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I only bid to be equal, 
  To be my own, not to be a sequel. 
     I don’t wish to be the same, 
      Go by a different face, a different name. 
   
 

 

Equal Me 

I want to stand out, be my own. 
  I’ll stand my ground, if I must stand alone. 
    I only bid to be equal, 
      No matter the difference in a finger wrinkle. 
 

I don’t want to be put into a class 
 Because of my skin pigment or wealth mass.                
   I go by one name, one face, one me. 
     I am myself in the wrong timing. 
 

This life of ours is untrue. 
   This is the belief of me, not you. 
 
      Mandy Schmitt, 9th Grade, MECHS 
 



Dear Readers, 
 
Welcome to the third edition of “Through the Pages,” a publication of 
Hyde County Schools. Contained in this publication are samples of 
student art work and literary selections. Students from grades 
kindergarten through high school have submitted work to be included 
in this annual publication.  
 
Students attending Hyde County Schools are engaged in reading, 
writing, speaking, listening, and group work activities daily. Students, 
through effective facilitation by their teachers, work diligently to 
present their thoughts and feelings through their prose and art work. 
As in past publications, students were given broad flexibility in 
submitting entries for inclusion in this anthology of student work. 
 
Sir Kenneth Robinson, an English author, speaker, and international 
advisor on education in the arts states, “My contention is that 
creativity now is as important in education as literacy, and we should 
treat it with the same status.”  This publication, “Through the Pages,” 
encourages all students to be creative in the arts and in their writing 
in order to become well educated and well rounded individuals who 
will become positive contributing members of our global society. 
 
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 third publication. A 
special thank you is extended to Mrs. Sandra Carawan and the staff 
at the Beaufort-Hyde News for providing guidance in making this 
publication available to the general public. 
 
It is our desire that you enjoy “Through the Pages”! 
 
Randolph H. Latimore, Sr., Ed. D. 
School Superintendent 
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I am pleased to announce the 2012-2013 edition of “Through the 
Pages”. As you read through this publication you will notice an 
immense and inspiring collection of student artwork and writing 
spanning all grade levels.   
 
Students have not only submitted poems and nonfictional pieces, but 
have produced artwork consisting of a wide range of media such as 
tempera, mixed media, watercolors, acrylic, sharpie pen, pencil, 
charcoal, pastels, paper collage, silk painting, and even spray paint 
on water. To witness the diverse range of talent unfold upon these 
pages has been inspirational. 
 
I would like to thank each teacher for supporting this publication as 
well as each student for their creative and inspiring contribution. 
Special appreciation is not only expressed to Yolanda Islas for 
designing this year’s cover, but to Mandy Schmitt for her submission 
of poetry, “Equal Me.” Also, I would like to thank the students of the 
literary anthology committee for all of their hard work.  
 
Mrs. Sandy Carawan, Adviser 
Mattamuskeet Early College High School 

 
 
 

 
Ross Gibbs, 5th Year, MECHS 



 
Hubert Johnson, Kindergarten, MES 

 
 
True Love 
 
The tears that I cry are for you 
My one and only true 
It’s you 
For whatever or whomever we go through 
You promised me the key to your heart 
And the spark you left as a mark 
For those who say 
Our love isn’t true 
They all can take their ooo’s and ahhh’s 
And take it to the king 
So he can make his rule.  
 
Marsha’ll Betts, 6th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
     Caressa Bryant, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 
Kyle Tillett, 8th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 
Catherine Todd, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 

 
 

 
Shakera Davis, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 
  Maria Stotesberry, 3rd Grade, MES 

 

 
    Jeyson Resendiz, 6th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

   
   Tyshona Barber, 10th Grade, MECHS 



 
     Taylor Fuller, 6th Grade, Ocracoke 

 
 
Dark Cavern 
 

As I crawl through this cavern 
Tired and weak 
Many thoughts 
Go through my mind . . .  
Will I make it through this day? 
Do my parents really care? 
Will my arms give out as I crawl, scraping 
My arms and knees? 
I crawl through this tunnel— 
This dark cavern— 
Every day, back and forth, back and forth— 
My body weak and dirty from the coal . . .  
Afraid . . .  
My body scarred. 
Alone from the day I began work, 
Misery began as well. 
Wishing I could leave, but 
I can’t . . . and this day has yet to begin. 
 
Tirzo Beltran, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Walter Cahoon, 5th Year, MECHS 

  
Ashanti Wilkins, 5th Grade, MES 

 
 

Why Patients Need Mouth Care 

 

Patients need mouth care every two hours 

because they are not able to speak. This 

means they cannot swallow their saliva. The 

saliva builds up in the mouth and can cause 

choking or severe dry mouth. Nurses use 

swabs and fresh water to do mouth care for 

patients. Mouth care probably makes the 

patient feel better because they have fresh 

breath and a clean mouth.  Also, if the patient 

has dentures, the nurse will help take them out 

of the patient’s mouth and clean them. The 

nurse cleans dentures with a tooth brush, 

tooth paste, swabs and mint floss. After the 

patient receives mouth care and the dentures 

have been cleaned, the nurse puts the 

dentures back in a clean and fresh mouth 

which makes the patient happy. This is why 

mouth care is important for patients. 

Desmond Davis, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 
Mariah Temple, 1st Grade, Ocracoke 

 

  

 
Gary Barrow, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
 

Sierra Winstead, 8th Grade, Ocracoke 



 
 

   Maggie Evans, 2nd Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 

 
    Scarlette Williams, 1st Grade, MES 
 

Flower 
 

A flower is a petal 
Sometimes they’re made out of metal. 
Roses are red, violets are blue 
Flowers are pretty 
And so are you. 
Spring is here 
Thank God 
I don’t see any tears 
 
Deanna Randalls, 7th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
Matteus Gilbert, 8th Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 
 
Red 
 
Red 
Blood 
The face of an embarrassed person 
The eyes of a crying person 
Crunching of fall leaves 
Crackling of a fire 
A beating heart 
Fresh strawberries 
Bitter cough medicine 
Cherry popsicle 
Blood trickling down your arm 
A love illusion 
The sky when the sun is setting 
Red can open doors to many worlds. 
 
Vanessa Barrow, 8th Grade, MECHS 

Nobody Cares 
 

Today I’m eight years old 
But I will be spending it hauling coal. 
It’s 4 o’clock in the morning— 
Going to work . . .  
Walking up the hill. 
I’m late! Oh goodness! 
My boss is mad . . .  
He has knocked me to my knees. 
He has beat me until I felt 
Blood running down my back. 
He has sent me to the caves 
With a cart and chains— 
Crawling, getting chafed by the chains. 
Nobody can understand this pain— 
Grasping the chains, blood in my hands. 
My only gift for my birthday 
Was living 
And getting paid. 
Nobody cares. 
Hands are burning from cuts . . .  
Cuts on my hands, 
Cuts on my feet. 
Dirt is crawling into these cuts— 
Infection, blood, pain, 
Yet nobody cares. 
 
Cloey Topping Goins, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 
 

 
Stacey O’Neal, 8th Grade, Ocracoke 



 
Ross Gibbs, 5th Year, MECHS 

 

 
Nayely Jimenez, Ocracoke 

 

 
Summer Brooks, 9th Grade, MECHS 

Father to Son 
 
Well, son, I’ll tell you: 
Life for me has been a rollercoaster ride. 
It’s had many ups and downs 
And curves 
And loops lasting forever, 
A crazy ride with no end— 
Frightened. 
But all the time I’se been a-holdin’ on 
And lookin’ forward 
And going in tunnels— 
Tunnels that had no sign of daylight. 
So boy, don’t you give up now. 
Don’t lose direction of this life rollercoaster, 
‘Cause life is difficult 
If you don’t have directions. 
Don’t give up now— 
For I’se still ridin’, son. 
I’se still ridin’,  
And life for me has been a rollercoaster ride. 
 
Vincent Whitfield, 8th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
Max Elicker, 2nd Grade, Ocracoke 

 
 
Tornadoes 
 

We are a spiraling column 
     A force not to be 
          Messed with. 
             Our bodies bend and twist 
          In a way yours doesn’t 
      And our words can 
     Come out in a start. 
     Thunder! Thunder! 
          Is the name of our voice 
          To you so loud  
        And frightful to hear 
     And our winds 
    Begin and end 
     With each 
          Heart striking 
               Lightning bolt 
                    We  
                         Are 
                             TORNADOES! 
 
Bryanna Weston, 7th Grade, MECHS 

 
Spencer Gaskins, 8th Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 

The Batter’s Eye 
 

Score is 12 to 10. 
Our last time batting.  
We have one out. 
I step up to the plate. 
Set my batting stance. 
I lean 
Backwards . . .forwards . . .  
The ball comes a little to the left. 
“Ball!” the umpire calls. 
The pitcher and I set up our stance. 
He throws another down the middle. 
BING! The ball spins and floats in place. 
“Foul!” the umpire calls. 
We set our stance one more time. 
With a count of 1-1 I have plenty of time to hit. 
I plant my feet, raise my bat— 
He throws straight down the middle, 
But then . . . but then . . . but then . . . 
BAM! 
The ball soars through the air, 
Cuts through the dirt, 
And in the field.  
I hit my first ball. 
 
Jordan Outlaw, 8th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
         Quenton Gibbs, 10th Grade, MECHS 



 
Maddie Gibbs, 2nd Grade, MES 

 
 
 

 
 

Antina Spencer, 11
th

 Grade, MECHS 
 

 
    Yuletzy Hernandez, 1st Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 
Music 
 

Music is what makes things better. 
When music’s on, your worries melt away. 
Music helps you break the ice. 
It’s the inspiration to carry on. 
Music expresses you. 
It’s the muse to your success to be the best. 
Music makes you think you can sing. 
It’s the difference for  
Your decisions and mood. 
Music helps drown out nagging people. 
Words produced to get you through the day. 
Music is the colorful stripes to our cover. 
 
Antonia Thigpen, 7th Grade, MECHS 
 
 

 
Ross Gibbs, 5th Year, MECHS 

 

At the DMV 

 
Sitting nervously, 
My knee bouncing, 
Sweating, 
In front of the computer 
At the DMV. 
Anxiously shaking, 
Awaiting, 
For someone to start 
The test question. 
I’m ready. I’m ready. 
The first question appears. 
Sweating, 
Reaching for the keyboard, 
Shaking. 
Almost finished, 
And can only miss two more. 
One more 
 One more 
  I passed! 
 
Devin Carawan, 8

th
 Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Owen Clarke, Kindergarten, MES 

 

 
Samantha Sutton, 6th Grade, Ocracoke 



 

Corey Davis, 4th Grade, MES 

 
Serving Victory 
 

25 – 26 on the scoreboard. 
I’m serving the ball. 
One more point and we win. 
If I don’t make it perfectly 
The other team has a chance 
To take the victory. 
Name screamed in mouths of the crowd. 
Twirls ball in hand, 
Bounces ball on floor, 
Calms it in fingertips and hands, 
Breathes deeply, 
Waits, 
Throws the ball up, 
Hesitates . . .  
Then SMACK! the ball goes over the net— 
Face frozen with shock 
And then 

And then 
And then 

Right before everyone TURNED UP 
Dives through everyone on the opposite side 
And hits the floor. 
ACE! 
 
Patrianna Meekins, 8th Grade, MECHS 

Colby Austin, 6th Grade, Ocracoke 
 

 
Nick Cuthrell, 5th Year, MECHS 

 

 
Alyssa Bryan, 1st Grade, Ocracoke 

 
Alex Edgar, 2nd Grade, MES 

 

 
Alin Tellez, 11th Grade, Ocracoke 

 

 
Shaquese Green, 10th Grade, MECHS 



 

Yalena Gonzales, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 

Grandfather to Granddaughter 
 
Well, Doodlebug, I’ll tell ya— 
Life for me has been a walk in the woods. 
You gotta watch your back  
Everywhere you go. 
There might be  
Tree limbs in your way, 
Or even pine cones. 
But you just gotta push ‘em out your way 
And keep goin’. 
 
You gonna meet different critters  
along the way— 
Some are gonna be  
Sweet as angels, 
And others are gonna be  
Mean as the devil. 
 
There’s gonna be pot holes, 
And logs crossin’ the trail. 
But don’t you turn around 
‘Cause there’s good things 
At the end of the trail. 
You just gotta keep goin’. 
 
Now, Doodlebug, life for me has been 
A walk in the woods. 
But I didn’t turn back  
When things got rough. 
So keep goin’ and don’t turn back. 
 
Danielle Pugh, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 
 

Helping Patients to Be Mobile 
 

      Many elderly patients have trouble walking 
if they can even walk at all. It is quite boring to 
just lie in bed all day long so it is important for 
health care professionals to assist patients to 
and from their wheelchairs properly and safely. 
After being moved from bed to wheelchair or 
vise versa the patient may be tired or out of 
breath so you should allow them to sit for a 
few minutes before you leave the room or 
move the chair to the patient’s destination. 
Once they are ready you could take them to 
the dining hall/cafeteria, to a treatment area, 
outside for fresh air, or even just down the hall 
and back so they can get public interaction. 
 
Samantha Lawrence, 11th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
Christian Trejo, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

 
Garrett Gutherie, Kindergarten, MES 

 
 
Lightning Strikes 
 

Lightning 
   Strikes 
      Again with 
         Great power. 
            Over the world 
               So bright 
            Night 
               Turns to day! 
                     Once the storm 
            Ends 
                The rain 
                     Come all night long. 
   
Ulises Garcia Dominguez, 7th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
 

Steven Gibbs, 1st Grade, MES 



 
 
      Maren Donlon, 1st Grade, Ocracoke 
 

 
Antina Spencer, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Teresa Hadley, 6th Grade, Ocracoke 

 
 

Caroline Temple, 9th Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 

 
Ross Gibbs, 5th Year, MECHS 

 
 

 
 

Sierra Winstead, 8th Grade, Ocracoke 

 
Ethan O’Neal, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 

 
 

I hear America singing. I hear the seasoned 

mechanics working in the hot summer day. 

I hear the ratchets going back and forth 

loosening and tightening the bolts. 

I hear the song of the nurse’s blood pressure 

cuff as she pumps it up checking the patient’s 

pressure. 

I hear the truck driver shifting his gears as he 

travels the country. 

I hear the sound of his mighty engine as it 

roars loudly. 

I hear the sound of the jackhammers and 

power tools of the construction workers, 

working hard to put up the new building. 

All these songs I hear are the sounds of 

America working and growing. 

I hear America singing to me. This is America 

and I hear it singing.  

 
Travis Fletcher, 9th Grade; Marissa 
Spencer, 9th Grade; Ivan Ramirez, 11th 
Grade, MECHS 
 

 
Tyshona Barber, 10th Grade, MECHS 



                   Ross Gibbs, 5th Year, MECHS 

 

 
Finn Kattenburg, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 

 

            James Paul, 5th Grade, Ocracoke 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sarah Turner, 12th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
 
 
 

 
                  Elena Contreras, 4th Grade, MES 

 

Walls 
 

The pages are marred with scribbles 
The red ink blots the page 

The youth’s imagination down 
Mistaken for his rage 

 
His emotions set on paper 

Once dry and in clear rows 
Destroying them right on the spot 

So no one ever knows 
 

Yet he seems so frustrated 
Tossing them to the floor 

His scenes from somewhere in his mind 
A room sealed by a door 

 
When he draws his room the windows, 

He always leaves them closed 
The scenery that’s in his mind 

So pure and white as snow 
 

He can never quite depict it 
The beauty from his mind 

He leaves the window locked up tight 
Just like the walls inside 

 
When he looks around the classroom 

He sees those just like him 
But yet they hide behind their eyes 

Mascara tainted lids 
 

Every day, a balancing act 
Continued through the night 

The walls around his heart confused 
An endless, “What is right ?” 

 
Trista Spencer, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 
Zoe Huppert, 11th Grade, Ocracoke 



 
 

Shavon Whitfield, 9th Grade, MECHS 
 

 

I hear a variety of workers working. 
The sound of labor knocking at your door. 
Those of carpenters, each singing while 
cutting wood. 
The waitresses singing as they collect the tips. 
The dishwashers cleaning the plates and cups 
and saucers and spoons. 
While the biscuits are baking the cooks are 
making eggs and toast. 
Getting ready for the hungry crowd as they will 
descend upon. 
And the surveyors surveying the land as far as 
you can see. 
All are agreeing. 
All are working. 
 
Jasmine Adame and Olivia Brickhouse 
10th Grade, MECHS 
 

 
Mandy Schmitt, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

Max Elicker, 2nd Grade, Ocracoke 
 

 
Star Sawyer, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Jacob Daniels, Kindergarten, Ocracoke 

 

Zoe Huppert, 11th Grade, Ocracoke 
 

 
Maranda Carpenter, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 

 
Becky Boos, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 


