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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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Christian Cook ____________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary 
Teacher - Cheryl Rogers

My Car Caught on Fire!

Me, my sister Kloie, and my mom were driving in the  
car to school. My mom smelled some smoke.  

She thought it was the tires, but it wasn’t. Then the 
windshield wipers went on by themselves, both ones  
in the front and the back. My mom pulled over. She 
opened my door and told me to get out of the car right 
now! My sister told me to leave my phone in the car, but I 
grabbed it and put it in my jacket pocket. There was red 
stuff coming out from the bottom of the car and white 
smoke coming out from the hood. The smoke  
was greenish, tealish. Then the car caught on fire! We  
called 911, and the police and fire truck came. A bike  
rider stopped and told us to get far away from the car 
because it was melting. When the fire truck came, they 
sprayed the water on the fire with a big fire hose. They 
put the fire out. Kloie was worried because she forgot  
her five-dollar bill and her phone. I told her that I  
grabbed her phone and her money and put them in my 
pocket. My sister screamed because she was super happy. 
A tow truck came and took our car to the junkyard. It  
was a coolish-badish day. 



At school I felt my tooth was loose. When  
I got home, I showed Mom and Dad. Then 

my Dad tied a fish string to my tooth, and Mom 
helped. Dad tied the other end to Buddy’s collar.  
I threw Buddy’s bone, and Dad called Buddy, 
holding a treat. Then, Buddy ran to Dad. Next,  
my tooth went out. It hit Dad’s forehead! Dad 
showed me my tooth, and there was blood in my 
mouth. I put my tooth in the tooth holder, then 
I put it under my pillow. When I woke up in the 
morning, the tooth was gone. The tooth fairy  
came. She took my tooth, left five dollars in the 
tooth holder, and then she flew away. I felt  
happy, and everyone said I was very brave.

8 ~ Narrative

Natalie Wolfel ____________________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Rachelle Sears

Buddy Pulled My Tooth
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Ryah Kennington _________________________________________________________
First Grade, Franklin East Elementary 
Teacher - Natalia Paguia

Fruits

Once upon a time there were some fruit. 
Apple wanted to be a veggie. Bell pepper 

said, “Ha! You can’t be a veggie because you are 
sweet and you grow from a flower. I am also a 
fruit.” Apple said, “No, you are a veggie because 

you are kind of bitter.” Bell pepper replied, 
“Some are sweet, just like me, because I have 
four bumps.” Apple said, “Uh, um … can we 
be friends?” Bell pepper said, “Yes! We can be 
friends. Fruits stick together!”

Samantha Nielsen ________________________________________________________
First Grade, Hughes Elementary 
Teacher - Nancy Foley

Winter Break

Let me tell you about my winter break. I  
 watched Frozen 2 at the movies with my 

family. It was very funny! I went to Uptown 
Jungle with my friends. I loved it so much. It had 
a lot of trampolines. I got my tonsils taken out. 
It really hurt. But I got to have a lot of popsicles 

and ice cream. My grandma came. When she 
left, there were puzzles and treats at our house. 
And I went to McDonald’s with my friends and  
went skating. It was really fun! I had so much fun 
during my break!  

Zoey Durrant _____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

How I Wished for My Baby Brother

My mom and dad tried hard to have a  
 baby after me. We went through a lot 

of heartbreak. My mommy was pregnant four 
times. She lost those four babies. The last time 
I remembered it because I told everyone in 
kindergarten that I was going to be a big sister, 
and when my mom went to the doctor to check 
on the baby, I got to go. But when the doctor 
checked the heartbeat, I said, “I don’t see it.” We 

found out that day that the baby had passed 
away. Mommy had to have surgery. I felt really 
sad. Then, on my seventh birthday, all I asked 
for and wished for on my unicorn cake was for 
a baby brother. Two weeks later, Mommy found 
out she was pregnant! Zaine Durrant was born 
on June 30, 2019, and now I am an awesome 
big sister. My mom and dad always say I got my 
baby brother because I wished for him. 
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Evelyn Giffen _____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

The Crazy Family Photo Shoot

Liam Davis _______________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Dawn Silva

Why Bald Eagles Are Bald

A long, long, long, time ago there was a piece of lice, a curious  
  piece of lice. Late one night the lice found a cozy eagle’s nest 

and crawled right in. Later that night the eagle came by and went 
into his nest. 

The next morning eagle’s back was really itchy, so he went to 
his doctor, Iguana. Iguana said nothing was wrong, but later that 
day Iguana’s head started to itch. He knew what was wrong right 
away! Lice! He ran to Eagle right away and told him everything. 
Immediately, Eagle grabbed his shaver and … Eagle was now a 
bald eagle. 

Our family photo shoot this year was crazy! 
First, we went into the desert, but that 

did not go so well. We were squinting because 
the sun was too bright. Next, we went to the 
park nearby. On the way to the park, I got a 
lot of pokes and scratches because I walked 
through a pile of pointy sticks wearing my jelly 
shoes. It was crazy! When we got to the park, 
no one was there except us. It was so quiet. But 
then, the dog people came. It got really, really, 

noisy. After the dogs came, my sister started 
chasing after them. My family pretended that 
my sister was not ours! When we were done 
taking photos on the grass, we went onto the 
dirt. I did not like it because the muddy dirt 
was getting on my feet. I also had to watch out 
for the coyote poop. After that, the sprinklers 
turned on! Our family photo shoot this year was 
very active and crazy, but we did get some great 
pictures after all.  
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Megan Camberg __________________________________________________________
Third Grade, MacArthur Elementary 
Teacher - Stephanie Mast

How I Got My Ears Pierced

My classmates said they got their ears 
 pierced when they were four or five. I got 

my ears pierced when I was eight, with my dad, 
on 1/8/20, on a Wednesday. 

It was just a normal day. When school was 
ending, I walked over to our normal spot where 
Mom picked us up. I got to the car and got in, 
and we drove away.

When we got to our house, we were 
waiting for Dad to come home to put up my 
new dresser. It was white, and it had pretty 
decorations on it. There was a top part for 
special things, and a soft, pink bottom. It looked 
quite nice!

When Dad got to our house they got 
straight to starting on the dresser. Of course, 
I helped. I carried one drawer upstairs. My 
mom carried two drawers upstairs, and my dad 
carried the main part.

When we finished, I remembered it was my 
special dinner with Dad tonight! Only me and 
Dad. We were going to go eat and come back … 
but that wasn’t my dad’s plan.

After a little while, my dad asked “You ready?” 
“Yes!” I replied. 
“Alright, let’s go,” my dad said back. We got 

into Dad’s truck and drove off. After about 25 or 
30 minutes, he asked, “So, I was thinking about 
maybe you getting your ears pierced? You don’t 
have to, but you can if you want to.” 

I instantly said, “YES!” and began getting 
excited. 

Then my dad said, “Maybe you can get your 
birthstone for your earrings, a pearl.” 

“That’s my birthstone?” I asked. 

“Yes, a very pretty and expensive sea jewel!” 
Dad said. 

“Yes, please!” I said. 
“Okay!” my dad said back.
When we got to the mall, we saw a restaurant 

right next to the mall called “The Cheesecake 
Factory.” I asked, “Is there only cheesecake in 
there?” 

“No! There are other foods in there. I’ve 
heard it’s really good, but I’ve never tried it 
before,” my dad said.

When we got inside, we looked for the ear-
piercing place. My dad found it. It was very small, 
but cool, too! My dad talked to the lady, and she 
said, “The earrings you can get are these.” 

We looked, and I liked the gold heart 
earrings. “I would like those, please!” I said. 

My dad looked at me and said, “Are you sure?” 
“Yes!” I said back. 
“Ok!” my dad replied. 
When I sat down, the lady got on her gloves 

and got the earrings. She put them in the device 
that shoots the earrings into your ears. She put 
marker on my ears, so she knew where she was 
putting the earrings. My hands clenched into 
fists; I was scared! Then she got close, and slap! 
Put them both in. I didn’t feel a thing. 

When we got home, my mom and sister 
Samantha were in there. They didn’t notice for 
a couple of minutes, so I told them. Mom was 
surprised, and Samantha was, too! We were all 
happy to have my earrings in.

Tell me, do you have earrings?
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Kamorah Florian __________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary
Teacher, Kristina Peterson 

The Journey Through the Deep Dark 
Digestive System

One day I, Queso the Quesadilla, was 
minding my own business at Señor Taco®. 

Then someone named Haleigh ripped me apart, 
dipped me in green sauce, and shoved me in 
her mouth! Little white things tore me apart.
Saliva covered me, and enzyme took little bits of 
me. The tongue pushed me down. I tried to stay, 
but the tongue was too strong. The esophagus 
squeezed me like a tube of toothpaste!

PLOP! I fell into weird stomach juice. I had 
to be there for two to four hours until I turned 

to a thick liquid. I was pushed into the small 
intestine. I was digested three to six hours. Parts 
of me were turned into healthy stuff—but I was 
not meant to be healthy! The parts of me that 
couldn’t be digested went to the large intestine. 
He took out the liquid and stored me until 
Haleigh went to the bathroom. After dinner, 
Haleigh got a surprise. ME! Queso the Quesadilla. 
Now I’m going to be flushed to join my friends. 
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Kysaraye Hamann _________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Seeing Surprise

“Kysa,” my mom called, “It is time to get 
 your glasses.” Oh No! Not this day. It was 

the day I had been dreading. All I could think 
of was how the people at Red Mountain Ranch 
Elementary would mock me. What if the teacher 
laughed at me? I decided to move as slowly as I 
could so I could try to miss my appointment.

Soon, I heard my mom shouting, “Hurry up!” 
I could tell she was starting to get annoyed. I 
ran down the stairs, scared that my mom would 
drag me down herself. Walking to the car, I 
could tell my mom was worried I would miss my 
appointment by the look on her face. I wished I 
had spent more time getting dressed so I would 
be too late. I pictured myself looking ridiculous 
in the black, thick glasses my mom had shown 
me, and I started to feel even more nervous.

It felt as if she was dragging me through 
Walmart because of how rapidly she was 
walking. We headed towards the eye doctor’s 
center, near the front of the store, still speeding 
along. When I walked in, I felt everybody staring 
at me. I sat down in a chair next to the section 
containing glasses for kids, while my mom 
started to look around. Then my mom started to 
hold glasses in front of my face and say, “Do you 
like these?” I said they were okay, but in my head 
I was trying not to slap them out of her hands. I 
sat, scowling, with my arms crossed.

Then, I spotted a pair of clear glasses. They 
didn’t look that bad. I reached over and grabbed 
them, while my mom busily looked around. They 
were yellow, clear, gray, and black. I noticed at 
the tip of them they had a clear end but with 
yellow, gray, and black lines inside. It looked like 
a ribbon twisted inside the clear ends. I asked my 
mom if I could get those glasses. She said, “Yes, 
but first you have to try them on just to make 
sure they’re your type.” When I put them on, I felt 
like a geek, but then I saw myself in the mirror 
and I felt like me! Then, for some weird reason, I 

felt like my mom actually knew something other 
than gibberish, and I started to like these glasses. 
I told my mom that I wanted them because they 
were “my type.” As we walked to the counter to 
ask the guy if he could pack the glasses up, I felt 
proud of my spectacles. The man put them in a 
case and gave them to me.

All I could think about that night was how 
I was going to get through the next upcoming 
days without people laughing at me. When I was 
done getting ready for school in the morning, I 
slowly walked to the car, thinking about how 
the people would laugh at me.  I was pretty sure 
that my mom could sense that I was dejected 
because right after I got into the car, she asked 
me if I was okay about having my glasses. I told 
her it was okay, but I was fearful.

When I got to school, no one, not even the 
bullies at my school, mocked me. I couldn’t 
believe what was happening. My eyes and 
my brain felt as if they were about to explode. 
Maybe I was wrong about the ‘kids laughing at 
me’ thing. 

No. The day is not over. I walked all the way 
to room 21, thinking of everything that could go 
wrong. What if my friends laughed at me? What 
if the principal laughed at me? What if the whole 
school laughed at me? All these questions 
swirled around my head like a huge tornado. I 
reached for the doorknob and closed my eyes. I 
opened the door slowly, but not so slowly that 
people would think I was weird. While I was 
opening the door, my stomach felt nauseous, 
and my muscles tightened. To my surprise 
though, no one laughed at me. Shockingly, for 
the rest of the day, no one laughed at me. In 
fact, people actually complimented me on how 
cute I looked! At the end of the day I felt as if I 
was a whole new girl who could accomplish 
anything. It was hard to believe how I could 
have been so scared of my glasses. 



14 ~ Narrative

Bryce Farnsworth _________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Debbie Allen

A Turtle’s Adventure

I      woke up with the sun shining brightly 
through the large glass doors. I knew today 

could be the day. I had lost most hope after 
rejection day after day, watching the other 
animals slip away with a happy, but nervous 
look on their faces. The elderly animals at the 
Sall’s Pet Shop liked scaring the much younger 
little animals with their hair-raising tales of bad 
pet owners. The one that shocked all animals, 
small and large, is the story about the flushed 
pets. That’s why everyone wants to have the 
most caring family that doesn’t have a naughty 
little kid ready at any moment to change their 
lives in a way that no one would ever expect. 

As the little bell on the door rang, everyone 
readied themselves for the day to come. As 
the workers stumbled in, their faces looked 
almost scared of the amount of people right 
outside the doorway. A massive mob burst 
through the door demanding to know where 
everything was, much too busy to look around 
for themselves. They wanted to make a quick 
trip out the door with exactly what they needed, 
no time to talk to the animals. From what I saw, 
the workers were already looking tired five 
minutes into the day, but who could blame 
them, they were basically running a nonstop 
marathon back and forth through the store. 
Then it happened, the thing that would change 
my life forever. 

SCREECH! BANG! A red Ferrari zoomed 
through the glass at the speed of light! The 
cages shattered and animal after animal went 
flying through the air until, BOOM! The car ran 
straight through my cage and I was tossed 
through the air. My life flashed before my eyes! 
The world seemed to be going in slo-mo. I was 
a lifeless ragdoll flying through the air. My head 
spinning, I decided there was nothing I could 
do, so I prepared myself for the end, until my 
head hit the counter with a sickening crack! All 
went black.

I woke up and felt pain in my head so 
great it felt like a wrecking ball had came in 

and smacked me in the head with a force of a 
meteor. I looked around, but I couldn’t move, 
so I focused my blurry vision just enough to see 
that I was at the top of a dirty old dumpster. 
Assumed dead, and tossed away like an old 
shoe. I could barely remember my name when 
the memories came flooding back to me, 
screams of pain from my friends, the roar of 
the mechanical beast crashing through the 
store, and the sadness of knowing that my life 
was gone, and my friends were gone. Sadly, 
my chance of feeling love and compassion of a 
friend that would take me home to a new world 
of adventure was gone. My life was pointless, 
and I didn’t know if I should even get up. It’s not 
like it would matter. So I just sat there, my hope 
dripping away until I heard “it”. 

It was a faint noise, a little boy crying. I 
slowly climbed out of the dumpster and limped 
over to him. As soon as he saw me, he carefully 
picked me up, and as he gently stroked my 
shell, his tears and his sadness slowly drained 
from his face. His eyes filled with confidence 
as he wearily stood up and walked out from 
the darkness of the alley. He walked with me 
cuddled against him for what felt like hours, but 
then he suddenly stopped. He raced forward 
straight to what had to be his mom and hugged 
her vigorously, tears of joy falling from his face 
in buckets at a time. Then his mom looked at 
me, confusion in her eyes as she picked me 
up and pondered what to do with me. My 
limbs shaking, I had no idea what she was 
going to do until she put me on the floor and 
shooed me away. But then, as I turned to leave, 
heartbroken, thinking about what I would do 
without a home to go back to, the little boy 
ran over, picked me up, and with a whimpering 
voice asked his mom if I could stay. To my 
amazement, she said yes! And as we turned to 
leave, I realized I didn’t lose my chance of a good 
life after all. I know my life with my new best 
friend will be sweeter than strawberries.
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Amelia Rowley ___________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Stingray by the Shore

It felt like any one of those many sunny days  
 we spent at my grandparents’ beach house in 

Mexico until something started to feel a little off. 
Instead of worrying, I looked out at the tide and 
the perfect water. Mixtures of green and blue 
swirled in front of me, clumps of rock waiting 
near the edge of the shore. Then, my friend, 
Olivia, splashed me with the salt-filled water. As I 
spit out the disgusting liquid I said, “I’ll get you!”

“Ya, right,” she contradicted as she dove 
under the knee-deep water. I was just about 
to follow her, but I realized her brother Landen 
wasn’t there. After a moment of confusion, 
I fell suddenly into the water. My face was 
submerged and I felt the cold water engulf me. 
I could feel fingertips clutching my legs, so I 
knew it was him that pulled me under. When he 
finally let go, I hurriedly stood up and glared at 
him, yet again sputtering out the seawater. I was 
starting to think that this ocean had more salt 
than water. 

“What was that fo–” My sentence was 
quickly cut off by a slimy mass squirming on the 
bottom of my foot. Then I felt a sharp stabbing 
in my ankle. I was in shock for a second or two as 
I contemplated what happened. Had I stepped 
on a rock or sheashell? Then I felt the pain. It felt 
hard to stand as if someone had cut off one leg, 
and I lost my balance. I needed to get to shore. 
I ran to the dry sand, waving my hands in the 
air like a lunatic. Landen and Olivia’s mother, 
Anessa, saw me and waved back. Since I kept 
running, she quickly ran over to see what was 
wrong. The pain was getting worse, moving 
like a spider creeping up from my ankle. When 
Anessa finally arrived, I was about to fall over. 
Saying nothing, she helped me walk, a look of 
worry plastered to her face.

She helped me climb the high sandhill that 
leads to the beach house. I wondered when it 
had gotten so steep. Each step brought more 
and more pain to my leg. Right. Left. Right. Left. 
I thought about what happened as we walked. 
Finally, my curiosity got the best of me and my 
painful foot.

“What happened?” I asked, concern warping 
my voice.

“I don’t know, but it can’t be good,” she 
responded as we reached the house. I tensed up 
as we climbed the final steps.

My mother and father ran up to me and 
helped me into a chair on the porch, while 
Anessa relayed what I told her.

“It must have been a stingray,” my father said. 
Then my mom said something about getting 
hot water. I winced as the pain in my foot grew. 
My two sisters, came out of the house where 
they had been watching TV.  Violet asked me if I 
was okay. Then Lucy, in all her first-grader glory, 
questioned why I had gotten a stingray bite.

“See, this is what happens when you play in 
the water. I’d rather watch TV,” she said in that 
almighty no-one-is-better-than-me voice.

“It’s a stingray STING, not bite, and TV rots 
your brain,” I said. Then she stormed inside, 
huffing and puffing like the Big Bad Wolf all over 
again. Just then, my mom came out, saying to 
my dad that the water was on the stove. Stove? 
Why do you need a stove to get a bowl of water? 
Then it hit me. You didn’t need a stove to get 
warm water. It needed to be boiling.

“No!” I shrieked. “I don’t need hot water!”
My dad looked surprised that I had figured 

out his cruel plot to boil my foot off. My mom 
walked out with a large pot of steaming water, 
obviously knowing what was going to happen 
to my poor foot. I inhaled strongly as my mom 
dipped my foot in the hot water. The bleeding 
stopped and the pain lessened. 

I mostly stayed inside for the rest of the 
trip, and even now I find myself scared to get 
in the water at the beach. I look out at the 
glistening water, but now it seems menacing as 
I remember the origins of the small scar left on 
my foot. I hope someday I will remember how to 
enjoy myself in the water I used to love so much. 
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Vivian Merrill _____________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Emily Escobedo

The Mountain’s Trail

I fumbled for my water, pouring its last drops 
into my mouth. The sun was dropping rapidly 

behind the mountain closest to us. The moon’s 
deep blues and blacks battled the vibrant 
oranges, pinks, and purples before the sun 
finally gave way, letting the night rule the sky. 
The creek was flowing what felt like a million 
miles down, glistening in the sun’s last rays. 
Small pools dotted the mountain range covered 
in yellow grass where cows were meeting to 
sing their deafening songs. Enormous mountain 
ranges surrounded us, and off in the distance I 
spotted the mesas. Flocks of brown birds were 
gracefully flying overhead, casting a ghostly 
shadow in the valley below.

My horse, Denny, swayed with the wind as 
we advanced down the cliff’s side, making me 
feel uneasy as he rocked closer and closer to 
the edge of the trail. My stomach flipped as he 
slipped and nearly fell down the canyon, but he 
managed to steady himself. He was a buckskin 
horse, mine for that week, in fact. He wasn’t 
actually mine, but whomever he belonged to, 
it honestly didn’t matter; he was tough and he 
was mine for my stay at the ranch. That was the 
most luck I had that week, a strong horse.

Denny and I were making our way to camp 
with no other goal in mind than to sleep as we 
wandered through the twisting cliffside trail filled 
with endless boulders. His black hair whipped 
into my sunburned face by the even strides of air. 
The night was growing with each passing second, 
becoming colder and darker. Slowly and steadily 
we hiked down the steep mountainside. 

After a few minutes, it was completely dark, 
only the moonlit sky was illuminating what was 
supposed to be the pathway to my earthy bed. 
Denny slipped on the overly smooth river rocks 
several times but my panic left as fast as it came 
as he steadied himself after each mistake.

A breeze picked up, bouncing from the 
heavens above to the canyons surrounding us. 
I felt the cold air nipping at the skin that wasn’t 
covered up with my coat. I tugged my hat down 
over my forehead, close to my eyes. Pulling the 
reins inside my coat so the wind wouldn’t freeze 
my bare hands, I hoped that I would make it 
back home in one piece.

Moments passed. I was almost asleep when I 
was forced to open my heavy eyelids as a catclaw 
raked my face. I bit down on my lip, trying not to 
yelp. My Uncle John might have tossed me off 
the cliff if I did. I glanced up at him rocking from 
side to side as his horse took brisk steps forward. 
He was faster than any of the horses in our line 
mostly because he had spurs! So lucky.

When we finally reached the valley, I leaned 
forward on the saddle, loosening my clench on 
its horn. 

I finally heard the peaceful sound of the 
stream, known as Francis Creek, flowing blissfully 
as it smacked into trees and pounded on the 
smooth rocks. The moon reflected off the pool, 
shining into my eyes, as we rode onward to camp, 
with catclaw and mesquites raking our bare legs, 
arms, and faces. The wind whisked past my ear, 
drying my blood at an alarming rate. Shifting my 
position cracked open the dried blood, revealing 
bright scarlets and vivid reds that rushed into the 
air, replacing the old rusty brown.

I felt my hands through the darkness 
admiring my new cuts as if they were jewelry. 
‘Battle scars’ I kept telling myself; mom is going 
to be proud. But it hurt so much, I couldn’t even 
keep telling myself that lie.

My thoughts, however, were interrupted as 
we crossed under the next cliff, and then I saw it. 
Our camp about five miles away. My heart leapt 
as I pictured laying on the ground with blankets 
swarming above me to keep out the night’s cold.

I stopped paying attention to how much I 
ached. Five miles, four, three.

Two miles away, one, and there! I ran 
into the tent before anyone could ask me to 
unsaddle my horse. Sorry Denny, I thought, but 
I’m more important right now. I collapsed into 
bed pulling my sheets over my head feeling the 
soft ground beneath me. Grandpa was mooing 
at the cows, as usual, singing his song as Uncle 
John demanded silence. As I shifted position, 
I felt something in my pocket. I took it out and 
realized what it was … A flashlight. This would 
have come in handy, I thought as my exhaustion 
turned into thoughtless sleep. 
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Emiliano Lopez-Rascon ____________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

A Story Worth Waiting For

When I was around the age of nine, I read 
a book about a boy crossing the border, 

desperate to save his family. Soon after I finished 
reading it, I started questioning my father’s 
past. All I would get in return was, “I’ll tell you 
when you get older.” And I would then follow 
up with “But I’m already older,” and as usual, my 
interrogating would end with a humored father 
and a disappointed son. 

But it wasn’t always like that. Throughout 
the years I would get snippets of what 
happened on my father’s journey to the United 
States. Still, how to convince my dad to give me 
the full story would puzzle me for quite some 
time. He finally decided to tell me when I had 
reached the age to understand the challenges 
and hardships he had experienced.

It was good timing because in the news, the 
status of the border changed as the demand 
for a better economy reached an all-time high. 
The U.S border has gotten so out of hand that 
recently the act of separating families had 
become a common event. 

This story began with a man named Pablo 
and his brother planning on leaving Mexico. But 
soon the older brother would become weary 
of the trip, afraid to leave everything behind 
to go to the U.S. This was a real problem for 
the younger brother as there was an empty 
spot waiting for somebody, but nobody would 
accept. His mother searched her mind for the 
person to accompany her 16-year-old, but 
nothing. Most people would dream of even 
having a chance to go on this journey, so she 
finally requested an older friend join him. His 
friend, my dad, Antonio, agreed. It was the 
perfect time for Antonio to come. He was fed up 
about his job, tired of the economic struggles 
of living in Mexico, and worried about what his 
children’s future would be. Pablo and my dad 
agreed to start their trek through the desert. 

He had always lived in poverty and 
remembers how hard it was, always living in 
a crowded space, having to work hard to earn 
small amounts of money, always knowing 
however hard you try you won’t reach the top, 
but he felt this choice could change everything. 

Starting this journey was where he was going to 
change conditions for himself permanently. 

My father and Pablo both knew they had 
the determination to set out, but they couldn’t 
speed up the time it took to reach the U.S. 
Traveling the hot deserts of Mexico was no easy 
task. At any moment they could be spotted and 
sent all the way back, erasing all progress. Hours 
of constant walking wore the men down, but 
they kept on going. Suddenly, a girl traveling 
in the group with them collapsed. They didn’t 
know what to do—either leave her behind, 
adding one more innocent life to the death 
toll from crossing the border, or try to help her 
up and keep her alive. My father picked her up 
and carried her on his shoulders through the 
hot deserts of Mexico. Slowly, but steadily, my 
father, along with Pablo and their companions, 
went through the desert, confident they were 
going the right way, but still filled with a feeling 
of doubt. Anything could happen out there as 
it was full of all types of creatures along with 
the chance of being found. The aching started 
to get to my father as he was weakening from 
carrying this girl for long periods of time. 
Antonio was carrying two liters of water along 
with two small packs of electrolyte mix. He gave 
one pack to the girl, helping her to rehydrate. 

During the low temperatures night 
provided, they reached the road where an 
orange Chevy was waiting for them. They all 
got in the back, and in a few hours of being 
transported, they finally reached Mesa, Arizona. 
Only Pablo and my father stayed in Arizona. The 
girl and her companion thanked Antonio for 
his assistance and left for what they said was 
Atlanta, Georgia. From here on, Antonio and 
Pablo always remained in touch. 

My dad came from nothing but wound up 
supporting a family of his own, like Pablo. When 
I was given this story about him, I finally grasped 
what he went through. I always wondered how 
he had come to know Pablo for so long and how 
he got here. 

I thought about the more than 17,000 
immigrants who cross the border every month. 
This alone shows how many people are 



18 ~ Narrative

desperate for a new life with opportunity, my dad 
being one of them. 

When my dad went to Juarez, Mexico to 
finally get a permit and end his illegal status 
forever, he had to get through a series of 
challenges first. He had to get to the airport, 
keeping in mind that he was going out of the 
country, meaning that he could at any time be 
detained for being an illegal migrant. Then once 
in Mexico, he would have to spend almost a week 
going through a testing process, which felt like a 
test to see if he was worth the green card. 

Even if he spent a week there, he could 
have been denied the green card and stuck 

in Mexico, which was terrifying since he had 
a family in another country. When U.S citizens 
think about a person’s illegal status, they think 
“Just wait and get your green card.” They don’t 
really know the hard and complicated process 
of becoming a legal citizen. I’m glad I was able 
to see immigration from this new point of 
view. Getting to finally hear the story of what 
happened on that trail was a relief after years of 
questioning, and it really made me know how 
lucky I am to still have my family in one piece 
after years of rigorous challenges.
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Luke Robles ______________________________________________________________
Eighth Grade, Stapley Junior High 
Teacher - Julie Miller

The Scarecrow

I was scared. I think she could see that. I had 
never stepped foot into the room, but I knew 

the dangers of the room. He was there. The 
scarecrow. The scarecrow always stood there 
towering over me. Lurking in the darkness. His 
old straw hat, worn-in leather boots, and dirty 
torn jeans. All of this sent bone-chilling thoughts 
into my young six-year-old mind. That is why I 
had chosen to never step foot in the room.

“Can you get me a can of carrots?” my 
mother asked me.

“I can’t,” I responded.
“Why not?”
“It’s too scary in there!” 
“Then I’ll take away your screen time for 

the rest of the day,” my mother replied taking 
my defiance as a sign of laziness. I knew that 
I wouldn’t risk losing my screen time so I 
reluctantly walked down the stairs into the 
basement.

My grandparent’s basement was a homely 
basement. It had a few bedrooms, a bathroom, 
a small kitchen, a playroom, and a living room. 
It also had the entrance to the storage room. 
This is the room I promised myself I’d never 
enter. And yet, I had too. I looked down the dark, 
ominous hallway. Still deciding whether or not I 
wanted to enter. Once I had made my decision 
to continue, I took a step into the hallway. Then 
another step, and another. Creak, creak. I could 
feel the cold wood on my small bare feet as I 
got closer and closer to the door. Creak, creak. 
The hallway felt endless as  I continued to walk 
closer and closer until the door stood before me. 
I knew that what was behind the door was the 
creature in my nightmares. 

I slowly reached out my hand. The doorknob 
felt as smooth and cold as the floor. As my hand 
twisted the doorknob, a sense of terror rushed 

through me, telling me to stop. It was already 
too late to stop. My heart pounded as I opened 
the door. As the door slowly opened, I took 
a step back. Almost immediately I saw him. 
There he was. Towering over me like always. 
His stitched eyes glared at me. Telling me to 
stay out. My mind was racing. My heart was 
pounding. This creature was standing before 
me. Without hesitation, I ran towards the light 
switch knowing that it would stop him from 
getting me. Flick. I got the switch. I looked back 
at him. In the dark he was sinister and evil, but 
in the light he was different. He had changed. 
In the light he was only a harmless scarecrow. 
His  haunting eyes now looked friendly. His 
sinister smile now felt ... inviting. Free from my 
past fears, I walked to the shelves. I scrounged 
through the crowded shelf and found a can 
of carrots deep in the back. I slowly left the 
room glancing constantly at the scarecrow, 
but nothing changed. The scarecrow was as 
harmless as a mouse. I couldn’t figure it out.

“What had made this goofy scarecrow so 
scary?” I quietly asked myself.

I couldn’t quite figure out what had made 
the scarecrow so terrifying.  Maybe it was the 
straw hat, the old boots, torn jeans. Except 
those answers didn’t feel right. I just couldn’t 
put my finger on it. I couldn’t understand why 
I feared him. Now, looking back, I realize that 
there was probably nothing spooky about this 
scarecrow to start with. My mind just wanted 
to protect me from what terror could await me. 
Thanks to this scarecrow, I am able to rid my 
mind of these  problems, diffusing them before 
they become real problems. If the scarecrow 
wasn’t so horrifying to start with, I wouldn’t 
have been able to see the possibility of it being 
a real threat. The scarecrow, which was once my 
biggest problem, is becoming my last.
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I remember the hot feeling that surrounded 
my face as I stepped into the build room for 

the second time in my life. The first had been 
just a quick glance after my brother returned 
from the northern competition. The room was 
messy and in complete disarray then; the team 
had left it that way and were in no hurry to clean 
it up. When I entered the building for my second 
visit I knew I would stay there much longer. The 
room was still disorganized, but not to the point 
where one could not walk through it. 

When I entered behind my brother, I took 
a quick survey around the room. I was not the 
only kid present, though I made no move to 
socialize with the few already there. Instead, 
I sat in a blue chair—a rolling chair, which I 
immediately became fond of—and listened to 
my brother make conversation with the lead 
mentor, my new robotics coach. The coach 
smiled and turned to me. I had seen him a few 
times before, but only briefly. I did not say much 
because I did not feel like being noticed. I had a 
foreboding that I would be the only freshman at 
this Wednesday’s meeting. 

My fears were confirmed as later other 
members arrived. All were older than me: 
juniors and seniors. Some were mentors, like 
my brother. I did not know the name of a single 
person there, save the two married coaches and 
my sibling. Also, I noticed that I appeared to be 
the only girl.

 Great, only girl, only freshman. I really am the 
minority here … I thought glumly. 

Some of the boys were kind and asked me 
what my name was, or if I was Jeremy’s sister. The 
latter was the more popular question. Evidently 
the members of the team were eager to meet the 
“small Knutson,” because my brother seemed to 
be the mentor of legends. I had hesitated joining 
the team at first, for this very reason, though 
when I watched my first FRC match and saw 
Plasma Robotics in action, I knew I wanted to be a 
part of the group. Though I am usually a bit timid 
upon meeting a new crowd, I was nearly petrified 

at meeting these kids. They were highly skilled in 
their technological fields, and I knew nothing of 
their trade. Likewise, my brother was a legend 
when it came to all things IT. I did not know if I 
could live up to the members’ expectations, and 
I definitely did not want to be a disappointment 
to them.

The meeting started and a ginger kid with 
long, disheveled hair took the platform to 
introduce the meeting. He said, “I see we have 
some new faces here tonight,” and he smiled 
wide, making eye contact with me. 

Oh yeah, some new faces, I thought bitterly. 
I’m the only newbie here tonight. 

Despite my unwelcome embarrassment, 
I laughed. The ginger laid out the agenda, 
and turned the room’s attention to one of the 
coaches. She had the team members say their 
names one by one for my benefit, though she 
was more subtle about it than the ginger had 
been. I momentarily panicked because I could 
not possibly remember the names of all those 
kids, but I calmed myself and let my worries 
go for the time being. The coach said that for a 
team building activity we were going to spend 
15-20 minutes cleaning the build room. I smiled 
at this prospect, because 1.) the room had not 
been cleaned for at least a month, and 2.) I knew 
nothing about the placement of the various 
odds and ends of objects lying about the room. 

When she dismissed us for the task, I took 
the simple job of erasing whiteboards around 
the room, which I was told needed to be done 
for the summer ahead of us. I had noticed that 
while announcements were being made, another 
girl had entered the building. She seemed 
younger and closer to my age, so I chanced 
having a conversation with her. The girl was a 
sophomore and still fairly new to the team. Since 
she did not know much about the placement 
of the tools and miscellaneous items either, we 
cleaned the boards together. I felt more at ease 
now, knowing that I had a contemporary to 
converse with. Having finished early, the girl and 

Joslyn Knutson ___________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Red Mountain High School 
Teacher - Janette Ramsey

The Second Visit to the Build Room
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I migrated towards the older kids and sought 
conversation with those who had already done 
their part in cleaning. The ginger came up to me 
and introduced himself. He asked me questions, 
designed to make me feel more welcome within 
the group, I’m sure. I was grateful for his kindness 
and complied by answering his questions. 
Another boy came up and started passing 
around an orange kickball between the girl, the 
ginger, and I. The four of us chatted for awhile, 
bouncing the ball back and forth, and I became 
content with my company. 

Because school was released not even a 
week prior, there was not much for us to do at 
this meeting. The summer building projects and 
workshops would come later. Instead I was able 
to admire the field pieces from the past season’s 
game: a wooden rocket ship, velcro-attached 
“hatch panels,” and the “cargo balls” (the orange 
kickball). I had avidly watched the team’s 2019 
season earlier in the year, so I was ecstatic to see 
the game pieces in real life. Most impressive, 
however, was Magnum, the 2019 robot. He 
was a gorgeous specimen and I could not help 
but stare in awe at the mechanisms which had 
taken the team to Worlds the past season. I felt a 
determination inside me to build a robot just as 
good, or even better, the upcoming 2020 season. 
Never had I felt such a desire to learn a trade as 
when I viewed that robot and the build room’s 
workshop, where I knew I would learn to use 
many tools and make great things with them. 

Later there came another, older girl—a senior 
with curly black hair—and she introduced herself 
right away. Again I was touched by the kindness 
which the older team members were exercising 
toward me, a puny freshman. Because it was 
summer, the older kids settled down early and 
chatted in a large circle of chairs. Some people 
left, such as the girl I was closest in age to, but I 
stayed because my brother did. I sat in the circle 
with the older kids, who I found to be mostly 
seniors, and listened more than talked. I was still 

learning names, but I did not feel as awkward 
about it as before. Talking with some members 
on the team, I found out that one of them 
went to the same junior high as me. Another 
kid, wearing a Hawaiian shirt, asked me what 
classes I had taken in junior high and what I had 
enjoyed. I showed him my 8th-grade gradebook 
and he was impressed with both my classes and 
my grades. I beamed to think that I was not a 
disappointment, even though they knew by then 
that I was not a technological wiz like my brother. 

Before I entered that build room for the 
second time, I was unsure I would ever want 
to enter it again. I was worried about not fitting 
in and displeasing the other members. When it 
came time for me to part ways with these new 
acquaintances of mine, however, I was reluctant 
to leave. I enjoyed myself far more than I had 
expected, and it was a delightful surprise. For 
little did I know, but from this team I had just 
become a part of, I would be given many gifts. 
The gifts of learning and gaining knowledge 
of new things, practices, and ways of thinking. 
Those older kids that I had met would become 
my new teammates, teachers, and role-models. 
And little did I know that I would become great 
friends with the coachs’ daughter, the ginger’s 
younger brother, the curly-haired girl’s sister, and 
so many other siblings and new members who 
were in the same boat as me. Over one summer 
we would build friendships, and build our first 
robot—a mini-bot—together. In just a matter 
of months I had gained so much from this team, 
and all I want to do now is to give back to it. 

My brother had reassured me, as a 
panicked young 8th grader filling out my high 
school schedule, that I would eventually find 
a crowd and a place in high school. A place 
where I belonged, felt welcome, and would do 
and learn valuable things. The summer after I 
joined Plasma, he told me, You’ve already found 
your place. 
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John Overtoom ___________________________________________________________
Ninth Grade, Westwood High 
Teacher - Lisa Monte

Hunger

Once, there was a little girl, hardly seven. 
She had grown up impoverished, and all 

she had to play with was a torn-up teddy bear. 
Nevertheless, she enjoyed herself as much as 
her rumbling stomach would allow. Had she 
known of what life was for those that eat every 
day, she would have been miserable. But she 
knew nothing of what could be if she had richer 
parents and, more importantly, she had parents. 
Many children she had seen had nothing  but 
the clothes on their backs. But she, whose name 
was Emily, was content with her life. Her mother 
was kind, and her father was just. Her parents 
always gave her the largest helping of food, and 
tried to please her as much as possible. It was a 
happy life for Emily … 

Or at least it would have been. It was three 
days ago that her mother had left, and Emily was 
beginning to get worried. She talked to her bear, 
who’s name was Nathan, about it all the time.

“Oh, I hope Mom gets back soon. She’ll miss 
dinner!”

In fact, her mother missing dinner was the 
scariest part. Emily’s mother would never miss 
dinner. And whenever Emily asked her father, he 
would look down and shake his head. Emily had 
never before seen her father cry.

This day, though, her father had a different 
reason to cry.

“Emily, come with me.” He commanded. 
Scared, Emily obeyed. He then ordered her to 
get in the car. Anyone that knew him well would 
see him trying desperately to hide his emotions, 
and in the process treating his daughter worse 
than he should.

He began to drive, to drive away from the 
house that was no longer his, to save his child 
from what was coming. Finally, he stopped.

“Emily, I know this hurts but … You’re 
going to have to walk that way. Walk as far as 

you can, and you may make it to Mother. But 
there isn’t time for long good-byes. I-I’ll see you 
sweetie,” he said softly, trying desperately to 
hide his emotions.

Emily somehow knew that it was a time to 
be silent. She took one last look at her father, 
and then began to walk away from the car … 
and into the wilderness.

After she had been walking for quite 
some time, she came across a house. It was a 
hideously decorated house, with ancient candy 
glued to the walls and roof. Emily walked up to a 
dirty lollipop, then turned away in disgust. Then 
she thought of what she would do if she were 
like her father.

“What would Daddy do, Nathan? Knock? Oh! 
What a good idea!” she said to herself.

She knocked on the door once, twice, and …
“Who’s there?” questioned a familiar voice 

from inside as the door swung open.
It both surprised and scared Emily to hear 

that voice, for she knew who it was. But it was too 
late. The person inside, a thin old lady, saw Emily 
and, before she could do anything but scream, 
picked her up and swept her inside. The hag held 
Emily with the loving grip of a mother, but loved 
Emily in the same way a toddler likes ice cream.

Out in the wilderness, there’s no one to 
hear you scream. But yet Emily screamed as 
the old hag yanked away Nathan, screamed 
as she was lifted to the kitchen, and screamed 
loudest when the oven shut. The screams 
reached a climax, and then, to the hungry hag’s 
satisfaction, they ended.

Emily certainly did know the old woman. 
A mere three days of hunger and wilderness 
cannot change such a familiar face beyond 
recognition. It was Emily’s mother who baked 
her alive to fill herself.
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Samuel Jacob Barnes ______________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High 
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The Thanksgiving Roast

Many argue over which classic Thanksgiving  
 food secures its spot as the best meal 

of the holiday. I have heard mashed potatoes, 
turkey, stuffing, and the occasional roast. 
Having had many opportunities to consider 
the outcomes of  this perplexing debate, I have 
come to the conclusion that for my family it is, 
undoubtedly, the roast. 

My lungs inflated with clean, crisp air. The 
chilled atmosphere tingled against my warm 
skin. November always did have the best 
temperatures of the year. The aroma of cooked 
turkey and stuffing along with a helping of 
honey-glazed ham permeated throughout 
the entire house. The abundance of joy was 
so concentrated it had a physical presence. 
Filled to the brink with mashed potatoes and 
happiness, everyone was having a great time. 
But what would this day be without some 
family traditions? For most families, that means 
watching the parade, playing football,  making 
pies, cookies, or some other dessert. But not 
mine. Our family traditions consist of something 
a little more out of the ordinary.

With my cousins and me not being suitable 
for the children’s table, while also not being 
quite “mature” enough to sit with the adults, we 
had intentionally formed our own little table of 
outcasts right next to the entrance of the dining 
room (all of us between the ages of 14-18). This 
gave us perfectly aligned front row seats to all 
the action. Judging by last year’s show, this year 
had to be good. 

It was now around 6:30 p.m. Some were 
closing in on their second plate, and others 
on their third. Dessert was being prepared to 
conclude the hearty meal. By this time, all of 
us older kids had already placed bets on who 
would push the first domino in the sequence.

 Uncle Travis was always a safe gamble. He 
never was too good at keeping his thoughts to 
himself. Whatever his twisted mind brews up, 
his mouth has to regurgitate out immediately 
without regard to the consequences. But you 

also can never go wrong with Aunt Theresa. She 
always has something up her sleeve or even 
some other devious agenda. 

This year’s incident was instigated by my 
Uncle Josh’s desire for another delicious helping 
of my grandmother’s world-renowned green 
bean casserole. Or rather, my Aunt Janice’s 
judgement of that.

Aunt Janice, having taken note of the 
numerous times Josh had replenished his 
supply, eyed his newly filled plate of delectable 
cuisine and with a snake-like sneer she hissed, 
“What is that? Your third plate of food? Save 
some for everyone else! By the looks of you, you 
could use a little restraint!” 

Without skipping a beat, as if he had 
mentally prepared himself for this very moment, 
he snapped back, “Why yes, it is.”

Josh’s audacity was prevalent and written 
all over his face. In between mouthfuls of food, 
he cooly replied, “Kind of like your number of 
husbands, isn’t it?”

 Nobody moved, spoke, or even took a 
single breath. The silence was deafening. We 
all knew better than to ever mention her past 
husbands. Especially with two of them seated 
around the table! The only audible sound  was 
radiating from Janice’s pure astonishment.

 Then the real fun began. Brightly growing 
smiles were slowly painted on our faces. We 
knew exactly what would proceed after these 
events. Almost as if on cue, my older cousin, 
Avery, shattered the silence that had been 
previously captivating everyone and everything 
in the room. She came to her mother’s aid, 
defending her valiantly. However, in doing 
so, dear Avery unwittingly declared war on 
the entire other side of the family. Calling out 
multiple parents, as well as their parenting 
skills, she questioned their ability to raise a child 
with proper respect. Unleashing the hordes of 
family members determined to protect their 
own. Soon all of the attending adults were 
roped into this free-for-all. Ranging from close, 
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immediate family to even the neighbors invited 
for a peaceful dinner. The snide comments 
turned into insults, which then snowballed 
into yelling, and it all consequently escalated 
from there. Wigs were yanked off, bank account 
balances were exposed, scandalous secrets 
were revealed, and food went flying; leaving the 
children engrossed in the chaos. As we cheered 
on our favorite combatants, more bets were 
placed, more alliances were betrayed, and even 
more shade was thrown.  

Even by our crazy family standards, there 
had never been a more intense Thanksgiving 

dinner in the history of the world. But through 
it all, while our family bond may be stretched, 
it is never broken.  In a way, I like to think it 
brings us closer together. Apologies are always 
made, wigs and toupees are returned, as well as 
friendships renewed. Having been a spectator 
at many eventful holidays, I, as well as many 
of my siblings and cousins, simply cannot 
wait for the opportunity to come of age and 
be honored in our timely family tradition of 
participating in the roast.
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Stars in My Eyes

“Dang, this is cold,” was apparently the 
 best phrase my brain could come up 

with to describe my current state. I kept rubbing 
my hands together in a futile attempt to retain 
the slightest bit of warmth in them. As a girl 
who (a.) was born and raised in Mesa, Arizona 
and (b.) gets cold really easily anyway, these 
weren’t the best conditions for me. We had to 
be pretty high up on this mountain for this kind 
of weather in an Arizona June. Oh well. This was 
only the first night of our stake’s Girls Camp 
2019.  I would survive. Probably. 

I stumbled through the dark, back to my 
tent, avoiding the random rocks and fallen 
branches threatening to trip me. At least the 
ground was frozen now, instead of the slippery 
mess it had been only a few hours earlier. I 
stopped at the door, realizing that my shoes 
were far too muddy to bring inside. I threw 
back my hair, still damp in places where flecks 
of snow had clung to it, in an attempt to keep it 
out of my face as I began to wrestle the sneakers 
off my feet, desperately trying to maintain 
my balance. I paused for a second, and just 
happened to look up.

Whoa.
Now, I had seen stars. It’s not like I never 

went outside at night. Although I lived in a city 
where light pollution rarely allowed a good view 
of the night sky, I’ve had the opportunity many 
times to see them without obstruction. But for 
some reason, this just hit me differently.

It was just so open. Glittering for miles and 
miles, the longer I stared, the trees around me 
seemed to melt into the darkness. And yet as 
the world opened to this beauty of a sight, it 
closed in at the same time, overwhelmingly and 
all at once. Our planet really is just a small speck 
in the universe, isn’t it? These stars were so far 
away, shining as pinpricks through the abyss of 
space. And such an abyss it was. Nevertheless, 
this feeling passed quickly. As I looked up, it was 
as though nothing could be wrong.

In that moment, everything became surreal. 
The faint glow of the campfire being put out, the 
laughter of girls heading back to their tents, the 
freezing air making every part of me numb, it all 
kind of faded. I looked around for a moment, but 
eventually my eyes drifted back up. 

Compared to my other passions, stars were 
a relatively new one for me. Not like, “Oh yeah, 
I like stars.” More like, “This girl needs to stop 
talking about stars right now; she just keeps 
rambling on and on about them and it never 
ends.” I can’t deny it—when I get passionate 
about things I don’t like to stop talking about 
them. It was really the idea of stars that grabbed 
me, and I just ran with it. 

To the eye, they were captivating in their 
simplicity. Just lights against a background 
made of absolutely nothing. Beautiful. But as 
one digs deeper, they become more and more 
complex. Balls of gas burning, often attracting 
matter around them in a gravitational pull. They 
are born, they live, and they die. But I’ve always 
known this! I’ve lived 15 years on this planet, 
and every night they’ve never failed to be there! 
So why have they begun to become a major 
part of my life? I haven’t been able to quite put 
my finger on it. Although that is still somewhat 
of a mystery, it doesn’t change my reaction that 
night in June, gazing at the sky.

Their placement seemed so random, yet 
so right. Like words strung together in a poem 
that take on new meaning as you read. But this 
wasn’t mere poetry, it was music to my eyes, 
each star a note in billions of melodies, weaving 
in and out among each other. They lined up 
to create harmonies and then their paths 
diverted again, somehow always in tune, always 
balanced.  Occasionally the patterns became 
specific in the form of constellations, but most 
of the time it was abstract art, stretching across 
the expanse of the sky. And I loved it.

I began to recall other moments I’ve caught 
myself in this trance. It happens a lot more than 
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I would like to admit. At times I like to imagine 
myself leaping from one to another. They seem 
so close together from down here, so why not? 
Imagine gathering them up, just bright specks 
glittering in an open palm. It’s so cliché, I know, 
to dream like this. But times like these are so 
few and far between. They make me feel happy 
and innocent, like the good times before life 
drop-kicks me into reality. And that’s exactly the 
mindset I was in, my thoughts wrapped up in 
the cozy blanket of bliss.

There are only a couple times I remember 
talking about stars this way. Most of the time, 
though, I merely look up, and stare, saying 
nothing. What could I say? How could I possibly 
express how I feel just looking at these beings 
in the sky, the lights that never fail to inspire my 
deepest thinking? I glance up for only a second 
and instantly my thoughts turn to them, even 
if only for a moment. Is that weird? Is it worth 
trying to explain, to discuss them? Because, 
honestly, who would listen?

Everybody has their own lives, the different 
things they care about. I really can’t blame 
them for their longing to change the topic, or 
disinterest in their eyes after I’ve been speaking 
for so long. I know when I get passionate about 
things, I tend to be over excited and repeat 
myself. But that’s just the way I am. And I realize 
that that’s okay.

A shiver snapped me back to the real world. 
I quickly looked back down, and finished the 
job, getting my shoes off, and unzipping the 
tent door. The inside was warm, packed with 
bodies and a space heater. My friends were 
inside, laughing at a joke someone just told. My 
face broke into a smile at the joy and coziness 
seeping from  this sight. Just before I entered, 
however, I peeked upwards again, thankful for 
the chance to see this. It was only a moment, 
but I’ll never forget how much I gained from 
simply looking at the stars.



 Narrative ~ 27

With the dry, cracked, and brittle leaves 
scattering the streets, one would almost 

guess that death had already made its way 
through the unfortunate town once known for 
its beauty and prestige. As a young girl, I saw so 
much beauty in the grand city, the grand city 
known as Paris. Many things have changed since 
my earlier years and many things have remained 
the same. Through all my experience, the one 
thing that has remained is the support of my 
father. I remember growing up without my 
mother, so as a young child, I spent a majority of 
my time wandering the vast halls and archives 
of my father’s one-of-a-kind art museum. One 
would think it quite strange that a six-year-old 
found more interest in the works of Da Vinci and 
Michelangelo than in playing with homemade 
toys and exploring the vast surrounding forests. 

As I walk down old Saint-Jacques Street, 
memories engulf my thoughts and I lose focus 
on the world around me. I am brought back to 
the present reality when a large gust of cold 
and bitter autumn wind overwhelms my senses. 
Mixed with the smell of rain in the distance, 
damp earth, and fallen leaves, my eyes move 
towards the menacing storm clouds being 
brought in from the north. The rain never really 
did bother me, so instead of running from it, I 
embrace it. I embrace all of its natural beauty 
and chaos. I continue roaming the streets in 
search of a sense of familiarity. My eyes feel 
naturally drawn to the timeworn walls and pillars 
of the world-famous Notre-Dame Cathedral. Its 
intricate carvings and structures scream back at 
me all the hardships and glories it had witnessed 
throughout the years. I keep walking as I do 
not want to bother the quiet structure and its 
inhabitants at the moment.

 I walk until I reach the entrance to the old 
cemetery where on top of the towering gates 
there sit two gargoyles staring down each 
and every individual that happens to pass by. 
Their human-like eyes glare at me as my hand 
reaches for the gate, almost as if I must first ask 
permission before entering. I have always felt 
at home in the cemetery since I was a little girl. 
Strolling through the graveyard brought forth 
feelings of tranquility and ease, especially when 

I was accompanied by my good friend, Leo. I see 
Leo, sitting in the distance, admiring a statue. 
As I approach him, being careful not to disturb 
his thoughts, I notice the life-like features of the 
statue. Its human-like facial expression of agony 
and loss are partially covered by an overgrown 
weeping willow stretching its branches out 
over the surrounding tombs. The giant and 
outstretched tree reflects the naturally somber 
mood of the graveyard. 

Leo slowly gets up and greets me with 
a warm smile. His coffee brown hair and his 
compelling verdant green eyes catch my 
attention like usual. I have always admired green 
eyes since my father had the most striking of 
them all. He takes my hand and quickly, but 
gracefully, leads me across the graveyard. I 
assume he wants me to see something. We 
approach a gravestone, nothing extravagant or 
special, but what seems intriguing about it is the 
fact that it has my first name displayed across 
the face of it. “Annette Legrand, 1336-1354.” I 
run my fingers along the top of the gravestone, 
the rugged moss-covered surface sends shivers 
throughout my arm causing copious amounts 
of goosebumps to enshroud my body. The 
goosebumps quickly turn into an image in my 
mind, and the image quickly turns into a scene. 

I see a young girl about my age with long 
burgundy hair that cascades along the length 
of her back. Dressed in a long lace black dress, 
she carries three deep scarlet roses in her 
hand. Her attention sways to the left where an 
approaching man dressed in a black trench coat 
holds a knife. He quickly grabs her one free hand 
and holds the blade to her delicate, porcelain 
skinned throat. Before anything can happen, I 
hastily remove my hand from the gravestone 
I am touching, and am once again brought 
back into reality. I begin to stumble backwards 
losing feeling in my legs as they are engulfed 
by an overwhelming sensation of numbness. 
Leo’s quick reflexes prevent me from falling 
to the ground; I instead fall into his arms. “Hey, 
hey don’t worry. I got you,” he exclaims with his 
deep reassuring voice. I get back onto my feet as 
I feel the damp grass enclose around my shoes 
giving me the sense of balance I so desperately 

Dani Adams ______________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Mountain View High 
Teacher - Kelly Traylor

The Graveyard
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need. I describe to Leo what I just saw in short 
breathless phrases, and he doesn’t respond 
telling me I must be crazy. He simply listens. 

With all the countless hours I spent in the 
graveyard as a child, I never once experienced 
something of this severity. As I recover from the 
shock of what just happened and regain my 
senses, I walk over to the gravestone directly in 
front of the one I had just touched. On the front 
it reads “Gabriel Barousse, 1312-1334.” Before I 
can think twice, my ambition and curiosity get 
the best of me and I lightly place my hand atop 
the gravestone. I’m immediately brought into 
a world of destruction and chaos. I find myself 
standing in the middle of a room with a worn 
down bed in the corner being barely held up 
by old weathered pieces of wood. Lying on the 
bed is a man who looks to be about in his 20’s, 
but he looks just as weathered as the wood 
holding together his bed. His face is as pale as 
death itself, but upon closer examination, I spot 
a small, pestilential drop of blood that falls from 
his nose and I watch as it trickles down his dry 
cracked lips. Standing over the bed, perches a 
man dressed in a full length gown that covers 
every inch of skin from his neck down. From 
the neck up there rests a leather hat and under 
the hat is a mask. The mask is something of 
familiarity among the people of Paris. A long, 
black, stitched together beak protrudes from the 
mask with two holes for the eyes to see through. 
The looming eeriness of the man dressed in 
black is followed by the forlorn and lamentable 
cries of an older woman standing shakily in the 
corner of the room seeking solace in the palms 
of her shaky hands. I watch as the doctor turns to 
the woman and tells her something I can’t quite 
make out because the mask muffles his voice. I 
remove my hand from the gravestone and step 
away with ease this time.

 For the next couple seconds, I stand 
stagnant and feel a tear stream down my cheek. 
The tear falls to the ground and joins all the 
other dew drops sitting peacefully atop the 
blades of grass. The shock inundates my body 
again as I realize that I keep experiencing the 
moment of death of each individual buried in 
the grave. My mind is shuffling through so much 

that I almost completely forget about Leo who 
is standing patiently behind me, watching me 
go through the motions. My intense and vivid 
curiosity take control over me and before I know 
it, I extend my arm towards a new gravestone. 
Without looking at the name or date, I am 
instantaneously thrown into a world of snowy, 
frosted, ivory trees. Standing in the middle of a 
forest dense with copious amounts of overgrown 
bushes and vast towering oak trees, I reach my 
hand out to my side and watch intently as a 
delicate snowflake floats into my palm. Out of 
the corner of my eye, I see footsteps imprinted 
into the snow and my gaze follows the tracks to 
two men standing face to face. 

I distinguish the two men apart from each 
other by the color of their hair, since I am only 
able to see them from the side. The man standing 
on the left has jet black hair tied on top of his 
head into a messy unruly swirl. The man standing 
on the right had freshly cut hair as brown as the 
dark earth underneath the thick layers of snow. 
Before I can think twice, the man on the left lifts 
his arm with such haste that my eyes barely pick 
up his movement and in an even quicker manner, 
he fires a gun which he had been holding secretly 
behind his back. The shot rings through my 
ears and before I can release my grasp on the 
tombstone, I see the face of the man who was 
shot and my heart drops. Blood begins to spread 
across the surface of his chest and panic starts to 
set in as I see my one friend, Leo, bleeding out on 
the floor before my eyes. 

I quickly remove my hand, overwhelmed 
with consternation, from the gravestone and 
just as quickly turn my gaze to Leo, standing 
right behind me. At first he looks confused, 
then he follows my eyes to the front of the 
gravestone where the name “Leo Auclair, 1359-
1377” was displayed. Leo then begins describing 
to me that ever since I started coming to the 
graveyard as a little girl, I’ve been able to see 
spirits since I had such a close connection to the 
graveyard. He explained how he had been so 
lonely for so long but once he saw me, he knew 
that I would be the one to break his solitude. I 
became best friends with a ghost.   



 Narrative ~ 29

Aaron Johnson ___________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mesa High 
Teacher - Kevin Berlat

The Writings of  a Gladiator

My name is Gaius Marcellus II. I was  
 born in the Roman countryside to a 

couple of wealthy farmers. Unlike some of my 
counterparts, I chose this lifestyle for myself, and 
not because I was forced into it. From a young 
age I was always described as energetic and 
competitive and now that I am older, nothing 
has changed. I love competition, especially when 
there is a prize; and the prize I was competing 
for was the hand of a woman. This woman was 
unlike any other. She was a senator’s daughter 
named Corellia and I first laid eyes on her when 
my father took me to my first chariot race at 
the Colosseum when I was a young boy. She 
smiled at me then, and that image has never left 
my mind. When she became of age, her father 
offered her hand to anyone who could last three 
rounds of trials in the Colosseum. The trials were 
unknown but growls could be heard from the 
walls. Of course, I was not the only man who had 
chosen to compete. Six other men had decided 
to lay their lives on the line, some for Corellia, 
and some just for sport. I could tell by the way 
the others talked about her, they didn’t care for 
her like I did.

They spoke of the wealth and land they 
would receive, as if any field could compare 
to the beauty of Corellia’s emerald eyes. I 
had spent a couple of hours or so picking my 
weapons and making sure they were in proper 
condition; sharpening when needed. My armor 
was some of the best there, perks of coming 
from a wealthy family. One of the other men 
came up to me and asked for it, and I refused. 
He pulled his sword on me and held it to my 
throat, drawing a sliver of blood. I kneed him in 
the groin, and kicked down hard on his head. 
Now there were only five other men competing. 
After the altercation, the other men stayed out 
of my path until it was time to enter the arena. 
We were all ready as we awaited for the horns to 
sound, and the gates to rise. The time came, and 
as we walked out onto the false floor, the crowd 
went crazy. The cheers that day could no doubt 
be heard all the way to Greece. I took a deep 
breath and looked to the sky through the open 
ceiling of the Colosseum. A flock of birds flew 
overhead silently, drowned out by the roaring 

stands. The Emperor hollered, causing a thick 
blanket of silence to swiftly fall over the crowd. 
He introduced the six of us, and then brought 
out Corellia to see her possible husbands. When 
her eyes fell on me, she paused. That same smile 
from all those years ago spread across her soft, 
warm lips. The man next to me, Marcus, let 
out a whistle and I nudged him hard with my 
elbow. We glared at each other for a moment 
until the Emperor’s voice broke the tension. 
“TRIAL NUMBER ONE!”

Gates on the far side of the arena lifted and 
twelve other men, much bigger than ourselves, 
emerged, weapons drawn. We knew what 
to do. We charged at the men, each taking 
two for ourselves. These men were big, but 
that was their downfall. I was able to quickly 
dodge their attacks, and maneuver around 
them causing them to stumble into each other, 
falling to the ground, where I quickly ended 
them. The crowd erupted as I raised my wet 
sword above my head in victory. The others 
soon vanquished their opponents, but they 
were not as lucky to make it away unscathed. 
Two men, who were badly bloodied, collapsed 
to the floor before they could be announced 
as victors. Now there were four of us.  
“TRIAL NUMBER TWO!”

The gates lifted again, but this time no men 
came forth. Instead, two lions walked out. They 
let out a mighty roar that almost seemed to be 
louder than the audience. The giant cats began 
to charge at us but two of the other men could 
not bear the sight of the beasts, and instead 
of standing their ground, they tried to flee the 
arena. The lions quickly caught up to the men, 
but they offered a great distraction. As the 
starving animals began to rip away at them, 
the crowd grew louder and Marcus and I went 
up behind them, plunging our blades into their 
necks. “What do you think the next trial will be?” 
Marcus asked me. 

I had a feeling I knew what would come next. 
The only sensible thing: a duel to the death. After all, 
Corellia could not have two husbands. I said nothing 
to Marcus and just waited for the announcement.  
“TRIAL NUMBER THREE! FIGHT TO THE DEATH!”
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I readied my blade immediately. I would 
not let this man take my prize. He didn’t care 
about her as much as I did. He didn’t deserve 
her. Instead of drawing his blade, he took the 
time to taunt me. Cocky. We faced each other, 
walking in a circle. I held my blade at the ready 
as he listed the things he would do with Corellia 
once I was dead. His words filled me with hate 
and bitterness and I charged at him with emotion 
which he was able to swiftly deflect. I charged 
again, yelling at the top of my lungs, but again I 
missed my target and fell to the dirt. He casually 
walked over and sliced my bicep open with his 
blade and laughed. “It is so easy to get into an 
opponent’s head,” he said. “It makes them sloppy.”

I grunted in anger and pain, but took a deep 
breath. I knew he was right, I could not let him 
get to me. He thrust at me with the blade cutting 
my side slightly. The sword fight dragged on 
longer than it should have. I was weakened, and 
we were now evenly matched, but I had a plan. 

I let him back me against the wall, making him 
feel he had an advantage. I knew that I would 
have to be fast because if I didn’t, I would be the 
one to fall. I acted as if I was weaker than I was, 
and dropped my blade. He smiled. Still cocky. He 
charged at me, full speed, with his sword pointed 
right at my throat. Just as he was about to hit me, 
I dropped low, picked up my blade, spun around 
and drove it into his spine. The crowd erupted 
once again as if his body falling to the floor was 
their cue.

My trials were three years ago now, and I am 
still with my lovely Corellia. As I scribble these 
words across the papyrus, we are now expecting 
a son. I’ve spoken to the gods and they assure 
me that he will be a great man when he is older. 
I am fortunate to have earned Mars’ favor in the 
arena, and because of this he has promised to 
train my son as a warrior. I know he will bring 
honor to our family name. That is all that matters.
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Head in the Clouds

The quaint red barn approached upon the 
vast windy plains, magnificent white winged 

horses roaming the grounds surrounding the 
strong wood of the structure. Billowing clouds 
enveloped the highest hills in the prairie, floating 
effortlessly over the horizon of the rising sun. 
Beads of morning dew glistened on the fresh 
spring flowers, blooming with what seemed to 
be a smile upon their petals of many colors and 
hues.

The farmer was plowing pounds of hay 
outside the stables adjacent to the white and 
red of the barn. He shoveled with plentiful care, 
scooping the straw into the wooden feeding 
boxes that hung upon the fencing. 

A man approached; a happy-go-lucky smile 
spread across his face as he skipped through the 
green grass of the plains. “Morning!” the man 
cooed, the joy of the sun in his eyes. 

“Morning!” the farmer replied with a friendly 
smile, “what can I do ya for?” The farmer spoke 
with a twang humming through his words.

“The wizard said you can raise a fine 
Pegasus,” he sang with intent.

“The finest in the world!” the farmer said, “ya 
lookin’ for any breed in particular?”

“It needs to be sturdy; one that will get me 
to the mountain range up by the rim,” the man 
replied. “My cart broke, and my wife is expecting 
dinner tonight,” he laughed.

“Sounds like you need a purebred 
Blufeather, my friend!” he skipped into the 
spacious barn.

Inside the warmth of the barn were rows 
of nests of straw, filled with winged horses of 
every assortment of color. Small roaming colts 
and mares strolled around the floors of wood 
and packed dirt, whinnying in conversation and 
playfulness. 

“My Blufeathers are hardy and strong-willed,” 
he whistled. “See any that take your fancy?”

Three magnificent white colts playfully 
fluttered their sky-blue feathered wings, and 
two beautiful mares prodded at the hay against 
the wall with their glittering silver hooves, 

while kicking up dust with their gentle dark-
blue feathered wings. Other breeds roamed 
the construct, some with brown hair and green 
feathers, some with black fur and purple feathers, 
and one small, completely white colt at the back.

“What breed is that one?” the man inquired, 
gesturing with his nose to the back corner.

“Little Zephyr back there?” the farmer 
smiled with pity as he paused. “He’s an albino 
Blufeather. A lil’ ornery thing, he is; scared to bits 
‘bout flyin’, the poor thing. Fastest foal on the 
farm, though.” The farmer muttered on about 
the horse, as the man’s thoughts drowned out 
the proceedings.

A long moment of mindful silence passed.
Zephyr looked attentively as his name was 
addressed. His stormy grey eyes twinkled with 
reverence.

“Maybe he needs the right guiding 
hand,” the man whispered. Zephyr seemed to 
straighten his stance at the man’s utterance, 
hanging on every word.

The farmer locked eyes between Zephyr, 
then the man, and back at Zephyr again. “Looks 
like we got a match made’n heaven.” He smiled 
brightly, and selected a rope weaved with silver 
and sapphire from the rack of leads. 

Zephyr swiftly trotted over, nearly bowling 
over the man, as the farmer handed off the 
lead. His hooves planted themselves on his legs, 
slipping his head into the ropes excitedly, and 
dragged the man outside in a hurry. His wing 
clipped the door in a mad rush, scratching a 
gaping gash into the wood.

“I’ve never seen him like this before!” the 
farmer exclaimed, dumbfounded with the tiny 
horse’s behavior. 

“Maybe he can smell the roses from my 
garden,” the man smiled.

Paying the farmer and thanking him for his 
service, the two galloped into the expanse of 
plains beyond, the man excitedly coaching the 
winged horse in flight.

The farmer laughed at the sight. “They’ve 
sure got their head in the clouds,” he chuckled.
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Holding and Rocking

What does motherhood mean? I have two 
words—holding and rocking. The first 

time I remember holding and rocking my first 
born was in the hospital, propped up in my 
recovery room. She was bundled up, eyes half 
open, placed in my arms. I gently began to rock 
her, side to side as I gazed in her sweet face. She 
was mine. How would I raise her? Would I make 
mistakes in mothering her? 

I held and rocked her night after night in 
my newly refurbished Christmas rocking chair. 
Sometimes holding and rocking also included 
singing, crying or praying. Crying exhausted 
tears from sleepless nights, silently praying 
for some divine intervention so she would fall 
asleep … and stay asleep. Praying continued for 
strength, direction and guidance in raising this 
beautiful little daughter. Answers to my pleas 
would come to my mind in the still of the night 
while holding and rocking her.

Holding, rocking and singing songs were 
the only things that I found would calm a head-
strong toddler son I was blessed to bring into 
this world. At night I would hold him and rock 
him and wonder if he knew how much I loved 
him and wanted what was best for him in his life.

New rocking chairs replaced broken ones 
over the years. I was entrusted with four more 
wonderful little people to love. Each one would 
be held and rocked over and over, late at night, 
early in the morning, while walking the dark halls 
so as not to disturb sleeping family members, or 
in the back of the chapel at church on Sundays. 
Holding and rocking from side to side was the 
norm every time I held each new little one, 
whether at night or during the day while reading 
books over and over again in the same chair.

As time went on, holding and rocking 
continued in different forms. I was on the floor 
holding and rocking a crying child who had 
fallen and gotten hurt, kissing away their tears. 
Holding and rocking a scared child in a doctor’s 
office while they were getting a cast on, or 
getting stitches, staples, or a spinal tap, or having 

blood drawn. Holding and rocking a child while 
sitting on the edge of the counter in a steamy 
bathroom in the wee hours of the morning so 
they could breathe while fighting the croup. 

Holding and rocking a child because they 
didn’t get invited to the birthday party, or 
someone at school had been mean. Now, I am 
sitting beside them on the edge of the bed or 
on a couch, their head on my shoulder.  Holding 
and rocking a sobbing daughter whose hamster 
died; soothing a sobbing son whose dog had 
been put to sleep. Breaking up with their first 
love, losing a best friend, losing the game,  
asking for forgiveness—I hold on to them and 
rock, silently wiping away my own tears.

Holding and rocking is part of motherhood. 
Holding and rocking with excitement as they 
pass their drivers test, graduate from high 
school and college, land their first job. Holding 
them with pride as they work through struggles, 
have the courage to break off an engagement, 
accomplish a hard task or make a good decision.  
Holding and rocking a child can, at times, be for 
a very brief moment, while congratulating them 
on a busy gym floor after a hard-fought victory.  
Or I hold and rock a child for a very long time, 
not wanting to let go, as I leave them alone in an 
apartment in a small college town or say good-
bye before they board the plane at the airport to 
go far away to a foreign land. And I wonder … 
Did I hug and rock them enough? 

There’s nothing quite like holding and 
rocking that child that has been gone for so 
long. We are face to face, embracing and crying 
happy tears. The awaited return is precious and 
that first long hug is comforting for both of us. I 
hold and rock my child on their special wedding 
day. I hold and rock them as they leave the nest 
to start a life of their own. I hold and rock them 
when finding out that I will be a grandma. And 
now, I hold and rock my grandbabies … grateful 
for their mommies and daddies that I once held 
and rocked not so many years ago. 
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Angela Shults ____________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies

The Lonely Room I Thought I 
Wanted

The pink, quilted comforter was calling my 
name. I folded down the corner, careful not 

to disturb the neatly tucked sheets underneath, 
and I crawled in bed. It felt like home already. 
It was not a mobile home or an apartment. It 
was a real house with deep red bricks lining 
the exterior, a curved, cement pathway leading 
visitors to the door, and a charming little garage 
to protect our ancient car. Plus, for the first time 
in my life, I could close the door and have a space 
all to myself. My mom knocked (yes, knocked!) 
on my door to say good-bye. Her nighttime work 
hours were strenuous but necessary.

“Tell Rick if you need anything,” she spoke as 
she kissed my cheek. I stroked my dog, Honey, 
feeling secure and content in my cozy bed with 
my step-dad two doors away.

Sometime in the night, I became aware 
of Honey barking in the back yard outside my 
bedroom window. How odd. If felt too late for 
her to be outside. A light shuffling at the foot 
of my bed captured my attention. My eyes 
flickered open, and I struggled to process what 
I saw. A shadowy figure was hunched down 
rummaging through objects at the foot of my 
bed. My eyes snapped shut, and a sick feeling 
crept over my body, starting at my heart and 
spreading out to my limbs like a thick, sickening 
paste. The feeling glued me in place.

It was too hard to think. I tried to picture 
again what I saw. Could it be my step-dad? Is my 
sister playing a trick on me? I wanted to peek, a 
quick look to see if my vivid imagination was at 
fault, but my eyelids were cemented in place as 
my body was glued. Motionless in bed, though 
somewhat confused, my brain was clear on one 
fact. This person in our house, in my room, was 
not invited.

A bass drum started echoing in my chest, 
rattling my whole body and erasing any chance 
I had at listening for a moment to run. My 
lungs craved a wild, careless kind of breath, 

but I quickly monitored each inhale, afraid the 
intruder would hear me. Then, I tried to focus 
my thoughts. What was it my parents told me 
to do if I was ever in danger? Play dead? Scream 
for help? Nothing sounded right, but I longed 
for someone to share this burden with me, to 
come in and free me from the danger I felt in the 
lonely room I had always wanted. 

Tiny noises littered the air. With each sound, 
I imagined the prowler standing over me in 
realization, going to extremes to keep me from 
giving him away. As quickly as I could, I pushed 
those thoughts from my mind, instead focusing 
on controlling my drumming heart and labored 
breathing. He can’t stay in my little room forever.

I began to feel an impulse to run. Could I run 
anyway? My body felt tight, tense, still glued in 
place. I felt like a character from a movie. Surely 
this whole thing was just a misunderstanding. 
The audience would laugh as they saw the silly 
girl panic over a little mix-up. But then I sensed 
the stranger near my feet again, and I tried to 
resist the urge, the terrible urge, to open my eyes 
and check out the scene, but eventually I gave in.

I struggled to convince my eyelids to 
cooperate; it was as if they knew I was taking 
a risk. I forced them open and viewed my dark 
room. Light from the hallway spread across the 
entryway of my bedroom near my head, while 
darkness blanketed the other side. My eyes 
adjusted quickly, alert from terror, and I quickly 
zeroed in on the person I most feared—a person 
I did not know. Before my eyes could close, I saw 
him turn from my closet toward me. His Oakland 
A’s baseball cap was made clear by the light 
as he turned in my direction. My eyes closed 
before I could be sure if he saw me. A scream 
started building in my throat. Would a hand 
come crashing down on my mouth? Would 
there be a fist to silence me? Perhaps a knife to 
cut through my drumming heart? My muscles 
tensed, my eyes squeezed tight, and unable 



34 ~ Narrative

to calm myself, I was surely inhaling a little too 
forcefully. A second passed, or maybe minutes, 
and a tiny gust of wind brushed against my 
face. Even with the booming eighth notes of my 
heart and the darkness again consuming my 
eyes, somehow, I knew he left the room. Sit still, 
Angie. He isn’t gone yet. 

I decided to begin counting so I would 
know how long I waited there. 1. 2. The seconds 
ticked by. Images flashed through my mind as 
I waited. Please don’t come back. 154. 155. Was 
that a door?  I will be patient. I counted on and 
on. I’m not sure when the counting stopped and 
the flashing scenes of what was to come began. 
I was going to have to get out of bed. I could 
not stay there all night. Each time I envisioned 
myself running down the hall to wake my step-
father, I pictured the stranger running toward 
me. I’d stand there helpless, too terrified to 
scream, too small to defend myself. No. I had to 
wait longer.

Honey was no longer barking. My breathing, 
while ragged, was measured, and the tenor of 
my heart seemed to be normalizing. I was sure 
he was gone, but when I thought about getting 
up from bed, it was as though I had forgotten 
how to move. All my muscles were used up; I 
was too drained to operate my own body. So 
I stayed. I worked on calming myself, relaxing 
my fingers, my stomach, my feet. Eventually, the 
fear pasting my body in place softened, and I 
began to plan my escape. I would simply need 
to run down the hall. Only six feet away, there 
was someone who would know what was going 
on. Slowly, careful not to make a sound, I placed 
one foot on the ground. Then I lurched forward 
and sprinted frantically to my parents’ room,  
half expecting to be caught by unknown hands. 

I made it to his room and shook him 
forcefully. “Rick! There was a man in my room!” 

The words poured out of my mouth in a 
desperate whisper, inches from his face. His 
eyes opened wide, and he catapulted out of 
bed. I didn’t recognize his mood as he grabbed 
my arm and put me behind him. Finally having 
someone to confide in made me feel safer, but 
my fingers wrapped themselves around his 
bicep and refused to let go. Tears streamed 
down my cheeks, while his shocked expression 
confirmed that my fear was justified. Danger 
had stood in my doorway; it wasn’t a movie, an 
innocent mistake, or a terrible dream.

After telling my story to a police officer, 
describing in detail the baseball cap, the man’s 
size, and demeanor, I did not want to stay in that 
house again. We soon moved to an apartment. 
No more solo-room. No knocks at my door. 
No garage. No burglary. Still, I sometimes saw 
figures under my sister’s bed and feared my 
nightmare was happening again. As soon as 
the lights turned off, my ears seemed to extend 
out and perceive every minute sound. The 
clock ticking was more like a time bomb to my 
vigilant ears. I’d lay there frozen until I could 
build up courage and sprint to my parents’ room 
in tears, relieved the hands under the bed didn’t 
snatch me before I could get away.

The fear I felt as a child—fear of the dark, fear 
of burglars, fear that kept me from feeling safe 
at home—has mostly subsided. Every now and 
then though, the creak of a door or bark of a dog 
gets my imagination going. I picture my ten-year-
old self all wound up in pink blankets trying to 
feign sleep. I picture an intruder disrupting my 
life or scaring my boys the way one frightened 
me when I was a child. All these years later, I 
realize how insignificant those few minutes were 
mathematically to my life—a mere speck on a 
timeline, but they changed me forever. 
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Meow

Addisyn Barnes ______________________________________
First Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Tracey Marr

My Pets

My dad says I’m like a cat  
Because I just lay around on the couch

And hiss ...

Then my Dad gives me a kiss

And gives my head a pat.

Meow.

My new pet dog,  
Ate my frog.

I didn’t know what to say,

And then he walked away.
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They fly high in the sky
They tweet unlike you and me

And they’re very very blue
And they’re always in a tree

You see them in the morning
You see them in the day

You see them at night
But they always fly away

Mealworms that they eat with every 
single treat

With pine needles grass and twigs the
female builds the nest

But it always makes a mess
Your guess is the best:

It is the bluebirds 

Mary Wadsworth ___________________________________________________
First Grade, Franklin East Elementary 
Teacher - Natalia Paguia

             Bluebirds

Luke Peterson _____________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

Hot Cheetos
Hot Cheetos, Hot Cheetos you taste so good,
I’d eat you all day long if I could.

Hot Cheetos, Hot Cheetos I put you in my mouth
and you go down south.

Hot Cheetos, Hot Cheetos I can feel the heat,
the taste can not be beat.

Hot Cheetos, Hot Cheetos you go in my tummy,
you are so yummy.

Hot Cheetos, Hot Cheetos you are so red
I eat you in bed.

Hot Cheetos, Hot Cheetos I want to eat you all day
I eat you while I play. 
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Lyla Faraoni ______________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Alane Eaton

I Don’t Want to Be an Onomatopoeia
 I don’t want to be a crash or flash

A BOOM, bang, or dash
Not an oink, ank, or onk

And definitely not a BONK!

Eliza King ________________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Kymra Donaldson

Through The Goalkeeper’s Eyes
The ref blows the whistle.
It echoes in my ears.
The excitement flows through me.
My heart starts to race.
I am the goalkeeper.
I start to jump up and down.
The ball is moving toward me.
My eyes are anchored on it.
The ball approaches me,
my hands are ready,
and I am prepared.
I dive to the ground.
My fingers grasped the ball.
My teammates cheered with joy.

I breathed a sigh of relief.
I kick the ball with all my
might. It soars through the air.
It comes down with a bounce
Perfectly to my target.
My heart has a feeling that
my team is going to win.
The clock is counting down. 
The crowd is shouting 3,2,1!
The clock makes a big noise.
We win! The crowd goes crazy.
My muscles relax. I am on cloud
nine.
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                     Porter
I have a baby brother named Porter

He tends to be a hoarder
He takes my toys

And squeals with joy
Thinking that he’s coy

His favorite thing is to bite
When he chomps down on me, I’m filled with fright

I have to tell him, “Porter that’s not right!”

He likes to crawl
And he’ll chase any ball

‘Cause he thinks that he’s tall
Like his big brother … me

He loves my shoes
’Cause he likes to chew

Like all babies do
I exclaim, “Porter … Ewww!”

He is not lazy
In fact, I think he’s a little bit crazy

When he tries to speak to me
It’s a little hazy

Because I don’t speak baby

He may be little
But he sure makes me giggle

My hoarding, biting, crawling, shoe loving, crazy baby brother Porter
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          A Tiny Drop
I am a drop falling from the sky
I suddenly hit the ground
Followed by my friends
Gathering to form a stream

I, along with my brothers of millions
Pursue a path forged into something bigger
Two families greet each other
Forming a raging river
Ready to conquer any in its path

Following a trail to freedom
Finding nothing but dirt and logs in the way
Until suddenly we feel something
We hear something
We see something
Hundreds of other families
Getting closer and closer
Only in a horrifying way

My brothers and I numb, terrified
Suddenly falling from the sky once more
Abruptly landing where mere millions had before
Feeling thunderstruck and stunned
We start moving again

We get pushed farther away from the waterfall
Into another river this time slow-going and gentle
Also this time there is a sense of hope
My brothers and I eagerly wander through the land
Knowing what is ahead

The sea we seek may be at the end of the world
Or the beginning
This may be the first time of a millenia
Or the last time
But all that matters is that I found it
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What’s for Breakfast?
I smell the scent of morning porridge
As I woke up in cold bacon storage,

I’m lifted up by my master, Ben
Then greeted by his devious grin.

“I’ll cook you and fry you!” he exclaimed.
“That’s against Bacon Law!” I proclaimed.

He clenched me hard, my grease on his hands
He then explained his devious plans.

“I’ll fry you, you yummy piece of meat,
Then I’ll begin to viciously eat.

But you aren’t the only thing I’ll kill,
I will munch your friend, Waffle Bill.”

Ben’s betrayal left a greasy scar,
I knew to escape I must run far.

I released my grease and slipped away,
Ben yelled, “Get back, you must obey!”

I skated behind the pantry door,
My sweaty grease started to pour.

“I found you meat!” Ben cried in delight.
Next, what happened was a painful sight!

My bacony bits were torn to shreds
For I was murdered, lifeless and dead.

Food in shock, couldn’t believe their eyes
Their very close friend was eaten alive!

“Ben’s a madman!” Waffle Bill cried.
All of the food proceeded to hide

Ben’s without food, so he’ll starve to death!
“I’m sorry!” Ben yelled with his last breath. 



Poetry ~ 43

Lilly Roberts _____________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
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                     Wildlife
Butterflies dancing, showing color

Cubs running along next to Mother
The sky is as blue as the sea

Wildlife is beautiful, so let it be

Grass, soft, delicious, and sweet
Many deer find it tasty to eat

Forests are cool, so don’t you see
Wildlife is beautiful, so let it be

Daffodils as yellow as the sun
Bunnies hopping,  having fun

Everything dances with great glee
Wildlife is beautiful, so let it be

Birds chirping, delicate and meek
Animals and life, so very unique

Everything is calm, you should agree
Wildlife is beautiful, so let it be

Creeks and streams, crystal clear
Baby possums gather near

Majestic views for you and me
Wildlife is beautiful, so let it be

Baby chicks waddle around
Ants marching in the ground

Animals gallop wildly free
Wildlife is beautiful so let it be

Trees towering, oh so tall
Magic is here, don’t build those malls

Don’t make these precious animals flee
Wildlife is beautiful so, please, let it be
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                Where I’m From
I am from a big comfy couch, from body pillows

and a soft cozy blanket I’ve had since I was 4.

I am from the divorced parents where I’m lucky
to have 2 roofs over my head, the delightful

vanilla scented candles filling the air. 

I am from the cactus decorated around the
house. The palm tree in my front yard. I am from
the sounds of laughter and barking dogs, from

my queen size bed.

I am from my hard-working police officer dad’s
hazel eyes and brown hair from the talkative

personality and long legs of my mom teacher.
From matching Christmas pjs and visits from our

Elves on the Shelves.

I’m from wilderness hiking adventures and movie
nights and from Monopoly madness with my

competitive family and building Magna-Tiles® with
my siblings.

I’m from “clean your room” and “I love you,” from
the pages of Wonder, and “Twinkle Twinkle Little

Star.” I am from swimming in the cold pools.

I am from Cardinals and Cubs. From riding bikes
with my siblings, up and down the street.

I am from Mesa, Arizona and American. From the
chocolate chip cookies my grandma makes from
memory and scratch to the pumpkin bread my 
mum-mum makes from her online recipe. Both

are teaching me their skills. 

I am from an energetic and caring lifestyle. 



Poetry ~ 45

Sterling Palmer ___________________________________________________________
Sixth Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Amy O’Herron

                       Time
People often say

They haven’t the time.
And then, too late

The clock will chime.
Leaving someone downcast

Disappointed or sad
Because nobody gave

The time that they had.
I inform you with this

That you might know more.
So that spending time

Is not a burden or chore.
Time is important
So use it with care
And use it wisely

EVERYWHERE. 
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Perfectionism
Perfectionism is not a synonym of efficiency
Because there is a difference between being studious and worrying too much
The world sees a student working at a desk
The student sees their world unable to work

When the beginning of a week marks the beginning of an assignment
And not the start of a new day
When do we ask ourselves if there is something wrong?
When children are dreading to get out of bed in the morning
At what point do we stop blaming it on indolence?

The clock is ticking 
And we are constantly asking ourselves
Will it be done?
Will it be good enough?
Is the red pen going to be the hammer that strikes the nail in the coffin?
Will you finally let it go too far?

Sometimes the education system is merely a system
Built upon analyzation and scores
Many are afraid to ask for help
Or to speak their mind
Because not only do they fear that those adults will misunderstand
We also fear running out of time

The clock is ticking
Its hand is moving
But what if yours will not?
You need to keep on moving
Your time is running out
The stress accumulates
As we are told 
“Work harder”
“You still have time”
“Don’t worry about it”
“Everything’s gonna be fine”

But is there any way to know how things will turn out?
People that only show sympathy
And are incapable of empathizing
Are unreliable sources 
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They are not the answer to the question, in which we ask ourselves
“Does no one understand this feeling?”

Something shocking that many people don’t seem to realize
Is that your personal input isn’t what we’re needing
Sometimes we just need someone to listen
Because reassurance isn’t always pleasing

When the day of an assessment appears
The sound of time being lost becomes louder
The clock is ticking and ticking
And the ends of mechanical pencils are clicking-

The results are in
With two points out of thirty six missed
There never was a reason to be worried
But the fear is like a bull
Running rampant
And the achievement of perfection is nonexistent
The score is not satisfying your needs

Good isn’t always good enough
There’s always the lingering disappointment of being wrong
Or not knowing on the first try
We find ourselves wasting time over stress
Instead of spending time solving the problem

On December 17th, 2019
A student stares at a computer screen at home
And she feels like she’s going to burst
Because an idea isn’t appearing

Tick, tick, tick
The stress and frustration are building up
And up
And up—
An idea busts down the door
And a poem is written
About irrational ideas and fears

Perfectionism is not a synonym of efficiency
It is a handicap to the mind
No matter how well things turn out
The feeling of  “never enough” is still left behind
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A Day at School
It starts in the morning. 
I wake up at 6:05. 
Another day at school. 
I can’t believe I’m still alive! 

I must pick out an outfit, 
but I don’t know what to wear. 
I need to make my lunch, 
but I’m busy doing my hair. 

I sprinted to the bus, 
hoping I wasn’t late. 
I got there just in time, 
as is always my fate.
 
I leapt off the bus 
and ran to my friends. 
If only that is where 
this story could end. 

We talk quite a lot, 
then a bell starts to ring. 
I wonder, as I’m walking, 
what the day will bring. 

I sing well in Choir, 
but soon I’m attacked. 
I try to hit notes, 
but my voice starts to crack. 

In PE, I walk 
then quicken the pace.
I avoid the ball frequently, 
yet I’m still hit in the face! 

In English, I talk 
and I talk ‘til I drop. 
I speak of project M.E.S.A,
 oh please, make it stop! 

Next up is lunch, 
my favorite time of day. 
Inside my lunch box lies 
a mini Asian buffet. 

Now for Social Studies, 
which isn’t social at all. 
Our class is super quiet, 
we can hear seventh grade 
through the wall. 

Math is up next, 
and I’m not even scared. 
Hey, what’s [(7x-10) + x^x2 ]? 

Science is last, 
the best class in school. 
We get off-track a lot, 
but the teacher’s pretty cool. 

As I board on the bus, 
I let out a sad groan. 
Then, my mood perks right up.
 I can turn on my phone! 

My good mood stops short, 
and my glee turns to sorrow.
I remember it’s Thursday, 
I’ll be back tomorrow……
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Apricot
I grip the brush.
Bought cheap from the corner supermarket
for seventy-seven cents.
The canvas lays blank
waiting for either the
caress of a brush
or a hard snap
that sends the paint flying
SPLAT
onto the paper.
I place a hand over the canvas
feeling the rough texture.
Fingering the brush slowly.
Deciding.
There’s nothing I can draw
That expresses how I feel right now.
Nostalgia
Crisp new bristles
Complimenting smooth stained wood,
A white field.
I place the brush
on the easel and step back.
I stare at the oh-so-white paper in front of me.
I see a field of lavender. The sky is blue, with cirrus clouds drifting dreamily above me. A girl sits on 
a patch of grass, grass that is burning. When she stands, it crumbles to ash beneath her. She turns 
to look at me, and I stumble back. Her eyes are orange, like flame, but she seems calm. She stands 
there, one hand reaching out. To welcome me into this world.
I open my eyes
and smile.
Slowly, I reach for the brush
And dip it into a small
tube of orange.
Apricot, the tube reads.
Again, I grin.
I imagine the girl reaching up
To pick a small orange fruit from
a little tree.
A little fruit that matches the color of her eyes.
And she smiles, too.
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    Inner Beauty
I am not beautiful 

My Ugly is exterior 
But my Beauty lies within
Though my face might not be appealing
Inside I am beautiful 

Outside we are all different, 
But on the inside we look the same
The thing that really counts, however,
Is the sounding of the hearts within our frame.

Ba-bump, Ba-bump
I want, I want

Sounds the hearts of many

Ba-bump, Ba-bump 
I Love, I Love

Sounds the heart I call my own

The day will come 
When my heart’s sound will be heard
And its two-beat rhythm 
Will add another word

I Love, I Love ...
I Love You

For when the time comes
I know it will be true
Because I have no False Beauty
To keep me from loving you

Whoever you are
Whoever you may be
Bless your dear soul
For falling in love with me

Because you saw through my mask
And found my pure heart instead
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You are a man that values True Beauty
And this is why you will be the man I wed.

I am not beautiful 

My Ugly is exterior 
But my Beauty lies within
Though my face might not be appealing
Inside I am beautiful 

When I find “the one”
I know he will care for me
Because it is not looks he is after
But someone who will love him unconditionally.

I am not beautiful

I have come to accept this fact.
Though an Ugly frame is not a curse.
A pleasant face, but no Inner Beauty,
Is a fate much worse.
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              Memoir of  John Doe
i was found dead in a ditch in 1979,

‘cause one of you was a snitch three years to the day that i died.
they did not find my hands, my hair or my tongue.

they did not understand; i was so scared and so young,
so when you scream at me for fearing the sun,

consider things might have gone differently if it were 1981.

i can’t be bothered to tell you where i was.
my eyes are so heavy, and that is because,

you dared to tell.
i was sleeping so well. 

i went where i thought no one could find me.
found dead in a ditch in 1979,

and the newspapers say it’s a tragedy,
that there were people who would happily,

keep tight locked away what had happened to me,
and die for it too. 

the people were outraged,
with my made up sadness on their face.

it was with no trace,
but they were looking at you.

i was found dead in a ditch in 1979,
‘cause one of you was a snitch three years to the day that i died.

they did not find my hands, my hair or my tongue.
they did not understand; i was so scared and so young,

so when you scream at me for fearing the sun,
consider things might have gone differently if it were 1981.

they tried to perform an autopsy on the parts of me they found,
even though that wasn’t where my ghost had been bound.

i was chained up, scared to death and screaming.
they didn’t even know who they were supposedly freeing. 
my skin was like leather; it kept my organs safe and sound. 

five years later, my case went cold.
the people forgot about five years before.

no one cared and i became old,
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because it had become 1984. 
the town that was only brought together over a body in a ditch—

surely their efforts have gone unrivaled since. 

i was buried in an unmarked grave.
the town was far too poor and far too smart anyways,

but the coffin was so uncomfortable,
and the stench almost unbearable.
i could not keep my state of mind.
i wish i were in that ditch in 1979.

i was found dead in a ditch in 1979,
‘cause one of you was a snitch three years to the day that i died.

they did not find my hands, my hair or my tongue.
they did not understand; i was so scared and so young,

so when you scream at me for fearing the sun,
consider things might have gone differently if it were 1981.

more than forty years later, 
no one cares about the kid from that ditch.

you still dig up my picture every now and then.
every time, you say ‘i’ll never think of this again’.

i am under your pillow.
i am under your bed.

they don’t know what you know,
so they can close their eyes and forget.

what if my smile was soft?
what if i could lick my nose?

what if i liked to draw?
what if i wanted my hair to grow?

when i died, they said no one missed me.
i had no family to kiss me goodbye. 

the newspapers said it was a tragedy,
but you know what really happened to me. 

you run off into the night, 
leaving all you had worked for behind.

you take the bus back to your hometown.
all your favorite shops had been shut down.

it seemed like no one was around. 
you didn’t have to fight. 
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relieved, you run off to the cemetery. 
it was dark but it wasn’t scary.

you know you have nothing to fear,
‘cause i said that i’d be there for you.

you knew i’d always be near,
then why wasn’t i scared for you?

you find a plaque that reads:

found dead in a ditch in 1979,
we were shaken up but we did not cry. 
did not find hands, or hair or tongue.

we do not understand; not scared but so young,
because no one should be fearing the sun.

we’re glad that it’s not yet 1981.

dirt can’t really cloud what has to get done.
spoonful after spoonful, and you get bummed.

i knew that a coffin would be hard to open,
but you snap off the latch because you’re so dumb.

you look me in the eye.
you face the disaster you caused,

and you don’t even pause.
you don’t even pause. 

and you drag my decaying body off,
to the deepest place you can find.
you hold me close one last time,
and we’re in a ditch like it’s 1979. 
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Natalia Doyle _____________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Mesa High 
Teacher - Lorelei Barker

Kiddie Pool
Kiddie pool

Blue
Just like your old bike
What ever happened to that bike?

Kiddie pool
About a foot deep
Calm, soft water
Every droplet cascades across my ankles gently
I wish my thoughts flowed that way
Where was I?

Kiddie pool
But wait
The water is higher than I remember
Is more water being added?
It’s filled to the brim
Why am I struggling to catch my breath?
My neck is struggling to keep my head above the water
It hits me
I am drowning
Naturally
I flail my arms and scream
My friends yell
“What is wrong?”

“It’s just a kiddie pool”
Maybe to you
But I’m drowning
I need help
They don’t help

“You’re fine, it’s not even that big”
And that’s what anxiety is like.
Little things to other people could feel life threatening to you.
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The phone on the tabletop buzzes
And you pick it up, as always.
“You have a message,” it reads.

The screen goes black
And for a moment
You catch a face looking back at you
Your face
Framed in the black glass
That separates
The life lived on the outside
From the one on the inside.

You open the message, and it lunges out of the 
 screen
Socking you in the stomach
You can’t breathe.

You try to inhale,
You try to gasp for air
But you choke silently
You are silenced but your ears ring ...
They ring with the screams of the misaligned   
 letters that circle your head
The broken vowels and jagged consonants cut   
 your skin
And you bleed,
You bleed,
And bleed.
The crimson stains your hands.

You try to read it over,
Try to piece the puzzle and make the broken   
 pieces fit
But they don’t,
They don’t fit.
They just crumble
Every piece you try to place with another turns   
 to crumbs
And so do you
You can’t make sense of it.

Your heartbeat slows to a numbing pound
That gets louder
And louder
Until your mind is forced
To accede to the throbbing confusion
The mess of letters
That are trapped in your head
That infiltrate you
Like a virus
Like an infection
Through the skin
It creeps
Eating at your flesh
Leaving scars where it enters
And abject pain where it resides.

You try to force the letters out of you
Wring your hands to rid of the bloody stains
Wring your mind like a wet cloth
Hoping that the tears will wash them away
But you can’t cry.

Your eyes burn with the sting of a million “You’re 
 not enough”s
And your heart pounds with a thousand “you’ll 
 never be”s

And as your mind spins
And your heart pounds
And your hands shake
And your lips tremble,
Through the screams and shrieks of the letters in  
 your ears
You hear “You ok?”

And you hide your bloodied hands behind your  
 back
Your back that aches from the weight of the   
 dagger it carries
You hold your head high
Your head which carries your crown of torments
And you say “I am fine.”

Lydia Pastore _____________________________________________________________
Tenth Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Jennifer Smith

SMS, SOS
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Community and the ties of life
No one knows their neighbor 
If a tree fell in the middle of the forest would anyone hear it?
If a person cried in the middle of New York would anyone care?
We like to think we would
We like to think that if things came down to it
We would be there
The truth?
People only care when it is already too late
When the tree has already fallen
When the person has jumped to extremes
Self-obsessed drones
Slaves to ideals
A day a month is all it would take
To reach our branches out and fill the sky
To get to know that neighbor 
A designated day is all I am asking for
One day to avoid extremes
After all we are a forest
And if a tree within us falls 
The ecosystem collapses

Victoria Cullipher _________________________________________________________
Eleventh Grade, Red Mountain High 
Teacher - Rachel Cupryk

Trees in the Forest
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Weary eyes thine has, his fine line of time.
a time the straggly man no longer can have.

”too early.” he says with plead,
“too early to leave.” he cannot leave now, for he has too much yet to be.

and to be with me, to be with he, to be with these.
and these are his family, and these are his friends.
sadly, the straggly man’s life is at pend.
“at pend dear Lord, why pend?” The weary-eyed straggly man says with a tone of wonder, a tone 
filled with thunder.

for he has ten daughters, blending in with others.
the ten daughters with families of their own and all the family tree life line, so long, it carved down 
onto concrete stone.

showing how strong their bond holds.
so the straggly man pleads once more, “too early my lord,”
“too early to go.”

”give me a chance, just one chance more.”
but the Lord said “no.”
“my dear Lord, I plead and beg another chance more, why now no?”
                ”my child, life is but a cycle, we cannot reverse back.” he says “but we can keep moving the 
cycle forward.”
he left the straggly man, left him with no words. 
the Lord was wise beyond the skies, which no one could understand. Not even a straggly old man.
               ”you shall be granted another chance.” The Lord said and the weary-eyed straggly man 
leaped with pride.
now ready to stride, a long life he’s had.

”but beware, this chance is not another chance more.”
               ”because life is just one, for life that exists and life that has no more and life that has yet 
 to soar.”
the straggly man was given another chance, but not a chance more
                so the weary eyes of this straggly man lifted away and no longer did he have weary eyes 
upon his face. No longer was a straggly man he, for he got another chance but not a chance more.
The no longer weary-eyed straggly man left behind his family, he left behind his friends. He left 
behind those ten daughters who blended in with others.

for he was given another chance, but not a chance more.
A chance more to be with me, to be with he, to be with these.
but to be with another, to be another, and to be with others.

No longer with weary eyes and no longer a straggly old man.
Given another chance but not a chance more. 

Karen Maldonado _________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, East Valley Academy 
Teacher - Debbi Stevens

Weary Eyes on a Straggly Man
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Identified by numbers and letters
Pencil to paper

Mouths stay closed not a word can be uttered
Stay in your seat and listen

Walk don’t run
Follow the jurisdictions

No time for play only work
Heads doze off because they woke up at 6 am that day

And that night stays up until midnight to meet some deadline
A creative person doodling is marked not paying attention

An imaginative person looking into space is labeled ignorant
But then the bell chimes

Set free out of the cage as if they were birds
Laughter and talking
Wheels to the ground

Under the bleeding sky of pink and blue hues
Not forced to sit with their mouths sealed

Able to speak their mind
Friends gather to enjoy each other’s company

A creative person is free to create with the world as their canvas
An imaginative person is free to imagine an entire world if they pleased

Able to manifest emotions
No limitations
Just the misfits
Just the youth

Jailyn Loggins ____________________________________________________________
Twelfth Grade, Mesa High 
Teacher - Kevin Berlat

                       The youth
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My papa loved the desert. My heart followed his there.

He had a prickly pear sense of humor.
Saguaro wisdom. Arroyo patience. Jackrabbit wit.
The presence of a mountain
defying angry skies
moonbeam
embracing weary earth.

Sent him a postcard from Santa Fe
missing you, wishing you were here
to string blood-red ristras on turquoise doors
step to the whine of the bar’s lonely fiddle
savor the burning sweetness of enchiladas,
Christmas style.

I’m further west in Phoenix now
and you’re long gone,
but some nights the dust stirs
the monsoon rages
and the coyote howls

like they, too, still mourn the loss of Papa Cowboy.

Rachel Thune Real ________________________________________________________
English Teacher - Mountain View High

        Papa Cowboy
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A thematic book, fiction or non-fiction,  
in which each student in an individual  

class contributes a selection .
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Stacy Maynard’s Class _____________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Franklin West Elementary

If  Our Dreams Came True ...
Excerpts:

A cute white 
horse is what I’ll be. 
I will run and jump. 

I would like to be a 
pegasus because I  

can protect everyone!

If I was a gum ball machine, 
I’d break myself and  

give money and gum balls.

I want to be a red pencil 
so I can color and scribble.

I want to change 
colors so I will 
be a chameleon. 

I would like to be a 
chair so I could   

roll on my wheels. 

I am a locked cabinet 
with good food in me.
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Danielle Pugmire’s Class ___________________________________________________
Kindergarten, Johnson Elementary

If  I Joined the Zoo, What Would I 
  Do?

Excerpts:

If I joined 
the zoo I would 
hop with bunnies 
and eat carrots. 
I like bunnies. 

If I 
joined the  
zoo I would  

play with the 
coyotes. I  

would race the 
coyotes. I like 

coyotes. 

If I joined the zoo 
I would play with 

the sharks. I would 
swim with them. 
I would play tag. 
He would tag me 

with his jaw. I love 
playing tag with 

the sharks. 

If I 
joined the zoo 

I would play with 
the elephants and 

get squirted by the 
elephants. I love 

elephants. 

If I joined the zoo I  
would swim with otters.  
I would play tag. I would 

love to join a zoo. 

If I joined a zoo 
I would swing with 
monkeys on a tree. 

I love monkeys.
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Excerpts:

Amy Peterson’s Class ______________________________________________________
First Grade, Edison Elementary

I Love the Skin I’m In!!

I love the skin I’m 
in! I love that I have 
curly hair. I love that 
I am a dancer too! 
Nobody is exactly like 
me! I love that I have 
brown eyes. I love 
that I have missing 
teeth too! I love that 
I am pretty and that 
I have lots of friends!

I am so special because I 
have brown eyes and I have 
short hair. I do gymnastics 
competitions and I am super 
good at cartwheels and 
handstands. I am good at 
painting my nails. I love cats, 
dogs, ferrets, and ice cream, 
candy, and hot cheetos!

I love my skin. It is 
dark like gingerbread. I 
have beautiful brown eyes. 
I can do cartwheels. 

I love my skin and white hand. My hair 
is straight and I have blue eyes. My hair is 
long and blonde. 

There is lots to love about me. 
To begin, I have green and blue 
eyes. Next, I am good at math. 
Last, I am nice to my friends. I 
love my skin. 

I love the skin I’m in. 
My hand is brown. I like 
my glasses. I’m good at 
playing games. 

I have brown hair and brown eyes. I love 
to play softball. My skin is light brown.
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Julie Reichert’s Class ______________________________________________________
First Grade, Zaharis Elementary

Video Game Book

Excerpts:

Dedicated to people who want video games.

Explanation of the Video Game Book

As a K-1 class we wrote this book in pairs. We’re playing video games 
in the book. There are many different video games. We all  picked which 
one to pretend to play. We used a microphone for our voices to talk in 
the book as we played the game. You can listen by scanning the QR code. 
Hope you enjoy this book. 

Mario Kart

Mario is at the starting line. 
3 ... 2 ... 1 ... go! Mario starts to 
drive. Luigi tries to crash into 
him! He gets out of Luigi’s way 
by getting in front of him. There 
is a secret button that helps me 
get in front of the others. Using 
the secret button and driving 
good help me win first place!

SpongeBob

SpongeBob picks the red car. It says 
1 ... 2 ... 3 ... go! He got 100 points. He 
zooms and zooms past the green car. 
He got a box.There was a surprise in it. 
Sponge Bob wins the race!

I play again. Patrick comes behind me. 
He crashes into a car. You have to start 
over.

I start over. I pick a new car! 

Game Difficulty Age Range Opinion Stars Rating
Mario Kart Hard 8-20 If it didn’t look so hard I’d 

want to play it.
Not given

Mario Kart Easy 10-30 I love video games because 
they are so fun.



SpongeBob Okay-Easy 7-100 Video games are my favorite 
because I like to beat people.



SpongeBob Easy 6-0 I like going forward driving. 
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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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Enzo Gaytan _____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

My Papa Papa

Me and my Papa Papa are good friends. He  
 told me stories about him. My Papa Papa 

is 94 years old. He is one of the last survivors of 
World War II. When he was in high school World 
War II began. Papa Papa wanted to fight in the 
war but he was only 17. He had to wait until 
he was 18. He joined the Navy when he was 18 
years old. He was sent to sea on a battleship. 
After one year he went to pilot school. For the 
last year of the war he flew off an aircraft carrier. 

Four months later the war ended. Papa Papa 
told me that instead of bringing all the airplanes 
home from the war, he watched soldiers sweep 
the airplanes off the side of the aircraft carrier 
and sink them to the bottom of the ocean. 
Today my Papa Papa lets me fly airplanes off 
the aircraft carrier with his flight simulator on 
his computer. One day I want to be a pilot but I 
want to fly to the moon!

Luke Peterson ____________________________________________________________
Second Grade, Franklin at Brimhall Elementary 
Teacher - Ryan MacLay

My Uncle

My uncle is an amazing person. He cares for  
 others and shows leadership.

My uncle served 28 years in the Army. He 
joined when he was 20. He was 48 years old 
when he retired. He led people by treating 
them with dignity and respect. He helped bring 
clean water and electricity to the people of Iraq 
and Afghanistan. He volunteers at a clinic for 

disabled children. He helps kids with disabilities 
through hypnotherapy. He cleans stalls and 
cares for the horses too. 

My uncle spent his entire life showing 
leadership through his service to our country 
and by helping others in need. I am proud to be 
his nephew. 
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Edahly McGovern _________________________________________________________
Third Grade, Keller Elementary 
Teacher - Lisa Stoltzfus

Guinea Pigs as Pets

Do you like guinea pigs? Do  
 you live in an apartment? 

If so, would you like one as a 
pet? Personally, I believe that 
guinea pigs are not good pets 
for apartment living. I researched 
guinea pigs by reading articles and 

watching videos. They were titled Guinea Pigs, 
Are Guinea Pigs Good Pets, and Pros and Cons of 
Guinea Pigs. Let me share what I found out in my 
research.

One reason that guinea pigs would not be 
good apartment pets is because you would 
always have to go to the store for food. They eat 
a LOT of food! It’s a lot of money for food, so it 
would be very expensive because they eat a lot 
of food. Plus, you have to save money for rent! 
What if you have no money and your guinea pig 
wants food! What a dilemma! Your guinea pigs 
might die!

Also your guinea pigs are going to make a lot 
of messes. When you get home from work and 

all you want to do is watch TV after a long day 
at work, your guinea pigs will probably have left 
you a humongous mess! You will have to clean up 
your guinea pig’s mess … and the mess will only 
get bigger if you don’t clean it up!  Living in an 
apartment the mess will feel even bigger!

Another reason guinea pigs are poor pets 
for apartment living is that they are really 
noisy and loud. So, if they are being loud, your 
neighbors might get really mad! Then you might 
get a knock on your door and your neighbor 
might complain about your guinea pigs saying, 
“Your guinea pigs are making a lot of noise!” You 
wouldn’t want that to happen would you?

In my opinion, I believe that guinea pigs 
are not good pets for apartment living. They 
would be a better pet if you live in a house. 
Next time you think about buying a pet guinea 
pig, think twice!
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Carson Blackham _________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Exotic Reptiles and Amphibians 
Should Be Kept as Pets

Imagine coming home from a long day and 
finding yourself cleaning up your pet’s mess. 

Many people might be thinking, “I’m so tired of 
cleaning up after my pet!” This is what parents 
and children go through with their dogs or cats. 
Caring for dogs and cats can cause stress and 
weariness. On the other hand, exotic reptiles 
make great pets because they require less care 
than dogs or cats, do not cause allergies, and 
inspire parents and children to help reptiles and 
amphibians in the wild. 

Exotic reptiles are easier to care for than 
dogs and cats. Most need to be fed less often 
than a dog or cat. Some pets only need to be 
fed once a month! These animals are often kept 
in a confined area that makes taking care of 
these pets a whole lot easier. Reptiles also don’t 
need to be taken on walks. They can be left 
in the house alone for longer periods of time 
than dogs or cats. Dogs and cats require much 
more time and care than many reptiles and 
amphibians.

Reptiles are great alternatives if you are 
allergic to a dog or cat. Pet dander and dust 
mites are a major cause of allergies inside the 

home. Reptiles and amphibians do not shed fur 
all over the house! Often times they are kept 
in a confined terrarium. This keeps them from 
leaving anything that might cause allergies 
all around the house. Exotic reptiles and 
amphibians don’t cause runny noses and hair all 
over the house.

When you take care of an exotic reptile 
or amphibian you inspire others to help wild 
animals of their kind. Many people have had 
perceptions of reptiles such as snakes. People 
could kill snakes that are not dangerous 
because of their perceptions. Having reptiles as 
pets improves people’s perceptions of reptiles 
and could improve how they treat reptiles. They 
could also be inspired to help other animals or 
creatures. Having an exotic reptile can inspire 
others around the globe to support exotic 
animals in the wild today.

Exotic reptiles make great pets. They are 
easier to care for than cats and dogs. They don’t 
cause allergies, and exotic reptile pets also inspire 
people to support these animals. Don’t come 
home to your pet’s mess! The next time you are 
looking for a new pet, consider an exotic reptile.  
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Eliza Godfrey _____________________________________________________________
Fourth Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Emily Escobedo

Zoo Debate: Removed From Society?

Imagine you go to the zoo and are looking  
 forward to a memorable time. You walk in 

and you see the most adorable baby red panda 
staring longingly, with pleading eyes. Kids are 
pounding on the glass and squealing while 
parents are snapping pictures. This is what 
the poor animals have to endure every day 
as their daily routines. Animals should not be 
confined in zoos because they can cause them 
psychological damage, they can be harmful to 
animals’ health, and they do not provide animals 
with the space they need to thrive.

Animals developing psychological problems 
is a major negative result of confinement in zoos. 
Due to the stress that their habitats, diet changes, 
and zoo visitors cause, confined animals may 
start eating feces, twitching, pulling hair, and 
self mutilating, all symptoms of psychological 
damage. In fact, animal behaviorists see 
problems not seen in the wild, such as clinical 
depression, anxiety, and compulsive disorder. 
Some signs show that animals become sad, 
bored, anxious, and depressed. As Lori Marino, 
an animal scientist explains, “When you see a 
tiger pacing back and forth, that is a very stressed 
tiger.” These psychological troubles that animals 
experience are sad, but horribly, the real thing.

In addition to mental health problems, 
many animals suffer from physical health 
problems, of which zoos are to blame. For 
example, great apes in North American zoos 
often have heart disease, but in the wild this 
almost never happens. In fact, 70% of male 
gorillas have heart disease, and that is the 
leading cause of death among apes in captivity. 
Sadly, infant animal deaths are another negative 
consequence of zoos. Other than deaths, many 
animals are overweight due to the fact that their 
habitats prevent them from getting the exercise 

they need. This leads to them staying indoors 
and losing energy. Animals get sick every day in 
zoos, but if this stopped we would see a great 
positive change in animal health. 

Finally, in zoos there is much less room for 
movement than in the wild. Studies show that 
zoo enclosures are too cramped and small for 
the suffering animals. For example, wild polar 
bears typically swim many miles a day. However, 
the spaces provided by zoos are about the size 
of a school gym. It’s like being trapped in a small 
space knowing you will be there for the rest of 
your life. Migratory animals are not given the 
chance to follow their normal instincts because 
there are four walls surrounding them to keep 
them from doing just that. For example, whales 
swim very far to migrate to different places for 
feeding and birthing, but when they are taken 
into captivity, the change in routine is very 
difficult and sometimes results in problems like 
depression, illness, and tooth wear. Animals 
need more space to carry out their daily 
routines like normal in the wild.

Officials should consider changing the laws 
that allow people to capture and keep animals 
in these prisons. First of all, animals literally 
become crazy and depressed due to zoos. 
Next, the poor critters are physically injured or 
become ill because of zoos. Finally, the space 
given is much too small for the animals. Animals 
do not deserve to look at the world through 
glass cages. When the time comes and you 
are itching to help animals, instead of giving 
your money to zoos, try donating to National 
Geographic or other organizations that help 
animals in the wild. In the end, it will show 
that being entertained is less important than 
animals’ happiness and health. 
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Adriana Cardall ___________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Entz Elementary 
Teacher - Janet Millar-Haskell

Artificial Intelligence

Some people think that artificial intelligence, 
or AI, could outsmart the human brain. 

They worry that this technology could spin 
out of control. Artificial intelligence is when 
computers or machines do and say things that 
people can do. AI systems can speak and think 
for themselves without being programmed 
to do so. Could artificial intelligence make our 
lives better and easier, or could it take away our 
ability to work and make our own decisions?

One of the fears people have, is what will 
happen to human jobs when robots become 
more advanced? Did you know that some 
studies predict that up to 85 percent of jobs 
in some countries could be lost? It’s true! Over 
the years, machines and robots have changed 
factories. Today, fewer workers make goods, 
merchandise, and products because the 
machines are taking over.

When it comes to matching human 
intelligence, computers have some catching up 
to do. Yes, it is amazing what some devices can 
do. Voice assistants like Amazon’s Echo machine 
can tell jokes. They can tell us about today’s 
weather or give us facts from history. Computers 
are good at reading to us. However, they haven’t 
been able to read text and show they truly 
understand it. That could be changing, at least 
when it comes to reading, because of advances 
in artificial intelligence, or AI.

A test for computers’ smarts was created 
at Stanford University in Santa Clara County, 
California. The test showed that some computers 
can beat humans at quickly “reading” hundreds of 
articles from the website Wikipedia. AI machines 
can come up with correct answers to questions 
about warrior-king Genghis Khan, or the U.S. 
space program. The computers, however, also 
made mistakes that many people wouldn’t have 
made. Microsoft’s system, for example, missed an 
easy question. The computer was asked which 
member of the Carolina Panthers football team 

intercepted the most passes in the 2015 season. 
Any person who had fully and carefully read the 
Panthers’ Wikipedia page would have discovered 
the right answer: Kurt Coleman. However, the 
computer misunderstood the word “most.” It also 
didn’t understand that seven is bigger than four. 
“You need some very simple reasoning here, but 
the machine cannot get it,” said Jianfeng Gao, 
who works on AI systems at Microsoft. Even 
though computers are fast, they can easily be 
tricked.

It’s common to test AI systems by putting 
computers up against humans in competitions. 
Machines first beat people at recognizing 
pictures in a 2015 competition. They also beat 
humans in a speech-recognition battle in 2017. 
Computers have also conquered humans at 
chess and the video game “Pac-Man.” Machines 
are also proven to be good at fetching facts. In 
2011, a computer won the quiz show “Jeopardy.” 
Since then, tech companies have tried to design 
computers that are good at more than just 
remembering dates and names. They want 
computers to actually understand the meaning 
of text. 

We see the use of artificial intelligence in 
the latest self-driving cars or digital personal 
assistants. There are other types of AI that have 
been around for quite a while, such as computer 
vision. Then there are the systems that make 
decisions about mortgages. Some people 
benefit from these types of AI. Some are scared 
and don’t trust it.

Even with all of the amazing advances in 
artificial intelligence, none of it compares to 
human-level intelligence. We really don’t know 
how many breakthroughs we might have to 
make to top the incredible human brain. What 
do you think? Should scientists keep exploring 
artificial intelligence? Or is this technology too 
dangerous to trust?



74 ~ Essay

Natalie Blythe ____________________________________________________________
Fifth Grade, Las Sendas Elementary 
Teacher - Debbie Allen

Christmas Wishes

As I sauntered by the window of the Apple 
 Store, I had a slight glimpse of love at first 

sight. I’m pretty sure that I looked like a deer 
in headlights with my jaw dropped practically 
to the floor. If I woke up on Christmas morning 
and unwrapped this astonishing gift, I would 
be bouncing off the walls. An iPhone 11 Pro 
Max would be like receiving a private jet all for 
myself. So I have decided that it would teach me 
more responsibility, gratitude, and be a reward 
or consequence if I was given this amazing gift.

First of all, a phone is a stupendous way to 
teach a lesson of responsibility. If you were a 
child and were given a cell phone, you would 
most likely be exceptionally well behaved. A 
parent could give a child chores to complete in 
order to earn this device. If I was given an iPhone 
11 Pro Max, I would treat it like a newborn baby. 
Every day I would clean it with a microfiber cloth. 
I would also sleep with one eye open just to 
watch it like a hawk, and make sure no one stole 
it. My parents would make sure that I kept it in a 
protective case as well. Phones truly do teach an 
extravagant lesson on responsibility.

Another reason why I should have an iPhone 
is because it would teach me to be grateful. 
Just imagine getting an iPhone 11 Pro Max for 
Christmas. I know I would probably be kissing 
the floor. You would see me giving my mother 
foot massages every day if she got me a cell 
phone. Along with cleaning the bathroom once 
a week too. Not to mention, I would also try to 

make dinner for a week for my whole family. 
Getting an iPhone 11 Pro Max requires an awful 
lot of gratitude. 

Last but not least, a cell phone can be 
a reward, but also a consequence. Rewards 
will come to you like the blink of an eye if you 
perhaps clean up your room, or maybe make 
your own lunch. Some rewards could be an 
extra hour of device time or bringing it to a 
friend’s house. Parents would take away my 
iPhone 11 Pro Max for a century if my grades 
were as low as the bottom of the sea. But failing 
grades and happy parents do not go together 
like peanut butter and jelly. So I would make 
sure that I was being a very excellent child. 
Therefore, rewards and consequences play an 
important role in having an iPhone.

If Santa Claus had a heart, he would get me 
an iPhone 11 Pro Max in a heartbeat. Receiving 
a phone would surely teach me a lesson of 
responsibility, thankfulness, and be a reward 
or consequence. If I didn’t get an iPhone 11 
Pro Max for Christmas my heart would shatter 
into a million pieces because of my melancholy 
sorrow. I can just visualize myself walking out 
of my bedroom door, then opening a shiny red 
box, tied up with a golden bow. All my wishes 
have come true lately, but there is still one 
lingering around. In conclusion, I would greatly 
appreciate it if Santa brought me this marvelous 
gift for Christmas. 
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Why Do You Hate Certain Sounds?

I felt like I was going to faint. I was in class  
 taking finals, my head was pounding, my 

hands were sweating, everything was turning 
blurry. I heard a monsoon sweep the roof of 
the building, but it was really just you chewing 
your gum. I also heard you tapping your foot 
which sounded like drums banging into my 
ears. Everything was turning black. I knew I was 
going to fail the test. So now I take a test in a 
quiet room without anyone in it. Do you know 
someone that is like this too? 

Research shows that brain abnormalities 
may explain why people have this issue, and 
this disorder is called misophonia. This is when 
people have a hatred for specific sounds. For 
each person, their annoyances are different. The 
most common disturbing noises are chewing, 
breathing, or repeated pen clicking. These 
sounds trigger an immediate strong “fight or 
flight” to their brain. However, only people with 
this disorder can feel this. Scans also revealed 
that this disorder originates from a different 
connectivity pattern in the frontal lobe. This 
triggers physical effects such as an increase in 
heart rate or sweating. Misophonia is something 
most people don’t know about. 

I have misophonia and now I have to take 
tests outside in the hallway or the library. When 
someone is erasing their marks, I hear animals in 
the jungle rampaging. When a person is clicking 
their mouse, I hear thousands of elephants 
jumping synchronized. Then my hands start to 

get sweaty and the pencil slips out of my hand, 
and I start to freak out and worry if I will fail this 
test or the class. Then all I can hear is the loud 
noise of you with your squeaky pen, which 
sounds like an infant shrieking in the night. All 
of the simple sounds that you can drown out, I 
can’t. Instead of the normal sound, the sound 
explodes in my ears, this makes it impossible to 
do anything. Also, at the dinner table if anyone 
is a loud chewer I hear millions of cows in a 
pasture chewing grass, instead of hearing Sussie 
talking about her new fish. That is what it is like 
to have misophonia.

There are many suggestions to help, such 
as supportive counseling, sound therapy, 
hearing aids, getting plenty of sleep, reduce 
stress, tinnitus-retraining therapy, medication, 
maintaining a healthy diet, misophonia support 
groups, or wearing hearing protection. If you 
thought that medication was the best option 
for you or if you have this, then no, there are no 
medications approved by the U.S. There is also no 
cure but only suggestions that sometimes help.

Everything a normal person hears it makes 
it a million times louder for the human that has 
misophonia and there are only treatments to 
control the symptoms, but not any proven cures 
yet. We still have a lot more to find and figure 
out about misophonia, but awareness is a good 
start. If you feel that you have this disorder, see a 
doctor and speak up!
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It was everywhere. It felt like sandpaper, 
 and clogged up Johnathan’s sinuses. 

Johnathan was exposed to the cloud of smoke 
and chemicals for weeks, helping his fellow 
firefighters to try and find survivors, and to 
clean up as much of the destruction of the 
Twin Towers as they could. Years after 9/11 he 
felt very ill, and it turned out that he had lung 
cancer. Five years later, after many rounds of 
treatment, he died. The First Responders of 
9/11 have been affected by the collapse of the 
Twin Towers. They were exposed to dangerous 
elements, developed life threatening issues, and 
are fighting to get funding for their cause. 

The First Responders had to work around 
many dangerous chemicals. According to 
Source 3, “dust scooped off the ground was 
tested for ‘a lot of cancer-developing agents.’” 
This proves that there was knowledge of it 
being dangerous in Ground Zero, but they 
didn’t know until the end of the cleanup. For 
example, they found asbestos, which was used 
in houses before they found out it was lethal, 
and jet fuel, which fumes are poisonous and 
can cause respiratory problems. Also, dust and 
pieces of glass were floating in the air, which 
they breathed in. These particles got lodged 
inside the inner fleshy part of the lungs, and 
slowly infected them. Even though some of 
the materials they were exposed to are known, 
most of the elements that were throughout 
Ground Zero were never tested for, because 
they didn’t know that they were being exposed 
to dangerous materials. In summation, the First 
Responders of 9/11 were exposed to many toxic 
materials without their knowledge.

For many years, those chemicals slowly 
developed into lethal diseases. Source 2 states 
that “asbestos related cancer, notably lung 
cancers, can take 20 years to start showing.” This 
confirms that now, 18 years later, is the time that 

symptoms would start showing. For example, 
asthma and bronchitis have appeared in First 
Responders’ respiratory systems recently, and 
started causing problems immediately as the 
illnesses appeared. Some of them have been 
diagnosed with post-traumatic stress disorder, 
which can make you feel very depressed, and 
depression has been known to lead to death/
suicide. Also, lots of cancers, like lung, breast, 
esophageal, and thyroid cancers, have been 
found in First Responders’ bodies, and many 
have already died because of it. Many of 9/11’s 
heroes have been diagnosed with many minor 
to life-threatening illnesses because of the lethal 
substances throughout Ground Zero. 

Recently, many people have pushed the 
government to give money to the ill First 
Responders in the form of bills. Source 4 writes 
that “after hundreds of first responder deaths, 
the Senate finally voted to reauthorize 9/11 
Victim Compensation Fund.” This describes 
that many people have pushed for the 
reauthorization of the supportive bill, and 
they are relieved that the Senate has done 
what they have asked at last. The 9/11 Victim 
Compensation Fund is a fund that is supposed 
to help the First Responders with medical 
care. The James Zadroga 9/11 Health and 
Compensation Act is what the 9/11 Victim 
Compensation Fund is a part of, and is for the 
First Responders and their families’ health care, 
so that they can be compensated for their 
dangerous work in 9/11. The bill might not have 
come into existence without James Zadroga, 
its namesake, who spoke in front of Congress 
about the fund, and died of cancer just weeks 
later. To sum up, bills have been passed for First 
Responders’ healthcare with lots of momentum. 

Before his death, Johnathan asked 
the country to think about what the First 
Responders had to experience. He told them 
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The Effects of  9/11 on First 
Responders
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to contemplate about what they were exposed 
to, and if they could have given them the 
equipment that could have blocked them 
from the many chemicals. He requested that 
they ponder about how the diseases the First 
Responders are getting could be treated better, 
so that they die less often. He also wanted the 
country to ruminate about how they could give 
the First Responders more money for better 

health care. His last request was for the nation to 
remember what the First Responders had done 
for their country, and how they made 9/11 a 
little less deadly. In conclusion, First Responders 
of 9/11 were subjected to many chemicals, now 
are undergoing treatment for diseases caused 
by it, but have been receiving help so that they 
can stay alive. 
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The Reign of  Terror

One of our great Founding Fathers, Thomas 
Paine, once said, “We have it in our power 

to begin the world over again.” America’s 
revolutionary ideas inspired many French 
citizens to start their own revolt. France currently 
had an absolute monarchy, but the people 
wanted a new government. 16,000 people were 
beheaded during the process of reformation; 
this period is called the Reign of Terror. Many see 
the Reign of Terror as a dark and unnecessary 
time, but the events in history show otherwise. 
The Reign of Terror was justified because the 
government and monarchy were making poor 
decisions, the threats inside and outside France 
had to be taken care of, and the many deaths 
were necessary for the good of the country.

First and foremost, the monarchy and the 
government in France made some bad choices. 
Phil Roden, in his background essay, said, “France 
was in serious debt because of expensive wars 
in Europe …  Meanwhile, at home, poor people 
were starving … Making matters still worse was 
a confusing and unfair tax system” (Roden 49). 
This quote shows King Louis XVI was not very in 
tune with his people’s needs. The Declaration of 
the Rights of Man and Citizens claims that man’s 
first right is that they are born free and equal 
(French National Assembly 55). The government 
limited that right with their unfair tax system that 
divided the people into estates based on what 
they were born into, and only the lowest estate 
had to pay the taxes. The country was crumbling 
in the king’s hands, and he was unable to repair 
it. Roden pointed out, “To his credit, Louis 
sought the advice of nobles, church officials, and 
even commoners, but the problems just grew” 
(Roden 49). The timeline on page 57 shows that 
the royal family tried to flee France (Roden 57). 
They ran away from the problems they caused. 
The government neglected their own people’s 
rights, made poor tax decisions, and continued 
to fall further and further into debt.  A shift in 
government needed to occur.

Second, the revolutionists had to deal with 
the threats to the revolution. In one of his articles, 
Phil Roden said, “In August 1792, an 80,000-
man army marched into France. Nearly half 
the force was Prussian, and the other half was 
Austrian” (Roden 59). Even today, the Austrian and 
Prussian army would be a very powerful force. 
They were defending the monarchy, afraid that 
the rebellious ideas would spread to their own 
countries. In 1793, a counterrevolution started. 
The revolutionary government was wary of the 
counterrevolutionaries.  Everyone in the country 
became suspicious (Roden 59). The more subtle 
tactics that the rebels were trying did not make 
much progress. A local official pointed out, “We 
cannot hide from you, sirs, that a severe and swift 
example needs to be set ... the departmental 
advisor requests that you issue a decree whereby 
the criminal court of Niort judges this case as 
the last resort” (a local official 61). The saying, 
“desperate times call for desperate measures,” 
definitely applies to this situation. One of the chief 
leaders of the revolution, Maximilien Robespierre, 
declared that they must kill the internal and 
external enemies, or else France would perish 
(Robespierre 67). France would not survive if the 
revolution was not successful.  Those threatening 
the rebellion from outside and within the borders 
were supporting the corrupted government. 
They were supporting the fall of the country, and, 
therefore, had to be stopped.

Lastly, the lives lost were essential for the 
liberty of the people. You may have heard 
of the “common good.” This refers to the fact 
that sometimes, the good of all men is more 
important than the individual. Roden stated, “In 
1789, the French Revolution upset a centuries-old 
French applecart. In the eyes of many, however, 
the applecart needed upsetting” (Roden 49). A 
big change had to happen to the French system, 
and according to the French Assembly, you can 
not neglect the people’s rights (French National 
Assembly 55).  France needed a fair and stable 
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government, and yet, many people were still 
supporting the monarchy. Those supporters had 
to be punished to show that the revolutionaries 
were serious. Fighting was simply not enough. 
In the opinion of the official, a correction had 
to occur in order to bring back peace (local 
official 61). Robespierre proclaimed, “In order 
to lay the foundations of democracy among 
us and to consolidate it, in order to arrive at the 
peaceful reign of constitutional law, we must 
finish the war of liberty against tyranny and 
safely cross through the storms of the revolution” 
(Robespierre). Sometimes sacrifices must be 
made for the greater good, and during the Reign 
of Terror, there were many of those times.

On the other hand, some people say that 
the Reign of Terror was not justified. This point 
of view makes sense because many innocent 
people died, however, those that were killed 
could have been threats to the revolution 
and the prospect of a substantial country. 

Therefore, the Reign of Terror was a crucial part 
of French history.

Due to the corrupted government and the 
internal and external enemies of France, the 
problems with the French monarchy had to be 
dealt with for the good of the country. Therefore, 
the Reign of Terror was justified. The poor of 
France were being oppressed and the Reign of 
Terror showed just how important the necessity 
of a reformation of the government was to the 
revolutionists. They would not risk the collapse of 
their country by allowing the threats to remain. 
Some people may use the countless beheadings 
as an excuse to overlook the justification of 
the Reign of Terror, but you cannot ignore the 
reasons behind the Reign. The revolutionaries 
were not cruel and murderous rebels. They were 
desperate citizens who believed in “Liberty, 
Equality, and Fraternity,” and the hope for a 
greater nation.

Works Cited

The French National Assembly. “Declaration of the Rights of Man and Citizen.”  
The DBQ Project, 27 Aug. 1789, p. 55.

Roden, Phil. “Timeline of the Reign of Terror.” The DBQ Project, 2016, p. 57.

A local official. “Letter Sent to the National Convention.” The DBQ Project, 2016, p. 61.

Otfinoski, Steven. “Triumph and Terror: The French Revolution.” The DBQ Project, 2016, p. 63.

Roden, Phil. “The Outside Threat, The Inside Threat.” The DBQ Project, 2016, p. 59.

Robespierre, Maximilien. “Report on the Principles of Public Morality.” The DBQ Project, 2016, p. 67.

Roden, Phil. “The Reign of Terror: Was It Justified?” The DBQ Project, 2016, p. 49.



80 ~ Essay

Anastasia Pham __________________________________________________________
Seventh Grade, Mesa Academy for Advanced Studies 
Teacher - Angela Shults

Separation Desperation

I heard the familiar clicks and whirring of 
the garage door opening in the distance, 

followed by my father’s deep voice echoing in 
the hallways. Oh no I thought as the arrival of my 
father usually triggered some kind of argument 
with my mother. Even at six years old, I knew to 
avoid the scene. My legs carried me to my room, 
I made sure to close the door and focused on 
completing my homework. A few hours passed 
until my mother’s shrill voice cut through the 
silence of the house, battling with the low 
tones of my father. Their arguments lasted for 
hours, each of them spouting insults and curses, 
followed by the occasional smash or bang of an 
object. It was almost like a daily routine at that 
point. 

 According to the American Psychological 
Association, forty to fifty percent of married 
couples in the U.S. end up in a divorce. The 
most common causes of divorce in the United 
States are infidelity and financial difficulties, 
but regardless, divorce takes a great mental 
toll on each parent, which is the reason why 
many troubled couples choose to stay together, 
despite all the red flags. The effects of divorced 
parents usually hit the worst within the first year. 
The parents sort out custody issues but only 
deal with property and object division if the 
divorce wasn’t mutual. (In my case, it was.) The 
child may experience anxiety, stress, anger, and 
disbelief. However, children tend to get back on 
track after the storm has passed. 

Every now and then before the divorce, 
the thought of my parents splitting would slip 
into my mind. It seemed like an appropriate 
idea because the constant yelling and mental 
abuse really wasn’t worth it. Sometimes, I would 
work out in my head how things would be with 
divorced parents. I feared that one of my parents 
would be gone forever, but I relished the idea 
of being able to go home to a quiet peaceful 
house, not having any worries about when 
the next ear piercing argument would begin. 
However, I never anticipated that I would get a 

“stepdad” and definitely didn’t expect to be in 
the same situation I was in before the divorce, 
constant screaming, arguments, and pain.

I had always admired my father for being 
so kind and thoughtful towards other people. 
Even to my mother, whom he despised. It took 
a lot to make him angry, his patience almost 
boundless, the complete opposite of my mother 
which played into why they had to separate. My 
mother can be kind, responsible, and strong, 
but with my father, she turns unreasonable, hot-
headed and stubborn. It goes the same both 
ways, my parents together bring out the worst 
in each other, an ugly side which never comes 
out in public. It was extremely clear that each 
of them did not love each other one bit. That’s 
when I realized that people who are two polar 
opposites and strongly believe in their own 
decisions are extremely incompatible. 

I was six years old when my mother called 
me into my bedroom, asking for a talk. Even 
then, I knew this wasn’t a good sign. I sat down 
on my cold, springy mattress and listened as my 
mom explained she and my dad were getting 
a divorce. I was slightly surprised, but I vividly 
remember thinking its about time.

Divorce may be traumatizing and shocking; 
however, after the rocky and stressing storm 
of separation has been finalized, much of the 
time life can be more peaceful and less painful 
for the child and both parents. This spares 
every family member from unlimited stress 
and unintentional agony. Occasionally, I still 
get struck with the stinging, longing feeling 
for my father’s presence in our house. In those 
moments of missing my dad, I still can’t bring 
myself to regret the divorce, but it has made 
me think when I grow up, I aim for my future 
relationships to be different. I’ll make sure 
that whoever I marry is resilient, patient, and 
responsible. When I hear those clicks and whirrs 
of the garage opening, I will not fear what 
frightening events will eventually take place.  
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The Second Amendment’s 
Importance

Back in the late 1700’s, delegates from  
 the Constitutional Convention met and 

composed the Constitution. Later, they added 
amendments to better protect people and their 
rights. The first 10 of these amendments, called 
the Bill of Rights, are the most important of the 
27 amendments. The second is based on the 
right to bear arms. Due to constant innovation 
and advancement in this area, the Second 
Amendment is a hot topic for politicians and 
organizations like the National Rifle Association 
(NRA). The Second Amendment is highly 
debatable from many angles. Accordingly, 
there is no lack of court rulings or articles on the 
subject. The Second Amendment is important 
because self-defense is a natural right, the right 
to bear arms is an individual right, and people 
have the right to defend the common good.

The Second Amendment is important 
because self-defense is a natural right. Alan 
Dershowitz states, “Foolish liberals who claim 
it’s not an individual right or that it’s too much 
of a public safety hazard don’t see the danger 
in the big picture. They’re courting disaster by 
encouraging others to use the same means to 
eliminate portions of the Constitution they don’t 
like” (Dershowitz). The Second Amendment was 
meant to be individual, not collective. People 
who say it’s a collective right are hypocritical. 
They discredit the second amendment, keeping 
the parts they like and leaving the parts they 
don’t like. Everything in the Constitution and 
its amendments had a purpose back in the 
1700’s, and does today as well. As stated in 
the Constitution, “the right of the people to 
keep and bear arms creates an individual 
constitutional right for citizens of the United 
States” (“Second Amendment”). The Constitution 
independently applies to people protecting 
their right to bear arms. The Supreme Court and 
appellate courts have heard many cases that 
involve the Second Amendment. The individual 
right to bear arms usually comes out on top. 
Consequently, arguments arise on details like 

the quality of guns. The arguments will die 
down and rise again, but they will always exist. 
This is because of the individual interpretation 
of the Second Amendment that we abide by. 
Some say if the Judicial Branch moves toward a 
collective right interpretation, these problems 
will disappear. If this happens, citizens will be 
forbidden from defending themselves and their 
property, defeating the whole purpose of the 
Constitution. Why did we fight the American 
Revolution if incompetent politicians take away 
our rights and desecrate the lives of thousands? 
Self-defense is necessary to save lives. Nobody 
should be able to take that away.

The Second Amendment is important 
because the right to bear arms is an individual 
right. Richard Henry Lee states that “A militia, 
when properly formed, are in fact the people 
themselves … and include all men capable 
of bearing arms” (“A Quote from the Letters 
of Richard Henry Lee”). The delegates at the 
Constitutional Convention realized that a 
conventional militia would not work very well. 
They were right, especially in our world today 
where everyone has a different job. Back then, it 
might have functioned since farming was more 
common and less time-restrictive. The delegates 
realized that the people themselves, being able 
to wield arms, would protect the people way 
better than a conventional militia. For example, 
the best person to defend a person getting 
mugged, is in fact, the person getting mugged.  
In the case: District of Columbia v. Heller, the 
Supreme Court declared that the Second 
Amendment was an individual right and declared 
the Firearms Control Regulation Act of 1975 
unconstitutional (District of Columbia v. Heller). 
This act was a ban on handguns and a limit on 
the people’s Second Amendment rights.  Some 
people say the Second Amendment is a collective 
right, that guns were meant only for state militias 
and not the general public. The Supreme Court 
disagrees. The Supreme Court justices spend 
months deliberating on cases. How could they be 
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wrong? The Second Amendment is an individual 
right and the evidence is stacked against anyone 
who says it’s not.

The Second Amendment is important 
because people have the right to defend 
the common good. Citizens have a right to 
defend themselves as well as their society. 
Barbara Jordan said: “A nation is formed by 
the willingness of each of us to share in the 
responsibility for upholding the common good” 
(Jordan). Part of upholding the common good 
is defending it. If people did not defend the 
common good, our nation would fall apart. If 
nobody could have guns, crime would skyrocket. 
People would be at the mercy of others bigger 
and meaner than them. People would have no 
representation in the choices made. It would 
be chaos. People were meant to defend the 
common good together—doing their part in the 
defense of the common good and benefiting 
from it. Jean-Jauques Rousseau’s book The Social 
Contract states: “citizens agree to surrender 
absolute freedom and obey laws in exchange 
for the greater security and prosperity that 

come from living within an organized society.”  
In The Social Contract, the people give some of 
their liberty to the government to protect them. 
Is it not also good to have the people protect 
themselves and their families? The government 
can protect people from foreign threats, but what 
about threats from the inside of our nation? It is 
the people’s right and responsibility to protect 
and defend the common good. It is also their 
responsibility to defend their opinions and 
positions as well as their neighbors’.

In summary, the Second Amendment is 
important because self-defense is a natural right, 
the right to bear arms is an individual right, and 
people have the right to defend the common 
good. The Second Amendment is important to 
our nation because people have the individual 
right to defend themselves and others. The 
delegates of the Constitutional Convention 
worked long and hard to create our Constitution 
and its amendments. The least people can do 
is to educate themselves on their rights and 
liberties as a citizen of the United States.
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Our society may seem flawed. After all, 
people die painful deaths every day, cars 

are pumping out damaging carbon dioxide, and 
the job market is worse than ever. In The Giver, 
all these problems appear to be solved; there 
are no deaths, only vague “releasing,” cars have 
given way to carbon-efficient bikes, and at the 
age of twelve, a permanent role is assigned to 
you. It may seem perfect, but these differences 
highlight the oppression that the world of The 
Giver brings.

Firstly, there is the fact that no one knows 
the true nature of release in The Giver. This is 
paralleled by the vagueness of death, as no 
one truly knows if there is an afterlife. Most, like 
Jonas’s little sister Lily, think that you are sent 
to the endless “Elsewhere”—other societies 
besides theirs. However, even though it is true 
that the ones performing release injections 
know what happens during release, it’s highly 
implied they are mentally conditioned to be 
tolerant of releasing. After all, no one sees dead 
people either, so why would they be scared with 
no point of reference to know what they are 
doing? This ignorance is carried through into 
their actions, such as celebrating release and 
having the option to request it. In fact, release 
is completely willing for everyone who goes 
through it, save for infants.

In contrast, death in our world is known by 
all. It is a plague, gripping the world with icy 
fingers. Almost no one wants it, or is willing 
to succumb to it, and it is mourned instead of 
cheered. Our environment around death is also 
more taboo, as release of infants and the elderly 
is mentioned within casual conversations in 
The Giver. Overall, release is an unnervingly 
positive event compared to death. But this can 
be perceived as intentional: by preventing the 
mourning process or feelings of loss, citizens 
are more content with their lives, and more 
importantly, productive.

Next, there is the subject of bikes versus 
cars. It may seem simple, as bikes perform the 
same role as cars: transporting you from place 
to place. In addition, both our world and The 
Giver have minimum age limits to get them, as 
the age of nine is needed for a bike and likewise, 
sixteen for a car. Getting a car or bike is symbolic 
as well, allowing youngsters freedom. However, 
bikes require far less responsibility than cars. For 
instance, bikes can only go limited distances at 
a time, whereas cars can drive for hundreds of 
miles without stopping. Also, bikes in The Giver 
are free, providing no need for proficient money 
skills. Overall, bikes allow for less citizen agency 
and active participation in their own lives.

Another way of limiting citizen agency 
comes in the form of the Ceremony of Twelve, 
where you are assigned a role in society, which 
can be compared to getting a job in our world. 
For instance, job training usually occurs after 
both events, and in both cases, it is a stressful 
situation. As an example, Jonas mentions feeling 
scared for the Ceremony before it. However, in 
The Giver your assignment is given to you, not 
applied for. Therefore, people have no way of 
choosing what they want to do in life, even if 
their role is not one they would have expected 
or wanted. Also, the Ceremony of Twelve 
happens at an unusually young age, preventing 
adolescents from growing up with rebellion, as 
they are functionally treated as adults at this 
age. This is in opposition with our job selection 
and application process, which can only legally 
take place the minimum age for fourteen, and 
rarely happens then.

In all, the implied oppression of the freedoms 
of choice and speech in The Giver are supported 
by all parts of society, whether noticeable at 
first or not. Release blinds the population to the 
realities of death, bikes restrict them to the place 
they live, and the Ceremony of Twelve takes away 
the freedom to choose their own professions.
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Sam Cooke and His Troublin’ Mind

Sam Cooke (aka “The Man Who Invented  
 Soul”) was an esteemed singer/songwriter of 

the late ‘50s. His heavenly, awe-inspiring vocals 
paired with his unmatched, ever-so-smooth 
delivery allowed him to practically live atop 
the charts, and become a recognizable music 
icon in the process. Sadly, what’s made Cooke 
so recognizable to the general masses are his 
chart-topping hits, which are characterized by 
their obvious whitewashing and dedication to 
the “pop” genre. If you wish to truly experience 
the artistic beauty of Sam Cooke, you won’t 
find it in these cheesy love songs or dance 
numbers. Where you will find it is in his songs 
that aren’t so widely appealing. The songs that 
give you a glimpse into his soul and force you 
to slow down, take a seat, and truly listen to 
his message. One such song is “Somebody Ease 
My Troublin’ Mind.” Sam wrote this song in the 
year 1964, one year after his son had tragically 
drowned in his home pool, and the year he 
would be brutally murdered. It was released on 
his posthumous album Shake, and Cooke’s pain 
and suffering can be heard all throughout. It’s a 
song begging for analysis, a song begging to be 
dissected piece by piece and line by line until a 
greater understanding of the man’s raw emotion 
is reached. I intend on giving in to its plea, 
and finally putting its screeching cry to a well-
deserved end.

The song begins with four powerful booms 
of a blaring trumpet, which demand the listener’s 
attention with an eerie effectiveness, and swiftly 
introduce you to the bleak, longing atmosphere 
the song is so thoroughly drenched in. Then, 
the crackly, brassy wheeze of a saxophone 
rings out, and it’s played with such a rawness 
that a vibrant image begins to take form in 
your mind—one of a shaggy street performer 
in a crowded, indifferent city. He’s playing his 
heart out in hope that anyone, anyone at all, 
will acknowledge his existence—even if just 
for one brief, fleeting moment. His wish soon 
comes true, as Cooke’s silky, tender vocals act as 

a paintbrush and slide, rise, and elegantly stroke 
across the image—painting the poor man the 
audience he so fervently desires. As Sam repeats 
the words “I wish somebody would come and 
ease my troublin’ mind,” he changes them each 
time by replacing “I wish” with more expressive, 
slang phrases like “why can’t” and “I sure wish.” 
These subtle variations come naturally to him, 
and show he truly is pouring his soul out into 
words. The product of these repetitions is the 
accumulation of anticipation for the climax of 
the song. Eventually, your desire overflows the 
reservoirs of self-control and promptly floods 
your body.

Your body is drained of this emotion as Sam 
changes his lyrics. He lets out a requiem for a 
past lover saying, “I wish my baby would come 
and tell me everything’s gonna be alright.” As 
his voice vibrates and shakes, your soul does as 
well. It’s as if he knows the divine frequency of 
our inner essence and can resonate in such a 
way to caress it, just roughly enough to leave a 
permanent mark—a reminder of his effect on 
you. As Sam says these lines, the dreary moans 
of background singers come into frame. They 
tell you this is the peak of the song’s eroded, 
lonesome mountain. This is the holy stage on 
which you’re witnessing the touching call of a 
troubled man. Sam then says someone told him, 
“if you tell somebody your troubles, troubles 
fly away from you.” This instills the listener with 
hope that Sam will find healing, as does the 
sudden change in music (a grander, more piano 
focused accompaniment with an emphasis on 
background vocals). Finding someone to talk 
to is the only possible cure to Cooke’s pain; the 
only solution to the complex, indecipherable 
equation of his wounded soul. Sadly, all of 
your hope of Sam ever receiving the help he so 
desperately needs is tragically lost, as he reveals 
he’s still “Lookin’ for someone to tell his troubles 
to.” As a by-product of this fact (whether 
intentionally or unintentionally) we become the 
person he is so eager to find. We can only hope 
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the silent, omniscient support we offer Sam by 
lending him our ears is enough to bring him 
some peace, however long-lived or short-lived it 
may be.

The dramatic climax comes to an end as 
Sam returns to repeating the opening lyrics 
once more, delivering two last heart-wrenching, 
soul-shaking cries. The instruments painfully 
scream out one final time, materializing an 
ocean of a deep, jazzy noise. As Sam’s vocals 
fade out into an unsettling nothingness, the 
door to his battered psyche drearily closes, and 
remains tightly shut—patiently awaiting the 
day a listener like you or me decides to open it. 
And, if we do, we become aware of the side of 
Sam Cooke that is not so well-known—a side 
of sadness and gloom caused by the death 
of his one and only child. It was a harrowing, 
heartbreaking trauma that clearly haunted him 
until the day of his death. The grand trumpets 
heard in the song’s introduction play the same 

four powerful booms, and three quick strums of 
a leathery guitar gently build the river on which 
the song floats down to its peaceful end. When 
it’s over, you are left in a sentimental, almost 
meditative mood. It leads you to take a deep 
look at your life, your psyche, and your legacy 
on this cruel Earth. Strangely, the only way I’ve 
found to rid yourself of said contemplation is to 
give the song another listen. When you grant 
Sam passage once again to your perturbed soul, 
he never fails to nurture and care for it with a 
mother-like, angelic beauty.

To summarize, “Somebody Ease My Troublin’ 
Mind” is a mournful call of a devastated shell of 
a man. It is one of many of Sam Cooke’s artistic 
masterpieces not found on the charts and is truly 
a hidden gem. I urge you to listen and experience 
this rare, deep look into the mind of one of the 
greatest singers of all time. If you do decide to 
take my advice, I assure you it will help ease your 
“troublin’ mind,” as it certainly has mine.
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The Meaning of  “Flowers”

The resplendent language of flowers has 
been known to bring people together 

through both extravagant and tasteful means 
of expression alike. The colors amplify their 
message and could even change it. Beautiful 
floral arrangements could represent life and 
vitality, but also the passing of a loved one to 
the inevitable death. Such is the case for the 
song “Flowers” from Hadestown, the musical 
based on the tragic tale of Orpheus and 
Eurydice, with a modern spin and possibly even 
deeper meaning. The Broadway run of this 
musical emphasized the almost palpable woe 
of Eurydice in this song while presenting the 
stages of grief in a way that wrenches hearts. 
“Flowers” as a whole is a peek into what her 
thoughts were after she willingly came to the 
Underworld with rose-tinted glasses, which 
gave her an idealistic view on death, but she 
didn’t realize what she was leaving behind; 
subsequently grieving for herself and the loss 
of her own life. The listener is taken through 
her denial and isolation, anger, bargaining, 
depression, and uncertain acceptance through 
the delicate highs and almost manic lows of the 
lyrics, instruments, and the vocals themselves.

The beginning of the lyrics is also the 
beginning of the stages of grief, the first one 
being denial. The words are despondent as 
Eurydice recalls her descent into death and her 
wishful expectations of what the afterlife would 
be like. “What I wanted was to fall asleep, close 
my eyes and disappear. Like a petal on a stream, 
a feather on the air.” She thought that giving up 
her life would be like fading away into a place 
where there would be no problems. It is only 
amplified by Hades, the “he” heard in the song, 
telling her that, “You won’t feel a thing ... when 
you go down. Nothing gonna wake you now.” 
A phrase that is sung just before that is, “Lily 
white and poppy red ...” White lilies are regarded 
as the flower of the Virgin Mary, representing 
chastity and virtue. However, they are also 
associated with being used for funerals because 
of the belief that they restore the innocence of 

the departed soul after death. Red poppies are 
also symbols of remembrance and hope for a 
peaceful future for people who have passed 
away. That solidifies the theme of dying and the 
unknown, both of which Eurydice was unsure  
as she said, “... I trembled when he laid me out,” 
as one would lay out a body after death. 

After this, she feels anger that can be felt 
in the vocals. Her voice a honey-like, almost 
sickly sweetness at first, then transitions into 
the bitter taste of disappointment. “Dreams are 
sweet until they’re not. Men are kind until they 
aren’t. Flowers bloom until they rot and fall 
apart.” Then, it turns into a pleading sound full of 
regret, “Is anybody listening? I open my mouth 
and nothing comes out. Nothing, nothing 
gonna wake me now,” as she realizes the mess 
she got herself into. No matter what deal she 
was willing to bargain for, she couldn’t go back 
home. Eurydice dreamily reminisces about 
her life, walking in the sun in a field of flowers, 
with someone by her side. He, Orpheus, turns 
to her, but she turns away into the shade. That 
symbolizes how she’s struggling to face what 
she has done, as if ashamed, and falls deeper 
into her depression and isolation. But at last, she 
accepts her fate in the end. “You, the one I left 
behind. If you ever walk this way, come and find 
me lying in the bed I made.” Eurydice accepts 
that she is where she is now because of herself. 
Despite that, she still clings onto the hope that 
someday, if fate allows, she’ll be with Orpheus 
once again.

In regards to “Flowers,” there’s no doubt 
that it evokes empathy for Eurydice. Various 
emotions are brought together in a storm of 
conflicting feelings, such as heartache, regret, 
anger, and possibly even pity. The listener might 
feel overwhelmed with the sad story while 
feeling helpless because they cannot do a thing 
to aid her. She was suffering all alone with no 
one around willing to soothe the pain. She had 
a weeping wound that had barely healed into a 
deep scar that would always pull and tug on her 
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skin, but also her heartstrings. The emotions are 
complex because they also play along the line 
of the aftermath of suicide. Suicide is a serious 
and bleak issue with lasting effects on multiple 
people. This song would make someone feel 
as if they are the one who lost a friend. They 
are angry because she’s gone and also for how 
naïve and selfish she was. But it also assuages 
those feelings because they find out how much 
anguish she felt. Another wound tentatively 
closes and it may never be truly healed.

In the end, “Flowers” is an emotional journey 
that makes heads spin in a flurry of feelings. 
It conveys the message that death is never 
simple. It provides a unique view into the mind 

of the dearly departed, who also represents 
the complex labyrinth of suicide. The song is 
crammed full of metaphors and references 
that shroud Eurydice in a darkness that would 
envelop others with similar pain. Overall, 
“Flowers” has the general feeling of molasses. 
Some types are enjoyable and feel comforting. 
Other types are too thick and bitter and feel 
suffocating. Either way, this song, with Eva 
Noblezada’s voice and Anaïs Mitchell’s writing, 
will bring anyone way down into the world of 
Hadestown and get them sucked into Greek 
mythology. Not all epic love stories end happily, 
they may even end in tragedy.
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Teens Have Enough Challenges 
Without Social Media

Kinsey downloaded Instagram for fun  
 because all of her friends were doing it. 

As time went on, she became more sucked into 
the cyberworld and spent countless hours on 
it each day. She began following people she 
didn’t even know and comparing herself to 
them. Kinsey’s happiness level declined rapidly, 
and she felt little enjoyment in anything she 
did (Redd 1).  Many of today’s teens’ stories are 
similar to Kinsey’s. The whole world presents 
itself in front of teens through a screen.  It sucks 
teens into a virtual world more and more each 
day. Students who used social media while 
studying had a 3.06 GPA versus non-users who 
had a GPA of 3.82 (Social Networking 22). This 
nation is allowing this generation to decline 
rapidly by doing little to nothing about it. Social 
media is going to be this generation’s downfall 
if we choose to continue our negligence. 
Social media should be taken away from teens 
because of the harm it has on teens’ mental 
health, the poor performance it leads to in 
school, and the lack of social skills teens develop 
as a result of excessive use.

To begin, social media is tearing down the 
well-being of teens. Kids can simply click on 
an app and see what they’re missing out on, 
or what they think they are personally lacking 
and turn to a state of depression. According 
to Kellie Elzinga, a mother of a teen who goes 
to Mesa High,  “Social media shows kids what 
they are missing out on, and I believe in being 
in the here and now, not focusing on what 
other people are doing. This causes self-esteem 
issues” (1). The focus of teens turns from what 
they already have to what they’re missing out 
on. In addition, teens turn to social media in 
order to boost their self-esteem. Teens then 
base their happiness off of how many likes 
their selfie is getting on Instagram or any other 
social media platform. According to Does Social 
Media Have a Positive Impact on the World? 

“Social media encourages self-promotion and 
self-centeredness, and stunts people’s desire 
to engage in a sober debate and reflection” 
(1). Teens search for validation through social 
media. The more time spent on social media, the 
more people report they have had an increase 
in their loneliness. According to a recent study 
at the University of Michigan, students felt 
worse the more time they spent on Facebook 
(Social Media: Does Social Media Have a Positive 
Impact on the World? 2). Some say that social 
media brings them self-confidence when they 
post pictures and receive praise for it. This is 
true; however, teens are searching for too much 
validation. Many base their own happiness on 
how many likes they get. Social media is proven 
to show it makes individuals question their self-
worth. Without a doubt, social media has many 
adverse effects on teens’ mental health.

Additionally, social media swifts teens’ 
attention from school and puts it on scrolling 
through endless profiles and news feeds.  
According to Does Social Media Have a Positive 
Impact on the World? “Opponents of social 
media argue that such platforms shorten users’ 
attention spans” (2). This makes students not 
able to be fully focused in class because they are 
always thinking about who is commenting or 
liking their posts and stories. As teens take time 
away from endless scrolling, they will have more 
time to become focused on their school work. 
In addition, the level of stress students gain 
from school will decrease. A study by the Danish 
Happiness Institute found that individuals who 
stopped using Facebook for a week were less 
stressed and more productive (Social Media 
3). Taking social media off of teens’ phones will 
help them better manage their school priorities. 
Many argue that teens can still balance their 
social media intake and homework. Although 
teens may be able to manage their time well 
enough, social media is known to cause stress, 
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which causes a decline in a teens’ GPAs. Through 
and through, social media is taking away from  
students’ focus in school.

Another side effect of social media is the 
lack of social skills teens are gaining from it. 
Social media deprives teens of face-to-face 
connection. Teens don’t experience quality 
conversations when sitting behind a screen. 
According to Paityn Redd, a sophomore at Mesa 
High and a social media user, “Social media 
interactions just aren’t genuine” (1). With social 
media in the way, individuals aren’t getting the 
true meaning of a face-to-face conversation. 
Such social media apps are discouraging teens 
from engaging in a sincere conversation, which 
is causing social anxiety. Does Social Media Have 
a Positive Impact on the World says, “Indeed, 
critics contend, the rise of social networking 
has coincided with a decline in the quality of 
conversation” (8). This new age of connection 
is depriving teens of life skills they will 
undoubtedly need to be successful in the future. 

The more time teens spend on social media, 
the more isolated from the world they become. 
Social Networking Sites: An Overview implies, 
“frequent use of such sites can make users 

more isolated rather than more connected” (2). 
Social media is closing teens off from the world. 
Teens argue that social media can be used as a 
way to connect with old and new friends. This 
is true, but nonetheless, students would gain 
more from a conversation in person, or a short 
chat on the phone, or even a facetime call rather 
than small talk through a screen. All in all, teens 
are being deprived of life skills through the time 
they spend wasting by staring at their phones.

In the end, social media is destroying the 
lives of our next generation. Action needs to 
be taken to ensure the well-being of all of the 
upcoming generations. Social media cannot 
bring down teens now, so much as to be their 
downfall. Social media has proven itself to be a 
menace in today’s society through the decline of 
teens’ mental health, teens being unproductive 
in school, and taking valuable life social skills  
away from teens. In conclusion, steps need to 
be taken to protect teens from the devastating 
effects of social media. Adolescents have 
enough challenges and social media only serves 
to magnify these to the point that can often 
make them unbearable.
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Imagine that it is the fourth quarter of a  
 basketball  game and there is one team who 

is up by 30 points. They have played their hearts 
out and have exerted every ounce of their energy 
into the game. On the other side, the team that 
is losing hasn’t even tried during the game and 
has ultimately given up. The final buzzer sounds 
and the winning team jumps for joy. All this 
excitement is then drowned out by the sight of 
the losing team receiving trophies. How could 
they possibly be getting trophies? They didn’t 
even try during the game and they are still 
being rewarded. Now the team that won is not 
motivated to get better for next season because 
they know that everyone will still get a reward. 
Participation trophies send the wrong message 
to children. Participation trophies should not 
be handed out because kids will always expect 
a reward, they won’t be motivated, and not 
receiving a trophy will help them learn and 
prepare for the future. 

To begin with, participation trophies will 
cause kids to think that they will receive a 
reward in the end. Entitlement is one of the 
negative effects that will be expressed in kids 
because they feel that it is their right to get an 
award. According to Rachel Brooks, a teacher at 
Mesa High School, “Entitlement is something 
that a lot of youth struggle with because they 
feel that the world owes them. They also feel 
that failure is not an option when it comes to 
competing” (Brooks 1). Once kids receive that first 
participation trophy, they will think that every 
time they play a sport or take part in an event, it 
is their right to receive that award. Sunny Chen, 
the author of the article Participation Awards: 
Good or Bad? states, “At the opposite end of self-
doubt on the confidence spectrum is arrogance, 
which is damaging as confidence is beneficial. 
Overconfidence blinds a person from his faults 
and prevents growth” (4). This idea of the child 
being arrogant also leads back to the sense of 
entitlement that they feel. Even if they did a poor 
job at something, they won’t see their mistakes 

and will still want that reward. The child will never 
have that sense of accomplishment like working 
towards a goal because they were rewarded for 
their poor performance. 

Secondly, kids won’t be motivated to work 
hard to achieve a higher goal because they feel 
that the one trophy is good enough for them. 
Kids will be so satisfied by achieving this award 
that they won’t want to put in more work for 
the next time. They will start to settle for less 
and feel somewhat satisfied with their work or 
performance. The mediocre work that they put 
forth will be good enough for them but may not 
be up to other people’s standards. According to 
the author of the article Participation Awards: 
Good or Bad? Sunny Chen states, “When children 
see that they can earn recognition and praise 
merely by participating, they may begin to lose 
the motivation to be outstanding” (5). Once that 
child receives that award, the drive to get better 
or play at a higher level is lost. Another author 
by the name of Hilary Friedman states, “I had 
one child who would say to me about several 
of them. ‘Well, I kind of purposely played in this 
easier one because I knew I would win’” (Wallace 
4). The need to get better was lost by that child 
because all they wanted was the reward. They 
didn’t want to compete at a higher level to 
improve themselves.   

Last but not least, kids should not get 
participation trophies because it won’t give 
them the chance to learn from their mistakes. 
The participation trophies go out to the team 
or individuals who didn’t win the competition, 
so by still receiving a reward, they won’t be able 
to learn from their mistakes for the next time. 
According to Ashley Merryman, a co-author 
of Top Dog: The Science of Winning and Losing, 
“Another concern about participation trophies 
[...] is that they don’t give our kids room to 
make mistakes and learn from those mistakes” 
(Wallace 4). The only way that kids can prepare 
for the future is by learning from their mistakes. 
By receiving a trophy, they will think that they 
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didn’t make any mistakes. In reality, they could 
be learning from these mistakes for next time 
so that they will be able to have that feeling of 
accomplishment and overcoming an obstacle. 

Ultimately, participation trophies send the 
wrong message to children about their personal 
values and what they feel is acceptable. Without 

receiving participation awards, kids are able to 
better prepare themselves for the future, they will 
be motivated to work hard without the award, 
and they won’t expect a reward after everything 
they do. The handing out of these trophies needs 
to be stopped because then kids will never be 
able to feel proud of an actual award.         
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The Semicolon or the Period?

“The end is never the end. It’s always the 
beginning of something.”

—Kate Lord Brown, The Perfume Garden

In the past few years there have been many 
stories popping up in my social media news feed 
about a surge in the popularity of semicolon 
tattoos. The idea being that a person who has 
tried to commit suicide and was not successful, 
or a person who had seriously contemplated 
suicide, would get a tattoo of a semicolon on 
their hand or someplace like that as a visual 
representation that something could have 
ended, but the choice was made to continue.

I find myself wondering how many tattoos 
I would have if I treated my students the same 
way? How many times have I made the choice to 
continue loving them, encouraging them, and 
believing in them instead of just giving up and 
ending the statement I make in their lives?

Then ... there are the times when I have tried 
to believe in a student, given them all I have 
and more, regardless of the physical, mental, 
or emotional pain that they give to me ... and 
found that there is a limit to what I can do. We 
hear much about teacher self-care and how it 
is so important that we participate in that self-
care so that we are able to be the best we can 
for our students. What happens when that self-
care collides with “that” student? Do we choose 
the semicolon or the period?

I found myself in a situation where right as 
winter break started this year, I received the 
news that one of those students whom I taught 
a few years ago, had gone missing and was 
later found dead. I found myself wondering if I 
should have asked him to come in and talk to 
me, person to person, four years ago, instead of 
telling him to come in and do the work he was 

not doing in class. Had I done everything I could 
to help that child grow and learn, as a student, 
but more importantly as a person? I found 
myself believing I had put a period where there 
should have been a semicolon.

I am only a human being, not a superhero, 
not a machine. I care for my students, but I reach 
my limits and I don’t know how to say, “I need 
help with this one.”  I think I failed—this student 
and myself. I continued to give everything to 
everyone, without taking time for myself, and 
he received less than one hundred percent of 
my potential, and never reached one hundred 
percent of his. How many people suffered and 
will continue to suffer now, because I wasn’t 
strong enough to take a step back and take a 
deep breath, but instead walked away, so to 
speak? It feels like I could have, should have done 
more than just being a teacher.

I know deep down this isn’t on me. Not 
all of it, at any rate.  I still can’t help but think 
that maybe I could have been the difference.
Just because a student reaches the end of 
their time with me doesn’t mean it’s the end 
of a relationship. It may be the end of our year 
together, but it’s the start of a new year with a 
new teacher for that student. There is still more to 
come, but if I have decided on a period instead of 
a semicolon, what am I telling that student?  

Now, it’s time for resolutions and promises for 
the new year. While others may make promises 
to lose weight or save money, I discover that I 
have several promises to make. I have to take 
care of myself, because if I do not, I will not have 
the strength I need to take care of my students.  I 
promise to learn to say, “I need help,” not just with 
students, but for myself. I find myself resolving to 
pay more attention to my punctuation;
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Voices

Narrative
GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Christian Cook My Car Caught on Fire! Cheryl Rogers Johnson
Kdg. First Place Natalie Wolfel Buddy Pulled My Tooth Rachelle Sears Las Sendas
Kdg. Honorable Mention Cooper Hall My Worst Day of School Valerie Tallent Brinton
Kdg. Honorable Mention Jill Trendler Magic Puppy Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

1st First Place Ryah Kennington Fruits Natalia Paguia Franklin East
1st First Place Samantha Nielsen Winter Break Nancy Foley Hughes
1st Honorable Mention Travis Salmon At the Beach Emily Hultz Highland
1st Honorable Mention Callum Hall My One-Hand Catch Annie Rogers Las Sendas

2nd First Place Zoey Durrant How I Wished for My Baby Brother Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Evelyn Giffen The Crazy Family Photo Shoot Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Alden Miller The Worst Halloween Ever Alane Eaton Las Sendas

3rd First Place Liam Davis Why Bald Eagles Are Bald Dawn Silva Las Sendas
3rd First Place Megan Camberg How I Got My Ears Pierced Stephanie Mast MacArthur
3rd Honorable Mention Kaitlyn Acosta Jeffery Pickle Bury Versus Yeti  Lisa Stoltzfus Keller
        Spaghetti

4th First Place Kamorah Florian The Journey Through the Deep  Kristina Peterson Franklin at Brimhall
        Dark Digestive System
4th First Place Kysaraye Hamann Seeing Surprise Angela Shults Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Lily Henderson The First Day Angela Sanders Franklin East
4th Honorable Mention Stella Johnson Tooth Disaster Angela Shults Mesa Academy

5th First Place Bryce Farnsworth A Turtle’s Adventure Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th First Place Amelia Rowley Stingray by the Shore Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Pearl Jenkins The Terrible Truth of Rock,  Janet Millar-Haskell & Highland
        Paper, Scissors      Pamela Robedeau 
5th Honorable Mention Lilly Roberts Miracle Debbie Allen Las Sendas

6th First Place Vivian Merrill The Mountain’s Trail Emily Escobedo Mesa Academy
6th Honorable Mention Jane Henriksen A Mouse at Sea Caroline Chung-Wipff Mesa Academy
6th Honorable Mention Emma Garcia The Los Angeles Devastation Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
 
7th First Place Emiliano Lopez- A Story Worth Waiting For Angela Shults Mesa Academy
       Rascon
7th Honorable Mention Aalliyah Chavey A Rare Winter’s Day Angela Shults Mesa Academy
7th Honorable Mention Kathryn Dieterle Illusions in the Night Kendra Barro Summit Academy

8th First Place Luke Robles The Scarecrow Julie Miller Stapley
8th Honorable Mention Aya Omar The City of Paradox Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th Honorable Mention Laurel McConnell Improper Treatment Tom Mitchell Mesa Academy
8th Honorable Mention Sophie Allen Rain Was Falling in the Street Daniel Carlson Poston

9th First Place Joslyn Knutson The Second Visit to the Build  Janette Ramsey Red Mountain
        Room
9th First Place John Overtoom Hunger Lisa Monte Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Kimberly Jorgensen Beautifully Terrifying Jenny Valle Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Marilyn Tarin Precious Moments Jenny Valle Westwood

10th First Place Samuel Jacob Barnes The Thanksgiving Roast Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th First Place Joanna (Asha) Bjork Stars in My Eyes Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Josie Candland Wahini Wipeout Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Spencer Grimes A Broken String Lorelei Barker Mesa High

Voices 
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11th First Place Dani Adams The Graveyard Kelly Traylor Mountain View
11th Honorable Mention Kayla Dutton The Siren’s Lair Kelly Traylor Mountain View

12th First Place Aaron Johnson The Writings of a Gladiator Kevin Berlat Mesa High
12th First Place Brooklyn Shumway Head in the Clouds Brigham Magnusson Mountain View
12th Honorable Mention Sabra Larson Hot Mess Monster Christa Struckmeyer Mesa High

Staff First Place Amy Peterson Holding and Rocking 1st Grade Teacher  Edison
Staff First Place Angela Shults The Lonely Room I Thought I  English Teacher  Mesa Academy
        Wanted
Staff Honorable Mention Rebecca Smith Photographic Memory English Teacher  Dobson
Staff Honorable Mention Heather Christie Olivetta Lettera 22 Gifted Teacher  Hale

Voices
Poetry

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place Martie Hogle Meow Melinda Whisenant Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Macy Richey The Park Samantha Calise Brinton
Kdg. Honorable Mention Jessi Foster Skye the Penguin Rachelle Sears Las Sendas

1st First Place Addisyn Barnes My Pets Tracey Marr Franklin at Brimhall
1st First Place Mary Wadsworth Bluebirds Natalia Paguia Franklin East
1st Honorable Mention Rayeanna Ramos- The Little Cat Tracey Marr Franklin at Brimhall
       Edwards

2nd First Place Luke Peterson Hot Cheetos Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Lyla Faraoni I Don’t Want to Be an  Alane Eaton Las Sendas
        Onomatopoeia
2nd Honorable Mention Paul Wadsworth My Favorite Things Cheryl Nacsa Franklin East

3rd First Place Eliza King Through The Goalkeeper’s Eyes Kymra Donaldson Franklin at Brimhall
3rd First Place Liam Richardson Porter Robyn Fields Franklin at Brimhall
3rd Honorable Mention Karsten Dunmar Snowflakes Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma

4th First Place Thelonious Lehart A Tiny Drop Angela Shults Mesa Academy
4th Honorable Mention Giovana Garduno The Freezing Fog Angela Sanders Franklin East
4th Honorable Mention Katherine Trendler My Dragon Within Jeanne Boiarsky Las Sendas

5th First Place Luke Finkbeiner What’s for Breakfast? Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th First Place Lilly Roberts Wildlife Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th Honorable Mention Natalie Dean Hope Angela Shults Mesa Academy
5th Honorable Mention Charlotte Whitmer Start Afresh! Caroline Chung-Wipff Mesa Academy

6th First Place Tessa Scoggins Where I’m from Danielle Busby Brinton
6th First Place Sterling Palmer Time Amy O’Herron Franklin at Brimhall
6th Honorable Mention Abby Wadsworth Vacation Jessie Christensen Franklin East
6th Honorable Mention Izaiah Clanton … shattering glass … Sheree’ Clanton Highland
          & Nicole Dee 
6th Honorable Mention Kailyn Richardson Number the Stars Misty Schreiber Las Sendas

7th First Place Olivia Gonzales Perfectionism Kendra Barro Summit Academy
7th Honorable Mention Aaron Godfrey Iwo Jima Angela Shults Mesa Academy
7th Honorable Mention Silvie Schmelter Give and Take Angela Shults Mesa Academy

Voices 
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8th First Place Kizzy Candland A Day at School Sam Young Franklin Jr.
8th First Place Macy Hancock Apricot Tom Mitchell Mesa Academy
8th Honorable Mention Felicia Zhang My Kind Tom Mitchell Mesa Academy
8th Honorable Mention Catherine O’Reilly The Stories in the Stars Daniel Carlson Poston
8th Honorable Mention Tori Neiman Silence Tasha Jackson Taylor

9th First Place Joslyn Knutson Inner Beauty Janette Ramsey Red Mountain
9th First Place Rinoa Brandsema Memoir of John Doe Juliet Rosales-Johnson Westwood

10th First Place Natalia Doyle Kiddie Pool Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th First Place Lydia Pastore SMS, SOS Jennifer Smith Red Mountain
10th Honorable Mention Josie Candland Prison Life Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Madlyn Whalen Ode to My Hands Jennifer Smith Red Mountain

11th First Place Victoria Cullipher Trees in the Forest Rachel Cupryk Red Mountain
11th Honorable Mention Jacqueline Araujo Demons for Hire Kara Dingman Mesa High

12th First Place Karen Maldonado Weary Eyes on a Straggly Man Debbi Stevens EVA
12th First Place Jailyn Loggins The youth Kevin Berlat Mesa High
12th Honorable Mention McKenzie Anderson Night Gladiolus (Sword Lily) Brigham Magnusson Mountain View

Staff First Place Rachel Thune Real Papa Cowboy English Teacher  Mountain View
Staff Honorable Mention Maureen Davies A Mermaid’s Desire 5th Grade Teacher  Franklin at Alma
Staff Honorable Mention Kasey Kerber Generations English Teacher  Taylor

Voices
Class Book 

GRADE PLACE ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

Kdg. First Place If Our Dreams Came True … Stacy Maynard  Franklin West
Kdg. First Place If I Joined the Zoo, What Would I Do? Danielle Pugmire Johnson
Kdg. Honorable Mention Magical Creature Adventures Chelsea Vicars Zaharis

1st First Place I Love the Skin I’m In!! Amy Peterson Edison
1st First Place Video Game Book Julie Reichert Zaharis
1st Honorable Mention Wonderful! Jane Walls Crismon
1st Honorable Mention If You Give a Polar Bear a Pizza Annie Rogers Las Sendas

Voices
Essay 

GRADE PLACE AUTHOR ENTRY TEACHER SCHOOL

2nd First Place Enzo Gaytan My Papa Papa Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd First Place Luke Peterson My Uncle Ryan MacLay Franklin at Brimhall
2nd Honorable Mention Aria Anders Frozen Hotel? Alane Eaton Las Sendas
2nd Honorable Mention Ariana Holmes Facts I Learned at the Arizona  Alane Eaton Las Sendas
        Science Center

3rd First Place Edahly McGovern Guinea Pigs as Pets Lisa Stoltzfus Keller
3rd Honorable Mention Ryleigh Farnsworth Do Your Part! Linda Hofmann Franklin at Alma

Voices 

Voices 
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4th First Place Carson Blackham Exotic Reptiles and Amphibians  Angela Shults Mesa Academy
              Should Be Kept as Pets
4th First Place Eliza Godfrey Zoo Debate: Removed From  Emily Escobedo Mesa Academy
        Society? 
4th Honorable Mention Alyssandra Hunt Día de los Muertos Pamela Robedeau Highland
4th Honorable Mention Belen Villa The Footsteps of Crazy Horse Pamela Robedeau Highland

5th First Place Adriana Cardall Artificial Intelligence Janet Millar-Haskell Entz
5th First Place Natalie Blythe Christmas Wishes Debbie Allen Las Sendas
5th Honorable Mention Jack Elder Hyacinth Macaws Janet Millar-Haskell Entz
5th Honorable Mention Kira Schultz The Constitution’s Gift Angela Shults Mesa Academy

6th First Place Avery Poulin Why Do You Hate Certain Sounds? Caroline Chung-Wipff Mesa Academy
6th First Place Rigby Hill The Effects of 9/11 on First  Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
        Responders
6th Honorable Mention Malia Spangler Artificial Intelligence in Modern Vivien Barcia Hermosa Vista
        Day Society
6th Honorable Mention Julian Acereto Should Parents Let Their Children  Margaret Carreiro Summit Academy
        Play Dangerous Sports?

7th First Place Maren Quaranta The Reign of Terror Kara Keithley Franklin Jr.
7th First Place Anastasia Pham Separation Desperation Angela Shults Mesa Academy
7th Honorable Mention Sadie Christie Are You Nuts? Angela Shults Mesa Academy

8th First Place Joel Wright The Second Amendment’s  Sam Young Franklin Jr.
        Importance
8th First Place Johanna Mast The Giver vs. Our Society Kendra Woodward Shepherd
8th Honorable Mention Kody Ellertson Disadvantages of Social Media Daniel Carlson Poston

9th First Place Evan Arjani Sam Cooke and His Troublin’ Juliet Rosales-Johnson Westwood
        Mind
9th First Place Thai-Vi Cao The Meaning of “Flowers” Juliet Rosales-Johnson Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Emily Dao A Song Without Pain Rachel Collay Westwood
9th Honorable Mention Dain Meister Yasunori’s Genius Juliet Rosales-Johnson Westwood

10th First Place Madeline Nelson Teens Have Enough Challenges  Lorelei Barker Mesa High
        Without Social Media
10th First Place Mackenzie Shivers Settling for Less Lorelei Barker Mesa High
10th Honorable Mention Clarisa Lopez Jimenez The Touch of Acceptance Melanie Dennis Mesa High

11th Honorable Mention Janie Dale Choices and Surroundings Jenny Valle Westwood

12th Honorable Mention Ana Altamirano Mexican Frontera Kevin Berlat Mesa High

Staff First Place Dave Careaga The Semicolon or the Period? 4th Grade Teacher  Longfellow
Staff Honorable Mention Jo-Anne Bondelli Reluctant Immigrant 5th Grade Teacher  Hale
Staff Honorable Mention McKenzie Baker Learning Power of Movies 3rd Grade Teacher  Las Sendas
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