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Hyde County Schools’ Literary Anthology 2015-2016



Dear Readers, 

 

Welcome to the 2015/2016 edition of “Through the Pages”, a publication 

of Hyde County Schools created to showcase samples of student artwork 

and writings. Students from across grades have submitted work to be 

included in this edition of “Through the Pages”. 

The cover page quote, “The struggle you’re in today is developing the 

strength you need for tomorrow” by Robert Tew, is a quote that many, if 

not all individuals, can relate to as we meet challenges on life’s journey. 

Each struggle we encounter allows us to develop the inner strength to 

move forward to overcome the obstacle at that given time. And by 

moving forward and not merely giving up, we develop the inner strength 

that makes us stronger for the next challenge that is just around the 

corner. Many of the world’s most influential individuals have had, at 

times, many struggles to overcome. They did not let the challenges at 

any given time allow them to totally give up. The struggles made them 

even more resolved to be successful. A brief glimpse at just a few 

reveals the following: Oprah Winfrey: Oprah is known as one of the 

richest and most successful women in the world. However, to get to her 

current status she had to overcome an abusive childhood and numerous 

professional setbacks including being fired from her job as a television 

reporter because she was considered to be “unfit for TV.” Abraham 

Lincoln: Lincoln is known as one of our greatest and most referenced 

Presidents. However, he was not successful in his military career, failed 

at many businesses and was not successful in all of his many bids for 

public office. He became our sixteenth President. J. K. Rowling: Rowling 

is known for being the creator of Harry Potter. She had numerous 

personal struggles including the death of her mother, a failed marriage, 

bouts of depression, receiving welfare assistance and having her script 

rejected by numerous publishing companies. She became stronger after 

each struggle and in 1996 Bloomsbury Publishing House accepted her 

book. And so began the Harry Potter series. Nelson Mandela: Mandela 

was imprisoned 27 years for leading the movement to end apartheid 

in South Africa. He was the first democratically elected President of 

South Africa. 

There are numerous stories of struggles and eventual success 

stories like the four cited above. Some are more dramatic stories 

than others. I am sure that you have yours. “The struggle you’re in 

today is developing the strength you need for tomorrow”.  

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

their teacher, Sandra Carawan, for their hard work and many after-

school hours that were put into this publication. Thank you to all of 

the teachers who worked with the students who have submitted 

artwork and writings for the anthology. A special thank you is again 

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. 

We hope that you enjoy this edition of “Through the Pages”!  
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The sixth edition of “Through the Pages” represents an immense 

collection of student talent not only spanning different grade levels, 

but spanning across different content areas—English Language Arts, 

Math, Science and Social Studies. 

 

This year’s student submissions include various styles of artwork as 

well as different genres of writing such as fictional pieces, 

biographies, persuasive speeches, and poetry (sonnets, odes, free 

verse, haikus).  

 

I would like to thank the many teachers who encouraged students to 

submit work or submitted work on behalf of the student. Also, I would like 

thank the students who graciously submitted work for this publication. A 

special thank you is extended to Ashley Vansant, President and 

Publisher of the Washington Daily News as well as his staff. Thank you 

to this publication’s editor, Luis Morales, for his commitment and hard 

work on this edition. Also, special appreciation is expressed to Zachary 

Eakes for designing this year’s cover. 

 

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

 

Mrs. Sandy Carawan, Adviser 

Mattamuskeet Early College High School 



 
 

 Vanessa Barron, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

 

The Canyons        

 

I can’t believe I’m up so high 

I always keep asking myself why 

The sky is blue and the clouds are gray  

There are never ending colors of  

Red and gray clay  

The path is as long as a slithering snake 

And will end at an unknown lake 

 

The sky is blue 

I need some clues 

If it is life  

It's sharp like a knife 

It's getting dark 

It's going to be a long ride out of  

The Grand Canyon National Park 

 

Hayden Austin, Daniela Garcia, Jonathan 

Martinez, Jackson Strange, 6
th 

Grade, 

Ocracoke School 

 

 

Our Next Day 

 

The nights are long 

The days are dark 

The only thing we see is  

The dust in the sky 

A Dust Bowl is our terror 

Eviction has taken over 

The breadlines are long 

But the health is short 

Our next day might be unexpected 

 

Ashley Garcia, 8th Grade, MECHS 

Haiku Nature 

 

The roaring waves crash. 

The sand on the beach is deep. 

The sun makes me warm. 

 

Quinten Brooks, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

 

 

Blood and Sweat (War) 

 

Calling the wrong 

It’s always time 

The sweat that comes 

As we fight the night 

The wind is heavy 

As life just begun 

All is coming  

As the earth’s spun 

Your soul is weary 

As you go aboard 

You’re shaken by the sounds— 

The sounds of war. 

 

Tyrianna Howard, 7th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Leaf Monsters 

 

Steven Cutrell, Pre-K, MES 

Linear Equations Stained Glass Project 

 

    Riley Gibbs, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

The Poorest 

 

Walls moan, people groan 

Poorest people live alone 

The king sits on his throne 

 

The people row their boats 

Along the king’s moats 

Farmers care for their goats 

The poor have thirsty throats 

 

Savannah Hodson, Brandt O’Neal, Jayden 

West, 6th Grade, Ocracoke School 

 

 

 

Haiku 

 
From the tree branches  
The brown spider weaves its web— 
Raindrops rest and bead 
 
Jashawn Spencer, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 



The Black Parade 

 

     Think of something not talked about very 

much. You can probably think of a few things. 

But one of the topics that you thought of was 

most likely not teen suicide. Suicide is the 

second leading cause of death for ages 10-24. 

As teens we have heard of suicide, but it isn’t 

talked about enough. We gossip about people 

who do kill themselves, but we don’t really 

know how much of a problem it is. Suicide is a 

horrible thing and no one really does anything 

about it. Of course, there are people who help 

but it doesn’t help everyone. Sometimes it just 

makes it worse. It’s hard to think about people 

who you’re close to killing themselves. It’s also 

hard to think about people you don’t know 

trying to do that. I even know of someone who 

wants to commit suicide. They’re a friend of a 

friend. I don’t want them to die even though I 

don’t really know them. Why can’t we just 

solve this problem? Be nice to each other? 

This is something that I have personally 

wanted to learn about because lately I have 

been hearing about it more and more. Even 

some of my favorite YouTubers have tried to 

kill themselves. It just hurts to think that 

someone would do this to him or herself. It’s 

sad that people think that taking their life is the 

only way to get rid of their problems. I could 

probably rant about this for hours. 

     I might as well tell you about some facts 

about teen suicide, seeing as to how I want 

you all to know more about this topic. Each 

day in our nation there is an average of over 

5,400 attempts by youth grades 7-12, and 

approximately 1,700 suicides each year. In 

2003, 8% of adolescents attempted suicide, 

which is approximately 1 million teens. That’s 

a lot, isn’t it? Suicide rates are actually higher 

for LGBT youth than the general population. 

You can imagine why for yourselves . . .  

BULLYING.  Some of you may ask: If suicide 

is such a big problem, then how come we can’t 

tell when people are going to try it? Now, 

before I tell you how to find out, it would be 

good for you all to know that 75% of all 

suicides give warning to a friend or family 

member. Now for the signs. You have to look 

for them, not to mention that you have to know 

the signs. Because you all probably don’t 

know the signs, here you go: talking about 

wanting to die or to kill oneself; looking for a 

way to kill oneself; talking about feeling 

hopeless or having no reason to live; talking 

about feeling trapped or in unbearable pain; 

talking about being a burden to others; 

increasing the use of alcohol or drugs; acting 

anxious or agitated; behaving recklessly; 

sleeping too little or too much; withdrawn or 

feeling isolated; showing rage or talking about 

seeking revenge; and, displaying extreme 

mood swings.  

     With everything that I’m talking about, I 

want to talk about roles. Roles actually play a 

big part in suicides. For example, in a book I 

would be a “background character.” You don’t 

see their point of view, but the background 

characters might know or see something the 

main character doesn’t. I see the signs. I see 

them a lot. How many of you can actually say 

that you see the signs? How many of you take 

the time to be a “background character”? I bet 

that I just offended you a little bit. I hope I did. I 

hope it makes you want to be a “background 

character.” 

     As you can now see teen suicide is a 

growing problem. It is an issue that needs to 

be solved, and people need to be more 

informed on how bad it actually is. A lot of the 

facts that I just stated, even I didn’t know. I 

didn’t know the problem was that bad. Of 

course, I knew it was a problem but I didn’t 

think it was that bad. I can’t even imagine the 

thoughts on this topic going on in your minds. 

We need to start noticing the signs. We need 

to help people who are going through this sort 

of depression or we’re going to lose people 

who play important roles in our lives. 

 

Laney Gibbs, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

(All sources referred to were originally cited 

according to MLA Formatting and Style.) 

 

In My Mind 

 

Her eyes shine like the sunrise  

When it wakes up. 

Her beautiful smile is brighter  

Than the actual color of white. 

I’m trying to draw the way 

I see her in my mind— 

But then I come back to reality 

And remember it was just 

All in my mind. 

 

Candy Gutierrez, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 
 

Emily Swindell-Creque, 8
th

 Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Life and Death 

 

If there was a choice between life and death 

What would it be? 

Would it show the choices you had to make? 

Or would it somehow be simply 

Would you have to know your future?  

Or guess how days would be 

The night like day 

And the day so dark and free 

The music you would hear  

Would be music of tragedy 

The life you once had  

Had no ending or beginning sadly. 

 

Yuletzy Ibarra, 4th Grade, Ocracoke School 

 

 

 

Chirping 

 

Mother in the nest 

The air is breezy, cold out 

One dandelion 

 

Nai-Zaryah Whitaker, 7th Grade, MECHS 

Flowy-Asreal 

 



The Cottage in the Forest 

 
Deep in the Schwarzwald is a lovely 

little cottage. 
Full of charm and full of 

happiness. 
A dark grey stone path leads to 

the way, 
Whilst walking through the woods might 

make you fly away. 
Into a World of magic and mischief. 

Upon a great forest of kingdoms 
and bewitchments. 

One Little Cottage upon this great 
landscape hidden in the forest for 

it's wonderful mystics. 

 

* Schwarzwald is German for Black Forest 

 

 

La Cabaña en el Bosque 

 
En lo profundo del Schwarzwald hay una 

cabaña 
encantadora y chiquita. 

Llena de encanto y llena de  
felicidad. 

Un camino gris oscuro te lleva  
al lugar, 

Mientras que caminando por el bosque podría 
hacer que puedas volar. 

Hacia un Mundo de magia y travesura. 
Sobre un gran bosque de Reinos 

y embrujamientos. 
Una pequeña cabaña en este gran 
paisaje escondido en el bosque por 

sus místicos maravillosos. 

 

Ulises Dominguez, 10th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

The Arts 

(Diamonte Poem) 

 

Actress 

Loud, Clear 

Speaking, Projecting, Acting 

Lots of drama, Moves their body 

Dancing, moving, exercising 

Active, graceful 

Dancer 

 

Emilia Jordan, 4th Grade, Ocracoke School 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jule Campell, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Bowinkle 

 

Let me tell you about the weary deer. 

This nice buck trots around, mouth full of corn:  

A ghost buck. On sight, he will disappear, 

Though never seen in spring, you will find his 

horn.  

 

Deep in the woods, I thought I found his trail, 

Nervous, but ready to let an arrow fly, 

Disappointed that I only saw his tail, 

Upset, but prepared to give another try. 

 

Waiting on time to get another chance. 

Now during the rut, he is chasing does. 

This is the time to let me arrow dance. 

I made a good shot; through the brush he 

mows. 

 

Thanks to the does, this buck made his last 

move, 

I am the best hunter, this I now prove.  

 

Matthew Clarke & Ben Simmons, 9th 

Grade, MECHS 

The Coastal Plain Today 

 

     The Coastal Plain region is a good place to 

live, work and play. There are many different 

jobs in the Coastal Plain. In the Coastal Plain 

there are a lot of fish farms. Fish farms raise a 

lot of money. Many Coastal Plain farmers 

practice mixed farming. Mixed farming is when 

you plant different crops. They may grow corn, 

soybeans, and peanuts on the same farm. The 

sale of livestock farm animals that are raised 

to be sold brings billions of dollars into the 

state. 

     Living on the coastal there are a lot of 

military bases. When this started there were 

new jobs. There was also a new railroad. 

When it shut down, both Fayetteville and 

Jacksonville suffered because people couldn’t 

go to different places. Bath was a trade center 

where farmers exchanged crops for goods.   

     Coastal life brings a lot of hurricanes. You 

have to prepare when it comes. People listen 

to radios and TV’s to see how close the storm 

is. There are a lot of festivals. People have 

fun. In Edenton they have a peanut party. 

Tourism is important in North Carolina. There 

are a lot of activities. 

     In conclusion, working on the Coastal Plain 

there are a lot of fish farms. Living in the 

Coastal Plain there are military bases. In 

coastal life, there are a lot of hurricanes.  The 

Coastal Plain is a great place to live. 

 

Dibanhi Santiago, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Zac Eakes, 8th Grade, MECHS 

Foxes 

 



Doc:  A True Story 

 

     “Here, Doc! Here boy! Who’s a good 

doggy? You are! You are!”  

     But I did not talk to Doc that way.  I talked 

to him like he was real, because he is. I acted 

as if he could speak back to me and say, “It’s 

all right.” Those words could fix everything, 

even if they’re coming from a dog’s lips. And 

that’s when I decided to write this book 

because everyone’s dog is special, including 

Potcake, my old dog.  

     Potcake was always so sweet and cuddly. 

But he was old when he died. It’s more fun to 

write about kids than adults. So I wrote about 

Doc, my second dog. And I’m sure Doc would 

have loved Potcake.  

     But I hope I’m not leading you on. Doc’s 

not some kind of spiritual leader that you come 

to talk about your feelings with. He has 

multiple sides. He can be sweet, he can be 

lazy, and he can be monstrous. No dog is 

perfect, after all. And there’s Doc for you. 

 

How We Got Doc 

     It was the fall of 2015. My mom, my dad, 

my sister, my brother, and I were driving to a 

music festival in middle NC. Our dog, Potcake, 

had just died of diabetes. He was blind. He 

was old. We had to put him down. We were all 

sad, but it was time. Since then, we had 

checked on an NC poodle rescue website, 

since Potcake was a poodle and we loved 

poodles. There were some really cute dogs on 

there. My family took sides on which dogs we 

wanted. We thought this one dog, Fabien, was 

really cute. Well, everyone except my dad. He 

wanted nothing to do with him. It was my dad’s 

birthday, the day we drove to the music 

festival. We told him the dog would be his 

birthday present. We made a deal with the NC 

poodle rescue that we would come see Fabien 

at a gas station. We met the woman in the 

parking lot and she showed us Fabien. She 

told us the story of how they rescued him:  

they think he had a collar on that grew too 

tight for him, so he broke loose and it cut his 

neck almost all around. They found him and 

put staples around his neck, basically just to 

keep his head on, as I like to put it. The 

woman showed us pictures of the surgery in 

process. My sister said he looked like a cute 

Frankenstein with the staples around his neck. 

Anyway, my dad kept avoiding seeing Fabien. 

He filled up the car with gas, and then he got a 

car wash just to take time. Finally, my mom 

brought him over and, as my dad puts it, “That 

dog looked at me, and I looked at that dog, 

and it was love at first sight.” We said we 

wanted to adopt him. The woman told us his 

staples would be out on Monday and he would 

get a nice haircut and be all ready for us. We 

drove on to our music festival. My dad had to 

make a few calls while we were there, to 

transfer everything. When the festival was 

over after three days, we picked up Fabien in 

the same gas station parking lot. His staples 

were out, but we still could not touch his neck. 

Fabien had to wear a weird donut-shaped 

pillow thing around his neck so he would not 

lick his neck or bite it. The day before, my dad 

and I picked up some treats and toys for him 

to play with in the car. My mom sat  way in the 

back of our minivan to cuddle with our new 

dog that we decided to call Doctor Dogbody, 

after my dad’s favorite book, Doctor 

Dogbody’s Leg. We decided to call him Doc 

for short. We would say, “What’s up Doc!”  

Here are a few of the nicknames I call Doc: 

Docaroo, Docmonster, and Docaroopoo. 

(They just stick!) 

 

What Doc Really Is 

     It turns out Doc’s not really a poodle. My 

mom took him to the vet and they simply said, 

“He’s not a poodle.” Not too long after looking 

at photos of dogs that look like Doc, we 

realized he was some sort of terrier. We think 

he is a Wheaten Terrier with some poodle in 

him. He is kind of apricot, but he has gray fur 

under his chin, like most terriers.  

 

When Doc Was Better 

     Doc was sick from being a stray and 

everything.  And then he got better . . . and the 

Docmonster part came out of him. He chewed 

pencils. He chewed paper. He chewed my 

sister’s nice metallic pens. He chewed my 

mom’s prescription sunglasses. He even 

chewed my stuffed animal’s ears off. My mom 

got him more toys, so he would not chew so 

much. It helped a little, but not a lot. Another 

thing was bathroom training. (But for dogs. we 

did not encourage him to use the toilet.) When 

we first got him, we did not know where he 

was going to the bathroom, or if he was going 

to the bathroom at all. But then we knew. He 

pooped in my mom and dad’s bedroom. When 

we went on our occasional trip to my aunt’s 

over Christmas break, he would not poop 

anywhere except on my Aunt’s living room 

carpet. I have no idea where he peed, of 

course.  

 

Doc’s Tricks 

     Doc learned to jump the fence. I guess 

that’s not really a trick, but it’s pretty amazing. 

Onetime, Doc jumped the fence and chased a 

duck! (Poor duck.) I like to dance with Doc. I 

have this video of Doc and me dancing to the 

song Hello, by Adele. I just pick up his paws 

and spin him around. It was fun. I also like to 

watch this trick where someone puts his toy in 

our tree, and he jumps clear up the tree to get 

it. It’s pretty awesome. Doc is very athletic. 

He’s also an escape artist. We used to call him 

Houdini because he was so good at escaping. 

When we first got him, he dug holes under the 

fence to get out. He also gets out of his crate 

by pushing the tray out of its place and rocking 

around so much that the crate falls over. There 

are four big squares that usually are covered 

up by the tray. He squeezes his way out of 

them. Weird, I know. He can even fit through 

our cat door. One time, he pulled apart his 

crate and my dad had to wire it back together.  

                         

Doc’s A Celebrity 

     Doc even has his own Instagram page I 

made for him where I post pictures of him and 

enter contests with him. It is called 

@Doc_The_Doggy_. Follow Doc on 

Instagram! 

 

Mariah Temple, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

 

 

 
 

   Makayla Nicholson, Pre-K, MES 



I Still Can’t Make the Money 

 

Walking home from the late night shift  
I wish my child could eat like this  
While these people eat like gods  

I just got done working 3 jobs 

I still can’t make the money 
 

All the nice shoes in there 

My child’s feet are still left bare 

All their money in their pocket 
Is worth more than my apartment 

I still can't make the money 
 

While they sit sipping their wine 
My life is definitely not fine 
As I pass by this restaurant 
The only thing I really want 

Is to be able to make the money 
 

Julian Bennin, Odalys Garcia, Edwin Perez, 

6th Grade, Ocracoke School 

 

 

Martin Luther King, Jr. 

 

He was a brave hero 

He had no fear 

He was a leader 

He was an inspiring speaker 

He was a man who gave encouraging words 

He was a man who was wise 

He was a man who believed 

He was a man who had faith 

He wanted to make the world peaceful 

He preached about what was right 

He strived to find a way 

He was fair 

He wanted everyone to be equal 

He was nonviolent 

He was a successful man. 

 

Essence Hall, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Clerihew Poem 

 

My mom’s name ends in Shinn 

She went riding on a dolphin’s fin  

The dolphin jerked and wiggled  

Off she went into giggles 

 

Silas Trethewey, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

 

 

 

Barack Obama 

 

 

Barack Obama was born on August 4, 1961 in 

Hawaii. His parents were Barack Obama and 

Ann Dunham. His father left, so Obama went 

to Indonesia with his mother and step-father. 

Ann, however, sent him back to Hawaii for 

education, but Obama left Hawaii for college. 

After his first year at Harvard University, he 

met Michelle Robinson. They married in 1992 

and settled in Chicago, Illinois. While there, 

their first daughter, Malia Ann, was born in 

1998 and their second daughter, Natasha, 

was born in 2001. He launched his first 

campaign for political office in 1996.  

 

Deanna Marshall, 11th Grade, MECHS 

 

My Haiku 

 

Cold windy night 

Sun sneaking behind the clouds— 

V-positioned geese flying 

 

Lakayla Cooper, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

Harry Houdini Biography 

        Harry Houdini was born Erik Weisz in 

Budapest, Hungary. He then moved to 

Appleton, Wisconsin. When Erik was eight he 

hopped a freight car and ran away from home. 

The next year he went back to his home to 

help his family. When he came back, Theo 

and his brother became interested in magic. 

When he was seventeen he started small 

magic shows with his brother. He then 

changed his name to Houdini after his favorite 

magician. 

        When he was twenty he joined the circus.  

Later, he married a girl named Bess. Then he 

practiced some escape tricks which he 

perfected. A couple years later he joined 

acting (people didn’t like his acting abilities, 

especially in the romance scenes). Then he 

was the first person to fly in Australia. 

        His challenges and struggles were hard 

for him. When he escaped the “unescapable 

prison,” the officer thought he cheated by 

using a key. He had to go to court. Then Harry 

had to share his trick with the judge.  He also 

did the mirror handcuffs which took him a 

couple hours to do. His mother also died and 

he was very depressed.  When Houdini died of 

a ruptured appendix, Bess performed séances 

for ten years until she quit. 

        In conclusion, Houdini was a great 

magician. His early life was great, his magic 

life was better, and his struggles were hard. 

 

Christian Stevens, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

 

Dominic Edgar, Kindergarten, MES  

https://www.google.com/url?sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=2&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=0ahUKEwjBjaP3q8rLAhXGdT4KHVZLBUYQFggmMAE&url=http%3A%2F%2Fpoptropica.wikia.com%2Fwiki%2FErik_Weisz&usg=AFQjCNEJldvBaIjJjd7X6uHBo5F1SUqpVg&bvm=bv.117218890,d.cWw


Alternative Ending for The Alchemist by 

Paulo Coelho 

 

     Santiago went with all of his new found 

wealth and bought land for him and his soon 

to be wife, Fatima. He bought the old 

abandoned church and 500 acres surrounding 

it. He would be back later, he would have 

Fatima, and they would grow old together. He 

planned to head through Tangier to see his old 

friend, the crystal shop owner.  

     The crystal merchant had a feeling 

something was going to happen that day. He 

was helping some customers when some 

crystal hit the floor. He was angry until he saw 

who caused the crystal to fall. He had not 

seen Santiago in a few years and had prayed 

only the best for him. Santiago stayed with his 

friend for two weeks. They told each what they 

had done in the few years they had not seen 

each other. The merchant had become one of 

the wealthiest men in his part of Africa. He had 

also made his pilgrimage to Mecca. 

     Santiago told the whole story about his 

journey. The merchant was most interested in 

the alchemist for his wisdom and ability to 

make gold. He was also proud of how 

Santiago had found himself a woman to 

become his wife. “A wife would settle this boy 

down, and he will teach his children many 

great things,” thought the merchant. 

     After two weeks, Santiago packed his 

belongings and prepared for his journey to get 

his wife. The merchant reminded him that he 

always had a friend in him no matter what, 

even during times of trouble or peace. He was 

extremely grateful for the merchant. The 

merchant also mentioned, “Be mindful of the 

omens; they will lead your path because they 

are from God.” He left Tangier and headed out 

across the Sahara on a horse he bought 

before he left of the city. 

     The desert was quiet, and it made for a 

good place to think about everything. Santiago 

had not noticed the five men who showed up 

behind him until they had surrounded him. The 

men’s faces were completely covered and all 

carried weapons. They did not threaten 

Santiago but told him to follow them. They 

traveled for three days, and the men treated 

him with great respect and fed him plenty of 

food. They showed up at an oasis which was 

smaller than the one Fatima lived on, but it 

was still plenty big. Rather than tents, the 

oasis had houses and buildings, which looked 

as if all the buildings had European influence 

mixed with some Arabic influence as well. The 

five men took Santiago to the smallest building 

which had many things outlined with gold. 

Even inside there was more gold.  

     Santiago couldn’t believe his eyes when he 

looked at the head of the table. At the head of 

the table sat the Englishman. The Englishman 

stood up, and they both shook each other’s 

hands, and then they sat down with the rest of 

the guests which were wealthy Arabs and 

other white men.  

     After the evening meal, the Englishman 

took Santiago up to the outside balcony and 

told him what had happened. 

     “The alchemist is dead,” said the 

Englishman. 

     Sorrowfully, Santiago asked, “What 

happened to him?” 

     “Once he came back to the oasis, he came 

and took me to his tent out in the desert,” he 

expressed. “He taught me everything about 

alchemy he knew. He also gave me all of his 

supplies to perform all the acts of alchemy.” 

     “Why did he die since he had the Elixir of 

Life?” asked Santiago. 

     The Englishman said, “The alchemist said it 

was his Personal Legend to teach us two, and 

now he was going to go rest.” 

     Santiago understood all of this and did not 

mourn the alchemist’s death because the 

alchemist was ready to die. Santiago asked 

about Fatima, and the Englishman said she 

was fine when he left, but the tribal wars were 

becoming more intense. He was worried about 

Fatima due to the fact of what happened 

before he left. He thanked the Englishman for 

his hospitality, but before he left the 

Englishman gave him a gun and a ten-inch 

knife along with ten men to accompany him to 

Fatima and until he was safe in Tangier and 

on a boat to Spain. 

     It was a seven-day trip to the oasis to get 

Fatima. Fatima and Santiago were like a 

husband coming home to his wife after a 

battle. They left the next day at noon and were 

on their way home. Four days into the journey 

was when it happened. A group of around 

thirty tribesmen were positioned on the 

horizon and had seen the small group. They 

group broke up into a group of five, a group of 

four, and a group of three and hid among the 

dunes. The tribesmen came right down a 

valley in the dunes and took the bait by going 

after the group of three. The other eight shot 

the tribesmen until they were out of 

ammunition in the clips of their guns. They had 

killed eighteen men, wounded seven men, and 

the other five were almost 600 yards away 

before anyone realized where they had gone. 

The group took all the weapons and left the 

wounded there with the dead. 

     The group of twelve knew that they were in 

deep trouble because the tribe would send out 

a war party to kill the group because of the 

tribesmen they had shot. They always had two 

lookouts when they slept at night. The group 

was two days from Tangier when they met a 

caravan that looked like it had just gone 

through hell. There were many wounded and 

few that were fully well. They warned of a war 

party about a day out from Tangier. 

     They were able to see the party before they 

saw them, and the group hid in the dunes in 

hope that the party would leave. After a day 

and a half, Santiago had had all that he could 

handle. He said he was going to Tangier and 

getting help. 

     He arrived in Tangier early the next 

morning and went straight to the crystal 

merchant. He asked the crystal servant if he 

could get a large force of men and help him 

attack a war party. The merchant never 

hesitated and went to work. By the end of the 

day, the merchant had a hundred able-bodied 

men and they all had weapons and animals to 

ride. They planned their attack and left the 

next morning that way so they could set up at 

night to attack by surprise. 

     The battle was intense and there were 

many men lost on both sides. The town of 

Tangier was victorious though, and all the 

captured were released after all the weapons 

had been confiscated. The men who were left 

from Tangier could take home what weapons 

they wanted, and the rest were given to the 

merchant as a thank you for everything he did. 

Many from Tangier were wounded and among 

them was Santiago. He was shot twice 

through his shoulder, but the bullets had 

pierced all the way through his shoulder. They 

all prayed and thanked God for getting them 

through the battle. 

     Santiago and Fatima were home in less 

than a week after the battle. Santiago gave 

them a Catholic wedding, and it was 

performed in the abandoned church that 



Santiago bought. They lived to be ninety-

seven and ninety-five and had three children, 

two boys and one girl. They raised sheep on 

their land and all their children became 

extremely prosperous when they grew up. 

 

Benjamin Simmons, IV, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 
 
Life of Peace (No More War) 

Parody of ABBA’s “Dancing Queen” 

 

We can live. Please don’t fight. 

It’s worth staying alive. 

No more war, don’t you see? 

Living the Life of Peace! 

 

The war’s ended, the lives are low. 

Not wanting to do this again, you know? 

If we conspire to do this, not in secret please. 

Just tell everyone what you mean. 

Please don’t kill if we’re on your sea. 

We’re free to navigate as we please! 

No war. Please is the life now. 

No more murdering. 

Now you’re feeling relaxed. 

No worrying of attacks.  

 

You know there’s no more war.  

All are free, everything’s peachy keen! 

No more war. Don’t fight please. 

Love all you see! 

We can live. Please don’t fight. 

It’s worth staying alive 

No more war, don’t you see? 

Living the Life of Peace! 

 

France is getting all its land back 

Including disputed land of Alsace. 

And now Austria-Hungary is its own country. 

Yes, we’re feeling relaxed. 

No worrying of attacks. 

 

You know there’s no more war. 

All are free, everything’s peachy keen! 

No more war. Please don’t fight. 

Love all you see! 

We can live. Please don’t fight.  

It’s worth staying alive 

No more war, don’t you see? 

Living the Life of Peace! 

 

Emily Swindell-Creque, 8th Grade, MECHS 

Are we being lied to about the Yellowstone 

Volcano? 

 

     Do you think a super volcano erupting and 

potentially ending the world is possible? Or do 

you think it is all fallacy? There is plenty of 

information to back up the possibility of an 

eruption. It’s right underneath Yellowstone 

National Park. If it were to explode, part of 

America would be destroyed. All of America 

would get blanketed in ash. A super volcano 

would not only affect America; it would affect 

the whole world. 

     The volcanic ash is full of tiny particles of 

glass. If inhaled, a person is basically 

shredding their lungs slowly. The ash would 

cover the sky for years. Crops would fail to 

grow. There would be food shortages 

everywhere. The water quality would be bad. 

The ash would keep the sun's heat from 

completely penetrating the earth, making it 

colder.  

     A news report was released on July 20, 

1981 detailing how a man and his dog had 

driven through the park. The man let his dog 

out of the vehicle and the dog ran to one of the 

springs, which was supposed to be a normal 

temperature. The dog started to yelp, and in 

an attempt to save the dog, the man died in 

the spring. Also, a recent case stated that the 

road at Yellowstone “Melted because of the 

sun.” The magma’s heat actually melted the 

road, and it isn't even above ground. 

     If the volcano has a violent eruption it would 

cause the areas surrounding it to have about 

thirteen feet of ash. Areas far away would 

have many inches of ash. In fact, a roof can 

collapse just by having 20 centimeters of wet 

ash on it.  The ash clouds can cause lightning 

storms and rain, turning the ash into a cement-

like substance. If you were to inhale even a 

little bit of the ash, you could suffocate, 

because the ash mixes with the moisture in 

your lungs, causing your lungs to fill with the 

concrete-like substance suffocating you. 

     Every million years there is a violent 

eruption that spreads ash hundreds of 

kilometers. Some scientists are predicting that 

when the next one happens it could cause ash 

to spread so far that the ash cloud would 

spread ash all over the world because of the 

winds. Scientists have actually stated that in 

the next 80 years there is a 10% possibility for 

Yellowstone to erupt. We are currently in a 

time period called a “Volcano Season.” A 

super volcano is more likely to erupt in the 

next 300 years than any other time.  

     Most people probably don’t know the true 

dangers of Yellowstone. The magma chamber 

is so big it would fill the Grand Canyon 11.2 

times. The gas pressure would cause the first 

explosion. The pressure would be so much the 

lava wouldn’t be leaving the magma chamber 

quick enough, causing more eruptions. It 

would erupt for a week or more, spewing ash 

everywhere. The chamber would soon empty, 

and the mountains above ground would 

collapse into the ground thousands of feet 

primarily due to no support causing giant 

earthquakes.  

     On April 15, 2016, a 7.8 earthquake 

affected Ecuador and Japan, which resulted in 

a volcano erupting in Mexico. The ring of fire is 

experiencing more activity, and the 

earthquake is a sign of more earthquakes to 

come. If there are more earthquakes, that 

makes volcano activity more likely. 

     In 1959 there was an earthquake that 

erupted at a magnitude 7.3. In 2014, there 

was an earthquake that erupted at a 

magnitude 4.8. The Yellowstone caldera 

moves 6 centimeters a year. This is the most it 

has moved in our modern history. If a small 

crack were to go from the surface all the way 

down to the magma chamber, it would be 

enough to cause an eruption. 

     Have I convinced you yet? Scientists say 

they don’t know how a super eruption works. 

So who is to say it couldn’t happen tomorrow 

or 10,000 years from now? I hope you receive 

the proper knowledge from what I have had to 

say. Take into consideration where you live in 

the future and how an event like this would 

affect you.  

     In reality, we don’t know when such a 

catastrophic event could happen. But there 

are reasons to back up that it could happen 

tomorrow. The possibility is there, so take 

precaution.  

     May I ask again if you think a super 

volcano erupting and potentially ending the 

world is a possibility or is it all fallacy? 

 

Emily Harris, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

(All sources referred to were cited properly 

according to MLA Formatting and Style.) 

 



Edith Goldberg, Holocaust Survivor 

 

     Hi, my name is Edith Goldberg. I was born 

on May 13th, 1928, in Kaiserslautern, 

Germany. I grew up in Teschenmoschel, 

Germany until I was ten. I had a normal, happy 

childhood with my parents Hirsch and Lena 

(Wagner) Goldberg, and my sister, Irmgard 

Goldberg, making hay in the summer and 

toboggans in the winter. 

     The Nazis ruled for all the Jewish children 

to leave school, but our mother was 

responsible for several elderly relatives which 

made it difficult for her to consider leaving.  My 

mother worked hard to try to get us out of 

Germany. She contacted the refugee 

committee in England who managed to find 

two families in Leeds, England who lived next 

door to each other and were willing to take in 

my sister and me as refugees. 

     My parents then took us to Frankfurt, 

Germany to meet the other children travelling 

out of Germany. We were put in the hands of 

two 16-year-old girls. I can remember my 

mother crying and my father looking 

heartbroken. Nazi officials got onto the train at 

the German border to make sure the children 

didn't take any possessions with them. I had a 

doll and both my sister and I were wearing 

little rings along with tiny necklaces that our 

mother gave us.  

     I am so lucky to have found a good foster 

family who treated me the same as they did 

their own children. The Craskins had three 

daughters who were slightly older than me. 

Even now, I am still very friendly with my 

adoptive sisters. However, my younger sister 

was less happy. After the war was over she 

went to live with our cousins in Belgium where 

she met and married a Frenchman. I went to 

stay with my cousins in Belgium, but after a 

year I came back to my job and family in 

Leeds. 

     I returned to Teschenmoschel on several 

occasions. I have been back to the house that 

used to be my family home. I even made 

contact with a friend from school who still lives 

in Germany. Sadly, I know little about my real 

parents other than they were transported to 

the Camp de Gurs in 1940 and then to 

Auschwitz in 1942 where they were never 

seen again. I died in 2013. 

 

Makenzie Sadler, 7th Grade, MECHS 

The Coastal Plain 

 

     The Coastal Plain region is a wonderful 

place to live, work and play.  If you want to live 

in the Coastal Plain, there are many wonderful 

things to do! If you are a city person, then if 

you move here you can still live in the city. 

There are many cities like Raleigh, 

Jacksonville, Fayetteville and more. If you just 

want to come to relax, then you should live in 

places like Tidewater or Elizabeth City. You 

can play at golf courses, go to the beach, or 

even just swim. If you are looking for a job 

then work on a fish farm. You will sell oysters, 

fish, crabs, and clams. 

     If you are looking for a new job come to the 

Coastal Plain! Wildlife is one of the many jobs 

you can have. There are tons of wildlife areas 

like the National Parks that are here. If you are 

a vegetarian or not, then there are plenty of 

farms to work on. Plus the job pays a lot of 

money! If you are a filmmaker, that is fantastic! 

There are six film making studios in 

Wilmington and more in other places too.  

     If you love outdoor activities then you 

should come to the Coastal Plain! There are 

many National seashores. You can swim, take 

long walks on the beach, build sand castles, 

and, of course, fish. There are many wonderful 

festivals here, too! There is the Edington 

Peanut Festival and the Azalea Festival. 

There are so many lighthouses here. There 

are so many lighthouses like the Ocracoke, 

Hatteras, and the Bodie Island Lighthouse.  

     In conclusion, the coastal plain is a 

wonderful place to live, work, and play! Come 

live in the coastal plain, work in the coastal 

plain, and visit coastal life. The Coastal Plain: 

a wonderful way to spend your day. 

 

Maren Donlon, 4th Grade, Ocracoke School 

 

 

 
The Cat Limerick 

 

There once was a big fat yellow cat 

Who wanted to live in a hat 

He said no to a house 

Because he was afraid of a mouse 

So he settled for under a mat! 

 

Ronald Contreras, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

Journey Through the Digestive System:  

Tamales 

 

     I was sitting on a white, cold piece of 

ceramic. Other tamales were there with me 

too. This silvery trident appeared from the 

heavens, piercing my body! As I was being 

carried toward a dark pit, some of my fellow 

companions didn’t make it and fell back 

towards the round, cold object. When I 

entered there were high white towers pushing 

down and chopping some of the first into 

mush, some into halves. 

     I managed to escape in two small halves, 

but then something landed on me. It seemed 

as if it were raining inside, then something 

squishy started pushing me down. I didn’t fall 

down, but I was being pushed down slowly. At 

the end I fell down into this greenish acid that 

burned, breaking me and some others into 

smaller pieces. I was in there for about three 

hours. 

     Afterwards, something opened in the 

bottom sucking me in. When I entered the 

hole, I was being broke down some more from 

the chemicals and entered another place 

which also mixed chemicals with me and 

broke me up more than the last. Then there 

was a tube-like tunnel with hair-like things 

taking part of my substances. The tunnel was 

long, but it led to a shorter tunnel. All the water 

that was with me was now gone. 

     I laid there for about a day until I became 

more of a solid than I usually was and I 

changed to a brownish color. I was then sent 

into a chamber for about an hour. From there I 

was pushed down until I could see the light, 

and I fell down into the water with a plop. I saw 

a full moon put cloth over it and walked away. 

I stood there for about two hours until a giant 

entered with a disgusted face. He got closer to 

what was holding the water and I was swirling 

round and round. Good Bye! 

 

Carlos Garcia, 7th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Hummingbirds 

 

Whoosh! Like a speeding car 

They hum to communicate 

Fly and migrate south 

 

Oliva Morales, 7th Grade, MECHS 



The Hardships for Wealth 

 

December 21, 1849 

     My name is Garrett Harrison. I have just 

woken to do my daily chores. I live in a cabin 

with a small family, but we are not very 

wealthy. We are poor. We have to make our 

own food and build our own things. My sister 

Stephanie was tending to the garden while I 

was chopping wood. Suddenly I heard a horse 

heading to our cabin. It was my brother Geoff, 

coming to tell us some gossip that he heard in 

the village as usual. But something was 

different. He seemed more excited than usual. 

     “Brother! Brother!” Geoff bellowed, “I have 

great news! I heard that a fellow found some 

gold over in California! This is our chance to 

become rich and get out of this dump!”  

     “Are you serious? We have to go to 

California now!” I yelled. 

     “We must leave now, Garrett. We have to 

make plans to leave. Let’s use the rest of our 

money to prepare for this journey.” 

     “What if we don’t find gold in California? 

We won’t have any money.” 

     “That’s why we will not come back until we 

find gold. Plus, you are the best miner in town. 

I guarantee we will find gold.” 

     “Go tell Stephanie. I’ll invite our family and 

friends to go with us. I will also start the 

preparations right now!” 

      “Okay, brother.” 

      I went to cabin while Geoff ran to the 

garden. 

 

December 22, 1849 

     While I set up our provisions, Geoff 

gathered our family and friends for this risky 

journey. No telling what would happen. We 

have 27 close family and friends with us and 

18 cattle. I went walking to the cabin when I 

heard a donkey walking towards me. The 

creature looked like he was mid-aged with 

gray fur and big ears. 

    I spoke, “Hey fella, how did you get here?”  

The donkey stood silent and just stared at 

me. “Are you lost?” 

    The donkey turned around and walked 

away. I followed him to wherever he went.  

“Why are you leaving? I bet you’re a friendly 

fella.” I soon found out he wasn’t so friendly 

when he kicked me in the face. The next thing 

I know, the lights were starting to fade. 

 

December 25, 1849 

    I was awoken by a woman who seemed my 

age, and I realized I was inside a covered 

wagon wrapped in a blanket.  

    “Garrett?” said the woman, “Are you alright? 

Do you need some water?”  

     “Who am I?” I muttered. “Where am I? 

What’s going on? Who are you?” 

     “Garrett, it’s me, your sister Stephanie.” 

     “Sister?” 

     “Geoff!” she worriedly shouted, “Come 

here! We have a problem!” 

     Soon the wagon stopped and a man who 

was riding on of the front of the wagon soon 

came in and crawled towards me. 

     “Stephanie,” he said, “What is wrong?” 

     “Garrett has amnesia. This is going to be a 

problem.” she replied. 

     “Watch over him. We must stop. There’s 

too much snow!” 

     “How are the other wagons?” 

     Geoff sighed, “One of wagons was 

attacked by Native Americans. The three 

people on that wagon were all scalped. Two 

people from another wagon were shot as they 

tried to defend the other wagon.” 

     Stephanie looked concerned, “What 

happened to the Native Americans?” 

     “Some of them were killed while the others 

retreated because they were vastly 

outnumbered.” 

     “So we have to stay here for the night?” 

asked Garrett. 

     “Yes,” said Geoff. 

     Knowing we had to stay here for the night 

or possibly longer worried me because we 

were in a blizzard and Native Americans were 

nearby. I must now hope for the best as 

another day comes to an end. 

 

March 17, 1850 

     I haven’t been able to write in my journal 

lately due to the hardships we’ve faced. There 

are three wagons remaining. I found that my 

mother gave birth to a baby girl a few days 

ago, but not that long after the Natives came 

and attacked my mother, my father, and my 

new baby sister. My brother Geoff couldn’t 

watch those Natives scalp our parents. The 

knife stabbed into the scalp and peeled it off. 

My baby sister had a more violent death. She 

was thrown onto the ground, covered in sticks, 

and then burned.  

     Suddenly, I heard the screech of Native 

Americans warning us that they were coming. 

This journey has been a disaster and it’s all 

because that stupid yellow metal. It has kept 

me going, but has brought so much 

destruction to this family. With only seven of 

us left, we can hope to make it to California 

and gain our wealth. With only a few days left 

to go, we will avenge the death of our 

relatives. This is our destiny. 

 

March 23, 1850 

     We’ve finally made it to California. After a 

few months we finally made it! This is our 

chance to become wealthy. But there is only 

one wagon left. It holds my sister, my brother, 

and me. I wish my memory would’ve returned 

by now. But it’s time to end this journey. 

     We came out of the wagon with our 

pickaxes and other mining tools. We started 

digging and we found gold. And more gold. 

And more gold! Suddenly, Geoff found a patch 

full of gold. But he made the mistake of yelling 

it out loud and he got the attention of other 

miners. They came over and threatened to kill 

us. Soon we were surrounded. 

     One miner spoke, “Give us all your gold 

and we’ll let you live.”   

     We refused and the miners attacked. 

     Suddenly it all came back to me: the 

preparations, my childhood, and being a 

master miner.  

     “My memory!” I exclaimed, “It’s returned!” 

     “You’re serious?” asked Geoff. 

     “Yes, brother. My name is Garrett Harrison, 

master miner. And this is who I am!” 

     I took my pickaxe and attacked many 

miners, one by one, killing many. But I was 

nearly killed myself. One miner came up from 

behind me. Geoff decided to risk his life for me 

and tackled the miner into a giant hole. That 

was the last time I saw my brother.  

    As I wiped the tears from my face, I knew 

we had won. It was just Stephanie and me 

standing in the end. We took our gold and 

went back home. 

 

August 27, 1850 

     I have finally made it back home. I had lost 

many family members including my brother. 

But I came back with a $500,000 dollars worth 

of gold. My journey had finally ended. But 

without my brother my life was meaningless. 



My sister had also died from disease on the 

journey back. 

    I decided to give my gold to the town. So I 

leave my final entry as a suicide note. My 

greediness has cost the lives of all my family 

members. I’m all alone. So I will join my family. 

I have a knife in my hand ready to end it all. 

My true journey has finally ended. 

 

Jose Guzman and Jackson Harris, 8th 

Grade, MECHS 

 

Frederick Douglass 

 

Frederick Douglass, originally named 

Frederick Bailey, was born on a plantation in 

Talbot County, Maryland. His mother was a 

slave. When Frederick was born, he became a 

slave, too. He did not know who his father was 

or the exact fate of his birth. He later picked 

February 14 to celebrate as his birthday and 

estimated that he was born in 1818. 

 

Douglas Chappell, 9th Grade, MECHS 

 

Touching the Stars 

 
 

Aidan Cuthrell, Pre-K, MES 

What is Santa’s Story? 

 

     How did Santa become Santa? He has lots 

of names . . . Kris Kringle . . . and old Saint 

Nick. We see him in parades or on posters 

and many other places. The original Santa 

lived in the fourth century in southwestern 

Turkey. He was the bishop of Myra. He was 

credited with doing a number of miracles 

involving sailors and children. When he died, 

this led him to become the patron saint of both 

groups as well for unmarried girls. Since he 

was a saint, he was given his own ‘’feast day’’ 

that was celebrated on December 6th. When 

he died Pope Julius was born. The Pope 

decided to change it to December 25th.  Saint 

Nicholas’ feast day also became associated 

with December 25th and Christmas was 

established. The tradition was said he would 

visit people’s homes on Christmas Eve and 

children would place nuts, apples, sweets, and 

other things to welcome him. The tradition took 

up much of Europe but then it dropped in most 

Protestant countries. In Holland they called 

him “Sinter Klass.”. After this tradition came 

to the United States, “Sinter Klass” would 

become Santa Claus. 

 

Elsie Kattenburg, 4th Grade, Ocracoke 

School 

 

 

Letter During War: October 18, 1914 

 

Dear Margot, 

 

I have not seen you in months. I’d much 

rather be home right now. I don’t like it here 

at all. The trenches are muddy and there is 

always someone dying. There are all kinds of 

diseases and the rats are everywhere! Every 

day is a struggle. I really don’t get much 

sleep so most of the time I am sleepy. (I get 

about one hour of sleep every night.) When 

we are not fighting or doing chores, we play 

cards. For breakfast we usually eat bacon 

and drink tea. An hour before daylight and an 

hour after daylight someone has to “stand-to”, 

which means they have to stay on high-alert 

for enemy attack. I got to go, so write me 

back. I love and miss you! Tell everyone that 

I miss them too! Sincerely, Your love. 

 

Riley Gibbs, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 

 

Kloey Sadler, Kindergarten, MES 

 

 

 

Linear Equations Stained Glass Project 

 

Starlyn Swain, 8th Grade, MECHS 

 


