
so that he could better understand the situation. 
“I’ve moved my family three times in the past 
year, never staying in the same place for too long. 
I knew I shouldn’t have stayed in this house for all 
this time, but I love the scenery and the company 
from the sweet neighbors.” 

“I don’t understand. Who are you?” he 
exclaimed. 
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“My real name is Creighton Allister. My 
family and I are in a witness protection program, 
because we are not safe. We have a stalker that’s 
been following our trail ever since he killed my 
wife in a hit and run a couple years back. I think 
this same man is the one who took my children.”

“What does the stalker look life Mr. James, I 
mean, Allister?” the deputy asked. 

I described him as follows: “Brown hair, 
green eyes, six foot, built, and has an injured 
arm from when I hit him a few years back.”

The Deputy looked shocked, “Are you saying 
you encountered this man and tried to attack 
him?”

“Yes,” I stated without hesitation, “If it’s my 
kids or him, he won’t be able to walk away next 
time I see him.”

“Ok, Creighton, I have one more question for 
you,” the deputy stated in a serious voice, “why 
would you leave your kids alone for business if 
you knew they could be in danger?”

My guilty conscience made me look away, 
“My job requires me to travel at short notice, 
and I’ve been taking classes for self-defense.”

The Deputy stood up and looked at me with 
a reassuring glare, “Thank you for helping me 
understand. We picked up a guy fitting your 
description about a day ago. Why don’t you and 
I take a ride down to the station to see him?”

We jumped in his car and remembering I 
had the journal, I continued to recollect what 
had happened. 

Page 3: Usually I get a little leeway to do what 
I want, but his patience with us kids seems to be 
fading. Even so, it’s been an enjoyable couple of 
days, but today something else happened. Early in 
the morning, as the sun began to rise, lighting our 
little house, a shadow was cast on our downstairs 
window. It was the shadow of a man, tall and 
towering in the way he stood. He was knocking on 
the window adjacent to the door, and telling us 
to let him in. I woke my uncle and he immediately 
called 911. The man began yelling, 

“Let me in; now!”
He proceeded to break the window, and Uncle 

Jebediah shoved him back. The man hit Uncle 

Jebediah’s arm and he screeched a dreadful cry of 
pain. Sheriff Stevenson came crashing down to our 
house, like an avalanche, and apprehended the 
stranger. I guess it’s convenient that the station is 
only a couple blocks down the road. My uncle told 
the Sheriff that he wouldn’t press any charges, 
but asked that he ensure the incarceration of the 
stranger for the next couple of days, while my 
father is away. 

I finished the page while waiting for the 
Sheriff to be reached and brought in from 
another investigation. He came into the waiting 
room where I was still standing. I slammed 
Dante’s journal on the desk and said what I have 
read so far. He told me not to worry and rushing 
to figure out all the facts, we headed to the back 
to see the stalker I’ve built up rage against all 
these years. I entered the room, and my mind 
went blank. Pieces of the puzzle I have put 
together thus far unbounded from each other 
and crashed on the floor; I fell to my knees. 

“What’s the matter Creighton?” Stevenson 
asked, “You can talk to him now, get answers to 
your questions.”

“No, No, No!” I screamed.
Page 4: Uncle Jebediah is seemingly calm 

considering we were almost attacked, only the 
worry of his injured arm filling his head. He’s been 
laying on the couch for hours now, and I’ve been 
watching him in admiration. He fought off that 
criminal and got hurt for us. I feel inclined to tell 
father, but for some reason the service on my 
phone isn’t complying with me. It’s a cool story 
to tell, but it can wait until Dad comes home. My 
Uncle is asleep now, his green eyes covered by 
his eyelids and brown hair. I’m amazed how his 
six-foot body even fits on the couch, but I guess 
being curled up as to not feel the pain in his arm is 
helping confine him to the space. Being the curious 
young adolescent I am, I moved closer to his 
shoulder. I always found soldiers to be fascinating, 
and I just wanted to see his scar. I lifted the blanket 
from the right side of his shirtless torso and jolted 
back. The blanket flew in the air, and gently 
cascaded down back onto him. Only one thought 
came to mind, “Scars don’t heal, right?”

End Part One
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There is a night so deep it seems to devour 
your very essence until all that’s left of you 

is a shadow of something that might have been. 
The kind of darkness that makes you believe in 
monsters and close your shutters at night. The 
kind that seems to have a voracious appetite for 
even the slightest shred of light. 

It was an evening soulless as this when a 
man cloaked in a viscosity of shadows left an 
apartment that night. It was not his apartment, 
he was just borrowing it for a time. He hoped 
the elderly woman living there wouldn’t mind. 

It doesn’t matter if she found out anyway, the 
man thought to himself. She won’t be alive long 
enough to be upset. 

You might have the implication that this 
man is mad. You might think him a murder or 
a thief. But the fact of the matter is that this 
was no ordinary man with any purpose so 
mundane as that. 

There was no one to see his graceful form 
gliding silently over the sickly grey concrete. No 
one to admire the hauntingly beautiful mirage 
of swirling images of his robes as they swayed 
rhythmically with his confident gait. 

If he were being completely honest with 
himself, he was just slightly upset by the 
thought of coming here by himself without so 
much as a person to help him document the 
death count. It was a tedious task and Lucifer 
had dumped it on him for no other reason than 
“Not my jurisdiction.” 

He scoffed just thinking about it. What a 
total piece of- 

“WHAT’S THIS?! OUT LATE DRINKING AGAIN!” 
The man turned slowly around to observe a 

woman dragging a haggard looking man by the 
ear and into their dingy apartment complex. 

She continued to scream furiously in 
Japanese and only stopped after a neighbor 
yelled from a nearby window for her to go to 
bed. The door slammed shut and the world was 
once again silent with anticipation. 

The shadowy man couldn’t help but be 
curious. Clearly they were family. Even so, if 
someone disrespects you that much… why 
keep them around? 

He supposed that many centuries ago he 
would have seen the good in people before 
he saw the greed and despair that covered 
this world like a thick fog. Before he saw the 
suffocating blanket of lies and envy. Before he 
witnessed the wrath of an army or the lust of a 
lost man. 

He used to be sent to alleviate those painful 
wounds. Now he was sent to administer it. 

Ah, how things have changed. 
He continued to walk to the precise location 

where disaster would strike at dawn admiring 
the cherry blossoms even in the dead of night.  
Such beauty could not be diminished by a lack 
of light in his opinion. 

He arrived at a house where a sliver of light 
shone onto the abandoned street, illuminating 
the cloaked man’s pallid skin and making his 
appearance only the more chilling. He looked 
exactly as a bringer of death should look. 

A figure passed by a window in the building 
opposite him. Was it a teenager staying up too 
late? Or a woman stressed about a child? 

Quickly, the man chided himself for thinking 
such things. The less he thought about it the 
better it would be when morning came. 

So he sat down on the front steps of the 
house and waited for the sun to rise and wash 
away his shadows and his pain. 

Tick. 
People began to stir in their beds. 
Tick.
Venders open their shops for the morning 

crowd. 
Tick. 
A man rambles to his wife about his 

rebellious daughter. 
Tick. 

Samantha Rettig __________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mountain View High 
Teacher - Andrew Roberts

Hiroshima
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A street performer plays the first melody of 
the day. 

Tick. 
A poster advertising for the war effort falls in 

defeat from a dusty wall. 
How fitting. He checked his watch. 
8:10
Five minutes until death comes knocking. 
A minister preaches to an uninterested crowd 

about the sins of blasphemy around the church. 
He tried not to laugh at the poor man, 

however, he couldn’t stop the almost 
imperceptible upward twist of his lips.  

8:12 
The bomb gets closer. Really, he didn’t think 

humans could get any worse. A weapon of mass 
destruction… once a nascent idea now made 
into a reality. It was unbelievable. 

He had to hand it to Lucifer, he did a 
phenomenal job with the WWII death count.  

8:13 
Seemingly from nowhere the man 

materialized a scythe. The beautiful curved 
handle was blacker than Lucifer’s soul and the 
blade, sharper than God’s judgement. With a 
heavy heart the man rested it on his shoulder. 
White roses were bundled where the blade 
met the handle, resting in a bed of thorns sharp 
enough to cut to the bone of angel. 

He didn’t want to test that theory twice. 
8:14 
One minute. He could hear the plane flying 

overhead. No one was concerned. 
He pulled out a small journal. 
August 6, 1945
8:16 Japanese time
Soul list: 
8:16
He looked up to the sky at the single plane 

overhead. The sound of its engines stirring up 
his insides uncomfortably. His scythe turned 
cold as ice as if dreading what was to come. 

Death raised his weapon and brought it 
down upon the first victim as soon as the bomb 

exploded overhead in a shower of blinding light. 
The flames devoured the earth surrounding 
Death in a wave of light and scorching heat. A 
heat he had not experienced since his fall from 
the heavens. His immortal fingers clenched 
painfully around his scythe and a single tear 
escaped his eye, evaporating off his cheek. 

Time seemed to stand still for Death as he 
took soul after soul. The way he reaped his way 
through the throng of people so gracefully 
was almost beautiful.  Almost captivating. An 
interminable amount of souls appeared at the 
edge of his glowing blade. He checked every 
house, every corner, every country home and 
homeless shelter. He took everyone regardless 
of race or status. 

A father. 
A little girl.
A woman getting ready for her wedding day.
A baby…
Death found it most beautiful when a soul 

left a body. There was an echo of a last breath and 
a smooth white mist that caressed the soul of the 
body. However… when that last body fell… there 
is nothing glorious about death like this. 

His knees hit the dust of the demolished 
city in exhaustion. Death clutched his chest 
and gasped as if trying to breathe over a 
thousand decades. 

It was as if he were pinned to that very spot 
by the weight of all those souls. All this death… 
in the span of a second…

After a time he stood trying to ignore the 
fires blazing and the disgusting smell of burning 
flesh around him.  It was so potent it was nailing 
its scent to his memory more permanent than 
a tattoo. He was underpinned by a profound 
depression measurable only to the death of 
Greyson all those years ago…

Where was the scent of those beautiful 
cherry blossoms now? Where was the laughter 
of children? Or the annoying sounds of the busy 
city? Where were the people full of life?

His very essence was in tears. Weeping for 
all humanity had lost. Hands shaking he pulled 
out his notebook and carefully began the 
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tedious task of writing down the name of every 
soul he reaped in dripping black ink. The pen 
felt like a lead weight in his trembling hand; 
heavy with grief. 

Every now and then he would see a corpse 
of a person walk past him. They looked like they 
just got back from Lucifer’s hot tub. 

Not a position you want to be in. 
Bile rose in his throat as more and more 

people passed him heading to find anyone else. 
Anything else. 

But everything was gone. He could imagine 
Lucifer’s jaunty attitude and cruel quips towards 
all the newly dead that night. 

Lucifer didn’t care about anyone. Not about 
anything. Not at all… 

***
Day’s passed and still Death wrote. Tirelessly 

his pen hit the paper and each time he thought 
he had finished more and more souls would be 

reaped from makeshift hospitals and collapsed 
buildings. In some cases he reaped before their 
time because they were in such agony. 

He stayed longer than expected. Especially 
after the second catastrophe in Nagasaki. Even 
though the petty human’s dispute ended after 
the second wave of death, people were still 
suffering in the months that followed. 

The people knew he was there. His very 
eminence choked a people unable now to even 
pray to a merciful God. 

These people were full of exaltation at one 
time in this charming town, but now it was 
cursed by a cruel history. The shadows of those 
ancestors dead would forever linger here in 
memory. 

Death wrote down the last name of the 
night and shut his book with a sigh breathing in 
heavily. Until tomorrow…
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Music springs from the bookshelf beside  
 me bringing life into my clumsy blind 

hand. It bumps along, trying to find the source 
of the soft notes that are now blaringly blatant. 
My eyes creak open as little as possible and are 
pained by the light as if it is acid. Like a soldier 
marking an airstrike, my eyes single in on the 
green digits plastered on the annoying, sound-
blasting device on the bookshelf beside me. 
4:30 AM. The target has been confirmed. Like 
an executioner’s blade being brought down on 
the wicked, my hand slams the snooze button. 
Repeat every ten minutes until the green digits 
display 5:10 AM. Time begins to tick tock tick in 
my brain. Time to get up. Time to get ready. Time 
to live again.

My body winds up like a penny in reverse, 
stands up fast, wobbles side to side, then rolls 
through the house with ever so increasing 
speed. The house is filled with darkness, but it 
dreams about the light. Sort of reminds me of 
myself at night. Grab the bulky box of boring 
cereal, pour a bowl of greedy proportions. 
Like Robin Hood trying not to drop a single, 
gleaming coin of gold from a weak weathered 
sack while trying to make it to the safety of the 
forest, I walk my bowl of cereal to my room. 
I sit down with the weight of un-expressible 
longing to lay back down in the warmth of 
my bed and slumber for a number of more 
lazy hours. I begin my perpetual ritual. Phone 
propped up against my alarm clock with a 
video of something interesting to me as I sit 
and eat my bland meal. The videos seem to give 
the taste of the food more life. Fifteen minutes 
pass. With my appetite for entertainment 
satisfactorily fed and an empty bowl, I begin 
weighing myself down with items of the day. 
Wallet, check. Keys, check. Glasses, check. Belt, 
check. Watch, check. Sanity, oh wait, I haven’t 
had that for a while. I wonder what the exact 
moment in time was when I lost my mind. 
Memories flash like a bolt of lightning through 
the dark bowels of my brain, striking the tree 

of my life, setting it ablaze. Emotions run and 
boil from the cracks in the hard bark of my iron 
façade. I drop my leaves, letting the fire that 
feasts on my thoughts drown in the water of 
tasks I need to complete in order to get to Hole 
in the Rock fifteen miles away. With my bag 
packed as light as a beggar’s empty stomach, 
I began my journey to hike that mountain I 
hadn’t been to since I was maybe four. Seeing 
that the back door was locked, and I didn’t have 
a key, I left through the front door. I made sure 
to lock it behind me, because I don’t need my 
rear end handed to me by my grandparents. 
The air is cool outside and surrounds me like 
the excitement of from buying a new house. 
I feel like I’m buying a new future. Joy begins 
to steadily seep into the iron hull of my ship, 
soaking the crew that begrudgingly hoist the 
sails of my sorrow soul.

I throw my backpack into the black plastic 
milk crate that’s held on by a thin wrapping of 
shoe lace. It’s loose enough to almost slide off 
the edge but that thin black lace holds it just 
tight enough to keep it from jumping off the 
cliff. I hope the string holds. The bumps and 
jolts of a hard life keep sending it to the edge 
where it hangs precariously until someone 
pulls it back into place restarting the cycle 
again, like the wheels of my bike rolling round 
and round. It reminds me so much of myself, 
but I’ll never learn. Before I know it, I’m gliding 
down Main Street towards the light rail on my 
bike with my arms outstretched like Christ-The-
Redeemer in Rio. The wind rushes past my skin, 
kissing it with its cooling purity. My skin is crying 
tears of sweat and guilt as the wind whispers 
sweet lullabies past my ears and wipes off the 
guilt with a dry cloth of forgiveness. I grip back 
down on my sun rotted handlebars and dig my 
feet into the petals to pick up speed. One hand 
reaches back to move the basket off the edge. 

I see the Valley Metro Light Rail sitting idle at 
the station. The metal beast sleeps. I glide into 
the station. My wings of inner expression recede 

Braedon Stewart __________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mountain View High 
Teacher - Andrew Roberts

The Journey to Hole in the Rock
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back into my mellow shyness as I dismount my 
bike. My presence disturbs the slumbering beast 
and it awakes, opening its doors for me. I lead 
my big dog of a bike into the belly of the train. 
I have to keep a tight hold of my bike, because 
it’s a hyper dog that would love to jump on 
people if I loosen my grip on its cold steel mane. 
I sit down on a seat in the middle of the train car 
where the bikes are kept. I hold tight to my bike 
making sure it can’t roam and push the basket 
back into place. 

A groggy, weathered woman stumbles 
in and sits across from me. I can tell she is 
homeless and a drug addict by the way she 
carries herself. At first, my eyes show distain for 
her, but then my compassion slaps me with a 
stern hand of shame. I think it left a visible pink 
mark on my face. I dearly wish I could provide 
her with some help because she looks like she 
is in her early twenties. Without a clue of how 
I could sooth her, I simply struck an awkward 
conversation with her that would last the 
majority of the journey. She tells me she had 
been married and that she’s been homeless for 
about six months. She mentions she moved 
here a year and a half ago when she was 
married. I guess the marriage ended badly and 
she couldn’t get back on her feet. With a glitter 
of hope in her eye, but an unconvinced waver 
in her voice, she tells me she hopes to be off the 
street in three months. She says she only does 
drugs to escape. I wished her luck before we 
departed, but I worried about her. 

After a few more stops, mine rolls in, 
tumbling to a stop like a pair of dice. I guide 
my dog off the train and mount it, riding off 
towards the clay, red dome of the mountain. 
Once I found the trail I assumed led to the 
mountain, I followed it without really keeping 

that red dome in sight. I got lost a bit and 
realized I needed to keep the dome in sight as 
a sort of beacon. Maybe if I did that more with 
my life, I wouldn’t feel so lost. I meander to 
the base of the mountain and lock my bike up 
to a handicap sign. The trail up the mountain 
is simple. I climb to a rock shelf where the 
wind had weathered away the rock leaving a 
circular hole through the mountain wall that 
leads into a large, rocky room with a giant oval 
opening to the opposite side of the mountain. 
A cooling breeze of bliss rolls over me. The air 
feels so fresh and full of accomplishment. I feel 
unstoppable, because I pulled myself from 
the edge instead of having someone else do it 
for me. I won’t let my problems stop me from 
accomplishing my goals anymore. I remember 
that to the left of the oval portal in the rock 
there was a very sloped path to the very top of 
the mountain. My legs skillfully lead my body to 
the slippery path to success as my hands guide 
my torso along the cliff wall. I stare down at the 
fall below me. Just a single slip is all it would 
take. As I inch farther and farther along the path, 
a sense of Déjà vu overtakes me. I stop and try 
to picture it in my mind, the images that flashed. 
It was of that damn basket on the edge again, 
but this time the string broke. I take another 
step. My shoe lace catches on a rock. I feel like 
I’m on my bike again, standing up tall with my 
arms outstretched and the wind blowing past 
me. The sound of my heart in my ears stops all 
the fears. I’m falling, failing, flailing. I jolt to a 
stop, but I hear a tear. My shoe lace is holding 
me over the edge. There’s no one to put me 
back. No one to save me. The string snaps. The 
music of my life blares through all my senses but 
I’m not going to wake up this time.
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Rebecca Martin ___________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Dobson High

Half an Hour in a Hemingway Bar

“Whiskey soda, please.”
The bartender is a man in his late 

thirties, tan, beard untrimmed. He nods, pours, 
and the glass taps against the polished wood in 
front of me. I sip, turn, study the room. 

I am the only woman. The light from the 
street side casts midday shadows on the antler 
chandelier hanging to my left. I look for signs of 
Hemingway, find none.

This is his town, the place in which he is 
buried, but there are no signs. No pictures. 
Unless you know, you will not know.

He drank here, at Whiskey Jacques. I take 
another sip, try to feel him in the liquor. I usually 
drink my whiskey neat, but this is a nod to him. I 
close my eyes, try to feel him in the air.

The door jingles. Another man comes 
in, touches the stool next to mine with his 
fingertips, moves one stool over before sitting. 
The stools on either side of me remain cold.

The men next to me speak of hunting, of the 
next storm, of the price of guns, and I swirl the 
liquor in my glass, and I smooth the bright finish 
on the wooden bar, and there is sunlight hitting 
the glass eye of the elk hanging on the wall.

It is my second whiskey soda that finally 
leads me to interrupt the conversation of the 
men to my right. They tolerate my question. I am 
from out of town. I came only for Hemingway. 
Their eyes soften a bit. I ask if he had a spot here.

“There was a fire in 2008. The original bar 
was in that side of the room. His spot was in the 
corner, near the back. They saved the bar. This 
is the original wood. But the stools, the tables, 
that’s all gone now.”

They turn back to their conversation.
In the elk’s glass eye, I can see the entire bar. 

I imagine the walls, charred in black, the smell of 
smoke heavy in the air.

Papa.
He edited people out of his life like he 

edited words in his novels. Women loved him. 
He pushed them away.

The stools on either side of me remain cold. 
I finish my drink, pay my tab. No one looks up 
when I leave. 

On the street, I join my father.
“Did you find him?” he asks.
“I think I did, Dad. I think I did.”
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Kasey Kerber _____________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Taylor Junior High

Errands with Earl

“Are you okay?”
Joseph momentarily looks up from 

the glow of his cell phone, “Yeah.”
His grandfather looks on, unconvinced. “You 

sure? You been staring at that thing for two 
hours. Have you even blinked?”

A sigh and another look. “I’m fine, Grandpa 
Earl. Just playing a game.”

It’s Earl’s turn to let out a sigh. How games 
have changed since he was a young man.

“I need to do some errands, want to come 
along?”

Not even a look this time. “Nah, I’m good.”
Earl was undeterred: “C’mon, it’ll be good to 

get out of the house. If you sit in that beanbag 
any longer you may sprout roots.”

Before Joseph can again decline, his mom 
calls out from the dining room. “Joseph – go 
with your grandfather, please! He may need 
your help!”

A bigger, defeated sigh. “Ok Grandpa Earl. 
Let’s get it over with.”

      
The truck pulls to a stop. Earl removes the 

key from the ignition and pauses to look at his 
passenger. His grandson stares intently at the 
phone cradled in his hands, tethered to Earl’s 
cigarette lighter using something called a “USB 
adaptor.”

“That gift card you asked for last Christmas,” 
Earl started. “Was it for this phone?”

 “Yup,” Joseph muttered to his lap. “For a 
game on this phone.”

An idea dawned on Earl. “$25 right?”
His grandson nodded, eyes still glued to the 

5-inch screen.
“How would you like to earn another one?”
For a moment, the cell phone’s fixation spell 

was broken. Joseph gave him a curious look. 
“Yeah?

“If you promise to keep that thing in your 
pocket until we get home, I’ll buy you that gift 
card.”

Joseph let out a slight laugh, catching 
himself before it was seen as disrespectful. 
“You’re going to pay me not to use my phone?”

“I’m going to pay you to experience life 
without it.”

Joseph shrugged, quickly turning off the 
screen. “Uh-huh. Ok Grandpa Earl, no problem.”

“We can lock it in the car if you think you’ll 
be tempted-”

Now a full laugh from the teen. “This phone 
is worth more than your car.”

        
It was like walking into another universe, 

albeit a boring one. Joseph was surprised 
“hardware stores” still existed, but he wasn’t at 
all surprised grandpa would find one to drag 
him into.

“What are we in here for?”
Earl scans the aisles carefully. “Parts. Your 

mom needs our help fixing a sink.”
“Your help, you mean.”
Earl makes for the plumbing section. “Yes, I 

suppose you’re right.”
Joseph follows behind, each section of the 

store making no sense to him. Each bag hanging 
from a shelf has a number and confusing name. 

“Tell me,” Earl asks, reaching for a pipe. “One 
day when you have your own house, what will 
you do when something breaks?”

“I’ll call someone.”
Earl considers. “That costs a lot of money 

– more so if you don’t know what they should 
fairly charge.”

Joseph was unfazed. “I’ll make a lot of money.”
Earl took the bait. “How will you do that?”
“I’m going to be a professional video game 

player.”
Every inch of Earl wanted to open his lips 

and pour out criticism. Yet in his many years of 
living on Earth, he had come to understand that 
people tend to deflect criticism and hand it back 
in buckets.
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“My father once worked three jobs,” he 
began, reaching for another part. “We never had 
the money for anything that couldn’t be used 
and re-used for years. He learned - then taught 
me - how to be a fixer.”

“So you can fix anything?”
Earl looked up. The question caught him off-

guard. “No, there are quite a few things I wish I 
could have fixed.”

He thought of the stormy relationship 
with his father, who was absent much of his 
childhood. He thought of his first marriage, a 
rushed ordeal ruined by not taking the time to 
understand his wife. And he thought of current, 
fractured family – scattered to the wind by 
technology and a lack of togetherness. Joseph 
saw only his slightly trembling lip. He said 
nothing.

“I fix what I can, and help how I must, 
Joseph.” Earl said, reaching for sealing tape. “In 
life, that’s all a fixer – and father – can do.”

Joseph nods. “I’m sorry about grandma.”
A brave smile. “Cancer is also very hard to fix. 

C’mon, son, we need to get going to our next 
errand.”

The next stop is the bagel shop, where his 
grandfather takes 15 minutes to talk to the 
owner. Joseph sits at a nearby table staring at 
Poppyseed muffins. When it’s time to go, he 
mutters: “About time.”

Earl stops mid-step. “Sometimes, buying 
a thing means connecting to a human being. 
Learning a bit about their world.”

“Uh-huh.”
Earl gently places a hand on his grandson’s 

shoulder. “Amazon doesn’t deliver friendships. 
Mr. Lampkin over there also lost his wife. We 
sometimes compare notes over how much we 
miss being asked to take out the garbage.”

Joseph nods, stabbed a bit by guilt. “Sorry 
grandpa.”

One last errand – and this one catches the 
teen off guard. As the car pulls slowly into the 
parking lot, Joseph spots the sign: “Resthaven 
Nursing Home.”

“Uh, grandpa? What are we doing here?””

A slight smile parts Earl’s lips. “Relax boy, I’m 
not admitting myself…yet.”

The two check-in at the front desk, bagels 
in tow, and receive visitor badges. A short walk 
past the cafeteria and they arrive at the main 
gathering area. Earl sets the bagels on a small 
card table and pulls up a couple of chairs. In a 
few minutes, they are noticed and joined by a 
half-dozen elderly men.

Joseph looks on as his grandfather greets 
each with hugs and handshakes. He knows their 
names, their nicknames, their stories. After 10 
minutes of conversing, Joseph notices that no 
one has touched a bagel. They’re clearly there 
for the taking, but the men have been drawn to 
something else. 

And then, a realization. “Grandpa. This is 
where you’ve been every Saturday.”

Earl looks over and nods. “I’ve been coming 
here for three years Joseph.”

One of the residents speaks up, a short 
man with a noticeable limp. “You must be the 
grandson with all the video games.”

Joseph nods hesitantly.
“He’s told us all about you.” The man says, 

beaming. “Earl talks to all us good-looking 
bachelors here at Resthaven.”

Another man chimes in: “Also known as 
widowers.”

Joseph again nods, unsure what else to do 
or say. But deep down, he understands now. 
Three years ago his grandmother had passed 
from cancer. For years Grandpa Earl had left the 
house every Saturday, for what family members 
had assumed was a chance to get away and 
escape. In reality, he had come to this place, to 
help others who had also lost half of their world.

For an hour, the men sat around swapping 
stories over bagels and Scrabble. They asked 
about each other’s families, gave advice and 
lamented over how much they missed the 
past. Not once did they mention their departed 
wives. But that, Joseph realized, may have been 
the point.

Earl looks down at his watch and realizes the 
time. “I’m sorry gentlemen, I let time get away 
from me again. I owe this young man a gift card.”
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The men laugh and exchange more hugs 
and handshakes while saying goodbye. The 
drive home is uncomfortably silent for a few 
miles, then Joseph breaks it.

“Grandpa, why didn’t you tell us?”
 Earl starts to say something, then stops 

himself. He tries again. “Joseph, I love you, your 
sisters and your parents more than you’ll ever 
know. But ‘losing’ is something none of you 
know or understand. I needed to be around 
people that know what I’m going through – not 
just those who feel sorry for me.”

Joseph nodded, wiser than the moment 
before. For years – even before grandma had 
passed – he had thought of his grandfather as 
a cranky loner. He was the old man you’d see 
on the front of birthday cards – shaking a cane 
at the world. Yet this stereotype had now been 
blown apart.

“Electronics store is coming up,” Earl says, 
pointing. “Let’s get you that card I promised.”

Joseph shakes his head. “It’s okay grandpa, I 
don’t need it.”

“Huh?”
“You’ve given enough.” 
The two continue home. Joseph seemingly 

looks out his window, instead taking in the 
reflection of his grandfather driving. It’s true 
he knows nothing in life about loss. But at that 
moment he realizes just how much he will miss 
Earl when he is gone.

“Think you could teach me how to fix a few 
things around the house?” he asks.

Earl looks briefly at his grandson. He may 
play too many video games and spend too much 
time online instead of in the actual world, but he 
was going to be ok. He was a good kid starting to 
figure out life – one small step at a time.

“I’d be happy to.”
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Brin Glover _____________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Melinda Whisenant

The Red Ukulele
I got to pick a ukulele ...
White flowers and the rest was red
Four strings and a lesson
Hawaiian music in my head. 

Logan Lovell _________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Rachelle Sears

       Football
Football is cool.
Quarterbacks are no fools.
Touchdowns are great.
They cannot win without being a teammate. 

Lyla Faraoni ____________________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Annie Brown

           The Dunes
At the dunes
You ride like a knight
Brave and strong
Ready to fight. 

To ride on a dirt bike
Oh, what a sight

It is fun at the dunes
To go zoom, zoom, zoom!

On the sandy hills
To the sunny sky
We can fly!
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Wyatt Foos ____________________________________
First Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Annie Brown

Soccer Goal
Today I went to soccer
It was very fun.
I love playing soccer.
If you get into soccer,
You will have to run.

When I got the ball
I got my first score
I stole the ball
I kicked it hard
Oh boy, do I want more!

Audrey Jacobson __________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

           Fireflies
Fireflies fireflies
oh! I love the light.

Fireflies fireflies
you fly in the night.

Fireflies fireflies
you make me so happy. 

Fireflies fireflies
you look so snappy.

Fireflies fireflies
I love you night and day.

Fireflies fireflies
I love you from June to May.

Gwen Gorski ___________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

              Penguins
Penguins are so funny.

I like how they slide on their tummies!
Sliding, gliding in Antarctic snow,

Look out! Predators are watching though.
Have fun with your black and white feathery friends,

But be careful, so it isn’t “The End”.
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Madison Goodrich ________________________________________
Third Grade, Franklin at Alma Elementary 
Teacher - Linda Hofmann

Snowflakes
Softly, slowly down you go,
You blend in so well with the white snow,
You are Jack Frost’s jewels,
How you glisten and gleam,
You are better than ice or even ice cream,
More precious than gold,
You have no price to be sold,
You come with a message full of cheer, 
Reminding us that there is nothing to fear,
You sprinkle our hopes and dreams into a new year.

Maddex Casillas __________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary 
Teacher - Briana Lambert

Time
Use it wisely it goes by fast
time holds your future present and past

I wish I could rewind all the memories in my mind
must say goodbye you leave those memories behind

Time
Keeps seconds, minutes, and hours that never stop,
spinning forever like a never ending top

Give us many choices which one will you take,
the time is yours now it’s whatever you make

Take your time, and slow down
enjoy each moment while it’s still around
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Cash Nuttall ______________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Rosamaria Brodnax

Fire
Saves lives, creates death.

Creates warmth, kills the cold.
Ruins homes, made as a decoration.

Can be tamed, can be wild.
Makes light, starts trouble.

Jumping across the trees, spreading the devastation.
Getting to homes, people left homeless.

Not to be played with, can’t be controlled.
Can make happiness, can cause sadness.

Used to make a scent, from wax in a candle.
Used to light a firework.

When not being used must be killed with water and dirt.
Fire—one of the strangest things on Earth. 
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Megan Davidson __________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Franklin West Elementary 
Teacher - Kristen Tipton

Goodies Save the Day!!!
I sit in the class

wishing I was behind some sheets of glass.
The children, staring!
The teachers, glaring!

School time is almost over.
Relief inside us all.

Teachers start explaining, no waiting the hall.
Tomorrow is the party,

The Halloween one too!
At that very moment I knew! I KNEW!

That night before my shower,
I stood on my stool-like tower.

THE COOKIES!
THE BROWNIES!
THE CUPCAKES!

All the goodies … Bakes!
My heart, shakes!
I gather them up,

and I put milk in a cup.
As I drink.

I think.
What if kids are allergic to nuts!

I washed my hands in soap and suds!
I made more cookies!

I made more brownies!

I made more cupcakes!
I sat back down 

staring at my nightgown.
Then it came to me!

none of my goodies were gluten free!
once again,

more goodies went in the oven.
the next day at school, 

they stare in a pool.
a pool of sweets that is.

One of the kids said, that’s sweets!
The teacher came in,

with a small-looking bin.
She put half of it in,

in the green-looking bin.
The rest lie on the floor

near the heavy door.
That day after the party

one kid ate a Smarty.
Some felt bad.
Some felt sad.

They all thanked me gratefully
oh … oh so gratefully.
That’s why I always say,

GOODIES SAVE THE DAY!!!



46 ~ Poetry

Abigail Wadsworth ________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Franklin East Elementary 
Teacher - Diana Lawien

The Struggle with the Story
I settled into my small cozy seat,

with places to go and people to meet.
With a grin on my face, I picked up a book,
and opened the cover to take a good look.

Just then, my mom yells,
“Put your toys on their shelves!”

I looked up and saw to my dismay,
my room was in quite the disarray.
I straightened it up quick as a wink,

when my brother grumbles,
“Can you help me think?”

I assisted with his homework,
which was really quite simple.

But it was all worth it,
when he shone out his dimples.

I fumbled around for my weathered old text,
needing to find out what happened next.

Settling into my small cozy nook,
I opened the cover of my favorite book.

I was so close to the finish only two or three words,
when Dad calls out, “Can you help me feed the birds?”

I let out a groan, “Will you leave me alone?
I just want to read, why not let me do this?
What’s the problem here? What did I miss?”

It was then that I realized there’s more to a day,
than reading about princes with dragons to slay

I should go outside, get out and play.
From then on I spend more time with friends,

doing silly things from all odds and ends.
I limited reading to a half hour a day,

which saved more time to laugh, smile, and play.
I’ve never had more fun since I put down my book,

so close up the cover and come take a look. 
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Bailey Davis ______________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Debbie Allen

A Dog’s Life
They all start as pups, and can’t open their eyes

Until the second full week of their lives.
But tiny or small, adventurous or shy,

Puppies bring joy that can make your tears cry.

They’re born in a litter, a newborn at first
And soon begin suckling to settle their thirst.

Born blind, born deaf, born toothless and cute,
A puppy will awe you although it starts mute.

Within two weeks, they will soon start to yip, 
And open their eyes to a wonderful gift.
Some early pups might even hear noise
But rely on their nose to scent life’s joys.

Sooner or later, they walk, bite, and play,
And play-fight with littermates while learning life’s way.

They learn when to do their duty outside,
They approach puppy food, and a collar is applied.

A puppy two months old is ready to adopt,
Ready for future guardians to come shop.

They’ll look at a person with puppy eyes sparkling
Soon adopted, they’ll sleep when the sky begins 

darkling.

Many dogs growl in a protective stance, 
With over 340 recognized breeds in expanse.

They started from wolves and look how they’ve grown,
Now with their owners at a sacred home.

A puppy will love you if you give it a bed, 
An owner to a puppy is like a pencil to lead.

Dogs will love you no matter what,
They’re so much more than a beautiful mutt.

A once tiny paw that once needed heat
Is scratching the pantry, in love of hard meat.

It’s given a name, it’s given a home
It will take your heart and warm it to the bone.

Now becoming a teen, counting in human years,
The soft fur you love petting is grey at the ears.

It’s whitening more, showing signs of age,
Its story is nearing the very last page.

A many years later, you sit at a rock,
Labeled RIP, you wish this nightmare would stop.
Your new pup pads up and licks your teary chin,

A dog is with you through thick and through thin. 
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Jace Conover _____________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, MacArthur Elementary 
Teachers - Penny Jacques and Kassidy Pine

Dream-Defying Quotes
When I think of all my goals in life, my ambitions and my dreams,

Some people think they’re unreachable, at least that’s how it seems.
“Don’t bit off more than you can chew,” someone said to me,
But I’d rather choke on excellence than chew on mediocrity.

“Don’t get your hopes up,” said Uncle Jed, his words rattling inside my head.
But hopes lead to dreams, dear Uncle Jed, so I’ll keep hoping and won’t be misled.

“The early bird gets the worm.” Now this one I know is true,
But I also know the daytime bird and the night hawk get worms too.

“Don’t count your chickens before they hatch,” said the farmer down the street,
But I’d rather count my chickens than expect a feeling of defeat.

“A watched pot never boils,” they say, but I’ve come to realize
That watching my pot is like watching my dreams; I’m keeping my eye on the prize.

So I don’t listen to these old school quotes that can be treacherous it seems,
I keep working, hoping, looking, counting, and watching to achieve my dreams.
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Dallas Keck ______________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Smith Junior High 
Teacher - Becky Lenzmeier

The Night
It’s the time of day when the weather cools 
And the wind blows softly, making you feel 
As if you’re covered head to toe in silk. 

The time when all is dark outside except the
Moon and small, glowing eyes, sparkling and 
Shimmering like bright colored marbles. 
 
The time when the only things you hear are 
The crickets, gently humming and wolves 
Howling at the moon. 

When the trees sway gently, side to side and 
The birds have all gone home to rest. 

When the water in the lakes and seas 
Sparkles like glitter while it bathes in the 
Moonlight. 

Night is a time of calm, silent beauty.
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Marwa Elhassan __________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Summit Academy 
Teacher - Kendra Barro

-Est Words
How does it feel to be the best

Or any of the words that end in est
That bring you up but cut others down 

Because we aren’t the best, prettiest
Nicest, smartest, coolest

And you’d think it’s just a word 
Yet it can be the sword that cuts deep

we live with it in our heads 
that we aren’t 
The funniest,

 Fastest,
 strongest

Sometimes arriving
For no reason 

Shouting out that we’re the weakest
The fattest, 

Ugliest,
 slowest

The mixed messages
They tell us we’re all beautiful 

Then we’re not
Negative words that stick 
While the positives don’t 

that’s just how we perceive

If only the comparisons stopped
Words of encouragement in their place

Generous in every breath 
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Chloe Carmona ___________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

A Letter to Tomorrow
Tomorrow,

You are foreign to me, you are unknown.
It seems you are always one step ahead of me.
I’m not sure that I’ll ever get to meet you,
but if I ever go away, I want you to know.
Know about my dreams to become you, someday.
Someday I will find you and embrace you.
Although I want to stay, I must go soon.
Do not worry, I will find you.
It may seem you are lonely, 
but know that I am always right behind you.

Yesterday
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Kaiya De Silva ____________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

The Good Old Gmail
Dear Neglectful User,

It’s me your Gmail inbox.
 You know how you signed up for all of those app accounts using me? 

I doubt you do because it’s been a year since you’ve checked me! 
Do you know what happens in ONE YEAR’S TIME? 

Roberto_the_garbageman saved 3,000 of your pins on pinterest.
Your math teacher has graded 815 tests of yours!

 Your friend Tyler has messaged you
 About your science fair project due in 2 weeks time.

He has “no idea what to do.” 
I am overlooked so many times just because there are so many

 “EASIER”, “FASTER”, and “MORE POPULAR” ways to get your message across.
 What happened to good old Gmail?

  There are currently 4,297 unread, useless emails inside of me right now.
 You got it, 4,297! 

Do you know how much space that even takes up?
 At least check it once a week!

 What you’re currently using me for is what my friend,
the Junk or Trash Pile, is for.

 Is it that much to ask? 
I just despise being overwhelmed with MILLIONS of emails

 Flowing over me like the waves of a tsunami. 
Please start checking your email. I’m begging you.

Love,
Your Annoyed Gmail Inbox
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Jaydee Miller _____________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Taylor Junior High 
Teacher - Alison Urban

             Sunset to Nightfall
Evening falls westward

Heaven’s colors reflected
Eyes drink the colors

Sunset bows in peace
Magenta and blue skies meet

In meadows mirror

It is a beauty
As silver rays of moonlight

Glisten off the lake

Nature chose to make
A purple haze all around

Such a divine scene

God’s calm hand provides
Beauty in a barren sight
It has now turned night

What do you think now
You should enjoy our superb earth

All rain, wind, and sky
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Paloma Guerin ___________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Bekka Lancucki

                I am Human
I am human.
Not a pawn in Life’s game,
Nor the secret to grander schemes,
Just human.

I bear no secrets,
For the unknown remains awake.
Never discovered,
Though some spend a lifetime searching.
 
I will never possess the tangle of keys
To Life’s perpetual locks,
For the solutions lie
Where no eyes can see.

I am human,
Not a safe house from evil.
Though I am strong,
Weakness is my undoing.

I wear no armor to protect me
From my own emotions, 
And strange motivations.
For the vase of unity is broken.

Chance and truth act as one,
In unbalanced harmony.
One push may topple
The ornate tower that is Life.

I will never grow immune
To the power of energy,
Or the force behind words,
For I am human.
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Kelley Kuntz _____________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Bekka Lancucki

Little Wooden Boat
An early memory:
My dad,
My sister,
Me,
And a small wooden boat.

All of us sat cross-legged on the carpet
Focusing intently on our project.
The ship,
Constructed of pale little wooden logs
Dad had cut individually
Just for my sister and me.
With scarred but careful hands
He placed each piece,
All of us holding our breath with every wobble.

When the time came for Mom to take
My sister and me home,
We stood and departed from that little boat.
Dad’s sad eyes watched us go
As I turned
And waved
And left.

Dad used to drive us to Canyon Lake.
We’d walk the shores with our shoes off,
The murky water lapping playfully at our ankles,
The sun shining down on our backs.
My sister and I would hold up interesting finds--
A bright rock,
A fishing lure,
An abandoned shoe--
As he’d smile warmly and congratulate us.

I’d imagine that little ship floating lazily on the 
     water,
Sides wetted by the green waves
As it bobbed,
Turned,
And danced,
Its mast standing proudly.

Dad called us one night
Out of the blue,
Voice tired but sincere.
He explained to Mom that he wouldn’t be able 
     to take us that weekend.
He asked for my sister and me
And told us in turn that he loved us.
I heard his voice break for a moment--
Just a moment--
Before he hung up.

That night I had a dream
About a little wooden boat
Caught in a wild storm.
It was lost and spinning
As it tumbled over careless waves
And the wind gripped it tightly in its fist.
It crashed onto the shore of Canyon Lake
Where it laid motionless.
It was so cold
And alone.
So, so
Alone.

My dad’s funeral was held
On a warm June afternoon.
The sun shined,
The clouds drifted,
And life moved on
Like it always does.

Still,
I find myself thinking of
An early memory:
My dad,
My sister,
Me,
And a small wooden boat. 
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Chloe Jones Marwig _______________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Crossroads 
Teacher - Mary-Jean Davis

Ana
When she enters your life promising joy and 

comfort,
Don’t listen. 
When she makes her way into your mind and 

tells you all these lies,
Don’t believe. 
When she tells you what to do and how to act,
Don’t surrender.
When she has you wrapped around her deadly 

finger but you still think you’re in control,
Don’t give in. Don’t listen. Don’t believe. Don’t 

surrender.  
Because you aren’t in control.
She’s in control.
You think you can stop when you’ve had 

enough,
But little do you know that this is just the 

beginning.
This is the beginning of guilt.
This is the beginning of shame.
And this is the beginning of becoming sick.
I wish I could go back and tell you that this isn’t 

the answer.
I wish I could have been able to convince you 

that you’re perfect the way you are.
I wish I could tell you all the consequences of 

becoming friends with her.
And that trusting her was the biggest mistake 

you have made so far.
But the damage has been done. 
You learned the hard way by letting her invade 

your mind.

You’re recovering from her wicked ways.
You’re slowly learning that all she told you were 

lies.
You are not a number.
You would not be better off if you changed 

yourself.
You are not your body; your body is just a vessel 

for your soul. 
You are not worthless. 
Your worth is incalculable.
You are capable.
You have a purpose just like everybody else.
You are strong.
You are so many things, even if you can’t see 

what they are yet.
She may try to come back.
She may be angry that you left her.
She will try to lure you in with empty promises 

and broken lies.
But you know what to do this time.
Don’t give in. Don’t listen. Don’t believe. Don’t 

surrender. 
Because being “friends” with her isn’t worth 

being sick.
It isn’t worth your health.
Or your well-being.
So when anorexia comes crawling back to you,
Because she can’t live without you.
Turn around.
Walk away.
And tell others to do the same.
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Samara Grimes ___________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High 
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

How Are You Today?
“How are you today?”
You ask, not waiting for my remark.
You already know what I’ll say, 
And it is nothing overly dark.

It doesn’t matter if it’s the truth.
And more often it is not, 
You don’t want to hear of my troubled youth,
Or things I’d rather leave forgot.

But here’s what I’d tell you,
If you asked to really know.
I’ll give you what is true,
The things I don’t let show.

There’s a war in my mind,
My memories it corrupts.
No peace you will find, 
As the chaos inside erupts. 

The battles are raging, 
I’m counting my dead.
The sun isn’t shining,
There is blood being shed. 

Stress, depression, anxiety.
The unbalanced chemicals, 

That only worsen with society
And their words so polemical. 

I’m fighting through this civil war, 
Which is the reason I’m so drained.
If you ever wish to implore, 
About why I seem so pained. 

It’s easy to give in, 
And to let my white flag fly.
It’s easy to let my destruction win, 
And to let my will just die.

But there are people who love me, 
And they know of my fight.
They’re trying to help set me free, 
So that one day I might be alright. 

My medication is my sword, 
My family my shield.
My happiness will be my reward,
When the day comes that I am healed. 

So next time you ask if my day went well, 
And I reply with that familiar line, 
Hopefully, I won’t be feeling like hell, 
And truthfully I’ll say, “I’m fine.” 
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Riley Duemler ____________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Rachel Cupryk

Home-less
There is cranberry sauce somewhere
Three dimes in my left hand
An eight of spades in my right
My mother
Is making nervous chatter
The relatives
Are too old to care
I win the next few rounds and
It is when I see my father grimace I really listen
A relative is talking about the homeless in their
Freezing state of Minnesota
Except they call them other things instead
Question why they don’t just ‘get a job’
Someone
Chimes in with ‘they must be lazy or something’
Says God must want them to suffer
My grandmother is what I call ignorant and she calls religious
I lose another dime because I’ve stopped paying attention to
The game
I am too busy texting my boyfriend whom my grandparents remembered as
‘Mexican’ then ‘painter’ and then ‘what’s his name’
The conversation still revolves around street corner statues
I am feeling less alive with each word and more suffocated with each second I am silent
Everytime my brow furrows and mouth opens my mother hurriedly asks me
If I’d like more apple pie
To which I quietly respond 
“I’ve had enough apple pie family for the rest of my life”
There is nothing thankful about harassing people with no voice
There is no grace in this conversation
I mutter to my brother something about God creating the rainbow, and street corners, and laughter,  

and anything that is not white picket fences, anywhere that is not the suburbs
He says “Amen sister”
The longer I sit here the more the walls close in
I do not belong in this cage
They ate the only other thing with wings in this house
And although I do not believe in God I know some hold him like a gun filled with blanks and others 

have passionate affairs with faith
And although I do not know what it is like to be homeless
I do know what it is like to be home-less
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I can hear the cars speeding down my street,
Decorated in the colors of incarceration.
Red, White, and Blue no longer mean freedom in this neighborhood,
In my neighborhood.
 
This morning, I tried calling my son
He didn’t answer and I worry.
I worry that maybe last night’s gunshots hit a little too close to home.
I worry that I will get a phone call soon from either a hospital or a police station.
I worry that maybe while trying to rise from my past, I fell back and brought my kids down with me
 
The ambulance rushed down a minute later,
Whining and crying as if it already knew someone had already taken their last breath,
As if it already knew someone’s blood had already stopped circulating.
I already knew that he was gone
Because in this neighborhood they don’t shoot to injure, they shoot to kill
I pray for the mother that will go down 17th Avenue to the cemetery this week
I pray myself to sleep thinking how I could’ve saved my family from this life
 
I remember I tried to shield my children from this reality,
I remember telling them not to go out after the streetlights are on
I remember telling them not to talk to those people
I remember hoping I could one day rely on the police for situations like this
 
But you see, the police no longer bother with us,
They no longer help and we rely on ourselves for protection
Every day is a new challenge for survival and I think I am tired of fighting
I think I’m tired of fighting for something that can never be won
I think I’m tired of new struggles that arise everyday
I think I’m tired of this neighborhood.
I think I’m tired of my neighborhood

Guadalupe Castro _________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Neighborhood
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Our love is finer than sand,
But he treats me as if I bleed gold in a barren desert land. 
And how is it,
Among religion we must stand yet I can’t even hold a man’s hand?
Our love is fine because it has to be,
To love physically and repopulate for a country,
Is not the same as the way his arms rest around me.
And your lips taste of resentment, boredom, and greed,
His devour mine as though they’re something he needs.
Like this one kiss could determine if he lives or dies,
And that is the case because danger spreads across our sky.
But that’s the thing about him and I, 
We know what it’s like to want to stay alive.
For the two of us and people of “our kind.”
They ask me how I’m doing and I’m obligated to say fine,
But in another life and another time,
I’d just admit that I desperately ache for his lips on mine.
Imagine being scared to love with all your heart,
Because there’s dogs outside waiting to tear you apart.
And people around us would lose their heads and start a fire,
One that would melt our sins and never tire.
That’s what this is,
A world of sin,
Forever punished for liking men.

Sedona Cisneros Bowers ___________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Beth Buchmann

For Which We Stand
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A silent night passes in the glistening gloom
In the company of the blood orange moon

The air is listless, save for the creak
of the timbers and a single

disembodied shriek
 

I was at once aware
of the figure out there

among the glistening gloom
bewailing a life as a victim of strife
beneath the blood orange moon

 
So I ran far from there

My tale’s truth I will swear
Away from that stone cold room

Into the night in the deepest of fright
In the company of the blood orange moon

Catherine James __________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Beth Buchmann

               Blood Orange Moon
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I’ve been chasing
rainbows, hopes, dreams
seeking some sign (for so long )
that I don’t know
what they even look like 

I’ve been missing
family, friends, lovers
chasing the intangible (for so long)
that I don’t know
how to get them back 

I’ve been struggling
doubting, thinking, analyzing
missing the proof (for so long)
that I don’t know
that I am still loved

I’ve been seeking
trying, gasping, surviving
struggling without words (for so long)
that I don’t know
that I was never alone;

David Careaga ____________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade Teacher - Longfellow Elementary

              state of Being



Poetry ~ 63

Isn’t she supposed to wave free? 
‘Old Glory’-- kissed by the wind, beckoning eyes and souls.

A dignitary perched atop a superior staff.

Isn’t she supposed to wave free?
Unification. Valor. Freedom.  
A symbol for light not dark.

So why is she always at half-mast?
We are appalled, we say.

A nation mourns and norm persists.

So why is she always at half-mast?
This isn’t her job, but now it is.

A role--reluctantly reversed.

So? Isn’t she always at half-mast?
Why? Isn’t she supposed to wave free?

Brandon Vigneux _________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Summit Academy

                      Symbol Swap





Class Book
A thematic book, fiction or non-fiction,  
in which each student in an individual  

class contributes a selection.
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Coyotes come out in day and  
night. They are not poisonous.

Kelli Johnson’s Class _______________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Franklin West Elementary

Animals in Our Desert
Excerpts:

The Gila monster has sharp 
claws. The thing I like most 
about him are his little feet!

Javelinas are not pigs!  
They eat prickly pear cactus. 

The horned lizards have two horns 
and they are covered with spikes.

The ringtail can hear really good 
with his big ears and his cute face. 
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Animals Inside Me came about because of one student’s interest 
in spirit animals. His desire for us to understand led to the totem 
poles you will find inside this book. We hope this will inspire you to 

think of the animals inside you!

Julie Reichert’s Class ______________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Zaharis Elementary

Animals Inside Me
Excerpts:

I feel like 
a butterfly 
because I jump 
on my bed and I 
open my heart. 
I think I am a 
butterfly. I love 
butterflies!

I am a snake 
because I spy 
on people. I am 
a bird because I 
jump from high 
places. I am a 
monkey because 
I climb on stuff. 
I am a animal!

At school I 
feel like a wolf 
because me and 
Leo and Blake 
and Branson and 
Ivan stay in a 
pack . Also I 
like a lot of time 
with my pack of 
friends. 

I am a bunny 
because I love 
to cuddle up with 
my mom. I am a 
snake because I 
like to be sneaky. 
I am a cat 
because I like to 
crawl around. 
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Excerpts:

Karen McCasland’s Class ___________________________________________________
First Grade, Franklin at Alma Elementary

What Would You Be

If I could be anything I would be 
a dragon I would breathe fire at my 
enemies I also live in a castle and I 
get fire toast for breakfast. 

I wish to be a first 
grade teacher because I 
like to learn and teach and 
wait for people and do fun 
things with my children at 
home and at school, too. 

I would be a person who 
writes books because I can 
be famous I want to make 
people who read the books 
I would make the readers 
imagine it. 

I want to be a football player because I like to run, 
and I like to play basketball and football in college 
football and I am not kidding I have been playing 
football for a year and I have been playing basketball 
for two years and football for two years too because 
it is awesome to play football and basketball. 
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Melinda Layton’s Class _____________________________________________________
First Grade, Roosevelt Elementary

Mistakes Are for Learning
Excerpts:

I made a mistake! 
That’s okay, 

Mistakes are for learning! 
Learning from mistakes, 

Helps me grow!
Here’s what we learned … 

Writing is hard. Writing letters 
is frustrating. You need a lot of 
practice. I keep trying my best. I 
make a lot of mistakes but that’s ok. 
Soon I will be a good writer. 

I always make mistakes. I always 
try to fix them. One day I got a math 
paper. I made a lot of mistakes but 
the next day I finally got it. It was 
amazing.

I like books. I like to read. I made 
lots of mistakes learning to read at 
home with my mom I practiced every 
day. Now I can read. 

I said mean things to my friends. 
Then no one wanted to play with 
me. No one would be my friend. I 
was sad. I realized that I made a 
mistake. I wanted to be kind. I tried 
to be kind. Now I have friends. I 
learned from my mistake. 

Some sounds are hard for me to 
say. I make lots of mistakes when I 
talk. I am learning to try. I say words 
over and over. I do my best I am 
learning to talk better. 



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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Addison Cox _____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

My Special Grandma

When I think of someone who serves others 
I think of my grand-mère. My grand-

mère was born in France and moved to the 
United States when she got married. She has 
always had the hobby of sewing since she was 
young. A few years ago she helped in my mom’s 
classroom with her students. Those students 
didn’t have much and loved when she visited. 
She decided she would sew a coat, hat, and 
scarf for each student in the class. When she saw 
how grateful they were and the other students 
in need, she made enough for all of 1st grade. 
She gifted one hundred and thirty students with 
handmade clothes.  

My grand-mère always gives back to the 
neediest in the community. She gathers items 
for homeless people to keep their bodies clean. 
She also volunteers at homeless shelters to give 
back to the community. Even when she doesn’t 
feel well she’s thinking of others. My grand-
mère has had cancer twice, raised children and 
grandchildren, and put others first. I am proud 
to be her great-granddaughter, and I love her 
big heart. 

Roman Tan _______________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

The Food Ride
Have you ever eaten a hamburger and 

wondered where it went? Well, the Food Ride 
starts in your mouth. That’s where saliva breaks 
the food up, so it’s easier to eat. Next, the food 
goes down a water slide called your esophagus. 
It doesn’t just drop down. Your esophagus 
squeezes the food down. Now the food goes 
into your stomach. Acids from different parts 
of your body help break it apart. Acids in the 
stomach help too. When the acid is done 
breaking the food into smaller and smaller 

pieces, it goes into your small intestine. Your 
small intestine is a long, twisty roller coaster! 
After the wild ride through your small intestine, 
the food passes down to the large intestine. It is 
called the large intestine because it is wider, but 
it is much shorter than the small intestine. Your 
body uses the nutrients in the food you eat, and 
what your body can’t use is called waste. Now 
you know where the Food Ride starts and ends, 
and what happens to that hamburger you ate! 
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Isabella Alack ____________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Franklin at Alma Elementary 
Teacher - Linda Hofmann

Recycling’s Great

I think it’s important for everyone to recycle. 
Don’t throw away recyclable items because 

we can reuse them. Many items such as glass, 
metal, and plastic have materials that can be 
used to make new items.

Did you know when you are recycling, you 
are helping the Earth? When we throw used 
items in the trash, they go to a landfill. The trash 
in landfills just stays there.  There are chemicals 
in trash. The chemicals can pollute air and water. 

If we keep sending trash to landfills, there will be 
no more room in landfills. Then we need to make 
more landfills. To do this, we need to cut down 
trees. Then that leads to animals getting extinct. 

Recycling can create jobs at recycling 
centers. It can save money. The world can be a 
better place. At recycling centers, they can pick 
out materials to make new things. For example, 
from the pulp of old paper we can make new 
paper. There are many ways to recycle. 

Taylor Gleason ___________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Taft Elementary 
Teacher - Erika Greer

Kemp’s Ridley Sea Turtle

The Kemp’s ridley sea turtle is one of the 
coolest sea turtles. 
The Kemp’s ridley sea turtle is one of the 

smallest turtles. They are 26-30 inches long. 
When they’re hatchlings they’re 2 inches long.
Adult sea turtles can weigh up to 120 pounds. 
Hatchlings are black when they’re born. When 
they’re adults the bottom of them is white or 
yellow. Their shell is olive gray.

The Kemp’s ridley sea turtle is found in 
lots of areas around the world. It’s found in the 
coastal water bays of the Gulf of Mexico and 
the northern Atlantic Ocean. They are found 
in Florida, Georgia, and New England during 
the summer and fall. Kemp’s ridley sea turtles 
prefer shallow waters where they can find food 

on the sandy or muddy bottoms. Kemp’s ridley 
sea turtles eat small animals and plants they 
find in the mats of floating algae. On shore they 
eat crab. Hatchlings’ predators are crabs and 
raccoons when they’re on land. In the water 
their predators are fish and seabirds. Adult 
turtles’ predators are sharks and people. 

Some interesting facts about Kemp’s ridley 
sea turtles are they get their name from a man 
named Richard M. Kemp, a fisherman who first 
described these turtles in Florida. A video from 
1947 showed 40,000 nesting; in 1980 there were 
only 700 nesting. They live about 12 years of age. 
Females lay their eggs April–July during the day.

So that is everything I know about the 
Kemp’s ridley sea turtle!
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Rainforest of the Sea

Coral reefs are rainforest of the sea. They  
 have  colorful creatures, dangers, and many 

ways of life. The water is between 73°F and 77°F. 
Coral may look like a plant, but it’s a colony 
of tiny animals called polyps. They are simple 
creatures with no brain or backbone. There are 
more than 2,500 kinds of coral, but only 650 
build reefs. Coral polyps shoot sperm in the 
water to make new coral.

Reef animals have a partnership called 
a symbiotic relationship. Partners with this 
relationship provide each other with food, 
shelter, and protection. Daytime on the reef is 
busy and colorful, like a rainbow on a rainy day. 
Close to two thirds of reef fish are diurnal, which 
is an animal active during the day. Most diurnal 
creatures are brightly colored, blend in with 
coral and have good eyesight, but their color 
gets dull at dawn and dusk. After dark the reef 
looks so different! Only nocturnal creatures stay 
up at night. That’s when they’re active.

Reefs appear sturdy and stiff, but they are 
very fragile like a vase. Storms can wreck reefs. 
Waves can smash coral to bits. All those years of 
growing gone! Predators also can wreck reefs. 

Coral bleaching is another problem. It gets 
inside the coral’s body and allows it to grow no 
more. Storms and diseases cause some coral 
bleaching, but scientists think it is caused by 
the greenhouse effect. Humans have also done 
great damage to reefs. Corals can’t survive in 
polluted water. Sometimes boats leak, and 
even just trash can harm reefs. A few of the 
biggest are overfishing, dynamite, and poison. 
Overfishing is a threat because people take too 
many of the same types and it upsets the reef 
ecosystem. In addition, dynamite and poison 
are used by fish hunters to stun fish and destroy 
hiding places. They capture the fish as pets 
which die within weeks. Catching many types of 
reef fish is against the law.

Save the reefs! People can save reefs. The 
poison of some reef plants can be used as 
medicine. Also they help slow global warming 
by taking carbon dioxide. According to the 
author of Life in the Coral Reef,  many countries 
made their reefs sanctuaries. In conclusion, 
people can save reefs. If people stop buying reef 
souvenirs, then hunters will have no reason to 
gather them. This is life in the coral reef. 
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The Great Pyramid of Giza

How was the Great Pyramid of Giza built? The 
Great Pyramid is part of a larger complex 

called the Giza Necropolis. The Pyramid of Giza 
was built by about ten thousand people. The 
pyramid was also built with many stones! The 
pyramid is huge. It was the tallest structure in 
the world for nearly four thousand years. Other 
pyramids near the Great Pyramid are smaller, 
which are the Pyramid of Khafre or of Chephren 
(second tallest and largest), Pyramid of Pharaoh 
Menkaure (smallest of the three main pyramids). 
Many people consider the Great Pyramid to be 
the most remarkable of the Seven Wonders of 
the Ancient World because it is the oldest wonder 
and the only one still standing today.

First of all, the Great Pyramid was built with 
about two million stones and each weighed two 
to fifteen tons. An Egyptian king named Khufu 
oversaw the construction of his own burial tomb, 
which is the Great Pyramid. King Khufu wanted 
the Great Pyramid to be larger than any pyramid 
ever built. No one is quite sure exactly how 
people from thousands of years ago managed 
to build such an enormous pyramid. Ancient 
Egyptians cut stone blocks by hammering into 
them wooden wedges, which were then soaked 
with water. As the water was absorbed, the 
wedges expanded, causing the rock to rock. Once 
they were cut, they were then carried by boat 
either up or down the Nile River to the pyramid. 
The material they used to build the pyramid was 
limestone, granite, basalt, and mortar. 

Furthermore, the Great Pyramid was about 
480 feet tall when it was first built and was 
the tallest man-made structure in the world 
for more than 3,800 years. The largest granite 
stone in the pyramid, found in the King’s 
Chamber, weigh twenty-five to eighty tons and 
were transported from Aswan, more than 500 
miles away. Over time, the pyramid decreased 
its height by the sand and wind. The original 
entrance to the pyramid is on the north, 56 feet 
vertically above ground level and 23.9 feet east 
of the center line of the pyramid. The pyramid 
was built in ancient Egypt around two thousand, 
five hundred sixty B.C.E. 

In addition, people tried to make the 
Great Pyramid as beautiful as possible. They 
covered the outside with polished white 
stones. However, many of these stones were 
damaged by earthquakes in the Middle Ages. 
Most stones were taken away and used for 
other purposes. The pyramid has three burial 
chambers. The lowest chamber is cut into the 
bedrock upon which the pyramid was built and 
was unfinished. The so-called Queen’s Chamber 
and King’s Chamber are higher up within the 
pyramid structure. The main part of the Giza 
complex is a set of buildings that included two 
mortuary temples in honor of Khufu (one close 
to the pyramid and one near the Nile), three 
smaller pyramids for Khufu’s wives, an even 
smaller “satellite” pyramid, a raised causeway 
connecting the two temples, and small tombs 
surrounding the pyramid for nobles.

Finally, the King’s Chamber has a flat roof 
11 cubits and 5 digits or 5.852 (19 feet 2 inches) 
above the floor. 3.0 feet above, there are two 
narrow shafts in the north and south walls (one 
is now filled by an extractor fan in an attempt 
to circulate air inside the pyramid). The purpose 
of these shafts is not clear: they appear to be 
aligned towards stars or areas of the northern 
and southern skies, yet one of them follows a 
dog-leg course through the masonry, indicating 
no intention to directly sight stars through 
them. The Queen’s Chamber is exactly halfway 
between the north and south, and has a pointed 
roof with an apex 20.4 feet above the floor. At 
the eastern end of the chamber there is a niche 
15.3 feet high. The original depth of the niche 
was 3.4 feet, but has since been deepened by 
treasure hunters.

In conclusion, the Great Pyramid of Giza has 
survived for thousands of years as a reminder 
of the ancient Egyptians and the effort they put 
into building it. Many people now care for the 
pyramid to ensure that it will remain standing 
for years to come.  
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Are Smartphones Really Necessary for 
Children Under Fourteen?

I think that smartphones shouldn’t be given to 
children under the age of 14. Smartphones 

have social media, apps, games, browsers 
and the ability to Skype, which is good for lots 
of things, but these things are unnecessary 
for phones that little children use. Although 
many people may disagree with my claim, you 
have to wonder, can my child actually handle 
a smartphone before the age of 14? Phones 
can also make children lazy because of how 
addicting they are. The age limit of smartphones 
should be changed so that nothing unnecessary 
happens to small children with expensive 
phones.

On average, most children get their first 
smartphones at the age of 10.3 years old. By the 
age of 12, 50% of children already have a social 
media account (Team BioPlus Health). Children 
should only need a phone to call their parents 
in case of an emergency. All of the extra apps 
and games are not needed. Not only do children 
have all of these apps and games, smartphones 
are also really expensive to buy. Based upon all 
of the facts given, children shouldn’t need these 
expensive devices. 

Many people are probably disagreeing 
with me right now. You might be thinking, 
“Our children need mobile devices to contact 
us in case of emergency.” That is where you 
are right, but wrong. It is true that children 
need cell phones in case of emergency, but 
not necessarily smartphones. Instead of an 
expensive smartphone, they could have a flip 

phone. Phones are made for one main purpose; 
to call people. Not to play games and all of 
those other things which could be done on 
a computer. Smartphones are great mobile 
devices, just not for children.

Another reason why smartphones aren’t the 
best choice for children under 14 is that it could 
make children very lazy. Since entertainment 
is very addicting to kids these days, they want 
more and more of it. In fact, teenagers spend an 
average of nine hours a day online, compared 
to about six hours for those who are eight to 12. 
Kids between zero and eight spend 50 minutes 
a day on their phones. Way more time than is 
necessary is spent on these expensive devices 
(Team BioPlus Health). All of the modern day 
smartphones have games now and are also very 
addicting to play on all day. Smartphones are 
also usually paid for by the parent, so not only 
are they playing all day, but they don’t have 
to pay for it either. Phones lead up to very bad 
consequences for those who own them.

In conclusion, I think that smartphones are 
unnecessary for small children. Kids don’t need 
all of the extra apps and games to play, they just 
need the accessibility to calling. Even though 
a lot of parents think that their child needs 
a smartphone, they might not be right, you 
could just as easily own and use a flip phone. 
Smartphones can result in too much play time 
and not enough work time for kids. Based 
upon all of the facts, surely smartphones aren’t 
necessary. 
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A Radical Role Model

Imagine being a farmer in the year 1687 on 
 a small boat. You see an innocent little girl 

drop her doll into the water but a teenage girl 
in an expensive looking dress jumps in and 
saves the doll even though she knew she was 
going to ruin her finest clothing. How could 
you not think that she is a good role model? 
That teenage girl is Kit Tyler. She is a good role 
model to the people of Wethersfield because 
she is kindhearted, she can keep her cool under 
pressure, and she is responsible.

Katherine Tyler, also known as Kit, from the 
book The Witch of Blackbird Pond is a good role 
model because she is easily the kindest person 
in the book. The first example is when she saw 
a little girl named Prudence who couldn’t go 
to dame school because her parents thought 
that she was not smart enough so Kit decided 
to help her learn to read and write. After 
sufficiently teaching Prudence to read she came 
back and saved her from false accusation of 
being a witch. In the book Kit also shows that 
she is kind when she meets an old lady named 
Hannah that was said to be a witch. She was 
skeptical at first, but soon gave her a chance and 
realized Hannah wasn’t so bad after all. She also 
helped Hannah thatch her roof without even 
being asked to. These are some of the examples 
that make Kit such an inspiring role model in the 
book.

Kit is a good role model for kids of all ages 
because she can function well under pressure. 
During the course of her journey she was taken 
away and locked in a shed. Instead of panicking 

she waited patiently and did what they asked 
of her until she was able to tell her story. After 
Kit was captured she was put on trial. During 
this trial she was not outraged by the claims 
but instead she stayed calm and answered their 
questions truthfully. Kit was able to function 
well under pressure by telling the truth and 
showing she is a good role model.

Kit has shown the strength a role model 
would need by being responsible. She showed 
responsibility when she taught at a dame school 
for elementary children with minimal help. 
She only had one slipup throughout her entire 
career where she was let go but soon after got 
her job back and had a perfect record from 
then on. Another way she was responsible was 
that she traveled from Barbados to Connecticut 
alone and that journey was over 2,100 miles 
by boat after suffering the loss of her close 
grandfather. Kit had not seen her aunt or uncle 
in over 12 years but squared her shoulders and 
met them with confidence. Kit was able to do 
many things and succeed when many others 
would not have been able to and that makes her 
a good role model for countless others.

Kit became a good role model over the 
course of the book and hero for those who 
needed one. She is kindhearted and responsible 
in many ways. She can also perform well under 
pressure to ensure that the people around her 
are safe. Would you be upset at young women 
that jumped into the water to save a child’s doll? 
Take a deeper look into Kit Tyler’s story to find 
the answer!
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Females worry most about what they wear. 
Coco Chanel once said, “Fashion is not 

something that exists in dresses only. Fashion is 
in the sky, in the street, fashion has to do with 
ideas, what is happening, and ultimately, the 
way we live.” There are many different influences 
in fashion but some of the most important are 
society, culture, weather, personal experiences, 
beliefs, and values of an individual. “Fashion is 
an art. It’s a religion. It’s a job. It’s a feast for the 
eyes. But ultimately, fashion is an individual 
statement of expression for each of us” (Wendy 
Maxey). Fashion is something we deal with 
every day. Even people who say they don’t care 
what they wear choose clothes every morning 
that say a lot about them and how they feel that 
day. We are constantly being bombarded with 
new fashion ideas from music, videos, books, 
and television. Movies also have a huge impact 
on wear.

Acceptance or rejection of a style is a 
reaction to the society we live in today. People 
have to look at the outfit, but they mostly need 
to focus on the person’s personality. Yves Saint 
Laurent said, “Over the years I have learned that 
what is important in a dress is the woman who’s 
wearing it.” This means that it’s not what the 
woman is wearing, but it’s who the woman is. 
The truth is, you could wear the most expensive 
article of clothing and be the most rotten, 
meanest and selfish person ever or, you could 
be a really friendly, and happy person and wear 
a simple, loose, dirty shirt. Suvi Maria quotes 
“Fashion is not necessarily about labels. It’s not 
about brands. It’s about something that comes 
from within you.” This quote is one hundred 
percent true. Women don’t need to care about 
what they wear, they just need to be themselves 
and they are automatically beautiful.

The people that do care about what they 
wear don’t get very far because they’re always 
trying to look the best, but they can never figure 
out that there will always be something more 
fashionable and prettier than what they own. 

If you are grateful for what you have in your 
closet you will always be way happier than the 
person always trying to look best. It is true that 
looking good makes you feel good, but if you 
go a little overboard (which most women do) 
you will never feel good. You will always feel 
that someone has better clothing than you and 
people sometimes push those people down.

Some women, especially in high school, 
are worried that if they don’t wear the right 
outfit, they won’t be pretty enough to be 
popular. And to some girls being popular is 
really important and they will do anything to 
be popular and usually that starts with wearing 
the best clothing. Only some people realize 
that just being themselves is what makes them 
popular and beautiful. When girls are shopping, 
they might buy something that is really popular 
because “that’s what everyone is wearing.” 
Others feel they have to dress to impress.

When young women and adults are at the 
store shopping for clothes, they should look for 
something modest and fitting. These kinds of 
clothes are more attractive than the spaghetti 
straps and miniskirts. When some ladies get 
older, they realize that they shouldn’t have 
worried about what they looked like. They 
usually either feel guilty because they made fun 
of someone who owned “less attractive” clothes, 
or they feel silly that they cared so much about 
wearing the best outfits and they now realize 
that they were beautiful the whole time.

No matter what size or shape you are, as 
long as you are yourself and don’t care what 
people think about you, you will always have 
inner beauty and people around you will see 
that you don’t care and be themselves as well. 
So as long as one person is happy about their 
body and fashion, someone else will know that 
they are beautiful and the more people see that 
other people are happy with what they have 
soon most if not all people will be grateful with 
what they were given. 

Sadie Mathews ___________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Patti Karr

Is Fashion Important
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The Effects of War on Children

Shahir, a twelve-year-old, was briskly walking 
 along an immense path, and was looking up 

toward the feathery clouds above. The sky was 
a luminous blue with soaring eagles. He soon 
realized that the supposed eagles had static 
wings, and an oddly shaped nose. Then Shahir 
saw an unfamiliar flag on the side of these 
eagles. They weren’t eagles at all, but they were 
bomber planes. He sprinted to the nearest bush, 
hoping the planes would not locate him. Shahir 
listened as the loud bangs of the explosives 
caused rising panic among the people who 
were caught in this horrendous bombing raid. 
The effects of war on children cause more 
refugees to flee the country, endanger those 
staying in the country, and cause even more 
challenges for the children still in war.

People who have relocated to another 
country due to war or famine are called refugees. 
Refugees have many threats and hardships 
in their lives today. For instance, Kristin Lewis, 
author of From War to America, an article about 
Syria, states that they leave because they have 
no choice: staying means putting their lives in 
grave danger (Page 7). This implies that refugees 
are people looking for a protected place to live 
because the war in their home country could 
kill them and their family. As the war continues, 
remaining in the country is very hazardous, 
as you could get caught in crossfire or die of 
starvation or other possibly dangerous situations. 
Also, refugees flee because of several causes such 
as starvation, persecution, natural disasters, and 
most commonly, war. Fleeing is their only chance 
of survival when they are faced with a zero 
percent chance of existence. 

Starting anew in a different country can 
bring along many challenges. Kristin Lewis 
reports that starting over in a new place is 
always a challenge, whether you’ve moved 
to a new school, new state, or a whole new 
country (Page 8). This illustrates what the people 
starting over must deal with on a daily basis. 
New languages are a problem when moving to 
a place that does not speak your native tongue, 
especially English, as it is one of the hardest 

languages to learn, according to the Oxford 
Royal Academy. Yet another hardship of starting 
a new life is finding a place to live. Not everyone 
is able to buy a house, either. Finding a job is not 
exactly effortless as lack of knowledge about the 
current new location they’re in or not having 
the ability to speak the language of the country. 
Although staying in a country with violence 
and war could result in death, the choice to find 
another place to live is still just as complicated.

In addition, children at war must work with 
many challenges in order to carry out their daily 
lives. Kristin Lewis claims many refugees, like 
Francois and Cedric, have escaped unspeakable 
horrors (Page 8). This illustrates that the refugees 
were facing many challenges back where they 
were from. One of these several challenges is the 
scarcity of items. In times like these, food and 
water can be scarce, money even more so, can 
be a rare find. Children also have to deal with the 
passing of their family or friends. The bombings 
in Syria have resulted in hundreds of thousands 
of deaths across the nation. Additionally, 
escaping is a vast challenge for children, as the 
military is wandering around the deserts of 
Syria. Escaping also means a hopefully better 
life somewhere else. Furthermore, the lack of 
education is a colossal problem for the children 
too. If they were to grow up in Syria without an 
education and then move to Turkey or Jordan, 
they would not be educated well enough in 
order to get a proper job. Not having a proper 
job would mean a family would not have enough 
money to be supported.

Finally, Shahir racked up enough courage to 
scuttle out of the bush as he heard the bombing 
cease. He stared longingly at the ruins that once 
used to be his place of rest and safety. Human 
and animal carcasses were scattered throughout 
the rubble that once was his town. He knew he 
would have huge challenges and the life of a 
refugee ahead of him. He thought about how he 
could ever adapt to life in an unfamiliar country, 
how he could even get to that stage in life. He 
wondered if he would ever see his home again. 
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Caravan of Chaos

You have finally made it after traveling 
hundreds of miles through the innumerable 

hardships and misery of your journey. You have 
escaped from the dread experienced at the 
hellscape country you used to consider home, 
in order to find asylum in a new one. However, 
when you see the residents, they have looks of 
hate and hostility on their faces. They set their 
weapons on you, wanting to keep you out of the 
country you worked so hard to reach. Now, the 
entire journey seems like it was all for nothing. 
This is likely how immigrants from the Central 
American caravan feel at the border right now. 
The history of this caravan, the events at the 
border, and the issues at the migrants’ home 
countries are important to understand when 
studying this looming crisis.

One way to understand the migrant caravan 
is by observing the history of it. By looking at 
this caravan’s history, we can better understand 
why so many people are traveling to North 
America. The caravan began on October 
12, 2018, when migrants from Honduras, 
Guatemala, Nicaragua, and El Salvador gathered 
at San Pedro Sula, Honduras. The caravan was 
started as a way for Hondurans to escape from 
the high unemployment rate in their country, 
gang violence, and political oppression they 
were frequently facing. But soon, migrants from 
other Central American countries would join in 
this gathering due to the increasing publicity 
and coverage of the event. According to the 
United Nations Refugee Agency, “The number of 
people in the caravan has been estimated at up 
to 7,000 people or more.” Afterward, on October 
13, 2018, the caravan started its journey to the 
United States. The caravan’s large numbers and 
history can be traced back to its meaning and 
significance to the people of Honduras.

A major part of the attention regarding 
the caravan is the events at the border. These 
include how the migrants are being treated by 
border patrol officers and the government’s 
response to the caravan. One example of the 

way migrants are being treated at the border 
can come from the experience of Nelmy Ponce 
and her three children. According to an article 
by the Washington Post, Ms. Ponce talked about 
how she felt over the complications at the 
border after looking to attain a fresh start in the 
country. “Now she says it feels like its own kind 
of purgatory, with no chance to apply for peace 
and job opportunities in the United States 
anytime soon.” This is one of many examples of 
conflicts at the border, which are often caused 
by confusion on what to actually do with all 
of the people. Furthermore, the government 
is finally trying to get other Central American 
governments to transport the migrants to their 
countries and are currently sending military 
troopers to the border to deal with the caravan. 
Approximately 5,200 active military soldiers 
were sent to the border under one week before 
the 2018 midterm elections. To summarize, the 
troubles with the migrant caravan at the border 
and government response can help us better 
understand the public response to it.

The principal reason for the caravan to 
travel here is best understood by looking at the 
circumstances the migrants had to deal with 
in their home countries. Most of the migrants 
come from Honduras, a country with a history 
of violence, poverty, and political repression. 
According to The World Book, “Honduras is a 
low middle-income country that faces major 
challenges, with more than 66 percent of the 
population living in poverty in 2016.” It also 
has a high presence of gang violence and an 
alarming homicide rate. The caravan was seen 
as the perfect opportunity for many Hondurans 
to find asylum and a better life in America. 
Guatemalans are another major population 
in the caravan. Guatemala also suffers from a 
severely high death toll, often committed by 
organizations made up of former and current 
members of the military involved in organized 
crime. While their influence has been somewhat 
lessened, the overall rates of crimes such as 
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murder and thieving in Guatemala is still one of 
the highest in the world. Also, it is very difficult 
for lower class families in Guatemala to send 
their kids to school. Although many of the 
schools are free, uniforms and equipment are 
often too much for poorer families to cover. 
Heading to America with the caravan would 
help many Guatemalans escape from all the 
death in their country while providing much 
more accessible education for their children. To 
recap, many of these migrants believed heading 
to America through the caravan provided a 

convenient way for families from both of these 
countries to seek out better lives.

Clearly, the caravan is a looming crisis for 
both sides of this story. Nevertheless, it can be 
better understood by examining its history and 
border complications, along with the problems 
in the migrants’ home countries causing them to 
head for America. This is a national issue, which 
could possibly have major effects on the future 
of American immigration, and thus is incredibly 
important to be aware of and informed about.
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Negative Effects of Social Class  
Division on Global Communities

In today’s world, we are heavily dependent 
on social classes and political ranking when 

deciding power distribution throughout a 
community.  Social classes usually use the levels 
of higher, middle, working, and low.  Separation 
between social classes and isolation of outsiders 
that do not belong to one is the regular way 
to rank residents and decide how much 
influence they should have in the community 
they take part in.  This influence can include 
importance of opinion in deciding political 
matters, persuasiveness in media, and overall 
significance in sustaining whatever form of 
government the community upholds.

Social class and citizen rank is mostly based 
on business prowess and income level, which 
leads to an imbalance when considering the 
power people obtain with wealth concerning 
political opinion.  An article on social class at 
businessdictionary.com describes it as “a status 
hierarchy in which individuals and groups are 
classified on the basis of esteem and prestige 
acquired mainly through economic success and 
accumulation of wealth.”  This shows that power 
in a community is only obtainable if citizens 
already have some existing power.  Poor citizens 
simply do not possess wealth, and because of it, 
they cannot access available influence in their 
community, therefore lowering them in social 
ranking.  Being a part of a lower ranking can 
eliminate some of the community’s inclusion in 
voting or deciding political matters.  Described 
well in Social Class, Networks May Influence 
Political Behaviors by Jan E. Leighley and Tetsuya 
Matsubayashi at uanews.arizona.eduw, where 
Leighley and Matsubayashi conducted a sample 
study to find how social networks can influence 
political behavior, results observed showed that 
while one’s environment and socioeconomic 
characteristics – both of individuals and the 
communities within which they live – are 
key factors, social networks tended to have a 

great direct influence over political views and 
behaviors.  This information also concludes that 
higher-income areas in a community usually 
have a larger effect on political opinion and 
overall outcome of political decisions.  In all, 
social class division can give power to wealthy 
citizens and further degrade the influence of 
middle or lower-class residents on political 
matters.

Media is a huge part of how we 
communicate with each other today, which 
means that those who control media can 
control a large area of communication.  People 
who are wealthier and well-known with a 
wide audience tend to have a more powerful 
influence over media and the topics discussed 
in it, whereas citizens without fame and income 
are disliked and their views and perspectives are 
not seen as important.  Because of this, instead 
of media spreading knowledge, it prohibits 
lower citizens from sharing their opinions and 
wisdom to others.  In an article detailing 26 
impacts of social media on youth, society and 
business on vkool.com, some of the described 
negative effects of this separation on media 
include increased violence, higher levels of 
alcohol use (studies have reported a relationship 
between alcohol and drug use and higher 
internet use), and larger amounts of money 
being spent online.  This higher spending 
can mean disastrous economic crashes, since 
more and more people are adapting to online 
shopping and ignoring real-world markets.  
As well, explained in Effects of Social Media 
on Communication Skills by Prof. Chetan R. 
Bhamare on theknowledgereview.com, social 
media use can just as effectively decrease 
language efficiency as increase it.  Media lets 
communication become lazy and pointless, 
and further brings communities into a state of 
separation.  This eventually leads to a stricter 
line between different social classes.
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Shown in most communities around the 
world, people controlling the government 
were/are normally wealthy, related to others 
in power, or just overall in a high social class.  
Being ranked as an important citizen can 
grant special privileges, the most influential 
being political importance.  While social class 
can grant a higher audience for opinion and 
a greater following, it also affects how able 
citizens  and residents are in controlling the 
politics they are involved with.  For example, 
someone in a higher social class will be well-
known and popular, which gives them an 
advantage if running for a role in government.  
This would be perfectly reasonable if everyone 
got a completely fair shot at nomination, but 
this fairness is impossible, since people are very 
subjective in the modern world.  Assuming that 
citizens will mostly likely vote for a familiar face 
rather than dive into information and draw 
conclusions from fact and research, a majority of 
the community can be excluded from shaping 
the government they follow, mostly the middle 
and working classes to the lower class, since 
almost only higher class people are ever in 
control of their government.  This significant 
isolation between the community’s people 
can cause imbalance in the justice system, 

where higher citizens in power over legality 
and law can take full control of others under 
them in social ranking.  Overall, economic 
and governmental power severely impacted 
by social class, for it ruins equality and favors 
wealthier and popular people over those 
who want to be influential in upholding a 
community but aren’t given the power to.

In conclusion, our communities in the 
world today, and really even those existing 
for thousands of years,  involve or involved a 
social order.  In some situations, social class 
can unify a society’s people and create peace 
and harmony between them.  However, when 
these rankings are emphasized through political 
standing, persuasion of media, and economic 
power distribution, it becomes easy to see 
how a people can fall apart when following 
an extreme and rigid social order.  Too much 
prioritization and labeling in a society is an 
absolute threat towards the downfall of the 
government and those who live under it.  There 
is no way to determine the danger that social 
class can bring to communities, which means 
that our lives could be negatively affected by its 
impacts.  Social class always brings change, but 
most of the time, the change is only destructive 
to communities and those who thrive in it.
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Homework. The word is always accompanied 
with a groan or complaint, and having 

been around since well... since schools started, 
many can’t help but groan at the unpleasant 
memories that follow the word. Ranging from 
small coloring pages, to five page essays, most 
just want to bang their head on the desk/wall 
or die on the spot. Moving past how unpleasant 
the word might seem, students always seem to 
do it one way or another. Giving them, as well as 
their teacher, an idea on how well they actually 
understand the material they learned in class. 
Due to this process, homework is beneficial in 
school, for it teaches students necessary skills 
like time-management and patience that will 
benefit them in the future.  It also provides 
the students a way to review and practice the 
material, which, in turn, helps improve test 
scores.

To start, homework teaches students 
skills needed to be successful in their future, 
including patience and responsibility. Glenda 
Faye, a reporter and past teacher states, 
“Homework helps students gain several skills 
that will help them as they mature.” This 
statement is elaborated on later by Laurie 
Smith in the article How Important Is Homework 
to Student Success? Homework can establish 
other life skills important for a student’s job, like 
organization as well as time-management, two 
essential skills that a potential employer would 
seek. As stated by both Laurie and Glenda, the 
skills which one can only learn from homework 
can determine a student’s future. Due to this, 
even though one may get through school in 
the form of cheating and copying the work of 
their friends, they won’t be so blessed as to 
receive said option when they receive a job. For 
even if one could get a job without such skills, 
the occurrence where one would have the 
chance of asking a co-worker if they can copy 
the work that was part of their own job is, after 
all, unlikely. Despite this fact, some people state 
that homework takes away the time a student 

has to do extracurricular activities, but they 
need to consider that such occurrences should 
only happen when a student procrastinates, 
leaving it, in the end, as their own fault. 
However, time-management and organization 
aren’t the only skills homework can teach. 
Skills such as living on one’s own, being able 
to complete work in an orderly manner, and 
how to persevere are also given by Anne 
Marie Helmenstine in her article Reasons Why 
Homework Is Good and Sometimes Bad. Such 
skills can determine a person’s future and 
support them as they mature in the world, and if 
one can persevere, they will see that homework 
really does help!

Moving forward, though many refuse to 
admit it, homework gives students the chance 
to review and practice the material they learned, 
improving upon one’s test scores. Doctor 
Harris Cooper states across various articles that  
“across five studies, the average student who 
did homework had a higher unit test score 
than the students not doing homework.” He 
goes on to say that the research he gathered 
from his team overwhelmingly supports the 
fact that students who do homework do better 
in school than those who don’t.  So, in fact, as 
proved by Doctor Harris Cooper, homework 
does improve the grades and scores students 
earn while in school; however, he also goes on 
to say that the benefits of homework depend 
on the quantity of it. Moving on, there are many 
people who bring up how well Finland is doing 
without homework, but going deeper into the 
real truth, one can discover otherwise. Recently, 
an anonymous Finland university student 
posted that they do, in fact, have homework, 
however, there is little of it. When later asked 
about whether it helps the student, he goes 
on to say that the homework did indeed help 
as they went back to study the material and 
dramatically helped improve their grades. So in 
reality, while homework can cause stress, many 
will be glad to have the chance to practice past 

Paden John ______________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

Why Is Homework Necessary?
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math problems, fix their grammar, and other 
various subjects. 

In the end, homework is indeed beneficial. 
There are also many other reasons not including 
how it teaches students skills and improves on 

test scores. People need to understand that, 
while annoying, homework does help, and if 
one can get through it, one will learn how to 
survive in this world.
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Belleza

Makeup hides people’s imperfections. 
Depending on what someone is using,  

insecurities can “disappear” with a variety of 
items such as foundation, concealer, bronzer, 
eyeshadow, blush, or even mascara. These 
beauty products can hide what some people 
call “natural beauty” or “belleza natural” which 
is natural beauty in Spanish. Natural beauty, to 
some, is what features someone is born with. 
Natural beauty could also mean no changes 
to the face, no makeup, and especially no 
plastic surgery. Natural beauty, however, is 
actually the amount of kindness, honesty, and 
loyalty a person has. Appearances are what is 
typically thought of when thinking about being 
beautiful, but being beautiful should mean the 
type of personality that people are showing 
to others. It should mean the words we speak 
and the gestures we do for others. Natural 
beauty consists of four main ideas: kindness, 
confidence, the ability to make someone smile, 
and loyalty.  The term natural beauty has the 
possibility to inspire others when it is shaped 
into a word that everyone can enjoy. 

To begin with, kindness is a main 
characteristic people crave to have. Kindness 
can be shown to people with the smallest 
gestures such as smiling, waving, or even 
saying hello to someone you have not talked 
to in a while or even talked to at all. Kindness 
is an attractive feature if shown. It is proven 
that people judge others after they meet 
them within the first three seconds. Having a 
conversation with someone can make them 
find charming characteristics about that person 
and like them as a person even more. Kindness 
gives an example on what people should be. 
Everyone is naturally beautiful on the inside 
and out, but it just takes a little longer for others 
to show it. The ability to make people smile is 
beautiful. Having the power to make someone’s 
day go easier or even a little better is amazing. 

Another is confidence, confidence is the 
key to giving self assurance. Confidence gives 

people the courage to stand up for what they 
believe in and stand up for who they are. 
Confidence not only helps encourage people, 
but it makes them a happier person. People 
think of beauty as someone that is happy and 
someone that smiles consistently. The term 
natural beauty gives different ideas to others 
and either encourages them to be their true 
selves or discourages them to hide who they 
truly are, which is beautiful. People need to own 
their insecurities and be proud of who they are. 

In the same way, loyalty is beautiful. Staying 
true to yourself is the most loyal a person can 
be. Changing for others because you are not the 
same or you do not look like them is nonsense. 
Everyone is different and there is no one out in 
the world the same as someone else. People are 
shunned for not being the perfect definition 
of beautiful. Others definition for the term has 
turned the world upside down and has had a 
negative effect on most girls. Staying loyal to 
the person that you created over years is the 
most important part of being loyal. Being loyal 
is the most beautiful thing a person can show. 

Generally, most people would define natural 
beauty as someone who is beautiful without 
any makeup, surgeries, or even changes in the 
way someone would normally look like. Natural 
beauty to me is the beauty that is inside of 
a person. My definition of this is beauty that 
shows the difference between others, and not 
only accepts them but celebrates them. My 
definition represents changes that make people 
happy and make them their best selves. To 
some, beauty is based on looks and what facial 
features a person has. Long hair, a small nose, 
full lips, rosy cheeks, long eyelashes, and big 
eyes is society’s definition of beautiful. Famous 
quotes and sayings about being beautiful come 
back to the same idea, “beauty is on the inside”. 
If quotes have this same idea then so should 
society.  

To conclude, natural beauty is within all 
of us. It is our confidence, kindness, and our 
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loyalty that makes each and every person in 
this universe beautiful. Beauty in the eyes of 
someone that likes to base it on looks can mean 
a pleasurable sight. Talking to a person with a 
beautiful soul can be a pleasurable feeling and 
even more fulfilling. Society is to be blamed 
for these standards, however we are society, 
we the people created this word and shaped it 

into a certain hatred. Beauty should be based 
on someone’s personality and how caring they 
are. Natural beauty can mean any of these 
definitions, bare-faced or beautiful on the 
inside. Beauty is within all of us as long as we 
reach down and have the strength to show it to 
others.
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Alluding to Earth from the  
Underworld

Imagine still being alive, yet in the pit of Hell; 
having a beating heart, but also having 

the cold winds of the devil flow through you. 
This is what Dante experiences in the first 
part of his own epic, The Divine Comedy. Dante 
will travel through the Inferno in this great 
story, learning about the sins that many have 
commited. However, he cannot traverse this 
wasteland alone, he needs a guide. The angel 
Beatrice amends this by sending the spirit of 
Virgil, another great poet, to aid him in his 
journey. Dante takes advantage of applying 
many allusions into his piece, and they all have a 
purpose, which is presented when he mentions 
Dido, Paolo and Francesca, and Judas Iscariot. 
There are reasons for these subtle nods to 
history and mythology, such as helping explain 
the plot, telling of his own life in the piece, and 
also mentioning his own beliefs.

These three allusions specifically are 
interesting because they are ideal examples of 
how Dante wants to portray the piece. To start 
off, Dante’s nod to Dido, the queen of Carthage 
in ancient Greece, is a fitting allusion. This owes 
to her backstory. Dido had a husband who 
died in war, however, when she meets another 
man who she falls in love with, she is not being 
true to her husband. When this man abandons 
her, she kills herself for love and is transported 
directly to the Carnal circle of Hell because of 
her lack of faith to her deceased husband. Virgil 
explains to Dante when they reached the circle, 
“The other is Dido; faithless to the ashes of 
Sichaeus, she killed herself for love”(61-62). Virgil 
is explaining this because Dido is someone who 
Dante and readers of his time would recognize 
from history and would further reinforce the 
idea of the sins that would land one in the 
circle of the lustful. Another story of the sinners 
from the circle of the lustful would be that 
of Paolo and Francesca. The tragic backstory 
behind these lovers starts with Francesca being 

married to Paolo’s brother, Giovanni, however, 
Francesca truly loved Paolo, and one day when 
they had some “special” time together, Giovanni 
discovers them and murders them both. Since 
what they did was a sin, they were taken to this 
circle alongside their fellow unholy lovers. Dante 
observes them during his trip to Hell and utters 
the words to his guide, “Poet, I should be glad 
to speak a word with those two swept together 
so lightly on the wind and still so sad”(73-75). 
After Virgil instructs Dante to call to them to let 
them pause their eternal flight, Francesca tells 
them their story. It resonates deeply within 
Dante because of his own love for another 
man’s lady in real life, Beatrice (who is also his 
guide through Purgatory and Paradise in the 
story). That is what makes this allusion show 
Dante’s inclusion of his own life into his writing. 
Lastly, in the bottom-most circle of Hell, Dante 
observes the three headed Devil himself. The 
Devil’s punishment in this cold, wind-swept 
pit of the underworld is to chew on the three 
greatest sinners of all time for eternity, which 
also doubles as the sinners’ punishment as well. 
The middle head of the Devil holds the single 
greatest sinner of all time, who is Judas Iscariot, 
Jesus’ betrayer in the Bible that handed him 
over to the people who wanted him dead. Virgil 
announces this to Dante, “‘That soul that suffers 
most,’ explained my Guide, ‘Judas Iscariot, he 
who kicks his legs on the fiery chin and has his 
head inside’” (61-63). This completes the idea of 
Dante’s “ultimate sin”, which is treachery towards 
a master. It is also supplemented by the fact that 
the other two sinners that are condemned to 
being a continuous snack for Satan are Brutus 
and Cassius, two of the men that helped take 
down Julius Caesar.  

The allusions to Dido, Paolo and Francesca, 
and Judas add explanations for the audience, 
windows into Dante’s own life, and the outlook 
of one man concerning the Inferno. Especially 
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with his meeting with Paolo and Francesca, he 
makes an easily discernible connection with 
his own life. This journey that he takes through 
Hell is enlightening for him, and this is partially 
due to the fact that he saw people that he 
recognized from history and even his own time. 
However, this is still only his opinion on what 

Hell looks and feels like, which leads to anyone 
being able to imagine what the place for sinners 
really looks like, or even being able to reject its 
existence entirely. In this way, it always comes 
down to the audience’s interpretation.



Essay ~ 91

Ivan Mix _________________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Rachel Collay

Better Now, Or Is It?

The euphoria of finding one’s true love on 
the first go is almost statistically impossible.  

Break-ups are bound to happen and are a part 
of life.  Even those unlucky singles out there 
will not find someone on the first try.  For 
some, break-ups creates an inescapable pir of 
grief and despair that makes an individual feel 
nostalgic of how things once were.  Others can 
see it as a blessing or a quick time of reflection 
before moving on. Post Malone experienced a 
turning point in his career when the love of his 
life turned away from him, causing Better Now 
to be published.  Since the initial publishing 
date in 2018, Better Now has received national 
attention when it achieved the third spot 
on the billboards.  Better Now’s catchy and 
upbeat rhythm contributes to the very distinct 
instrumental and vocal properties, and upon 
further review a deeper, mournful meaning is 
uncovered.

The catchy, crisp chorus is sung with 
a striking tone, but carries a melancholy 
cloud that surrounds each individual word.   
Specifically, this cloud is present within the 
clever twist in the lyrics that are used to convey 
the idea that both Post Malone and his ex-
girlfriend un-intentionally let each other down.  
For instance, this is represented in the stanzas 
“You prolly think that you are better now. . . 
You only say that ‘cause I’m not around” and “I 
only say that I am better now. . . I only say that 
‘cause you’re not around.”  In these stanzas, the 
clever alteration is changing the lyrics from 
an emphasis on you to an emphasis on I.  Post 
explains that both of them try to hide the fact 
that they made a mistake by thinking they are 
Better Now without each other.  Transitioning 
from this idea, Post directly implies that he is 
deeply sorry about letting down his ex-girlfriend 
within the phrase “You know I never meant to 
let you down.”  Post’s use of the word “know” 
within this phrase gives an unfair advantage to 
Post, because it forces a viewpoint on his ex-
girlfriend that she may not see eye to eye with.  

The chorus serves as a cushion between verses, 
and keeps Better Now from falling apart.

Verse 1, verse 2, and the bridge are all 
distinct aspects of Better Now and serve as 
the connecting-transition between each 
repetition of the chorus, bringing depth to 
the song.  Within verse 1, Post hypothesized 
that his addiction to Benzodiazepine, a drug 
used for treating anxiety, drove her away 
in the line “Everything came second to the 
Benzo.”  Post also alludes to the symbolic use 
of alcohol with the phrase “Drinkin’ Henny and 
I’m tryna forget.”  Henny is a shortened version 
of Hennessy, which is a high end cognac that is 
manufactured and distributed by an industry 
in France.  Drinking alcohol is often used to 
represent someone that is trying to block our 
all of the bad aspects of their life, and enter a 
world exempt of responsibility.  In verse 2, Post 
addresses her new boyfriend and relents the 
fact that he is better for her.  Post regretfully says 
he is “pretty cool,” showing that he wants her to 
come back.  But even though she has moved on, 
Post tries to see her in a different light but can’t.  
Within this verse he alludes to the method of 
buying materialistic items to take his mind off 
her, making it clear that it is no longer about the 
materialistic items but about her.  The shortest 
and slowest group of lyrics within Better Now is 
the bridge.  The bridge implies sarcasm on the 
word “only” in the phrase “You’re only the love 
of my life,” meaning that he doesn’t truly think 
that he will be okay.  Lyrics are just lyrics and 
they are made by everyone; but, what makes 
them unique is how the lyrics are expressed 
with a person’s unique set of vocals and the 
instrumental background.

The instrumental background provides 
a foundation for the vocals to dance upon, 
and one without the other would result in 
an incompleteness to the overall sound.  To 
illustrate, the instrumental gives an allusion of 
casually strolling down the beach.  For example, 
the mystic-aura choir comes closer and then 
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turns around to disappear, resembling the 
crashing and receding of the waves against 
the calm beach.  In particular, the high-hat 
coupled with the mystic waves paints a picture 
of someone skateboarding on the boardwalk, 
adjacent to the ocean, while listening to 
the waves crash upon the beach.  After a 
momentary pause, this instrumental foundation 
transitions into a base-boosted version of its 
previous self.  This version has a rattling sort of 
crack sound that is most closely related to that 
of cars that play music at deafening volumes 
that cause the whole car to vibrate.  Since 
the voice dances in synch with the musical 
foundation, it creates a gentle flow throughout 
the song.  Various techniques and autotune 
is used to manipulate the voice, creating a 
prominent infinity mirror effect.  Another 
technique is the use of vibrato which creates the 
echoing sensation of yelling down a canyon or 
tunnel.  Post’s tone has an initial striking tone 
that brings in the listener, but then dramatically 
tapers out resembling that of a receding wave.  
Towards the end of the piece, the vocals are 

replaced with a more prominent mystic aura.  
This aura was created by humming into an 
auto tune machine, and symbolically resembles 
a boat disappearing over the horizon.  The 
metaphorical context of this boat, is that Post 
is going to be heartbroken for some time,  but 
he will eventually be able to move on and step 
into a new world over the horizon.  With the 
instruments, vocals, and lyrics all co-existing 
in harmony, this piece is capable of bringing 
people together

The heart-breaking vocals, metaphorical 
lyrics, and the instrumental foundation of Better 
Now gives anyone a taste of Post’s deepest most 
feelings.  This unique insight into Post’s life, 
creates an opportunity for a listener to reflect 
upon Post’s choices and decide what to do 
and what not to do for their personal future.  
Everyone goes through break-ups, but you can 
either move on by embracing it, or you can 
wallow in your anguish and let it consume you.  
Break-ups do not define you, but what actions 
taken afterwards do.  Would you say you are 
better now?
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Win It or Lose It

GOOOOOAAAALLLLL!!!!!! Justin scores. The 
 first place trophy goes out to his team. 

The trophy comes out shiny, gold, and filled 
with glory from the labor placed into this 
moment. Then, another just exactly like it is 
distributed, then another and another. Every 
team is handed a golden trophy from last to 
first place. Justin looks at his team’s prize then to 
the rest, nothing could distinguish a difference 
between any of them. Everyone is considered 
winners even though certain people put more 
work, effort, time, and devotion to the soccer 
championship just to be regarded no better 
off than everyone else. The final tournament 
concludes with rewards for completion of the 
game. Justin comes out in distraught by the 
fact it was all for nothing. His team received no 
glory for their achievements. Every day Justin’s 
story comes true, not just in sports like soccer 
but in academics, arts, athletics, and every other 
category of competition given. Participation 
awards should not be awarded because trophies 
should be earned; trophies give motivation, 
while losing provides experience for future 
usage. 

Prizes for participation should not be 
handed out is because trophies need to be 
earned. The goal of competing is to win, 
trophies were made to be won. It takes time, 
dedication, effort, and a desire to get to the 
top. If showing up earns the same awards as 
those who work hard to win, then the motivator 
to put in the labor is lost. In the news article 
Do Participation Trophies Hurt Our Motivation? 
Some Say Yes, James Harrison, a professional 
Pittsburgh Steelers athlete, had experience 
with his children being given participation 
awards. His remarks were “I came home to find 
out my boys had received two trophies for 
nothing, participation trophies. While I am very 
proud of my boys for everything they do and 
will encourage them till the day I die, these 
trophies will be given back until they EARN a 
real trophy”(Manning 3). Harrison is correct in 

the fact that the award should be earned not 
just handed out to everybody. It is a necessity 
to have people exert themselves to the strain 
required to bring furtherance to one’s own 
talents and skills. Meanwhile, the opposing 
side deserves some merit for their belief that 
people who try but do not excel in an area 
deserve a medal. However, when all that is 
required is arriving at the competition to be 
awarded, the work to achieve it no longer is a 
vital part. According to Michael Haney, the Boys 
Swim coach at Mesa High, “Participation awards 
award someone for showing up, not for effort...
Athletes must learn that they are rewarded 
for hard work, effort and their performance, 
just as in life”(Haney 1). Being given a prize for 
participation tells people all they need to do 
is attend the event and they get rewarded. 
Participation awards reduce the importance 
of the endeavor a person puts in to their goal; 
they are equivalent whether they pour their 
soul in their work or sit on the sidelines, putting 
in minimal effort. This also is true in other 
instances, academically all their hard-work is put 
into a project meanwhile, someone who sits on 
the side is considered equal to the worker. Thus, 
awards for attendance should not be distributed 
because they reward everyone not just the 
people who put in the endeavor to acquire it.

Furthermore, rewards for participation 
should not be handed out because trophies 
give motivation to improve. Coach Haney 
states “Athletes who do not want to get 
better or have tremendous talent but waste 
it, not only hurt themselves, but the team as 
well”(Haney 1). Meaning that to help themself 
and/or their team a person needs to work 
to improve themself.  Improvement is an 
essential part of development, but without 
motivation a person will not desire to elevate 
themselves. Many people are motivated by 
the end reward, the goal, in some cases that 
just happens to be the grand prize. If both first 
place and last place competitors win the same 
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award then what is the point in improving? 
In the article Do Participation Trophies Hurt 
Our Motivation? Some Say Yes it quotes Lucas 
Capalbo, a U12 Chill Soccer coach against 
participation trophies, saying “every time 
there’s a trophy, you’re implicity telling the kids 
that whatever you do, there will be a reward 
in the end. That’s when it gets tricky because 
doing a good or bad job, they will still expect 
something in the end”(Manning 3). In this 
excerpt of the article, Capalbo is talking about 
how participation trophies can lead to children 
expecting something no matter how well they 
do. This implies that no matter the work put 
in it will always get or be expected the same 
reward. In this case a majority of humanity 
would not bother to improve because they 
would not need to, the payoff is already given. 
For improvement to occur there needs to be 
motivation to get there. Some people believe 
that they are motivating their child by making 
them feel better by being praised for any slight 
effort. Though, in The New York Times article 
Losing is Good For You, Carol Dweck, psychology 
professor from Stanford University, states 
findings “kids respond positively to praise ... But 
after such praise of their innate abilities, they 
collapse at the first experience of difficulty” 
(Merryman 2). Contrary to some belief, praising 
a child does not build motivation to continue 
but rather hurts it. It destroys their will to be 
able to make mistakes and learn from what 
wrongs were made. Without a doubt, it is 
essential to keep the motive for development 
therefore, participation awards should not be 
distributed to contestants.

The last reason being presented is that 
losing prepares children for the real world. 
Losing is part of daily life. Hayley Tracy, a teacher 
at Mesa High School who has participated in 
various athletic activities, said “Losing is good, if 
people learn from their loss, everybody loses, it 

is important to learn to deal with loss”(Tracy 2). 
As Mrs. Tracy claimed, people lose everyday it is 
part of life. So if children are always considered 
winners they will not understand how to deal 
with the disappointment of loss. However, 
associates of participation awards believe that 
they teach sportsmanship through everyone 
receiving an award. Mrs. Tracy asserts “direct 
instruction” is required to learn sportsmanship 
(Tracy 2). Therefore, everyone gaining a trophy is 
not needed to teach such.  As earlier mentioned 
Coach Haney, the Mesa High School Boys Swim 
coach, believes that losing helps athletes. He 
states “It is an opportunity to help them set 
goals and discuss what they will have to do 
to meet those goals in the future. This is also a 
good life lesson” (Haney 1). Losing encourages 
setting goals and the preparation or planning 
to reach set goals. This is a lesson not to just to 
athletes, but to everyone. The people need to be 
able to lose, get back to their feet, and stand tall 
to claim their goals. In summary, participation 
trophies should not be awarded because losing 
prepares children to set their goals and learn to 
advance themselves for the future.

Undoubtedly, participation awards should 
not be given. This due to the fact awards need 
to be deservingly earned, provide an incentive 
for progress, and prepare people to deal with 
failures. Kids do not need to be coddled, it 
does not benefit them. It needs to be taught 
to children to strive for a goal, to never give up 
until they reach their goal, and that mistakes 
can be made but must be learned from. In the 
end, one trophy that a child earns is much more 
important than fifty that they are handed. That 
single reward has meaning as it represents 
everything from the time to the effort and 
devotion placed into winning that possession. 
Even if it took a million times falling down and 
getting up again they earned it, and nothing 
can take that away. 
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Bright Screen, Glazed Eyes

Grace’s glazed over eyes remain glued to 
her tablet. “Grace, have you done your 

homework?” Grace’s mother inquires. She gives 
no response, verbal or physical. Her eyes flicker 
as she stares intently at the video of a young 
boy playing with his toys. She spends hours 
each day watching pointless videos of other 
kids playing video games or with toys. At the 
age of six, she is already developing habits of 
procrastinating, putting off homework, and 
making technology a priority. She completely 
ignores her family members and friends, people 
she relied on and played with daily, before it, 
her tablet. She received the dreaded gift on 
the Christmas before kindergarten. Her parents 
believed it would be a good idea, but they 
now deeply regret the decision of buying a 
six-year-old little girl a tablet. Unfortunately, 
many young kids spend an unseemly amount 
of time glued to pointless videos, playing video 
games, watching shows and movies that have 
no educational value. Young children should be 
limited in the time they spend on technology, it 
wastes time, creates social deficiencies, and may 
produce mental health issues.

Kids learn time-management at a young 
age, but if they are spending hours on 
technology, they waste time. As children 
leave infancy, they gradually begin to gain 
responsibilities, whether it be taking out the 
garbage, feeding a pet, or walking a dog. 
Children’s access to technology has grown 
rapidly in the past several years. As kids spend 
more time on technology, hours are wasted 
where they could do homework, play with 
toys, practice a sport, or interact with other 
people. Many lasting memories are created at 
a young age. People recall times racing around 
their neighborhood on bikes, or a specifically 
awesome action figure fight, not watching 
videos of someone else playing a video game. 
Marjorie Hogan and Victor Strasburger, doctors 
of medicine and authors of the article Children, 
Adolescents, and the Media, state “The average 

eight- to ten-year-old spends nearly eight hours 
a day with a variety of different media, and 
older children and teenagers spend at least 11 
hours per day. Presence of a television (TV) set 
in a child’s bedroom increases these figures 
even more, and 71% of children and teenagers 
report having a TV in their bedroom. Young 
people now spend more time with media than 
they do in school—it is the leading activity for 
children and teenagers other than sleeping” 
(1). Children’s job at these young ages is to be 
a student. They spend six to nine hours of their 
day at school with an additional amount of time 
to do their homework. Adolescents spend a 
great deal of time on their phone, tablet, or TV. 
Schoolwork and other important activities, such 
as sports, family time, or other obligations, get 
put on the backburner. Young children develop 
a habit of procrastination much too young. 
When kids procrastinate, these students realize 
how much homework they have been putting 
off, then they either rush to finish it, which 
causes stress, or they don’t do it at all. As they 
consistently don’t do work, their grade drops 
until they are failing. Principal David Reilly in 
Growing up Digital, Wired for Distraction explains 
“Unchecked use of digital devices can create 
a culture in which students are addicted to the 
virtual world and lost in it” (Richtel 1). Many 
people, both young and old, often become 
addicted to technology. Some state that people 
need something to take them out of their life or 
to make them happy. When they spend all their 
time on technology, it is impossible to find other 
useful skills or hobbies that they enjoy or are 
passionate about. Technology wastes time and 
becomes highly addictive.

Technology can cause different social 
deficiencies and destroy vital social skills. 
Social media is often viewed as beneficial to 
relationships. Minors often get absorbed in 
social media. After all, social media is a way 
to connect with friends, family members and 
acquaintances. Social media is a fantastic idea, 
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but the effects can be catastrophic. FOMO, 
or Fear of Missing Out, is a consequence of 
social media. When people see others going 
on marvelous vacations, buying new cars or 
houses, or other’s “perfect” family, they will often 
get FOMO. Larry Dossey, MD, says in the article, 
FOMO, Digital Dementia, and Our Dangerous 
Experiment, “Evidence suggests that a vicious 
cycle operates in individuals with high levels of 
FOMO; they end up feeling increasingly lonely 
because they substitute social media contact 
for real face time with others, which increases 
their sense of isolation, which adds to FOMO, 
and so on” (1). FOMO will cause them to covet 
others experiences and not recognize the joy 
and fun they have in their own lives. Shanna 
Passey, a student majoring in family and 
human development and a former behavioral 
health technician, was asked if she has noticed 
a decrease in social abilities as children gain 
more access to technology. She states “I have 
seen a decrease in social abilities... I have nieces 
and nephews who do not have limits and they 
do not know how to regulate their emotions 
or communicate with people that they are 
unfamiliar with or not as close with. When 
there is unlimited access [to technology] they 
tend to have temper tantrums when told no at 
certain peoples homes that are not theirs” (1). 
Young kids learn how to monitor and regulate 
their emotions. When they spend extensive 
time on technology stunts mental growth. 
Growing up, everyone has some amazing 
memories. Either hitting a ball at T-ball, winning 
a bike race against siblings, swimming all day 
in the summer, running through sprinklers with 
friends, or going to the park, all of these consist 
of either being outside, actually moving around, 
or spending time with others. In an interview 
with Esther Grubbs, a fifth grade teacher and 
mother of a two-year-old and a four-year-old, 
she states that “When children have more social 
interaction, they have higher intelligences” 
(Grubbs 1). As children spend more time 
speaking and communicating, their brain 
develops more. Spending time playing video 

games hurt more than help, in both social and 
intellectual abilities.

Parents should limit children’s time 
on technology because excessive time on 
technology can increase the probability of 
mental illness. When observed, it is easy to see 
the current teens struggle with self-esteem, 
loneliness, social anxiety, stress, and depression. 
Some say that it might just be increased in 
genetics. However, the article Is technology 
Affecting Your Child’s Mental Health describes, 
“Teens who use technology for more than an 
hour or two a day are more likely to report 
feeling depressed, lonely or anxious. That’s 
one of many reasons why setting boundaries 
and limits on technology can go a long way in 
helping children form a healthy relationship 
with technology” (1). If children form a habit 
at a young age of spending at least an hour 
on technology a day, then they will be more 
likely to suffer from different mental disorders. 
According to a study that took place in China, 
“The longer their Internet addiction continued, 
the more serious the damage” (Dossey 3). 
Excessive exposure to the Internet causes 
serious brain damage, which is impossible to 
repair. Technology often affects mental health. 

Many young children are affected by 
different kinds of technology. Today, there is 
technology everywhere. It is impossible to avoid 
it. Technology is useful, so it is hard to blame 
society in their inordinate use of it. Many shows 
and games are beneficial to children because 
it teaches them hand-eye coordination and 
teaches them useful life skills. Technology’s 
negative effects often outweigh the positive for 
young children. Children’s brain development 
is affected by technology. They waste hours, 
prioritizing technology. Important social skills 
do not develop. Children’s future is altered when 
their mental health is damaged. Because of this, 
parents should limit how much time children 
spend on technology because of how much 
it wastes time, causes social difficulties which 
results in lower intelligence, and generates 
mental illness. 
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Dimensions- Why We Shouldn’t Fear 
Death

A scientific, reflective essay

Throughout history, there have been a million 
different ways humanity has coped with 

the idea of death. From religion, to folklore, 
and all the things in between - as a species we 
are innately afraid of what we cannot see, and 
what we cannot explain. For many, the idea of 
losing life and not being the conscious person, 
you are presently, is a very daunting thought. 
Despite this, science has provided us with some 
reasonably comforting evidence that death may 
only be an illusion within the minds of humanity.

Theoretically, there are an infinite number 
of dimensions with you in it. Disregarding 
consciousness, you are living in each dimension 
as yourself, but with different timelines. If you 
were to choose something in one dimension, 
you are making an infinite amount of other 
decisions in other dimensions. Robert Lanza 
has taken these theories even further. He 
believes that “there are an infinite number of 
universes, and everything that could possibly 
happen occurs in some universe” (Death is 
Just an Illusion: We Continue to Live in A Parallel 
Universe, by MessageToEagle). You are yourself 
in each dimension, but living completely 
different lives. Whether or not they are your 
present consciousness, or completely separate 
independent consciousnesses, nobody knows. 
A basic idea of dimensions is this: “Quantum-
gravity simulations focus on the spectral 
dimension. They imagine dropping a tiny 
being into one building block in the quantum 
spacetime. From there the being walks around 
at random. The total number of space time 
building blocks it touches over a given period 
reveals the spectral dimension” (What is a 
Dimension Anyway? by the Scientific American). 

Your being and your consciousness are 
made up of energy. Thermodynamics says that 
energy can neither be created or destroyed, 

therefore we are left with the question of 
where human energy goes after death. Since 
energy cannot be destroyed, your energy 
should continue to exist.  “Your ‘light,’ that is, the 
essence of your energy — not to be confused 
with your actual consciousness — will continue 
to echo throughout space until the end of time” 
(The Physics of Death (and What Happens to Your 
Energy When You Die) by Jaime Trosper). If you 
died, would you know that you are dead?

Because all of the billions of other 
dimensions exist within our same reality, what’s 
to say that your consciousness and or energy 
couldn’t live on in a different dimension? 
Although everything that we see is singular, 
meaning that we do not see the perspectives 
of other consciousnesses, I propose that we are 
conscious in other dimensions, simultaneously. 
What we see before us in our “reality” is just 
a single lens in a store full of glasses; all the 
glasses are ours, and exist all at once, even 
though we cannot see out of them all at once. 
I propose the possibility that this in turn gives 
us what we like to call “déjà vu.” If there were a 
way for dimensions to cross paths, then there’s 
a chance that all the strange apparitions and 
feelings we can’t explain, aren’t as unexplainable 
as we thought. With this theory, there are an 
infinite amount of other questions to follow. For 
example, has our present already happened, 
leading to déjà vu? Does your life start over 
once you die of old age? What happens to your 
physical body in other dimensions? Etc. 

A good way of understanding the concept 
of infinite reality is the brain. In our dimension, 
if your brain doesn’t react quick enough to 
an oncoming truck, you get hit. However, in 
another dimension your brain reacts to the truck 
a half a second before the truck hits you, and 
you live. Thus, you’ve died in one dimension, but 
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you are still living in an infinite number of other 
dimensions. In an article by Robert Lawrence 
Kuhn, Confronting the Multiverse: What ‘Infinite 
Universes’ Would Mean, he backs my thought 
process of infinity, saying “To get our bearings 
in understanding how a multiverse could be 
generated, let’s begin with the theory of cosmic 
inflation, which explains the origin and structure 
of our universe. Then, because cosmic inflation 
does not end everywhere at the same time, this 
leads to the theory of eternal chaotic inflation, 
which generates multiple pocket universes 
continuously and without end.” If the multiverse 

theory is plausible, this leaves no doubt the 
possibility that infinite dimensions work. 

In conclusion, it isn’t death that we should 
fear. Theoretically, we may never truly die, or live 
without knowing it. The unknown doesn’t have 
to be scary or painful - because in the end, it’s 
all about how you look at it. They say you only 
live once, and while this may be true, there is 
no excuse for throwing your opportunity away. 
Science is brutally honest, and yet can provide 
humanity with so much hope. Depending on 
how you lay your faith, the universe is expansive, 
just like the possibilities of our existence. 
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Remember the Water

A blessing can be individual.  It can affect a 
 community.  A blessing may be a simple 

exchange of smiles, or it might be absolutely 
life-changing.  With a poem titled “Blessing,” 
author Imtiaz Dharker tells the story of water 
and its incredible value to those who lack it.  
From desperation, to hope, to joy, this piece 
transforms a very real experience for many 
people globally into reality for the reader.  
What water means to many in “Blessing” is 
an important reminder to value life’s small 
blessings; they are of great importance.  
Through careful inclusion of literary devices 
such as spiritual diction, auditory imagery, 
syntax, and metaphors, the author clearly 
illustrates people’s desperation due to a lack of 
water by tying such religious importance to it, 
thus increasing its value and communicating 
immense gratitude and joy.

An essential literary device used to 
emphasize a theme of valuing small blessings 
is auditory imagery.  The scene is set: a dry 
desert screaming for moisture.  The reader 
hears the parched dirt as it “cracks like a pod” 
under their feet (Dharker 1).  The imagery in 
the poem is immediate, reinforcing the severity 
of the situation and increasing the reader’s 
understanding of such an intense drought.  
Eventually, water can be heard, or rather the 
idea of water: “[i]magine the drip of it / the small 
splash, echo / in a tin mug” (3-5).  The reader can 
hear the scarcity of the water and begin to grasp 
what it’s worth might be.  Although it might be 
those that yearn for water imagining it, words 
like “drip,” “splash,” and “echo” bring the piece to 
life, causing the reader to covet water as well.  
All of sudden, a pipe “bursts” and water “crashes 
to the ground” as if it were a “roar of tongues” 
(8, 9, 11).  The reader, like the inhabitants of the 
land, is immersed in a sudden cascade of water.  
This tremendous amount is indicated by the 
author’s intentional use of auditory imagery, as 
the water crashes and roars and flows and goes.  
People are joyous and children are “screaming” 

with delight as this desperately needed 
substance flows over their small bodies (19).  By 
hearing the water as it develops through the 
piece, the reader can begin to understand the 
value it has and the joy that even seemingly 
insignificant blessings can bring.

Through the effective use of syntax, the 
water and its strength are heard throughout 
“Blessing.” The reader, as though living out the 
experiences described in the poem, can feel 
the changing flow of the water.  In the first 
stanza of the poem, there are only two, short 
sentences.  Blatantly stated is the situation that 
“[t]here is never enough water” (2).  With blunt, 
concise statements, an almost physical thirst 
is mimicked; the reader feels the lack of water.  
The second stanza introduces water to the 
poem, even if merely conceptual, as the reader 
“imagine[s] the drip of it” like the villagers who 
need it (3).  The four lines in this second stanza 
are composed of a single sentence.  They, like 
the water, begin to flow. Upon the burst of a 
municipal pipe, water rushes and crashes in 
abundance.  Stanzas three and four reflect 
this burst and subsequent flow as three long, 
flowing sentences make up the entirety of their 
seventeen lines.  Each sentence ends in the 
middle of a line, contributing to that continuous 
and fluid feel.  With incredible descriptions and 
flowing sentences, the outpouring of water 
is emphasized.  Due to syntax, specifically 
sentence length, the flow of the piece makes the 
beginning seem blunter and drier.  The presence 
of water, communicated through syntax at the 
end, makes the piece lighter and untroubled.  
The fact that with water, the text flows and the 
world seems more vivid, the enormous value of 
water is made more concrete to the reader. 

Sometimes, the factual statement that 
there is not enough water is too distant 
and impersonal for a reader who hasn’t 
experienced such a trial to understand.  The use 
of metaphors throughout the piece provides 
a more open and abstract perspective to the 
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text.  This allows for personal connections and 
interpretations to be made.  Upon imagining 
the existence of water, its sound is said to be like 
“the voice of a kindly god” (6).  Is a god literally 
speaking to the minds of these people?  No, 
but this metaphor expresses how incredible 
water is, even hypothetically.  With the many 
different backgrounds and experiences of 
possible readers, this metaphor is very open 
to connection.  Once the pipe does burst, the 
rushing water is described as “silver crash[ing] 
to the ground” (8). Equating the presence of 
water to that of a valuable metal emphasizes 
the impact of this event on the community; the 
water is worth more than wealth.  Dealing with 
any type of currency is much more relatable 
to many than dealing with water shortage.  
Equating the water to money, valued above 
many things in today’s society, makes its 
worth apparent to these people.  The water, 
in fact, has such  great value to those in the 
community that it is said to be “liquid sun” (19).  
The sun is vital.  We need it to sustain healthy 
environments and, in short, to live.  Water is like 
the sun, something many could not imagine 
living without.  By referencing a fathomable 
necessity in today’s society, a mutual connection 
is created between the reader and people in the 
poem over the importance of such necessities.  
The sun allows for growth and happiness, which 
is the same as the influence of water on these 
people.  The use of metaphors strengthens both 
the text and the reader’s understanding of it.

It may prove difficult to help readers 
understand the value of water and joy it may 
bring when they have not experienced water 
deprivation firsthand.  By relating water to 
the universally understood theme of religion 
through diction, the reader can better connect 
to the emotion of the situation.  Spiritual 
diction is prevalent throughout the poem, 
beginning with its title, “Blessing.”  The title itself 
introduces the following text as a blessing.  The 
sound of water, even the sound of its dripping, 

is equivalent to “the voice of a kindly god” 
(6).  Many can connect with this statement in 
regards to whatever or whomever they believe 
in.  The significance of water in the passage 
is made clear.  After the water burst from the 
pipe, people ran to collect it. These people 
were not merely a group, but a “congregation” 
(12).  This term creates a sense of unity, a unity 
in joy and relief as people rush into the streets 
to gather the valuable water.  As children frolic 
and enjoy the cool liquid, the “blessing sings,” 
again emphasizing the incredible worth of the 
substance: a blessing (22).  Its sound is that of 
singing.  It is soothing.  It is glorious.   Singing, 
especially songs or hymns associated with 
blessings, brings religious worship to mind, 
allowing the reader to live in the scene and fully 
appreciate the tremendous value of the water 
and importance of blessings in their lives. The 
use of spiritual diction truly connects the reader 
to the text and its meaning.

A blessing can be very individual or 
completely collective.  It can be as simple as 
a smile, or it can be as drastic as the relief-
providing, life-saving blessing of water.  No 
matter the size of the blessing, it is incredibly 
important to remember its value.  Although the 
importance of water may seem small and very 
few remember to be grateful for it, it’s impact on 
those without it and their joyous emotions at its 
sudden existence is a reminder of how seemingly 
insignificant things and events can huge a huge 
impact.  Through the use of auditory imagery, 
syntax, metaphors, and spiritual diction, the 
reader feels the dehydration, desire for water, 
and joy at its arrival.  Through the use of a range 
of literary devices to make water deprivation 
personally relatable to the reader, it suddenly 
takes on a greater meaning.  The desperation of 
people for such a life-bearing substance so often 
taken for granted and their absolute joy at its 
provision is an important reminder to recognize 
all of life’s small blessings.



Essay ~ 103

Alia Tobolski _____________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mesa Distance Learning Program 
Teacher - Heather Land

Sometimes a Bad Example Is a Good 
Example

When I was ten years old, I looked into my 
father’s hazel eyes and believed him 

when he said, “Lia, I’m not going back to prison. 
I promise.” He told me he wouldn’t repeat the 
same mistake twice. He had too much to lose. 
Heartbroken but filled with hope, I believed him. 
A part of me knew he was lying, but I chose not 
to listen to my instincts. I chose to believe in the 
best of my dad. However, I was wrong. When my 
mother called my brother and me into the living 
room for a talk, I knew. I knew he didn’t keep his 
promise. Daddy couldn’t say no to drugs – either 
the high from using or the money from selling. 
Daddy lied. 

Even though my father wasn’t physically in 
my life, his actions deeply affected my family. 
With two damaged children, my mother had to 
find balance. She had to inspire my brother and 
me to see the positive in the situation. However, 
it felt like the sun was nowhere to be seen, and 
all I saw was darkness. My family didn’t help our 
situation either. My cousins would remind me 
every time I saw them that they knew about 
his imprisonment. “Do you know your Dad’s in 
prison, Lia and Xander,” they’d ask. However, I 
couldn’t blame them. They were young. They 
didn’t know any better. Their parents didn’t have 
that excuse. 

My aunts would scold me and my brother 
– for reasons I couldn’t understand. My father’s 
side of my family believed we were to blame 
for his imprisonment. If only my mother had 
stayed with him, and since my brother and I 
were connected to our mother – we inherited 
the blame. Even now, it doesn’t make sense, but 
it was – and still is – the family’s perspective. 
Even though my father sold and used drugs, my 
mother, my brother, and I became outcasts. 

My mother, brother, and I became a trio. We 
helped each other find balance. Together, we 
became strong, and slowly, I healed. I was able 

to laugh; and for the first time in a long time, I 
was happy. However, my emotions changed 
when my father’s one-year sentence was 
finished. He was released. I was thirteen.

My brother and I didn’t want to see our father 
after he was released. We refused. We wanted 
to spend our Christmas without him. However, 
our mother had a different perspective. She told 
us that if we didn’t see him and he went back to 
prison and/or died, we would regret it for the 
rest of our lives. Trusting our mother, we saw our 
father on Christmas Eve. I’m glad we saw him 
because my mother was right. My father went 
back to prison two weeks later. Except this time, 
he was given a seven-year sentence.

I remember when I heard the news. My 
mother worked for my middle school. She called 
me into her office and told me before I found 
out indirectly. I cried so hard it hurt. His second 
imprisonment was the last straw. I couldn’t do 
it anymore. The pain killed me, and I couldn’t 
breathe. As a child, I wanted to believe the best in 
my parents. Yet, the heartbreak was unbearable.

However, my brother’s elementary school 
award assembly was on the exact day. My 
mother signed me out of school and took me to 
the ceremony. We watched my brother receive 
several awards: Good Attendance, A and B 
Honor Roll, and Student of the Month. I watched 
my autistic brother – whose father was in prison 
– stand up and receive his awards. It was in that 
moment, I realized that I had more than enough. 
I had my mom and my best friend beside me for 
better or worse. I knew that I was going to be 
okay. 

To those who thought that I didn’t love my 
dad, that’s the furthest from the truth. I think 
that was my problem. I loved him too much. He 
was my hero. I saw a man who would be able to 
say no to the dark path that he walked - not just 
for himself, but for his children. For me.
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Despite the unfortunate events of my life, 
I am more than happy. At eighteen years old, 
I have everything that I ever wanted. I am a 
senior about to graduate in a couple of months 
with a high-grade point average. I struggle, but 
my future looks bright. I got accepted into my 
university of choice – The University of Arizona – 
with grants that’ll cover my tuition. I feel better 
than ever. I have finally released the shame 
surrounding my father.

Even though my father wasn’t here in 
person, he influenced all of my decisions. He 

didn’t graduate from high school. I’m going to 
graduate with a high-grade point average. My 
father chose the easier path. I didn’t. Everything 
I do, I work to my best ability. My father abused 
animals. I’m going to be a veterinarian to heal 
animals. Whether I like it or not, my father had a 
huge impact on my life. I’m proud that he’s my 
father because he helped make me who I am, 
and I wouldn’t change anything. 
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Jennifer Feuerstein _______________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Csilla Edens

The Evolution of Humanity’s Heroes

When we think of old, epic heroes from 
Rome and Greece, modern heroes such 

as Harriet Tubman and George Washington 
wouldn’t fit the description. They wouldn’t 
have been written about, sung about, raved 
about, and worshipped. These are people 
who have never slayed monsters, people 
who have never undertaken a hero’s journey. 
Although the journey of a modern hero is much 
different, the will of the social martyr remains 
as headstrong as the will of the dragonslayer. A 
hero puts a greater cause above his or her own 
life. However, rather than poaching the world 
through violence, the modern hero shapes 
the world through a brave stance on morality. 
The defining difference between an epic and 
modern day hero is that epic heroes are lauded 
for their unyielding strength and adherence 
to cultural values while modern day heroes are 
heroes for their unyielding sense of morality and 
deviation from the norm.

In ancient Europe, the epic hero was born: 
a cultural superman who undertook a hero’s 
journey, formidable in his strength and bravery. 
Many of their stories are still treasured today, 
such as The Odyssey, by the Greek poet Homer. 
The Odyssey tells a tale starring Odysseus, a 
king and Greek war hero who faces a challenge 
greater than war: a treacherous journey home 
full of unforeseen threats. Odysseus is undaunted 
and powerful, famed and wealthy -- he is the 
ideal Greek man. When Odysseus finally sets 
sail after years of captivity, his fragile raft is 
ambushed by “fierce [blasts] of tumultuous 
winds,” the murderous rage of the sea god 
Neptune (Homer 316). Yet in spite of the “doom 
of death,” the hero holds on to his crumbling raft, 
“[springing] after it amid the waves” and “[laying] 
hold of it” every time he is ripped off (Homer 325, 
326). Odysseus’ strength, in not only his body but 
also his will, is one of the defining characteristics 
that makes him an epic hero. Even after the ruling 
gods had turned against him, Odysseus still fights 
with admirable strength. The epic hero never 

gives up -- his determination to return home 
only grows with each escalating fight. Another 
epic hero who excelled in battle was Beowulf, a 
tough Anglo-Saxon king who saved his people 
countless times from monsters. Unfaltering 
comradery was the essence of Anglo-Saxon 
culture, a loyalty that was tightened through 
conflict. Beowulf never thinks of abandoning 
Wiglaf in their fight against the strongest 
monster, although he knows it will cost his life. 
The “old hero” still, “with all his strength, smashed 
the gray / Blade into the beast’s head” (Beowulf 
900, 903-904). But after this final attempt, his 
blade “[brakes] to pieces, as iron always / Had in 
Beowulf’s hands” (Beowulf 905-906). Although 
Beowulf had almost died to the hands of his last 
enemy, he does not waver when the next beast 
threatens his people. He fights on, even though 
his “comrades” save Wiglaf had all abandoned 
him. Other aspects of Anglo-Saxon culture, 
such as wealth, glory, and the lust for battle are 
also evident in this epic hero’s life: his routine 
of monster hunting and partying in a castle of 
riches. Although he is not the typical violent 
epic hero, the protagonist Dante from Dante’s 
Inferno exhibits other heroic characteristics. 
Like Odysseus and Beowulf, Dante undertakes 
the famous hero’s journey. He travels past the 
“cruel” and “fierce” “Cerberus,” braces himself for 
“cursed [spirits],” is “kissed” by demons and yet 
Dante continues on (Dante 697, 973, 978). In his 
journey, Dante bravely confronts Hell, the most 
feared place in all of mankind. In doing so, this 
epic hero displays a courage which rivals that 
of a dragonslayer’s. His courage is reminiscent 
of Italy’s militarism and he reflects Italian ideals: 
bravery, wisdom, and spirituality. Dante, Beowulf, 
and Odysseus -- three epic heroes of different 
cultures -- were the ideal supermen of their time 
and their characteristics reflect an old way of 
thinking. The epic hero takes on quests, surviving 
dangers and fighting off enemies; however, an 
epic hero’s sense of morality falls short.
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The modern hero is an invaluable citizen -- 
selfless and unconforming, with an unyielding 
sense of morality. George Washington is loved 
for his loyalty, his humility, and his support for 
liberty. In the winter at Valley Forge, it wasn’t 
only the weather that looked bleak. “The British 
had successfully occupied Philadelphia,” his 
leadership abilities were being doubted by 
Congress, and “the army was on the brink of 
collapse” (history.com). The selfless commander 
remains with his men. While most men would 
have quit, Washington stayed, putting his 
utmost effort into winning the war and saving 
his army. Another modern hero is Charlotte 
Corday, the brave woman who sought to cease 
the Reign of Terror in the French Revolution. 
She “stabbed” one of Robespierre’s accomplices 
“through the heart,” boldly yet accurately stating 
that she “killed one man to save a hundred 
thousand” (britannica.com). She stood defiantly 
against bloodthirsty Robespierre and his tyrants 
until the end, declaring that her death would 
be worth it if he died next. A hero like Charlotte 
Corday, a woman who had never stepped onto 
the battlefield or encountered a monster, would 
not be considered a hero by the Greeks and 
Anglo-Saxons. However, Corday is a modern 
hero because of her elevated moral stature; she 
gathered her courage to assassinate tyrants 
who murdered a hundred thousand people 
a week. While everyone cowered in despair, 
she alone broke apart from the fearful masses 
and challenged the monsters. Galileo Galilei 
is another modern hero who challenged an 
oppressive government -- he defied the Roman 
Catholic Church’s tyranny and sought to spread 
the truth. Galileo struggled between “private 
belief and public expression,” knowing that he 
would be murdered for his scientific findings 
(Reston 94). Yet, Galileo didn’t care. The modern 
hero believed that his greater cause of revealing 
the truth was more important than his life and 
he died a martyr. Galileo had been unorthodox 
and was hated since he was young -- but the 
man persisted, showing that to stand by one’s 
pure beliefs against all opposition is the mark of 
a hero. Harriet Tubman was also an invaluable 
citizen to society and an inspiration to us today. 

She was an escaped slave in the United States’ 
Civil War, one who “despite a bounty on her 
head,” returned “to the South at least [nineteen] 
times” to lead “hundreds of other slaves to 
freedom” (history.com). Harriet Tubman is one 
of America’s most beloved heroes because 
she sacrificed her own life many times so that 
people whom she’d never met could live free. 
Like the other modern heroes, she helped those 
who couldn’t help themselves and her high 
morality rung true.

Humanity’s heroes, from epic to modern, 
have changed for the better. The trickling 
change of societal values and democratic 
leadership account for our evolving moral 
stature. Our evolving morality taught us that 
compromise makes better peace than war. This 
is why we are now living in the most peaceful 
time in history -- unlike the old societies who 
idolized warring, monster-fighting heroes. Our 
evolving morality taught us that the right to 
liberty is more important than conforming to 
society. While Odysseus, Beowulf, and Dante 
mirrored the good in their cultures, they also 
reflected the bad. Odysseus exemplified the 
Greeks’ violent and promiscuous culture, killing 
the innocent mythological “Cyclopes” and 
cheating on his wife with a goddess (Homer 
106). Beowulf was greedy, taking on monsters 
himself for gold and glory, fortuitously saving 
his people along the way. His final speech 
was directions that he was to be buried with 
the dragon’s “ancient silver, precious / Jewels, 
shining armor and gems” (Beowulf 970-971). The 
hero Dante’s fault was that he was intolerant of 
others; he is a representation of Dante the poet, 
who believed non-believers should suffer for all 
of eternity, non-believers who hadn’t harmed a 
single person. The unbaptized were imprisoned 
in an “abyss,” the heretics in a “burning” “tower” 
(Dante 422, 1100-1101). While epic heroes are 
diverse in cultural upbringing, they are the same 
in their primitive moral stature. Humanity’s 
social and moral values have advanced much 
since then. Our modern heroes are the kind of 
people we’d rather be: loyal like Washington, 
noble like Corday, daring like Galileo and selfless 
like Tubman.
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English Teacher, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies

The Fiction of Perfection

“No offense… but your nose is deformed.” 
Actual words spoken to me by one of 

my sixth-grade students. I spent the rest of the 
year sporadically inspecting my nose and came 
to the conclusion it is somewhat abnormal but 
likely not deformed. The story of my young 
life— failing to notice the many abnormalities of 
my looks until someone ever so sweetly points 
them out to me. Then I’d obsess over these 
imperfections. With near certainty, I can surmise 
I was not alone in worrying I didn’t meet the 
bar set for beauty. What a funny thing to cause 
concern—  the way a face is arranged. Or how 
our bodies, meant to take us on travels and 
encase our internal organs, match up to others 
of the same species. 

I never really thought about what I looked 
like when I was young until I wanted to be a 
cheerleader in the third grade. A group of girls, 
mean ones I would soon find out, invited my 
sister to join their makeshift cheer team, so I 
assumed they’d love having me around too. The 
required attire? Bike shorts. Dreaded, spandex 
devil shorts. Invented to let awkward-figured 
girls feel insecure as early in life as possible. 
Actually, I felt kind of ravishing in my bike shorts, 
shining black against cloud-white legs. My hair 
was pulled into a fluffy side ponytail, shirt tied in 
a knot showing what I was about to find out was 
an intolerably deep belly button.

My sister was tall. And tan. And her hair 
actually seemed to abide by the laws of gravity. 
They looked at me like I was a mutant, my 
ravishing bike shorts apparently not nearly as 
impressive as I’d hoped. Never mind the fact that I 
couldn’t do a cartwheel or even gracefully walk in 
a straight line. Their minds were made up before 
I even grabbed a pompom. I did not look like 
them and would not be a cheerleader. Ever. After 
a quick discussion about whether sticking me 
in the back would work since I was too short to 
be seen or if maybe I could be a cheerleader-in-
training, they agreed unanimously it was better 
for the “team” if I just headed home. The intrusive 
finger stuck into my “weird” belly button was 

simply icing on their mean-girl cake. I went home 
humiliated while my sister became the middle of 
a tan-girl pyramid.

I remember wondering in middle school 
if the two most beautiful girls I knew, the ones 
with seemingly perfect appearances, would 
wind up spilling out of their sweatpants one 
day, perhaps plagued by female pattern 
baldness and deep wrinkles from the hours 
spent tanning their perfect, olive skin. Instead, 
one became the homecoming queen, her high-
energy personality and shiny, straight hair 
visible even from the stands at the homecoming 
game. The other, sweet to the core and blessed 
with what surely is the golden ratio of beauty, 
won the prom queen title in a landslide. They 
both became professional cheerleaders for the 
Arizona Cardinals (and as far as I can tell, neither 
is experiencing any major hair loss). If they do 
wear sweatpants, I’m pretty sure they somehow 
look lovely and sophisticated in them. And why 
shouldn’t they? I was friends with both. I liked 
them, admired them, and should have been 
hoping only for their blessings to continue. 
Because life is hard, and I don’t want anyone 
to experience trials unnecessarily. I’m not even 
a horrible person, so why would a girl like me 
have secretly fantasized about the demise of 
innocent, (extraordinary even!) female friends? 
Perhaps it points to a problem with the way girls 
grow up, constantly compared to one another, 
competing for attention and affection and the 
admiration of others. 

In high school I was finally the “skinny” one 
in the family. And by skinny I mean only a tiny 
muffin top, easily hidden with a pillow in my 
lap. I wish I had enjoyed it, but I continued to 
find other irregularities to cite while I criticized 
myself relentlessly. In fact, I made fun of my 
sister’s weight gain and pimples. I guess a mean-
girl-cheerleader lives in us all a little bit. 

But even with the discovery that my hair 
could be tolerated, as long as half a bottle of 
mousse was applied daily, and that I was no 
longer the fat one, I was constantly aware of my 
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freckles, chubby thighs, and big knees. Shorts 
were a no-go and I spent my entire young-
adult life in pants. When I see my own middle 
school students avoiding swim parties for fear of 
what others might think of their knobby knees 
or skipping school dances because they feel 
self-conscious and exposed in a formal dress, I 
wonder if I’ve done enough to teach them how 
truly remarkable they are and how truly fun it is 
to dance and swim.

My dear friend has a daughter in high 
school— the same high school I attended 
with the beauty queens and future calendar 
girls— and I saw her wearing a “No Body 
Shaming” shirt one afternoon. I wondered if 
she’d experienced insecurities too. Now that 
my own self-deprecation has finally jumped in 
the back seat (not totally absent, mind you, but 
also not constantly in my periphery), I can see 
that even this teenager in front of me, with her 
slender frame and doll-like features might worry 
sometimes about how she stacks up, and it is 
shockingly difficult to get someone her age to 
love, really love, herself. Or maybe she wears the 
shirt to show solidarity with her less-confident 
friends. Either way, I suspect her shirt signifies 

that “kids these days” really aren’t what so many 
(somewhat condescending) adults tend to 
call them— technology-crazed, over-indulged 
teenagers— but are mostly supportive and 
accepting, with a genuine belief in their abilities 
to create change.

It’s ironic that I worry less about my 
appearance now that my appearance is 
probably farther from meeting the guidelines 
of beauty than it was in my younger years. I 
wear dresses, proud of the too-big knees that 
have held me up all these years, and I don’t 
even feel ashamed when I’m spilling out of my 
sweatpants at the grocery store. I wish I had 
appreciated myself when I was young. I wish I 
had jumped in the pool with reckless abandon 
and danced without making sure I didn’t bend 
in a way that would show my love handles. 
And all this reflecting makes me realize I should 
probably focus on enjoying myself even more 
now or I’ll be saying the same thing when I’m 50. 

Deformed nose or not, life goes on, quickly 
I might add, and I don’t want to waste any more 
time worrying about it.
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Voices 
Narrative

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Kaiyu Martinez The Day I Got a Loose Tooth Cheryl Rogers Johnson
Kdg. First Place Nalinee Carvajal Malee the Thai Princess Jan Jones Robson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Trey Leal This Is It LeeAnna Woodward- Porter
          Frisbie
Kdg. Honorable Mention Emma Gurr Unicorns Jan Jones Robson

1st First Place Maxwell Anderson A Parrot Named Ms. Cody Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st First Place Belle Kuck The Lost Tooth Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st Honorable Mention Megan Montague Snowman Amy Peterson Edison
1st Honorable Mention Peter Luong Space Adventure Melinda Layton Roosevelt

2nd First Place Dylan Kovach Paddle Boarding Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd First Place Christina Seder Rockin’ Roller Coaster Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Alonso Lopez The Tarantula Dior Tidwell Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Waylon Meza My Brother Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall

3rd First Place Hayden Dixon Spooky Trick-or-Treating Jacquelyn Lowell Johnson
3rd First Place Lily Goldstein Why Wolves Cry Out in the Night Dawn Silva Las Sendas
3rd Honorable Mention Isabella Alack Cutest, Day, Ever Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
3rd Honorable Mention Adam Whitmer A Hurtful Surprise Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma

4th First Place Kendall Von Burg Note My Fear Angela Shults Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Asher Catbagan Cheetah Fever Kristina Peterson Franklin at Brimhall
4th Honorable Mention Ana Rojas Ramirez Finley’s Wish Carrie Strong MacArthur

5th First Place Mackay Robinson Nature’s Miracle Sheri Christensen Franklin East
5th First Place Tristan Herndon The Great Switcheroo Andrea Barker Whitman
5th Honorable Mention Abigail Wadsworth Tug of the Undertow Diana Lawien Franklin East
5th Honorable Mention Jane Henriksen Like a Spark in the Water Angela Shults Mesa Academy

6th First Place Lucy Kieta Jewelry Box Staci Ortega Johnson
6th First Place Tylee Gardner Chihuahua Adoption Angela Shults Mesa Academy
6th Honorable Mention Sierra Mellish My Trip to the Mideast Marie Lombardi Las Sendas
6th Honorable Mention Presley Pudenz Penny and Rex Tim Lorenzen Las Sendas

7th First Place Julia Moya In the Blink of an Eye Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th First Place Macy Hancock The Screams of My Childhood Angela Shults Mesa Academy
7th Honorable Mention Kadence Mitchell The Mystical Creature Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Abigail Rasmussen Steak and Ketchup Kendra Barro Summit Academy

8th First Place Ian Gardner Solo Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th First Place Kayla Kreutz Four-Square Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Daysha Fuller Voices Short Story Sam Young Franklin Jr.

9th First Place Weston Henrie The Red Rooster Erin Lillo Mountain View
9th First Place Huda Mohamed The Wedding Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Alicia Acker How the Badger Killed the Wren Donald Tripp Dobson

10th First Place Mandy Wadsworth Your Not-So-Average Home Lorelei Barker Mesa High
        Remedy
10th Honorable Mention Arisandy Acosta Armenta A Bullet to My Heart Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Olivia Robinson A Minor Key Kind of Day Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th First Place Michael Stehl Dante’s Journal Celeste Burns Red Mountain
11th Honorable Mention Kelsey LeSueur The Tea Party on Elm Street Kelly Traylor Mountain View
11th Honorable Mention Madison Niffenegger A Faraway Home Erin Whitaker Red Mountain
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12th First Place Samantha Rettig Hiroshima Andrew Roberts Mountain View
12th First Place Braedon Stewart The Journey to Hole in the Rock Andrew Roberts Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Kammi Royer A Cowboy’s Heart Andrew Roberts Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Timbutu Wilkerson By Our Lovely Cosmos Beth Buchmann Westwood

Staff First Place Rebecca Martin Half an Hour in a Hemingway Bar English Teacher  Dobson
Staff First Place Kasey Kerber Errands with Earl English Teacher  Taylor
Staff Honorable Mention McKenzie Baker Scars 3rd Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
Staff Honorable Mention Yolanda Ross Sorting Out the Beans Office Specialist  Wilson

Voices 
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Brin Glover The Red Ukulele Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. First Place Logan Lovell Football Rachelle Sears Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Joey Miranda My Holidays Samantha Calise Brinton
Kdg. Honorable Mention Averi Bottomfield All Aboard Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Jake Schreiber Bearizona With My Family Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

1st First Place Lyla Faraoni The Dunes Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st First Place Wyatt Foos Soccer Goal Annie Brown Las Sendas
1st Honorable Mention Liam Arnett A Cold Day for a Snowball Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st Honorable Mention Bridget Spencer My Friday Tracey Marr Franklin at Brimhall

2nd First Place Audrey Jacobson Fireflies Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Gwen Gorski Penguins Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Addie Scarborough Curious Critters Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Journey Casillas Sea Angie Fedora MacArthur

3rd First Place Madison Goodrich Snowflakes Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
3rd First Place Maddex Casillas Time Briana Lambert MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Jed Wadsworth Music Jennifer Baldwin Franklin East
3rd Honorable Mention Lauren Lofgran Silent Flight Stephanie Day Hale

4th First Place Cash Nuttall Fire Rosamaria Brodnax Franklin at Brimhall
4th First Place Megan Davidson Goodies Save the Day!!! Kristen Tipton Franklin West
4th Honorable Mention Connor Hulsey A Tree Nola Clayton Franklin at Brimhall
4th Honorable Mention Kalei Shum Where I’m From Sedya Little MacArthur

5th First Place Abigail Wadsworth The Struggle with the Story Diana Lawien Franklin East
5th First Place Bailey Davis A Dog’s Life Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th Honorable Mention Alexandra Esparza A Friend Sue Brown Franklin East
       Benitez
5th Honorable Mention Meighan Cherry Fall Debbie Allen Las Sendas

6th First Place Jace Conover Dream-Defying Quotes Penny Jacques MacArthur
         & Kassidy Pine
6th Honorable Mention Leah Bronson Coming Home Angela Shults Mesa Academy

7th First Place Dallas Keck The Night Becky Lenzmeier Smith
7th First Place Marwa Elhassan -Est Words Kendra Barro Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Joel Wright Free Kick Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th Honorable Mention Macy Hancock Someday Angela Shults Mesa Academy

8th First Place Chloe Carmona A Letter to Tomorrow Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Kaiya De Silva The Good Old Gmail Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Jaydee Miller Sunset to Nightfall Alison Urban Taylor
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8th Honorable Mention Arianna Jones Overcoming the Storm Shannon Riley Smith
8th Honorable Mention Brianna Valdez Where I’m From Nicole Kambeitz Summit Academy

9th First Place Paloma Guerin I am Human Bekka Lancucki Red Mountain
9th First Place Kelley Kuntz Little Wooden Boat Bekka Lancucki Red Mountain
9th Honorable Mention Haylee Bingham Ego Melissa Martin Red Mountain
9th Honorable Mention Grace Crook Two Strangers Melissa Martin Red Mountain

10th First Place Chloe Jones Marwig Ana Mary-Jean Davis Crossroads
10th First Place Samara Grimes How Are You Today? Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Brooklynn Martinez Look At Me Rebecca Martin Dobson
10th Honorable Mention Chevelle Walker In a Bottle Juliet Rosales-Johnson Westwood

11th First Place Riley Duemler Home-less Rachel Cupryk Red Mountain
11th First Place Guadalupe Castro Neighborhood Rachel Collay Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Julianna Roberts Wonderland Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Natalie Schultz Eyes: Cherilyn Guy Westwood

12th First Place Sedona Cisneros Bowers For Which We Stand Beth Buchmann Westwood
12th First Place Catherine James Blood Orange Moon Beth Buchmann Westwood
12th Honorable Mention Kaitlin Barela The Storm Lisa Bryce Mesa High
12th Honorable Mention Paige Savory Senior Year Denise Harper Red Mountain

Staff First Place David Careaga state of Being 4th Grade Teacher  Longfellow
Staff First Place Brandon Vigneux Symbol Swap English Teacher  Summit Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Janet Millar-Haskell Maine Musings 3-6 Gifted Teacher  Highland
Staff Honorable Mention Kasey Kerber A Child Sees Hate English Teacher  Taylor

Voices 
Essay 

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Addison Cox My Special Grandma Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Roman Tan The Food Ride Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Micah Salyers Giant Tortoises Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Jackson Reed Who Should NOT Guide Santa’s Michelle Zima Las Sendas
        Sleigh Tonight?

3rd First Place Isabella Alack Recycling’s Great Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma
3rd First Place Taylor Gleason Kemp’s Ridley Sea Turtle Erika Greer Taft
3rd Honorable Mention Ellie Meidlinger Important Acts of Service Dawn Silva Las Sendas
3rd Honorable Mention Christiana Gallegos Leatherback Sea Turtles Lesley Buffkin Porter

4th First Place Bella Castillo Rainforest of the Sea Ginger Ehrke Franklin at Brimhall
4th First Place Erika Diaz The Great Pyramid of Giza Ana Ramirez Lowell
4th Honorable Mention Asher Catbagan Magnetism is Cool Kristina Peterson Franklin at Brimhall
4th Honorable Mention Joel Garcia Bautista The Worst Epidemic of All Ana Ramirez Lowell

5th First Place Vivian Merrill Are Smartphones Really Necessary Shane Schuller Entz
        for Children Under Fourteen?
5th First Place Wyatt Leverington A Radical Role Model Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Avery Mecham Operation: Keep the Penny Gwen Lenz MacArthur
5th Honorable Mention Jane Henriksen Constructive Kit Angela Shults Mesa Academy

6th First Place Sadie Mathews Is Fashion Important Patti Karr Franklin at Brimhall
6th First Place Jackson Kelley The Effects of War on Children Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
6th Honorable Mention Tara Mortensen Writing with Art Paige Rowley Edison
6th Honorable Mention Mason Badgett The Monroe Doctrine Janet Millar-Haskell Highland
         & Pamela Robedeau
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7th First Place Eric Sanchez Caravan of Chaos Angela Shults Mesa Academy
7th First Place Brandon Bednar Negative Effects of Social Class Kendra Barro Summit Academy
        Division on Global Communities
7th Honorable Mention Hannah Elgart The Case for Keeping Co- Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
        Education Classrooms
7th Honorable Mention Kathryn Hahn How Generation Z Will Affect the Kendra Barro Summit Academy
        Future of Business

8th First Place Paden John Why Is Homework Necessary? Julie Miller Stapley
8th First Place Angelica Saucedo Belleza Brandon Vigneux Summit Academy
8th Honorable Mention Joslyn Knutson Whovians: The World’s Most Annette Miller Shepherd
        Accepting Crowd of Nerds
8th Honorable Mention Rania Aslamy Should We Teach Our Children Julie Miller Stapley
        About Mental Illnesses?

9th First Place Kael Thorstad Alluding to Earth from the Melissa Martin Red Mountain
        Underworld
9th First Place Ivan Mix Better Now, Or Is It? Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Samantha Andres Dreaming on the Shores of Rachel Collay Westwood
        Melancholy Hill
9th Honorable Mention Benjamin Casino Better to Be Not Afraid or Is It? Rachel Collay Westwood

10th First Place Elizabeth Little Win It or Lose It Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th First Place Olivia Robinson Bright Screen, Glazed Eyes Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Ashlyn Anderson When Media Isn’t All That Social Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Leah Murrieta Checked Out Lorelei Barker Mesa High

11th First Place Madison Bramley Dimensions- Why We Shouldn’t Virginia Starrick MDLP
        Fear Death
11th First Place Tara Ruhland Remember the Water Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Monica Carpenter Her Name Cherilyn Guy Westwood
11th Honorable Mention Natalie Schultz Blessing Analysis Cherilyn Guy Westwood

12th First Place Alia Tobolski Sometimes a Bad Example Is a Heather Land MDLP
        Good Example
12th First Place Jennifer Feuerstein The Evolution of Humanity’s Csilla Edens Red Mountain
        Heroes

Staff First Place Angela Shults The Fiction of Perfection English Teacher Mesa Academy
Staff Honorable Mention Jo-Anne Bondelli The Silence Was Deafening: A 3rd Grade Teacher  Hale
        Widow’s Guide to Survival
Staff Honorable Mention David Careaga The Semicolon or the Period? 4th Grade Teacher  Longfellow

Voices 
Class Book 

GRADE PLACE ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Animals in Our Desert Kelli Johnson Franklin West
Kdg. First Place Animals Inside Me Julie Reichert Zaharis
Kdg. Honorable Mention Our Teacher is Retiring Merrilee Kupfer Field
Kdg. Honorable Mention Oh Me, Oh My, Who Am I? Danielle Pugmire Johnson

1st First Place What Would You Be  Karen McCasland Franklin at Alma
1st First Place Mistakes Are for Learning Melinda Layton Roosevelt
1st Honorable Mention The Book of Friendship Chelsea Vicars Zaharis 
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