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 Poetry 
"Poetry is when an emotion has found its thought and the thought has found words." -
Robert Frost 
 
 
Robert Johnson by Alyssa Skinner 
 
Take your guitar to the crossroads, they said, 
The crossroads by the plantation. 
Wait for him to come, they said, 
Wait for the large black man. 
 
He came out of the shadows. 
He came real quiet. 
He tuned my guitar. 
And played it real good. 
 
It's your turn, he said, 
My turn to make that sweet music. 
He must have sold his soul, they said, 
Must have sold his soul to make music like that.  
 
Football by Josh Crawford  
 
Football is like everyday life.  
You can go through the motions everyday,  
And never improve yourself. 
Or you can work hard everyday, 
And come out on top as a champion  
 
Makeup by Katrina Harden  
Haiku 
Why is the image 
of natural perfection  
hidden under masks? 
 
 
 
WAVE by Garrett Gibson 
 
Water that flows 
Around the world, 
Vertically and horizontally. 
Everyone rides. 
 
 
 
 



JESUS by Christian Smith 
 
Jesus is the best Bible hero. 
He saved the whole world, 
Gave us all a chance, 
For eternal life. 
He also, healed many 
People in the whole world. 
He gave every sinner 
Hope that one day 
We can live with him. 
 
 
 
 
 
Blueberries by Alyssa Skinner  
 
The sweltering summer heat 
Beating down on our backs. 
Baskets of blueberries lay on the ground. 
I hear the horses, 
I see the bees, 
I feel the warm four-wheeler seat.  
Little did I know  
Soon it would end.  
I made a mistake.  
My heart is in shreds. 
Instead of feeling better,  
As time passed I felt worse. 
I didn't realize 
All I ever wanted  
Was all in that day.  
It was in the bees. 
It was on the seat . 
It was in the blueberries. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Lies by Garrett Gibson 
 
Edgewood never wins. 
That other team is the best. 
They beat us every year. 
I wish I went there. 
 



Graduation by Ashland Davis 
 
Graduation is a new door opening. 
A fresh start. 
A clean slate. 
A new you. 
 
 
Dreams by JP Lee 
 
These dreams flow along me, 
Washing me clean, 
Rolling under the deep,  
Only to make the scene. 
 
The picture opens.  
There is a fear that rolls up me. 
What is this? 
What can't it leave me be? 
 
It speaks of betrayal. 
It looks of fire. 
I see the way out. 
It is dire. 
 
 
 
Fishing by Justin Cotter 
 
We ask a simple question,  
And that is all we wish: 
Are fishermen all liars? 
Or do only liars fish? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Roaring 20's by Joshua Crawford 
 
In the 1920s 
Everything was so different. 
People laughed, 
But there was still something missing. 
Maybe the use of technology,  
Or the lack of morals and spirits. 
Because the Great Depression was on its way, 
And not even the government could see it. 
 
Now years have passed,  
And the Great Depression has gone. 
With everyone wondering 
What went so wrong, 
They were shocked and in awe. 
With no clue,  
All they could do was keep praying, 
And hope the Lord would see them through. 
 
 
 
The Song of the Unborn by J.J. Kidd  
 
We are the lives who never got to fight, 
We cry out in the dreadful night; 
We are the voices never heard, 
We are the few said to have no purpose. 
Our grin warms the heart of many. 
We wanted to chase greatness 
But we were said to be a huge mistake. 
Among us is the father, 
Who knew us at conception; 
There never was a time 
For us to fight for our lives. 
We look down from the heavens. 
This is the Song of The Unborn. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Heart by Andrew Chancey  
 
This miraculous heart, 
Often times hard, 
But for you it's soft. 
I've dropped my guard. 
 
Love is like its drug.  
I am overdosing. 
My heart strings you tug. 
My heart is overloading.  
 
 
Mom by Tanner Payton 
 
 
She Is the food that gives me strength 
 
She is the clothing that covers my back 
 
She is the shelter that protects me 
 
She is the force that keeps me on track. 
 
She is the voice that speaks to me 
 
Whether in the room or 100 miles away 
 
She is stability 
 
She will always stay. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Grandaddyôs Heart   by Andrew Chancey 
 
All the good times we had together 
You and me 
Me 
And you 
the perfect crew 
All the times I used to sit on your knee 
Listening to your 
Stories 
Laugh 
Ing 
At your beard 
The one you hardly ever shaved off 
It was funny looking 
Your 
Chair 
I used 
To sit down o 
N the floor in front of it to talk to you 
Or watch tv 
It didn't 
Matter 
Where I was 
Sitting as long as I was hanging with you 
You were my 
Best 
Friend 
I could 
Always talk to 
You, about anything under the sun 
From fishing and 
Hunting, 
TV shows, 
Granny 
You loved granny 
And she loves you so much 
Still misses you 
Grandaddy 
I miss 
You 
All I want 
Is just one more day 
So I can just 
Tell you 
How 
Much 
I love you 



And how much you 
Meant to me 
You 
Were 
Always 
My biggest 
Fan even if I didn't 
Play any 
Always 
Saved 
Me news 
Paper articles 
About Edgewood football 
And was so 
Proud 
When 
We wo 
N state pro 
ud of me for what 
I accomplished 
If o 
nly 
You 
Could see 
The rings this yea 
r, I remember 
The 
Look 
On 
Your face 
When I showed you 
My old one 
But 
God 
Took 
You too early 
I wish I could see 
Your face 
Just 
One 
More 
Time, I should've 
Spent more time with 
You while I had 
The 
Chan 
Ce 
Gra 
Da 



Ddy 
I 
M 
I 
Ss 
Y 
O 
U 
So 
M 
U 
C 
H 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Short Stories&Creative Writing 
   "Fiction reveals truths that reality obscures." 
 
 
Escape by Samantha Robbins 
     The day began just as any other, or at least I had thought. 
    The morning frost had gathered over any open space that it could occupy, chilling the 
landscape with a raw fogginess that could only be experienced in the early fall. As the 
morning progressed onward, the crisp frost mellow'd to dew and the colorful sunrise 
advanced into a dismal nightfall. 
    That is when everything changed. Clouds formed a solid, opaque wall over the once pure 
and transparent blue sky, mixing shades of green and black, swirls of unruly masses 
billowing in the brisk night air. The wind picked up, threatening to down trees, and I watched 
with immense curiosity as it sent birds and other small wildlife into a panicked frenzy as they 
searched for a secure residence, which unfortunately no longer existed. 
    I immediately stopped in my footsteps, cold tracks welcoming me as I whirled around in 
an attempt to return to my safe haven.   
    Now I was the frightened bird. In which direction was my escape?  Assuming a rapid gait, 
I found myself even deeper in the woodlands than I had previously been.  Accompanied by 
the sound of rustling leaves, my feet dragged over the beaten path that I thought I had 
known so well.  
    Upon the unexpected arrival of my newfound destination, I stalled in my tracks.  A 
sidewalk appeared under my boots, the crunching of leaves disappeared, and I was left to 
silence under lone street lamps. 
 



 
 
Fugitives by Alyssa Skinner 
    The day began just as any other. My parents had already left for work and I was running 
late. As I gathered my things for school, I heard a defending thud come from my parents' 
bedroom. I quietly opened my door and snuck a peek down the hall. A dark figure stood in 
the doorway. I gasped as he whirled around to look at me. Slamming my door, I pulled my 
phone from the back pocket of my jeans. In a panic, I locked the door and pulled the 
dresser in front of it. As the man struggled to break the lock, I called the closest person I 
could think of. Jonathan, my best friend of ten years, lived three houses down. He told me 
to keep calm and escape as quickly and quietly as I could. The second I hung up, the dark 
figure punched a hole through the door.  
        Despite Jonathan's instructions, I grabbed an umbrella and jabbed it through the hole. I 
made contact but I wasn't sure where. Umbrella still in hand, I jumped from my second story 
window, ran around to the front of my house, and smack into Jonathan. Out of breathe, he 
wrapped me in a hug, "Are you okay?" I shook my head, I was shaking. What was 
happening to me?  
        Once we made it back to his house, Jonathan informed me that we couldn't call the 
police. Seeing my confusion he explained further, "Allison. I'm not sure how to tell you this 
because I'm not sure how you'll take it." He paused, searching for the words, "You're a 
princess. Your parents - your real parents - are the king and queen of a very small, very 
unknown country up north. Your replacement family fled to a secret location. The only other 
person who knows where they are is me. I'm here to keep you safe - to protect you." 
        "From who?" The fear in my shaky voice is undeniable.  
        He paused, as worried and frightened as I was, "Your entire country. They plan on 
overthrowing the king and queen. They have been plotting to kill you since the day you were 
born." 
 
 
Goodmorning by Morgan Brown 
    Whether it was the wind blowing a little harder, or the sun shining a little brighter, I don't 
know. Maybe it was the fact that the temperature was a little cooler this morning or that the 
clouds seemed just a little too white. Something, something I could not place my finger on 
nor wrap my mind around, was a sign that today would be unlike any other. I woke up and 
knew this from the moment I stepped out of my bed. 
   My name is Mary. Yes, it is spelled the same way as the mother of Christ Jesus, in case 
you didn't know that. When I was a young child my mother would always remind me of this, 
saying that this meant I should behave extra well, seeing as though I carry such an 
important name. In my opinion, this was always just a way to get me to act the right way 
and to feel a small pang of guilt every time I didn't. She knows how my mind works, for its 
very similar to hers. My mother is very smart, so I can't say that I don't like that I have 
developed her way of thinking, but at the same time, she is always one step ahead of me. 
That is, almost always. I'm 16 now and my 10-year-old sister's name is Hanna. She always 
did seem to have an easier, laid back life, but let me guess, it's because her name doesn't 
"carry as much importance"? Whatever. 
   Wake up. Brush Teeth. Get dressed. Make coffee. Day after day, I follow the same exact 
routine. Today I feel like dressing up, so I pick out a coral colored, flowy top and a pair of 
dark skinny jeans along with a pair of white flats. I decide to curl my hair and do my make 
up. I walk out of the door at 6:58, precisely 2 minutes early. My typical school day is like a 



day at the Birmingham Zoo. It's a bunch of commotion that all somehow seems to teach you 
something in the end. To be honest, I actually sort of enjoy it. 
   Thoughts rummage through my head as I'm driving the same route I take to school every 
single day. I usually have the radio up but today it is turned down and everything is silent. 
It's a pretty day. Green light, green light, green, green. The odds are in my favor today, if I 
may say so myself. My phone buzzes. It's a text. No one texts me this early in the morning, 
who could the text possibly be from, and what could he or she be wanting? The curiosity 
was eating away at me. Oh, it's a text from my best friend, Zoe. What if it's an emergency? I 
entered the pass code on my phone. My phone unlocked and viewed the text. This is the 
last thing I remember before a loud crash and one last breath. Unlike any other feeling in 
the world, this was it-  
    "Goodmorning!" 
It sounded a lot more important then than it does now. 
 
 
 
 
Slap, Slap, Slap by Cara Borowski 
    Slap, Slap, Slap 
   The day began just as any other. 
   "Mommy!" a young voice called from the hallway, his bare feet slapping against the 
hardwood.  
   "Yes, dear?" I mused. A small boy came crashing around the corner, his muddy hands 
leaving smears on the walls. 
   "Mommy! Can I go to the park? Please!" His unruly blonde curls bounced, his sapphire 
eyes sparkling in anticipation.  
   "Oh, Honey, it's raining," I laughed.  
"But Johnny said we could stay in the carriage until it stops!" he was yanking my skirts, 
leaving grimy smears on the expensive fabric.  
   "Fine, Benjamin! Be home before dinner."  
   "YIPEE!" he let out an excited squeal and unleashed my skirts, his blonde curls vanishing 
around the corner.  
   The brightness left with him. 
   The rain encompassed me. My left hand gripped the black iron bench beneath me, my 
right held an umbrella above my head. The trees in the park were perfect, all but one - large 
dents were now ground into the bank and one limb hung, snapped in two. One week and 
the rain had not stopped, the death still hung in the air like fog. The world was grey. The 
rain was mute. The sound of his feet against the hardwood haunted me. His muddy 
handprints still caked against the walls. Tears fell from my eyes, but I felt no warmth. Slap, 
slap, slap. Benjamin? Slap, slap, slap. The sound now fainter. Benjamin! I was running. Into 
the grey I ran. The only sound my bare feet slapping against the mud. 
                
 
              
 
 
 
 



Academic Writing 
"Education is what remains after one has forgotten what one has learned in school." 
 
 
 
Kevi Hansen ς Won the Optimist International Essay Competition for the Montgomery Area 
 
      Optimism, as defined by Mr. Webster himself, is the opinion or doctrine that  
 
everything in nature, being the work of God, is ordered for the best, or that the ordering  
 
of things in the universe is such as to produce the highest good. We've all heard the  
 
popular idioms, seeing the glass half full instead of half empty, when life hands you  
 
lemons make lemonade, and every cloud has a silver lining. There are people in life,  
 
you know the ones, they brighten even the darkest days. They make you believe that  
 
anything is possible and, no matter what, can turn all negatives into a positive. Here's  
 
my question, in the face of adversity, how many of these people would practice what  
 
they preach? Before you answer that, let me tell you a story. 
 
Optimism is the faith that leads to achievement. - Helen Keller 
 
Kevin Turner was an exceptional athlete from Prattville, Alabama. He was a sophomore  
 
in high school when PHS won their very first football state championship.  He excelled  
 
in everything-he was popular, handsome, and intelligent. There was never any doubt  
 
that he was going places. 
 
¸ƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΤ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅ άǿƘȅΚέ .ǳǘ L ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿŜǊŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ǎŀȅ  
 
ά²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘΚέ - George Bernard Shaw 
 
Upon graduation, he was awarded a full athletic scholarship to play football for the  
 
Crimson Tide. Before long, he was a star running back for the legendary coach, Gene  
 
Stallings. He was tough and gritty. He gave it everything he had and there was nothing  
 
he couldn't accomplish.  Kevin was slowly placing a check mark beside each goal he set  
 
for himself. Next on his bucket list was the dream of playing in the NFL. 



 
We would accomplish many more things if we did not think of them as impossible. -  
 
Vince Lombardi 
 
Turner couldn't contain his nervousness during the National Football League draft in  
 
April of '92. Every 15 minutes a new name was selected and for 70 picks, the name  
 
wasn't Paul Kevin Turner. As he was pacing in his parents backyard in Prattville, his dad  
 
bolted out and yelled the amazing news that he was drafted by the New England  
 
Patriots. Kevin was the 71st pick and only the 2nd fullback to be drafted. The following  
 
day, he packed up his belongings and hit the road. In his customary fashion, that  
 
southern boy took Massachusetts by storm. 
 
Few things in the world are more powerful than a positive push. A smile. A world of  
 
optimism and hope. A 'you can do it' when things are tough. - Richard M. DeVos 
 
That was the beginning of an eight year, $8 million NFL career. Turner wasn't showy. He  
 
didn't win tons of accolades, play in Pro Bowls, star in any commercials, or have major  
 
endorsements. He was a work horse and a star in his own right. According to his dad,  
 
Raymond, "He had a heart that just wouldn't stop. From the time he put the gear on to  
 
the time he took it off, he was a competitor." Because of this, the Eagles made Kevin  
 
Turner the NFL's second-highest-paid fullback in 1995. 
 
No winter lasts forever; no spring skips its turn. - Hal Borland 
 
Mr. Turner admits that he was knocked out twice in his professional career. Those are  
 
the only 2 times he knows for sure that he received a concussion. With the facts in  
 
place, he also believes there were countless others but never took the time to have it  
 
checked. In 1999, his body had taken more abuse than it could handle. He retired early  
 
from the NFL with a critical neck injury that left him with a damaged spinal column. He  
 
was only 30 years old.   



 
Those who wish to sing always find a song. - Swedish proverb 
 
After a life that most young boys spend years dreaming of, Kevin suffered through  
 
numerous surgeries, became addicted to pain medicine, declared bankruptcy, and  went  
 
through a painful divorce. At the age of 41, Turner was diagnosed with amyotrophic  
 
lateral sclerosis, better known as ALS or Lou Gehrig's disease. It's an incurable  
 
neuromuscular disorder. As his three children have watched his body deteriorate to the  
 
point of being bed ridden and losing his ability to speak, he has fought the NFL. He is  
 
the lead plaintiff for the NFL concussion lawsuits. 
 
Although Turner knows his life is coming to an end, he remains optimistic. He's  
 
spending his days with his children and continuing to spread awareness of this disease  
 
through the foundation he started, the Kevin Turner Foundation. I believe Mr. Turner  
 
said it best, "You know everybody eventually has to die.  I am just blessed to be  
 
reminded of it each day so I can ƳŀƪŜ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ŎƻǳƴǘΦέ ¢Ƙŀǘϥǎ ƻǇǘƛƳƛǎƳ ƛƴ ƛǘϥǎ  
 
truest form. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Andrew Chauncey - Optimism 
 
Off the coast of Omaha Beach, June 6, 1944, the allied forces knew what awaited them  
 
on the sandy shore. Perseus was ordered by King Polydectes to accomplish the impossible,  
 
slaying Medusa. Joshua and his people, faced with the imposing walls of Jericho, towering  
 
above their heads. Three seemingly separate stories all have one thing in common. 
 
 Everybody looks at life differently. Some look at it from a penthouse eighty stories  
 
above street level; while the less fortunate may look up at the penthouse floor from the General  



 
Electric box they stole from the rusted out dumpster on the corner. But no, I am talking about  
 
how you look at the world, not with your eyes, but with your mind; the only thing that can stop  
 
your pursuit of happiness, or lead to greatness only achieved by the legends such as Joshua,  
 
Perseus, and the brave souls that looked upon the Axis bunkers, laughed, and charged ahead  
 
without thinking twice. 
 
 Optimism, what is it anyway? Optimism is the reason the man on the street has  
 
just as much potential as the man in the penthouse. Anybody from anywhere, anytime, can  
 
achieve greatness. Optimism, in my opinion, is more than the classic glass half-full thing.  
 
hǇǘƛƳƛǎƳ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƴŘΩǎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŘƛǎǊŜƎŀǊŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ  
 
ǿƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƎŀǘƛǾŜǎ ƻǳǘǿŜƛƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜǎ ƻƴ ŜǾŜǊȅ ǎŎŀƭŜΦ [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŀȅ ȅƻǳ get sick with the  
 
ƛƴŦƭǳŜƴȊŀ ǾƛǊǳǎΣ ŀ ǇŜǎǎƛƳƛǎǘ Ƴŀȅ ǎŀȅ άL ŦŜŜƭ ǎƻ ōŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŀƴȅ ǿƻǊǎŜέΦ  
 
Sure you are sick, but I promise things could become a whole lot worse. An optimist such as  
 
ƳŜ Ƴŀȅ ǎŀȅ ά²Ŝƭƭ ȅŜǎΣ L ŀƳ ǎƛŎƪΣ ƻƘ ōǳǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ Řŀȅ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦέΦ  
 
²Ƙŀǘ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ŀŎŎƻƳǇƭƛǎƘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΚ !ƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ƳŜΚ ¢ƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ  
 
thing that could stop me is my mind. The man in the street sees what he could be, up in that  
 
penthouse. You could sŀȅ ά²Ŝƭƭ ƘŜ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƧŜŀƭƻǳǎ ƘƻƳŜƭŜǎǎ ƳŀƴέΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ŀ  
 
jealous person and an optimistic one is simple; after the jealous man sees what he wants, he  
 
just covets it. The optimistic man sees it and knows he can obtain it, if he works for it. The  
 
Allies saw the beaches of Normandy; they knew they could conquer. Joshua surrounded the  
 
walls of Jericho, and he knew that the walls would come down. Perseus set his mind to slaying  
 
the horrible beast that was Medusa.  
 
 Optimism is truly a way of life. Why look at the world with an optimistic mind? Let me  
 
ƎƛǾŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƳǇƭŜ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀǘ ŀƭƭΦ  IŜƭŜƴ YŜƭƭŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴƻǎǘ  
 
optimistic person - She lived in absolute silence and blinding darkness for  



 
almost her entire eighty-seven years on this earth. You know, if you ever think you have  
 
problems, and that you are so miserable, and think everything is bad in your life, think of 
 
Keller. Do you think Helen Keller ever just sat down and let her blindness and deafness beat  
 
ƘŜǊΚ bƻ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ LŦ ǎƘŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ǎŀǘ Řƻǿƴ ŀƴŘ ǉǳƛǘΣ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǎƻ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŀƴŘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǳǇ ǘƻƻΣ  
 
she would have just been another statistic. She never got the chance to see the chance to see the  
 
intoxicating purple of a spring iris; never got to hear the ominous moan of a cathedral pipe  
 
organ playing on a Sunday morning, and yet she accomplished so much in her gloom-filled and  
 
ƘǳǎƘŜŘ ƭƛŦŜΦ hǇǘƛƳƛǎƳ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊŎŜ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƭƛŦŜΦ Lƴ ƘŜǊ ǉǳƻǘŜΥ ά²Ŝ Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜ  
 
waƴǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǎǘƛŎƪ ǘƻ ƛǘ ƭƻƴƎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘέΣ YŜƭƭŜǊ ǇǊƻǾŜǎ Ƴȅ ǎǘŀǘŜƳŜƴǘΦ {ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ  
 
ōŀŘ ƻǊ ƘŜǊ ŘƛǎŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΣ ǎƘŜ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ŘƻΦ tŜǊǎŜǳǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ  
 
the extremely high odds of him being turned to stone; he focused on the glory that awaited  
 
ƘƛƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǊŀǾŜ ŀƭƭƛŜŘ ǎƻƭŘƛŜǊǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƭŜŦǘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊƛƎƘǘ  
 
would most likely be killed, they focused on their responsibility to take the beach. Joshua  
 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦƻŎǳǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ƛƳǇŜƴŜǘǊŀōƭŜ ǿŀƭƭǎ ƻŦ WŜǊƛŎƘƻΤ ƘŜ ŦƻŎǳǎŜŘ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ōŜƭƛŜŦǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ  
 
would make them fall. 
 
 Optimism is one of the greatest traits a person can have. Optimism has won many  
 
battles, of the body and the mind. Optimism is a great force; a force that can change lives 
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Seeing the Good 

 On June 18, 1990, a man apparently distraught over the repossession of his car walked 

into a General Motors finance office in Jacksonville, Florida, that morning, and began opening 

fire on customers and employees, killing eight and critically wounding five before fatally 

shooting himself. The forty-two-year-old day laborer succeeded to match the worst single-day 

ƳŀǎǎŀŎǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛƴ CƭƻǊƛŘŀ ƛƴ мфунΣ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŎŀǊΩǎ ǊŜǇƻǎǎŜǎǎƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜΩǎ 

a variety of circumstances that make it difficult for people to focus on the good in others. Like 

the Jacksonville tragedy, devastating events such as fatalities from mass crime can cause a loss 

in hope, and the assumption that the people of our world are no longer innocent. Contrary to 

these statements, I believe in seeing the good within all people. Focusing on the more positive 

aspects of an individual thŀƴ ǘƘŜ Ŧŀǳƭǘǎ ƛǎ ŀ ǇǊƛƴŎƛǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ LΩǾŜ ƎǳƛŘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŀŎǘƛƻƴǎΣ 

thoughts, and overall purpose of life. We let go of trying to see the good in people when this 

generation is made up of a combination of thieves, cheaters, murders, and that small 

percentage oŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǊŀƛǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ά/ƘǊƛǎǘƛŀƴ ƳƻǊŀƭǎΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ƛǎƴΩǘ ǘǊǳŜ 

about one-ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ǇŜǊŎŜƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǳǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴ Ŝŀǎȅ ŘƛǎƎǳƛǎŜ ǿƘŜƴ 

we see a new negative occurrence on our news channels day after day.    

 I am a strong advocate for giving people second chances, or even multiple chances. One 

way I see the good in people is realizing that no one is perfect, meaning that there is room for  



mess-ups and mistakes. The wise people are the ones who learn from their wrong courses of 

action, and go on forever without making the same mistake twice. Aside from the wise, there 

ŀǊŜ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǳǇ ŜǾŜƴ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǊŘ ŎƘŀƴŎŜǎΤ ōǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ 

necessarily mean these people are evil-natured and should be shut out because of it. Giving 

chances allows people to be better versions of themselves; denying someone of that 

opportunity is like denying someone the chance to repent for their sins under God.    

 Another reason I choose to see the good in others is because we, as outside observers, 

are sometimes not aware of the reasons behind the actions of people. It's easy to fall into the 

trap of doing unethical or illegal things for the well-ōŜƛƴƎ ƻŦ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƻƴŜǎΣ ƻǊ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŀƭƭȅ 

ǊƛƎƘǘΦ LǘΩǎ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ƭŀōŜƭ ŀ ǘƘƛŜŦ ŀǎ ŀ άōŀŘέ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ .ǳǘ ƛŦ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘƛŜŦ ǿŀǎ ŀ wƻōƛƴ IƻƻŘ ǘȅǇŜ 

of character who steals from the rich to give to the poor, or a poor man who will rob a store in 

order to provide for his starving family, then it is a bit hasty ǘƻ ƭŀōŜƭ ƘƛƳ ŀǎ άōŀŘΦέ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƎƻŜǎ ǘƻ 

show that compassion can drive a person to the point of breaking the law. I do not condone this 

ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƻŦ ŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ ƴƻǊ Řƻ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ǳƴǇǳƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ōǳǘ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜǎΩ ƘŜŀǊǘǎ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ 

in the right place, while their heads might remain on a misguided path. Much controversy 

surrounds the topic of police violence and misuse of authority. Recent stories reveal police who 

άŦƛǊŜ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǳƴƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅΣέ ŎŀƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƻŦŦƛŎŜǊǎ ƳƻƴǎǘŜǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǿŜŀǇƻƴǎ ǘƻ ŘŜǘŀin 

violent, law-ōǊŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǘŜŜƴǎ ǿƘƻ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ǘƻ ƻōŜȅ ƻǊŘŜǊǎ ƻŦ άǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŘƻǿƴΦέ Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŜȅ ōŜ 

monsters for doing their jobs? I see no wrong within the character of these police officers, 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀŘ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ǘƻ ŜƴŘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ ƻǊ ƴƻt, most officers would not 

hesitate to handle the situation in a more peaceful way. Unfortunately, rambunctious people in 

our society give these men and women no choice but to gain full control of the situation, and 



sometimes the last resort is firing a weapon in order to stop the savage behavior and make sure 

an officer isn't injured. The police mean no harm to us, unless we give them a reason to.  

 The final reason I choose to see the good is because our judgements of people are 

based on perspective, so there really is no way judge good and evil. If you meet a person who 

displays a genuine morality and has never done anything to negatively affect you, then he is 

automatically seen as a good person in your view. Likewise, when something bad has been 

done to a person by another, the victim will typically think differently about the character of 

that person. For instance, American pilots who were responsible for the bombing on Hiroshima 

were seen as heroes to the citizens and families of the United States. On the other hand, the 

victims of Japan suffered through horrific losses including lives, surroundings, and permanent 

damage to physical health for the surviving; they have no choice but to view those pilots as 

cruel and evil for their actions. What's good to one person might be bad to another, so instead 

of considering the labels on people as the final word, I challenge them. After labeling someone, 

L ŀǎƪ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ ƭƛƪŜΥ ά²ŀǎ ƘŜ ƻǊ ǎƘŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΚ !ǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

who might looƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜƳ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘƭȅΚέ .ŜŦƻǊŜ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎΣ ȅƻǳ Ƴǳǎǘ 

understand the topic of backgrounds. The more and more I challenge these labels, it becomes 

easier to see people in a more positive way.                                                               

              

    Why do I believe in seeing the good? Simply because God does the same. He 

created us all equal, all equipped with the same hearts that make us precious to Him and our 

savior. Just as God is patient and forgiving, He wants His children to be patient with and 

forgiving of others. I know that if I mess up, I hope others will give me more chances, just as 



God encourages loving one another as ourselves. I read a journal article by Mikey D. that 

ŎƻƴǘŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǉǳƻǘŀǘƛƻƴΣ άAs you become more proficient in finding positive aspects in other 

ǇŜƻǇƭŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ōŜǘǘŜǊ ŀǘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǇƻǎƛǘƛǾŜ ŀǎǇŜŎǘǎ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦΦέ L Ŏŀƴ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ƎǳŀǊŀƴǘŜŜ ǘƘŀǘ 

focusing on the good will improve your life. If you constantly forgive, much forgiveness will be 

returned. If you do not discriminate, no discrimination will be placed upon you. The real 

ƧǳŘƎŜƳŜƴǘ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ƻƴŎŜ ƻǳǊ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ŀǊŜ Ǉǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƛǊ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǊŜǎǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƻǳǊ ǎǇƛǊƛǘǎ Ǝƻ ŜƭǎŜǿƘŜǊŜΦ LǘΩǎ 

Gods job to eventually tell us if we are truly good or bad. Being aware of this, I tell myself to 

ǾƛŜǿ ŀƴŘ ǘǊŜŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ōǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƛǎǘŜǊǎΤ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭƭȅΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ DƻŘΩǎ 

children.  
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What I Believe 

I believe in reading. The privilege of reading is one of the most neglected abilities we humans 

possess. Books, which at their core are simple words, have enormous strength. The stringing 



together of letters, words, phrases, and dialogue is an action that can, in turn, transform us 

entirely. C.S. Lewis stated the importance of reading when he said, "The man who is contented 

to be only himself, and therefore less a self, is in prison. My own eyes are not enough for me, I 

will see through those of others. Reality, even seen through the eyes of many, is not enough. I 

will see what others have invented. Even the eyes of all humanity are not enough." 

 

Studies have shown that 25% of students that a graduating from elementary school each year 

are unable to read properly for their grade level. This is a startling statistic, seeing as reading is 

the core of all education. Only 1 in 5 parents today read aloud to their young kids. This is 

detrimental to the children because parents are the most important reading role models for 

children and young people. Children who have their parents read aloud to them 

often, by age three, are proven to have a vocabulary months in advance to that of a typical five year old. 

It has also been proved that 10 to 16 year olds who read for personal fun are shown to succeed in 

school in comparison to those students who don't, no doubt due to the beneficial effects of 

reading on the brain.  

 

However, our education is not the only area of our lives that is influenced by reading. 

The cliché that reading allows us to go on a thousand adventures in just one lifetime may not be 

as exaggerated as it seems. A recent study by Emory University uncovered a phenomenon 

referred to as grounded cognition. Wise men say that books can change us in a mental, spiritual, 

ƻǊ ŜƳƻǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǎŜƴǎŜ˟ ƴƻǿΣ ǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŜ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎ ƻŦ ƎǊƻǳƴŘŜŘ ŎƻƎƴƛǘƛƻƴΣ 

ŀŎǘǳŀƭ ōƛƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ƻŎŎǳǊ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ōƻŘƛŜǎ ǿƘŜƴ ǿŜ ǊŜŀŘΦ ά¢ƘŜ ƴŜǳǊŀƭ ŎƘŀƴƎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

associated with physical sensation and movement systems suggest that reading a novel can 

ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ȅƻǳ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōƻŘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǘŀƎƻƴƛǎǘΣέ ǎŀȅǎ ƴŜǳǊƻǎŎƛŜƴǘƛǎǘ DǊŜƎƻǊȅ .ŜǊƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ 9ƳƻǊȅΦ 



Simply stated, our body has been shown to biologically experience what the characters in our 

novels are experiencing. These changes have been shown to linger for almost a week after a 

novel or story has been finished. Apparently reading books really can change us. 

 

One of history's most well-known figures, William Shakespeare, wrote in a style that has 

been proven by the University of Liverpool to increase the reader's brain activity tremendously 

by just reading it. One of Shakespeare's favorite style choices was his use of the method known 

as functional shift. This method is defined as "a shift in the use of a word to a new grammatical 

function, such as the use of the nouns contact and impact as verbs". Professor Philip Davis, from 

the University's School of English, stated, "The brain reacts ǘƻ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀ ǇƘǊŀǎŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ΨƘŜ 

goaded me' from the tragedy of Coriolanus, in a similar way to putting a jigsaw puzzle together. 

If it is easy to see which pieces slot together you become bored of the game, but if the pieces 

don't appear to fit... the brain becomes excited." The effort that the brain puts forth to understand 

a common phrase is challenged by the use of functional shift. Our normal brain activity is 

increased and our brain works in reverse order to better comprehend what the sentence says. The 

simple switching of the use of a word can spike brain activity. 

 

Reading regularly has several benefits that can influence our everyday lives. Studies have 

shown that reading improves mental stability, fighting degenerative brain disorders like 

Dementia and Alzheimer's. Research suggests that regular reading is associated with a 35% 

reduction in the risk of Dementia. It also expands our vocabulary. While we read, we find it 

easier to understand the meaning of words when used in a sentence rather than when it stands 

alone. Your memory can be drastically improved by reading, because novels require the readers 

to keep track of characters, facts, and events. This is a great way to exercise our memorization 



skills. Our writing skills are improved as well. As we read, our brain recognizes the style of 

writing. Later, when we compose our own piece, we will apply these new styles to our own 

writing, creating our individual style. Analytical skills are sharpened when reading and solving 

the problems that unfold in a novel. Mysteries and thrillers are riddled with twists and turns that 

require our full attention and comprehension. As readers, we are unaware of certain facts and 

analyze the situations in the novel in an effort to learn more. We are trying to solve the problem 

that has been presented to us with the scattered information that the author has given to us in the 

form of a puzzle. Our brain fits the pieces of the story together to reach a solution. The skills will 

be valuable in everyday life, usable outside of the pages of a book. 

 

Reading has the ability to not only change us academically, but also physically. How amazing 

is that? The simple act of reading words strung together on a piece of paper has the ability to 

permanently change the way our brain works in various sectors: writing, memory, problem-solving. 

Novels can even change us biologically. Of the countless things we take for granted every day, I believe 

reading is the most unappreciated. 

 

 

Justin Cotter 

What I Believe as a Christian 

I have never really been asked what it is I truly believe in and why I believe it. To 

many this question may be harder to explain than they intentionally planned for or 

thought it would ever had been. After being asked this question I myself was puzzled 

and had to reflect and think for a while.  

 

First, I do believe that I have been blessed in my life with my family. My family has 

always been supportive in my life no matter what my decision or outcome was. Next I 



believe that I have some of the most amazing friends in the world who love to do the 

same things that I love. If anyone knows me they will know my love for the outdoors. If I

m not at school there is a very high chance that I am either high in an Alabama pine tree 

hunting that illusive buck, sitting in a frozen swamp blowing a duck call, or relaxing on 

the river or lake and catching some fish. My love for the outdoors has really made my 

faith even stronger. Sitting listening to an old turkey gobbling on the roost or watching 

mallards drop into a hole is amazing to me and the woods are really where I have had a 

lot of my deepest talks to God and where I have really just sat and listened and knew 

there was something greater out there. I have been raised a Christian my whole life and 

have gone to church every Sunday but never really listened. The outdoors and nature 

have showed me that there is no way that there is not a God and has really trengthened 

my Christian faith. As a Christian I believe in the bible and what it says. There is a 

starting basis that everyone must understand in order to understand Christianity.  

 

To start, I believe that man is created in God s image and likeness. Next is that God 

shows himself to us through the blessed mystery of the divine trinity. The trinity is God 

the father, God the son, and God the Holy Spirit. God the son is commonly known as 

Jesus Christ and was sent down to be born of the Virgin Mary to take away the sins of 

man and it is through Jesus that we receive God s grace in our lives. The action of 

being born of the virgin Mary and taking on the flesh of man is called the incarnation. 

Jesus was born as a sacrifice for man. Jesus was crucified and within three days was 

raised into heaven body and soul to sit at the right hand of God the father. Jesus did 

not deserve the punishment that he was given but willingly gave himself up to Pontius 

Pilate and knew what nobody deserved and died for each of us. Mathew says Now as 

Jesus was going up to Jerusalem, he took the twelve disciples aside and said to them, 

"We are going up to Jerusalem, and the Son of Man will be betrayed to the chief 

priests and the teachers of the law. They will condemn him to death and will turn him 

over to the Gentiles to be mocked and flogged and crucified. On the third day he will 

be raised to life!" The Life that he was speaking of was the eternal life in heaven that 

everyone is offered.  



 

Jesus took away our sins back then and forgave people and continues to do it today. He 

takes away the Original Sin, from Adam and Eve that everyone is born with, through 

baptism. This is great because sin does still exist today and it can still be forgiven 

through the sacrament of reconciliation. In the Bible John says "If we claim to be without 

sin, we deceive ourselves and the truth is not in us." 

 

There is good news though. God is very gracious and forgiving and does forgive all of 

our sins as long as we ask of them to be forgiven. In Psalms it says "He does not treat 

us as our sins deserve or repay us according to our iniquities." In order for justice all 

wrong doings must be punished. Many people do not understand this and think if God is 

as great as everyone says, there is no need for asking for forgiveness. They think that 

God will understand and forgive them without asking. This is where they are wrong. 

Mathew says "The Son of Man will send out his angels, and they will weed out of his 

kingdom everything that causes sin and all who do evil. They will throw them into the 

fiery furnace, where there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth." This is a very vivid 

and clear passage of scripture.   

 

To me this passage is talking about our final judgment day, when God will physically 

separate those that will be granted an eternity in heaven from those that will be 

damned to hell, which I will talk about more later on. When asked what we are 

supposed to do as followers of God I sat and thought hard and the only thing that I 

could really say was that we are called to give witness to our faith in Jesus Christ 

through word and action which brings me to my next point. Many people are turned 

away from Christianity because of how they see Christians act in public. They see us 

as hypocrites that judge others for the actions that they may make.  

 

This is the part of Christianity that most people honestly struggle the most in and that 

causes sin in our lives. I know a bunch of people who seem to go to church just so 

people see them there. The second they leave church they are on their way to a place 



they should not be to drink or do drugs. Others may refuse to go to church because 

they feel as if they have better or more important things to do. We should not be this 

way and we should want to go and worship God every chance that we get. Others 

should know that we are Christians through our actions and without anyone having to 

tell them. Christ changes us; that change should be reflected in our lives everyday. 
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Dancers in Mexico by Cara Borowski (left) 

Old House by Morgan Angelette (above) 

 

 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Edgewood Pattern by Tega Wanagho 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Color Wheel by Caity Jo Lee 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


