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Dear Readers, 

 

Welcome to the fourth edition of “Through the Pages,” a publication of 

Hyde County Schools created to showcase samples of student artwork 

and writings. Students from grades kindergarten through 13 have 

submitted work to be included in this edition. 

 

The transition to the Common Core State Standards has provided our 

students with increased opportunities for more in-depth study of content 

thereby allowing them to gain a broader understanding of how content is 

related across disciplines.  Nelson Mandela stated that, “Education is the 

most powerful weapon which you can use to change the world.” The 

students’ writings and artwork represented in this publication are 

representative of a cross section of the well-rounded curriculum offered 

to our students. It is hoped that as you read the articles and examine the 

artwork you will be able to see how the students have learned to express 

their thoughts and feelings. Our hope is that all of the students will 

embrace the quote from Nelson Mandela by taking full advantage of all of 

the opportunities to learn in order to make the world a better place. 

 

Thank you to the students who worked under the direction of their 

teacher, Mrs. Sandra Carawan, for your hard work and many after-school 

and weekend hours that you put into this fourth publication. A special 

thank you is extended to Mrs. Sandra Carawan and the staff at the 

Washington Daily News for providing guidance in making this publication 

available to the general public. 

 

It is our desire that you enjoy the fourth edition of “Through the Pages”! 

 

Randolph H. Latimore, Sr., Ed. D. 

School Superintendent 
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As you turn through the pages of Hyde County Schools’ fourth edition of 

“Through the Pages,” you will notice a vast array of talent displayed 

among our students from Ocracoke School, Mattamuskeet Elementary 

School, and Mattamuskeet Early College High School.  

 

The students’ work featured in this publication not only ranges from 

essays, short stories, poems and nonfictional writings, but artwork 

consisting of acrylic, watercolors, pastels, chalk, charcoal, mixed media 

and paper collage. 

 

I would like to thank not only the many teachers who encouraged 

students to submit their work, but each student for their creative and 

inspiring contribution.  A special thank you is not only extended to Ms. 

Tekisha Jordan for all of her assistance through the entire project, but to 

the staff at the Washington Daily News.  Thank you to committee 

members Jomaurie Rodman and Malayka Howard for all of their 

dedication and hard work in designing this edition. Also, special 

appreciation is expressed to Tyshona Barber for designing this year’s 

cover as well as providing the opening poem. 

 

We hope that you will find “Through the Pages” to be truly inspirational! 

 

Mrs. Sandy Carawan, Adviser 

Mattamuskeet Early College High School 

 



 

          The Life of a Surrealist 

 

I dream of a place of tranquility, 

A matchless place of transcendence no other could reach. 

I dream of an impossible life, a place where anything could happen. 

I’ve dreamt up a place where eras collide, 

A place of serenity where I feel at home. 

The life of a surrealist is where I am and  

Where I love to be. 

I have been through space and traveled through time. 

I have seen things no other eyes have seen, 

Things only meant to be seen by me. 

I have been to incomparable worlds explored by no other. 

The wind whistles as the room begins to change. 

I grasp my brush and begin my journey,  

For I dream my paintings and then I paint my dreams 

Because in the life a surrealist, everything you can imagine is real. 

 

    Tyshona Barber, 11th Grade 

     Mattamuskeet Early College High School  



 I Really Have No Idea 
Wyatt Giagu, 3rd Grade, Ocracoke 

 
 

 

Life Can Be 

 

Life can be all things 

       you want it to be 

It can be standing 

         your ground 

It can be going with 

           the flow 

Life can even be 

             the person in the crowd 

But it doesn’t matter 

               that life can be 

As long as you are 

                 you 

And move forward. 

 

Hannah Wheeler, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

Jimmia Clayton, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

Seeing the World through Alzheimer's 
Eyes 

I'm staring at myself in the mirror, running my 

finger through every single wrinkle life has 

awarded me . . . 

Life? How long have I been living? I was 23 

years old five minutes ago, and all of a 

sudden I've missed this huge chunk of my life 

I can't seem to recall. I rub my hand down my 

arm and feel a jagged line running across my 

arm.  Its texture is smooth and lumpy.  I'm 

guessing I've had this scar for a few years 

now, or longer? I don't know.  I'm unsure. I 

familiarize myself with the room I'm in. It's 

obviously my room.  I recognize the smell of 

jasmine coming from my favorite Bath and 

Body Works candle. I tend to buy a little too 

frequently. THAT I recall. But I can't seem to 

recall the rest of the house, this place, where 

I'm really at.  I find myself lost. I sit and stare 

at the picture frames that sit decoratively 

across my dresser.  Most of them are of 

myself with another man, and some are with 

him along with three females and two males, 

and children, lots and lots of children. Who are 

these people? Is that my husband? I'm 

married? I look down at my hands and I find a 

silver engagement ring along with a wedding 

band; whoa, I'm married. I don't recall this; I 

don't know that man.  Why would I get married 

to him? I start to panic.  This is all hitting me at 

once.  Why can't I seem to remember these 

people if I even know them. I must know them. 

I'm in the picture with them, smiling a bright 

smile.  They must be my family. I feel anguish, 

heartbroken at the fact that I can't recall these 

people or those wonderful memories I seem to 

have made.  

Yolanda Islas, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Haiku 

 

Zac pitched a curve ball. 

Chase hit it over the fence. 

They won five to one. 

 

Chase Williford, 6th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

  Mikayla Cahoon, 12th Grade, MECHS 
 
 

Deeper Than You Could Ever Imagine 

 

Dirt buries cancer 

In the ground, 

Deep, deep in the ground— 

Deeper than you could ever imagine. 

You have to be strong 

Through this— 

You can’t give up. 

Giving up is pointless— 

There’s no point  

In quitting when 

You have almost made it. 

 

Mark Rowe, 9th Grade, MECHS 

Becky Boos, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

  



 
   Vondre Betts, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

 

The One 

 

You are the one I think of at night. 

You are the one that fizzies my Sprite. 

You may make me mad, 

But it’s not that bad. 

You’re the one who makes my heart beat 

Even when you don’t speak. 

You are the one who keeps me moving 

When I feel like giving up. 

When you leave you make me cry 

With my eyes shut. 

But out of all of this 

You bring my spirits up. 

 

Marsha’ll Betts, 7th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Zac Eakes, 6th Grade, MECHS 

Leonardo da Vinci, You Were 

 

Leonardo da Vinci, you were artistic. 

You were cultural and aesthetic. 

You were a genius and creative. 

You were fancy and amusing. 

How I exclaimed with love 

When you mastered art. 

 

Then you created brilliant ideas 

Saying, “Simplicity is the ultimate 

sophistication.” 

 

You were brainy, Leonardo da Vinci. 

You were wise and a genius. 

You were hidden but conspicuous. 

You were clever and clandestine 

Even when you were zany. 

You were sure to ignore the insults. 

 

I was never disappointed, 

Leonardo da Vinci, I adore you. 

 

Justin Greene, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Original Artwork by Leonardo da Vinci 

 

 

Erick Bateman, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

Antina Spencer, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Vital signs are the most important part of any 

patient check-up. Without knowledge of the 

current state of the vital signs, one wouldn’t 

know whether there’s really a problem going 

on in the patient’s body or not. There are four 

different types of vital signs: temperature, 

blood pressure, respirations, and pulse. You 

can take a patient’s temperature with a 

thermometer; you can measure their blood 

pressure with the cuff; you can hear their heart 

rate (pulse) with the stethoscope; and, you 

can count their respirations just by looking at 

them.  

 

Yolanda Islas, 12th Grade, MECHS 



Waiting 

The waves don’t sway soothingly, the salt 

water doesn’t lightly sprinkle my face like an 

autumn breeze, and the sunset most 

indubitably doesn’t gleam marvelously over 

the ocean blue. In fact, the “ocean blue” isn’t 

very blue at all. It is coal black and the only 

things I can feel are my eyes, stinging with the 

salt water that is viciously ripping at my skin. 

All these things are okay though, for this is our 

purpose. No one will miss any of us and no 

one will remember us after a moment or so. 

Every once in a while someone will glance 

down and see what only few can—but you see 

this is very rare so our hope is small. The sky 

is fading now and is almost white with the light 

of all the souls being torn from the people I 

never will know at my sides. With my last 

breath I lean over the side of the ship and 

stare blankly into my reflection. 

So you did notice me. I see how you look off 

the side of the ship back at me, eyes wide with 

terror as I smile. It is not stormy in the world 

you inhabit. No, it is rather bright and the sky 

matches the blue waters that glide beneath 

you. You and I live in worlds of an opposite 

kind, as long as you live I will die. 

The date our fates are opposite, I will come. 

So please, take your time.  

Trista Spencer, 11th Grade, MECHS 

Tyshona Barber, 11th Grade, MECHS 

Jennifer Guzman, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

My Mom to Me 

Well, Ulises, I’ll tell you: 

Life for me has been a maze. 

It’s had turns in it, and walls stopping me, 

And problems,  

And no way out. 

I have walked on, 

And turned corners, 

And faced problems, 

And carried on  

Through every hall. 

So, Ulises, don’t stop now. 

Don’t give up and turn back 

Just because it’s hard to face life. 

Don’t stop— 

You see I’m still going on, 

I’m still turning, 

And life for me has been a maze. 

 

Ulises Dominguez, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Yalena Gonzalez, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

Mikayla Cahoon, 12th Grade, MECHS 

Alan Doshier, 6th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

Jesse Gibbs, Kindergarten, MES 



 

Lion Cub 

Mason Fuller, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 

 

Life through the Eyes of an Alzheimer’s 

Patient 

 

I don’t remember anything. I have trouble with 

walking, and my body aches. My boyfriend 

says that I act as if I am always confused. I 

often don’t notice or pay attention to anything 

around me except what I’m focused on. It’s 

like I have tunnel vision. 

 

Life through the Eyes of an Alzheimer’s 

Caregiver 

 

My family member’s condition is very 

interesting. She doesn’t even know who I am 

when she sees me every day. She barely 

remembers the things she says or does even 

a few minutes ago. She wanders around the 

building. She doesn’t understand things as 

much anymore. She often falls. She even yells 

and screams when I touch her. She is always 

in pain. 

 

Shaniyah Weston, 11th Grade, MECHS 

Heidy Lora, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 

 

Wanted 

 

I need someone to wash the dishes. 

Someone not afraid 

To get a little dirty or wet. 

Someone who can do it 

Without splashing water everywhere. 

Someone who can do it 

Without saying “Forget it!” because 

It takes too long. 

Someone who will do it 

Without being forced to. 

Someone who makes sure it is done well 

And makes sure there is no food stuck. 

Someone who can do it right 

So they don’t have to do it again. 

Someone who can do it 

Without Mom making them do it over again. 

 

Kara Marshall, 6th Grade, MECHS 

 

Melanie McCabe, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

In the photograph above is a nurse in training, 

Jullian Glover. She is demonstrating the 

correct way to take a patient’s temperature. A 

part of the four vital signs includes 

temperature, blood pressure, respiration, and 

pulse. Jullian is an excellent student who will 

make an exceptional nurse one day. She is 

currently attending the University of North 

Carolina and will graduate this May with a 

bachelor’s degree in nursing. Then she will 

work as a Registered Nurse in a hospital. 

Jullian Glover, 12th Grade, MECHS  

 

 

Vulture 

  Payce Howarth, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 



 
Quashema Lovick, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 
 

Memoir 
 

I remember my first bookbag. I remember it 

was pink and silver. I remember it was tiny. I 

remember it had wheels on it. I remember it 

had stars. I remember it had flowers on the 

side pockets. I remember carrying my 

communicator folder in it. I remember carrying 

my AR book in it. I remember putting my soft 

blanket in it to take to school. I remember one 

day dropping my bookbag in the mud. I 

remember that I cried if I ever lost it. I 

remember hugging my first bookbag. I 

remember zipping my bookbag. I remember 

having to say goodbye to my first bookbag. 

Lesley Corona-Beltran, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

Tatiana Martinez, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 

 

 

Kaylee Sadler, Kindergarten, MES 

 

Mama to Daughter 

 

Well, Baby Girl, I’ll tell you: 

Life for me ain’t been no tree. 

It’s had termites in it, 

And lost limbs, 

And rotted wood, 

And been chopped down a few times— 

Broken. 

But all the time 

I’se been growin’ back stronger, 

And my broken branches are gone now, 

And my roots are supportin’ me, 

And sometimes gettin’ chopped down again 

When I least expect it. 

So, Baby Girl, don’t you give up 

‘Cause you think it ain’t right. 

Don’t you stop now— 

For I’se still swayin’, baby, 

I’se still growin’, 

And life for me ain’t been no tree. 

 

Jomaurie Rodman, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Jonathan Cerino, Kindergarten, MES 

 
  Tyshona Barber, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
  Woods 

   Hannah Belch, 5th Grade, Ocracoke  



 

Marcus Briggs, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

Hey Jaime, 

I know you’re having some difficulties getting 

the quadratic formula down good, so I’m going 

to help you by telling you step-by-step how to 

get started. First off, you’re going to need to 

know your problem. So once you’ve written 

down the problem, you can get started.  

Now the first step will be to get your problem 

set to equal zero. By doing this you will have 

written:  Ax² + Bx + C = 0. Now, Jaime, you 

will start working on the discriminant side 

using the discriminant formula which is B² - 

4ac.  

Once you have used your formula you can go 

ahead and find out the answer. Then you will 

be able to tell if it is Rational, Real, Irrational or 

Imaginary. After all this you can simplify your 

radical. 

When you have finally plugged everything in 

you’re going to find your GCF. Once you’ve 

found that, you’re going to reduce your fraction 

by using your calculator. Press Math Frac on 

the calculator and you should have your final 

answer. I really hope I was able to help you 

understand a little better.  Your friend, Vondre 

Vondre Betts, 11th Grade, MECHS 

Haiku 

 

Zac climbed up the tree. 

Chase fell down the tree head first. 

Both boys are crazy. 

 

Zac Eakes, 6th Grade, MECHS 

 

Will McCabe, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

 

Beauty 

Maggie Evans, 3rd Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 Naim Zapata, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 
 

 
Alexander O’Neal, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

 
 

 
Tyshona Barber, 11th Grade, MECHS 



 
 

Antina Spencer, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Plastic and Perfect 

 

The hallways, lined with endless masks 

A face of gold, painted glass 

But she alone is oh so flawed 

In a perfect world, her soul is mauled 

Their smiles are pure, their act on key 

The essence of everything she couldn’t be 

Alas, their hearts have long been sold 

Plastic skin, so deathly cold 

Screaming behind their tainted lash 

Perfecting disease, a deadly rash 

She feels alone, but indeed it seems, 

All these faces are as flawed as me. 

 

Trista Spencer, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 
 
 
Haiku on the Silk Road 

 

Over great, huge hills 

And rivers for long miles, 

Trading all day long 

 

Emily Harris, 6th Grade, MECHS 

You Are Ugly 
 

You are ugly, so deal with it. 
You just can’t wait 

To get out of that pit. 
You are ugly. 

 
Just a few days 

They will think you’re lovely 
In very many ways. 

You are ugly. 
Your time has come. 

 
Under the knife 

A new life has begun. 
You are ugly, so deal with it. 

 
You just can’t wait 

To get out of that pit. 
You are ugly, so deal with it. 

 
Deoné Murray, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 
 

    
   Reggie Midgette, 12th Grade, MECHS 
 

 

 

Always Wanted 

 

I always wanted to  

Have someone to love, 

Someone to hug, 

A person to take care of, 

Someone I could 

Bear hug, 

A person to cuddle with, 

I always wanted to know 

If LOVE even matters. 

 

Bladmir  Magana, 7th Grade, MECHS 

 
  Tyshona Barber, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 
 
 
Let Me Tell You 

 

Let me tell you, Son, 

Life hasn’t been no big mansion. 

It’s had dark walls and 

They’ve felt really tall at times. 

But let me tell you they haven’t stopped me, 

And they won’t stop you. 

You keep going 

No matter how bad it gets, 

‘Cause life ain’t gonna wait for you 

To get things straight. 

So you better start now 

And not too late. 

My floor has had plenty of dips in it, 

Times I’ve felt I won’t make it past tomorrow, 

But let me tell you, Son, 

Life’s not a mansion. 

But you gotta try  

‘Cause life ain’t gonna wait. 

Life’s a game you ain’t gonna win, 

But you gotta try ‘cause life’s too thin. 

 

Shane VanHorne, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
 

Marissa Spencer, 10th Grade, MECHS 



 
 

Gary Barrow, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 

Grandma’s House 

It’s pretty weird how the ambiance of the 

house changed once you left. It seemed as if 

the blue chair, specially purchased for you, 

was pointless without the gumless smiling soul 

there waiting for the next Walker, Texas 

Ranger episode. The soap operas every 

restless afternoon at 1:00 that I despised. I 

knew once I heard, “Like sands through the 

hourglass, so are the days of our lives,” it was 

time for little ol’ Lay Lay’s nap. That feeling of 

nostalgia is something I’ll never forget. Now 

that I think about it, it wasn’t really the 

ambiance of the room, but the ambiance you 

gave the room. Nothing like Grandma’s house. 

Malayaka Howard, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 

Tyshona Barber, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

Reaction to Mark Bauerlein’s article “Too 

Dumb for Complex Texts?” 

 

In his article “Too Dumb for Complex Texts?” 

Mark Bauerlein asserts that high school 

students do not possess the skills to perform 

slow reading because they lack a “capacity for 

uninterrupted thinking” and a “willingness to 

probe.” I find it interesting that Bauerlein 

reveals the fact that most high school students 

don’t graduate ready for college. Also, there 

are some points Bauerlein makes with which I 

disagree. For instance, he states, “That 

willingness to pause and probe is essential, 

but the dispositions of digital reading run 

otherwise.” Bauerlein goes on to say, “Fast 

skimming is the way of the screen . . . the 

more students become habituated to them, the 

more they will read quickly and fail to 

comprehend.” I disagree with this statement 

because technology isn’t the basis of the 

problem. In fact, technology can’t be blamed 

for all of the problems students have. Some of 

the problems could be the teachers not 

teaching the right materials or strategies the 

students need for college. Another problem 

could be the environment in which the 

students live or learn. For example, when 

there are too many students in a classroom 

there is not as much time to give students the 

one-on-one time they need. Overall, 

technology isn’t the basis of the problem for 

students not being ready for college. 

 

Danielle Pugh, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

 

 
Christian Trejo, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 

 

Yolanda Islas, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Wanted 

 

I wash dishes everyday 

Even if a party is over. 

I still wash them day and night, 

But not until the party’s over. 

I don’t mind doing dishes . . . sometimes 

Because I know it’s one of my chores. 

But after I’m done 

I’m happy dancing on the floor. 

But when dishes pile up again 

I say, “Nope, nope, no more.” 

 

Brianna Harris, 7th Grade, MECHS 

 

Nicholas Stern, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 



 

Ever wondered how to transfer a patient from 

bed to chair? In this photograph Atashi Murray 

shows you how to transfer a patient. You must 

first have a Hoyer lift in order to lift a patient. 

You need to position them in the way that you 

are trying to transfer them to prevent any 

accidents. Hold them over the bed as you lift 

them to prevent dangerous slips and falls. 

Have the correct piece of equipment near the 

bed that they are being put into. Then move 

them slowly and gently place them in the chair 

or whatever they’re being loaded into. 

Carefully slide them out of the Hoyer lift and 

place them securely in the preferred object. 

Finally, place the Hoyer lift in a safe spot until 

needed again. 

 

Atashi Murray, Year 13, MECHS 

 

 
 

Endiigo Swindell, Kindergarten, MES 

 
 

Brendan Boos, 3rd Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 

Hola Jaime, 

 

So you don’t know how to solve a quadratic 

equation using the quadratic formula? I know 

this may seem frustrating, but I’ll walk you 

through it step-by-step and hopefully give you 

a better understanding. 

 

The first thing I do is write down my 

Discriminant formula:  D = B² - 4AC. The 

problem will look like this:  Ax² + B² + C = ? 

Set the side with the question mark to 0 if it 

isn’t already.  

 

Find out if it’s Real, Rational, Imaginary or 

Irrational. If it isn’t a perfect square, divide the 

number you get by two and find the biggest 

multiple that is a square root. For example, 

let’s say you get 80.  

 

Then you factor if needed and solve it. Write 

down the answer. 

 

Hope this helped, Jaime. I really tried my best 

to explain. If not, I’ll provide further in-depth 

explanations at a later time. 

 

Your friend, Quay 

 

Queshon Chance, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Hannah Wheeler, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Amya Gibbs, Kindergarten, MES 

 
 

 

 
Jennifer Guzman, 12

th
 Grade, MECHS  



 

Mikayla Cahoon, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Father To Son 

 

My life ain’t been no perfect huntin’ trip. 

I’ve shot and missed, 

I’ve fell into thorns, 

I’ve stepped on snakes, 

And sometimes  

I wouldn’t see a thing. 

But I kept climbin’ into that tree stand. 

So I don’t want to hear that  

You’re gonna give up 

Just ‘cause something didn’t go your way. 

‘Cause after all these years, 

I’m still gettin’ in that tree stand. 

And like I said, 

I’ve shot some deer, 

And I’ve missed some. 

So trust me, 

My life ain’t been no perfect huntin’ trip. 

 
Tyler Williams, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

 

Russel Stevens, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 

Cayden McCann, Kindergarten, MES 

 

 

 

Grandpa to Grandson 

 

Well, Buckethead, let me tell ya somethin’: 

Life is a rain drop. 

A rain drop forms in a big poofy cloud. 

Then when you’re ready, 

You fall, 

Fall far from the sky, 

Gaining speed as you go. 

 

But unlike a rain drop, 

You decide where you land 

Choosing your path as you drop, 

Falling, 

Falling alongside other drops. 

Then with a peaceful landing— 

Plop. 

 

You’re right exactly where  

You were supposed to be, 

Where you were meant to be all along. 

I’ve already landed, Buckethead. 

I’m exactly where I wanna be. 

 

But soon it’ll be my time to float off, 

Float off and rise, 

Rise back up into that big cloud— 

A new drop. 

Life goes round and round. 

Life is a rain drop. 

 

Justin Greene, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antina Spencer, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
With Time 
 

With time, we’ll be back to the palace 

Our love will rekindle every twinkle 

We once destroyed. 

Honeymoon Avenue is just tears away 

Waiting  . . . waiting . . .  

For the imprints of our footprints 

And the outlines of our heart 

To ballroom back and love each other, 

Like royalty,  

As we once did. 

I hope to always be 

The princess of your dreams, 

And I hope you to always be 

The prince of mine. 

Together, 

Our fairytale of compassion 

Will overrule anything Walt Disney 

Can dream. 

We’ll be back to the palace 

With time. 

 
Malayaka Howard, 10th Grade, MECHS 
 

Vondre Betts, 11th Grade, MECHS 


