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Dear Readers,
Welcome to the eighth edition of “Through the Pages,” a publication of
Hyde County Schools created to showcase samples of student artwork
and writings. Students from various grades and all schools have
submitted work to be included in this edition of “Through the Pages”.
The cover artwork by Candy Gutierrez and poem by Emilia Jordan are
symbolic of what I see as the true sense of our worth as we set course
and navigate the many paths of our journey through life. The pencil and
its many hues is a tool that can be used to create or destroy or leave
such a lasting impression that alters lives forever. The quote from Indian
Author Vikrmn “Life is like a painting. Imagine it, hit and try drawing with
the pencil of first steps, fill in the colors of happiness, correct the
mistakes with eraser of love and forgiveness; thus, one dream project is
accomplished. Create such masterpieces just like that.” is reflective in
the poem by Emilia and in the artwork by Candy. The pencil is used to
create wonderful masterpieces of art or invaluable manuscripts that
chronicle one’s existence and is used by others as a guide of what to do
or what not to do. The pencil is used to take one to distant places while
simultaneously allowing one to hold close to cherished memories and
share them on canvas. Let the pencil in its many colors carry you on
your way through life. Be sure that your pencil has an eraser as life
affords many opportunities for mistakes and start-overs. “What’s a pencil
without a piece of paper? What’s me without the world?” Emilia Jordan.
Thank you to all of the students who submitted artwork and drawings for
inclusion in this publication. Finally, 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 you.

It is a wondrous thing to consider how each of us becomes inspired to
learn new things throughout our lives. It is even more wondrous to watch
the development of our children as they, too, learn new things as they
create, craft, and become more confident in what they produce. No
matter our age, children have the power to inspire.
This edition of “Through the Pages,” a collaborative effort among many
individuals, students and teachers, represents a vast collection of
student talent not only spanning different grade levels, but spanning
different content areas.
This year’s student submissions include various styles of artwork as well
as different genres of writing such as fictional pieces and poetry.
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 Mr. Ashley Vansant, President and
Publisher of the Washington Daily News as well as his staff. Special
appreciation is expressed to Candy Gutierrez for designing this edition’s
cover. Of course, a special thank you is extended to Dr. Randolph
Latimore for being the inspiration behind “Through the Pages”.
We hope that you will find “Through the Pages” to be truly inspiring!
Mrs. Sandy Carawan, Adviser
Mattamuskeet Early College High School


“Moments of Happiness”

We hope that you enjoy this edition of “Through the Pages”!
Randolph H. Latimore, Sr., Ed. D.
School Superintendent
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COVER DESIGN
Candy Gutierrez, Grade 11, Mattamuskeet Early College High School

(An Excerpt from a Short Story)
We all have good intentions, just sometimes they don’t end up as you
planned. Sometimes our lives change, in ways we never expected.
Maybe the changes are good or maybe they are bad. No one sets out to
be evil. They just end up that way. Life takes you where it wants you to
go, not where you should be. Overnight things can happen that will
forever change your life. People have a way of getting into trouble, which
is a part of being human. The ongoing struggle of life is something
everyone must go through. Some just handle it better than others.
That is how we lost everything. You wouldn’t have been chosen for this
life if you weren’t ready, that is what you have to tell yourself everyday
when you wake up. Life doesn’t wait for you to catch up, it just keeps
going. I figured that out the hard way. We all have good and bad days. I
don’t remember my last good day. Cherish those moments of happiness.
They may be your last hope. Your experiences make you who you are,
they said, well maybe I don’t want to be who I am. The bad things will
catch up to you, maybe I deserve it.
Maybe we all do.
Iris McClain, Grade 7, Ocracoke

Home

Winning Point
Packed with people,
The gymnasium is still, stifled by
Silence -- in the air.
Eyes are on me from all directions,
Darting from me to the scoreboard,
Back to each other.
No pressure at all.
I ignore them.
I step behind the white line,
The whistle is blown.
It's time to serve.
My mother shouting,
My name becomes muffled.

A Passion of Mine
I slowly dip my brush,
In the paint next to me.
I run the brush across the canvas,
Leaving a trace of color behind.
Vibrant colors
Jumping out at me
Like popcorn!
Creating a new image.
Each stroke, each touch,
Full of inspiration.
The clock runs rapidly
Interrupting time.

Vanessa Lora, Grade 10, Ocracoke

Life
Life is a challenge - meet it
Life is a gift - accept it
Life is a sorrow - overcome it
Life is a tragedy - face it
Life is a mystery - unfold it
Life is an opportunity - take it
Life is a promise - complete it
Life is a struggle - fight it
Life is a goal - achieve it
Life is love - love it
Life is adventurous- have fun
Life is a task - perform it
Life is a game - beat it
Life is a beauty - praise it
Life is great - make something better of it
Life is a celebration - enjoy it

I cushion the ball between fingertips.
It bounces back to me.
The crowd watches in bewilderment.
They listen:
The echoing vibration
Of this perfectly rounded ball,
From my hand to the floor,
Back to my hand.

A splash of ideas,
A touch of creativity,
The swipe of a brush
A passion of mine.
Elena Contreras, Grade 9, MECHS

Out of my hand it soars
In a matter of seconds.
I pray it gets over.
The opponents pose in precise position
Waiting to receive the serve.
My eyes are open.
I return to position.
I see the ball.
Time is frozen.
But I see the serve skim the net.
I score! We win!

Emily Swindell-Creque, Grade 10, MECHS

Destiny Chance, Grade 9, MECHS
I look over.
The fans.
Smiles.
Laughter.
Hugs.
You can see the excitement in their eyes.
No longer still,
The team and fans
Swarm the court,
Filled with love.
It's a win for the books.

Butterfly and the Flowers

Molly Zedd, Grade 8, MECHS
Thatch Clarke, Grade 7, MECHS

Chloe O’Neal, Kindergarten, Ocracoke

Sixth Grade
In sixth grade,
That awkward phase,
That phase between childhood
And adolescence.
A two year long passion,
Word after word,
Page after page,
Chapter after chapter,
Book after book.
I had developed an addiction,
An addiction to words,
An addiction to minuscule letters.
So compelling, like the serpent
That caused the fall.
That stack of books— a bottle of temptation,
I craved it.
I lost it . . .
That stack of books about as tall
As my person,
Dwindled and diminished.
This time, however, it was different.
I craved something more,
Something powerful.
Books—
I was going through withdrawal.
I longed for something . . .
My body itched and ached.
But for what?
In sixth grade,
You, the page, beckoned to me.
“Hello,” you said.
You opened your arms to me.
“I’ll guide you,” you promised.
“It’s you and me. Just us against
This huge and scary world.”
You gave me a smile.
“Let’s do great things.”
I took your hand that year.
You guided me.
Words— Chapters—
They flowed from my fingers,
Flowed like water from a pitcher.
I tattooed you with ink.
You, once a blank canvas,

Now something entirely my own.
There is no you without me.
There is no me without you.
In seventh grade,
Tattoo after tattoo on your skin.
My once amateur skills
Had been honed,
All thanks to you.
I wasn’t the best,
But I was happy nonetheless.
Then that changed.
Before us was a series of steps.
Each one taller than the next.
I didn’t know
Why the water from that pitcher didn’t flow.
I had nothing.
No ideas.
My brain was betraying me.
It seemed that I had emptied that pitcher.
I went through this
On and off,
On and off.
The pitcher was filled,
The pitcher was empty.
Continuous, continuous, continuous.
Despite
Having that series of steps.
Despite
My struggles,
You were there.
And you guided me.
You stayed true to your word.
Tenth grade.
My skills being perfected.
Your tattoos— the beauty they hold,
Each one better than the previous.
In sixth grade,
You, the page, beckoned to me.
“Hello,” you said.
You opened your arms to me.
“I’ll guide you,” you promised.
“It’s you and me.
Just us against this huge and scary world.”
You gave me a smile.
“Let’s do great things.”

I’m nothing much yet,
I’m aware.
But you still guide me.
You’re still with me.
There is no you without me,
And no me without you.
With me,
You have grown and changed.
With you, I did too.
Laney Gibbs, Grade 10, MECHS

The Tennis Game Ending
There were four girls playing tennis.
The two teams both had four wins.
If one team wins one more time,
That team wins the game.
Team 1 is now serving the ball.
The girl is being watched by the crowd.
She waits,
Breathes,
And after her suspense,
She throws it up in the air and hits the ball.
But the hit isn’t perfect.
She hit the ball as low as fog.
But she does not understand why
The ball went as fast as a cheetah.
The ball dashes,
Bounces,
Goes really low,
And right after that,
Hits the net,
Bounces backwards,
Hits her in the face so hard,
Then bounces to the net again.
The ball made a hole in the net and
Goes to the other team.
Team 2 hits the ball to Team 1,
And it goes through the hole.
But Team 1 fails to hit the ball.
The ball went on its second bounce,
And Team 2 has won the game.
Team 1 has lost,
The server ended up with a black eye, and
They fixed the hole in the net before they left.
Abby Rebstock, Grade 7, MECHS

Georgie the Ghost!!!
Once upon a time there was a little boy named
Georgie. He was a very nice kid who did well
in school. He got A’s and at home he always
did well. One day he went outside to play in
the rain with his paper boat. When he was
running he didn’t see the rock that he was
about to trip over. So while he was having fun
he tripped over the rock and became
unconscious.
The next day he woke up in the hospital with
his brother, mom, dad, and his best friend. He
said, “I can’t breathe well and I don’t feel
good.” He was closing his eyes and about to
die but Georgie said one last word while his
mom cried and screamed for help. He said, “I
love you, Bill, and I love all of you.” Bill
screamed, “NOOOOOOOOOO!!!”
Georgie died, but he was mad at Bill for not
being there with him when he was outside.
Someone should have had someone there
with him. So he decided to haunt Bill. Bill was
in his house building his Lego’s when he
heard a huge plate shatter on the ground. It
was early in the morning and his mom was
asleep and his dad was at work. He thought
Georgie was haunting him but he said Georgie
is dead and there is no such thing as ghosts.
But then suddenly he heard a scream coming
from his mom’s room. He hurried downstairs to
save his mom, but she wasn’t screaming
because of Georgie. She was screaming at a
frog that hopped into his house. He was
relieved that she wasn’t being haunted by
Georgie. So he took the frog out of the house
and the frog merrily hopped away.
Bill was about to go upstairs when suddenly
his dad got home.
Bill said, “What’s wrong, Dad?”
His dad said, “They fired me for no reason. I
was just walking past the post office and for
some reason a coffee cup spilled on the first
ever new laptop that our factory just invented,
the Fixer Upper 9000. All I did was just walk
by, but some ghost or something flew by me.
Yeah, that’s all I can explain, but I should get
some rest. Go do your homework and I’ll be up
there in a bit.”

Bill thought this was strange. He wanted to get
his friends to help him, but they would just
think it was a bunch of baloney. He went up to
his room and then he heard something that
said, “Bill. Why weren’t you there for me? You
left me alone and I died. You’re a meanie.”
Bill ran up to his room as fast as he could. But
when he was running, he had thoughts of
Georgie. This time Bill tripped, but he was
okay. Then Bill had an idea. He decided to
summon Georgie and take him down once
and for all, but it would take a while. He asked
his friends to do it with him. They said, “Yes.”
His friends’ names were Bev, Mikey, Richie,
Eddie, Allister, Joey, Sean and Ben. They all
said they didn’t have a spell book, but then Bill
remembered that Georgie had one for his
magic show. Bill read a spell and suddenly
Georgie appeared. Well, it wasn’t the real
Georgie, but it was the ghost Georgie.
Bill said, “Georgie, please stop haunting the
family.” Georgie told him no, but Bill tried to
convince him. And the answer was still NO.
Bill said, “Fine, but if you won’t stop I’ll stop
you myself.”
Bill started to say funny words and it made him
start to be dead, but not really dead. Bill only
had one hour and twenty-five minutes to stop
Georgie and come back to reality. Suddenly
the house started to spin and then BAM! Bill
went in to stop Georgie. Suddenly Bill was in
Georgie’s reality. Bill was confused. Then
suddenly Georgie popped up. He was still
wearing his raincoat and he had his boat in his
hand.
Bill said, “Georgie, it is not my fault that you
died. You must’ve not seen a rock or
something that you tripped over.” Suddenly Bill
heard a huge BAM and this time all his friends
were there to help him defeat Georgie. Bill told
them to stay but they must’ve followed him in.
Then suddenly Georgie knocked Bill over and
cut him. Bill remembered this was a fake
reality so he could do anything he wanted to
do. He just had to think of it. Then Bill thought
of the thing Georgie was afraid of the most—
CLOWNS! Bill thought of the scariest clown he
could imagine and then BAM! There IT was,
the clown that Bill thought of. Bill figured out
that he could control the clown by him doing

the movements. Bill started to run in place and
the clown was running toward Georgie.
Georgie was frightened and said, “Alright. I’ll
stop haunting the family, but you have to do
one thing. You have to complete the 500-piece
Lego set that I never finished and it is beside
the costumes in the basement. Then we’ll see
how it goes.”
To Be Continued.
The End.
Uriel Guerrero, Grade 5, Ocracoke

A Voice from the Past
Well, friend, I've been there.
I’ve seen it all.
Life for me hasn't always been a perfect game.
There's been muddy slides.
Full count strike outs.
Places where the white line has disappeared.
Dusty air.
Barely seeing through.
But through every inning,
I’ve kept taking my lead,
Being aggressive,
Taking advantage of every pass ball.
I’ve been running fast,
Playing hard,
And rounding bags,
Standing in the field,
Hearing the crowd cheer
Where my surroundings are a blur and
Everyone’s focused on the pitch.
The crowd falls silent, silent
As the ball crosses the plate.
“STRIKE THREE!!!” the umpire yells.
Friend, don't give up.
A strikeout is a lesson.
A second chance to get back up
And try harder.
Sometimes you have to be broken down
To be built back up again.
Don’t let them walk you now.
Hit a homerun and show everyone
What you’ve got.
I'm still batting in the box.
And life for me hasn’t always been
A perfect game.
Kaidynce Swain, Grade 8, MECHS

Grandfather Israel

Self Portrait

Uncle to Niece
Well, ole’ girl, lemme tell you:
Life for me has been a maze.
It’s had dead ends,
Obstacles that’ll drag you down and under,
And haystacks,
And sometimes you’re just lost--Alone.
But I’ve still kept going,
Making more turns,
And being mislead,
And finding new challenges,
And sometimes finding darkness
Where there ain’t been no light.
So, girl, don’t you stop now.
Don’t end that trail of footsteps
‘Cause I rayten life will always be tough.
Don’t you fall now Look at me chick. I’m still going,
Even though it’s been a rough maze.

I just want you to know
You mean the world to me
Even though I hadn’t said goodbye
I am blessed to know that you said goodbye
God had saw you getting tired
And a cure was not to be
With tearful eyes
We know he faded away
Although we loved him dearly
He could not stay
God broke our hearts
Only to prove to us
He only takes the best
Oh, Grandfather Israel, we miss you dearly
We were all so weary
But to know you loved me
Was all I needed to know
A heart that I admired had stopped beating
Hardworking hands that I respected
Had stopped working
And death had came upon
My Grandfather Israel
I miss and love you Grandpa Israel

Le’Anna Faye Farrow, Grade 8, MECHS

Monochromatic Twilight
Ronald Contreras, Grade 6, Ocracoke
Dy’amond Farrow, Grade 12, MECHS

Light and Darkness
Light and darkness
Don't you see
Or can you not,
Because of your battle within
The light shines
Whilst the darkness’s lack of illumination
Makes the mind
As dark as the deepest hole of eternity

Emilia Jordan, Grade 6, Ocracoke

But whilst the dark covers
The light shines through
And makes it possible to see
My blindness cured
Light and darkness, like yin and yang
Live inside us
Each opposing force fighting to come out
Which will you choose?
Heavenly Daniels, Grade 9, MECHS
Violeta Morales, Grade 1, Ocracoke

Malli Harrell, Grade 1, Ocracoke

Calavera

Ronald Contreras, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Dad to Son

Global Warming

Son, I want you to know,
Life for me hasn't been a homerun.
It’s had strikeouts in it,
And missed bases,
And shoes untied,
And places with no dirt on the field—
Hard.
But all the time
I'm just running on,
And reaching goals,
And setting new ones,
And sometimes going in the grass
Where there ain't been no dirt.
So, boy, don't you quit on me.
Don't you stop for a break.
Don't you give up now I'm still going on, Bud.
I'm just running on.
And life for me hasn't been a homerun.

Deanna Randalls, Grade 12, MECHS

Deacon Etheridge, Grade 8, MECHS
You Promised
You said it was the last time
You said that you were done
You said you wanted to try
You Promised

Cosmic

I thought it was the last time
I thought you were done
I thought you wanted to try
I thought you Promised
But you did
You Promised

Jade Bryant, Grade 12, MECHS

Op Art

Why wasn’t it the last time?
Why weren’t you done?
Why didn’t you try?
Why did you Promise?
Because you did
You Promised
Next time you won’t have to make it
The last time
Next time you don’t have to be done
Next time you don’t have to try
Next time I won’t care
Because next time I won’t be there
I Promise
Katie Kinnion, Grade 7, Ocracoke

Teresa Hadley, Grade 11, Ocracoke

Dibhani Santiago, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Perseverance

Self Portrait

I saw Perseverance clearly.
She was short and thick.
She lingered around in the sun and her hair
Wisped in the crisp air.
I saw her bright blue eyes blend with the sky.
And I heard her slow country voice
Echoing in the hollow air.
And I felt inspiration from her heart
When she whispered, “Don’t give up.”
Ever since that day I’ve remembered
To strive to do my best,
Keep my head held high, and never give up.
Monterra Gibbs, Grade 11, MECHS

Kaidynce Swain, Grade 8, MECHS

Dreamer

Sophia Pugh, Grade 11, MECHS

Crater

Death
The life of a person may be short.
The life of a person may be long.
The life of a person is like a ticking time bomb,
That's about to blow
Death, on the other hand, is a black soul
That sneaks in at night and
Steals the heart and soul of man.
The sobbing of the family that has lost a soul,
The rolling of the body that is peacefully
Resting in bed,

Tristan Berry, Grade 9, MECHS
Death and life go hand and hand.
When it comes it’s going to be heartbreaking,
When it comes we’re going to be sad,
But when it comes we’re going to be ready.

Koi

Aryanna Meekins, Grade 9, MECHS
Vanessa Lora, Grade 10, Ocracoke
Bug Party
The Girl Down the Lane
There is a girl down the lane
Called Cherrytree Chain
She is always on a cherry tree
With her nose in a book
Whenever I look, she is hooked
She laughs and she gets angry
But she never cries
I wish I could read a book. Oh well, I tried.
Alyssa Bryan, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Daria Mendez Amador, Kindergarten,
Ocracoke

Jacob Daniels, Grade 5, Ocracoke

Kiss of Death

He left mine.
This day was the worst day
Out of my thirteen years of living.
The pain was real when I lost his touch,
But I never imagined it’d hurt this much.
To this day, I am reminded of April 22, 2017.
I am reminded how he left me.
I am also reminded of how he is living
The best life and walking
The golden streets of Heaven.
It is hard.
It is painful.
But it has made me stronger,
Mentally, physically and spiritually.
I think of how blessed I am
To have celebrated
Thirteen years of life with him.
Just, Cancer.
Molly Zedd, Grade 8, MECHS

Teresa Hadley, Grade 11, Ocracoke

The Day He Died
I knew it was coming,
But how could I possibly plan for this?
Everything is grand,
Surrounded by love and comfort, but
With the thought of you –
Might as well be father –
Dying shortly . . . of cancer.
Who would have known?
Cancer.
When this day approached, I knew.
It was real.
My world was speeding,
But this day was driving slow.
Driven by tears, prayer, condolences,
And company.
Cancer, ya know?
What does this word mean to you?
This word is harsh.
This word is mean.
This word is their life now and
This word is painful.
Some may think of cancer as
Pulling, tearing, ripping a family apart.
But this, for me, brought me
Only closer to him.
I never wanted to leave his side . . .
And I never did . . . until

Death
Death is the End
Death is Sadness
Death is as Dark as a moonless night sky
Death is a blinding light
Death is the end to your earthly life
Death is the beginning to your eternal life
Death isn't the end
Death isn't sadness
Death is happiness
Death is your final rest
Death is your first and final beginning
Death is your rebirth
Death is final.
Destiny Chance, Grade 9, MECHS

Henry Clayton, Grade 11, MECHS

This is Life
When I cry I mean it,
I never fake it.
It is a feeling of death,
A feeling of darkness.
Why do people bother being happy?
Because this is life.
This is what we have.
This is what we live.
You can’t get out of it.
You’re gonna be sad your whole life
No matter what.
You’ll try to fight it but trust me, don’t.
You’ll make it worse.
You’ll feel more and more
Pain every day.
That’s why I’ve learned not to fight.
To let things happen.
To be sad.
I can be happy whenever I want.
But the thing is
You can fake happiness,
But you can never fake sadness.
Emilia Jordan, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Maria Stotesberry, Grade 8, MECHS

Barriers I Have Faced
Integrity was a big thing I have overcome and
now I just stick to being me.
Commitment—I love keeping promises.
Keeping promises is a very big thing.
Sometimes my friends tell me secrets and I
promise that I won’t tell. If I tell then that leads
to a word called gossip. If you can’t keep a
promise then that person can’t trust you, which
is another big thing. My mom told me to keep
a secret and I told one of my friends and I told
her not to tell anyone. The next day everyone
knew. I was so disappointed in myself and my
mom was too. I had to prove to her that I can
keep secrets and promises. When my friends
gossip about me, it bothers me. When
someone tells me that someone has been
talking about me I appreciate that so I can tell
an adult. Promises lead to a big thing in life. I
am trying really hard to keep promises. I don’t
want to gossip either, because then if
someone tells me to change, I follow that
person. That leads to a word called integrity.
Bree Loftus, Grade 12, MECHS

My Favorite Hello
I go home to you
And I walk into my room,
Kick off my shoes,
And all I see is you.
I sink into you
And all of your companions.
The soft blankets engulf me,
Feeling like I’m in a bright cloud-like mansion.
The warmness of you
Comforts me
And lures me with every glance.
You give my mind no chance.
You make me wanna rush home,
Like water on the beach.
You are my hardest goodbye,
And my favorite hello.
Samantha Cahoon, Grade 9, MECHS

Following people on what they do makes me
feel like I am not doing the right thing. When
we were doing homework in the classroom
and my friends are finished and I am not, I
leave with them. I rush to get everything done
and by the next day my handwriting is sloppy
and I didn’t get much done. I have to tell
myself to slow down, and not to do everything
my friends do. And that leads to another time
when new activities were being opened in
Ocracoke Performing Arts. I was planning to
do two things. But then when my friend did
everything, I decided to do that too. I was so
busy and I had to squeeze homework in too.
So I decided to do what I wanted to do and not
do what my friends do. I quit some things and I
had to clean and organize my schedule!

Juliette Jordan, Grade 4, Ocracoke

Jimi Hendrix

My opinion about these traits is very
expressive. I usually keep my feelings in, but
now I do something about it. My mom always
tells me to do what makes me happy. I had to
always believe in myself. Integrity is something
I have found, I don’t rush in my homework,
and I do what makes me happy.
Melanie Perez, Grade 5, Ocracoke

David Nucamendi-Mares, Grade 11, MECHS

A Hike in the Woods
Depression.
It’s a word that I don’t use often.
A term that others abuse.
Anyone who has gone through it knows it.
It’s a walk in the woods,
Though you don’t have a trail,
And you lost your map.
You think it’s all okay.
Might not even know you’re lost at first.
Try to stay positive,
Even if things are looking down.

What’s that?
You think you’re hallucinating.
Light?
A passerby has spotted you!
They help you up,
And give you a ride.
You’re finally free,
Right before it was too late.
The healing process takes a while.
In the hospital now.
You’re going to get better.
So happy you were found!

When you finally notice you’re lost,
You try to find your way back.
But you’re too deep in the woods now.

That passerby,
It was someone you know.
You helped them with directions,
So they helped you.

Now you’re hiking through the woods,
But you’re in the valley of the mountains.
It’s a struggle to climb,
But you still have the smallest bit of hope.

Tell your family and friends
What happened to you.
Mistakes were made,
But you have learned.

However, that little hope you had left,
It’s gone.
There are only trees for miles.
No sign of home.

Now you bring a map,
And you walk on a trail.
However, if you don’t have a trail,
You bring a friend.
And don’t trust Google Maps.

Giving up is the next step.
You try to accept that you’re lost.
You make a shelter and collect food.
It’s going to be a long night.
Small problems start showing up
That you didn’t see before.
Like the lack of water
Or a food shortage.

You’re free now,
And hope not to go through it again.
So even when you’re lost,
You can be found again.
Maria Stotesberry, Grade 8, MECHS

Happy Fish
Your family’s worried.
So are your friends.
Where did you go?
What happened?
Big problems emerge.
No food or water,
And you’ve broken your leg.
What’s next?
You’ve given up entirely.
Lost ALL hope.
Have nothing left.
Think of taking the easy way out.

Small Town with Big Dreams

Khelci Hostetler, Grade 10, MECHS

Grandparent to Granddaughter
Well, Granddaughter, let me tell you:
Life for me has been an adventure.
I’ve had roadblocks in my way,
Dead ends,
Wrong turns,
And times that seemed like
I had no destination.
But sometimes
I change paths,
Dodge wrong turns,
Take new roads,
And sometimes find new destinations
To fill in spots that had no destination.
So, Granddaughter, don’t look back now.
Don’t stop searching for places.
Don’t turn back.
Keep taking new leads to new places.
Adventure still awaits me.
Now you search for your destination.
And life for me has been an adventure.
Noelle Gibbs, Grade 8, MECHS

Ashley Oertiz, Kindergarten, Ocracoke

Tomorrow
Today was a funny day
Filled with laughter and play.
Maybe tomorrow will be the same.
How about we play a game?
We could guess what tomorrow might bring.
It may be warm like a nice day in spring.
Mariah Temple, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Father to Son
Well, son, I'll tell you:
Life for me ain't been no 10-run rule.
It's had curveballs in it,
And splitters,
And drop third strikes,
And fields with hard dirt between bases—
Rough.
But the whole time
I’ve been running on,
And reaching first,
And turning second,
And sometimes getting dirty at third
Then going home on a pass ball.
So, son, don't you give up.
Don't you sit down on the bench
Just 'cause you find it hard to hit a curve.
Don't you slow down now—
For I'm still running, son,
And life for me ain't been no 10-run rule.
Fortino Beltran, Grade 8, MECHS

But what if the weather is cold?
What if the sun won’t shine like gold?
But why bother with tomorrow
If it hasn’t come?
Why should we be so glum?
We should forget our worries
And just have fun.
Because the next day has not yet begun.
Katie Kinnion, Grade 7, Ocracoke

Death
The life of a person may be short.
The life of a person maybe long.

Khelci Hostetler, Grade 10, MECHS
Love
Love,
It's toxic.
Like a drug,
But you never run.
It chains you down,
But you don't break free.
It drives you insane,
But you don't make it go away.

The life of a person is like a ticking time bomb
That's about to blow.

It gets taken,
But you can't choose it.
It doesn't care,
But you care too much.

Death, on the other hand,
Is a black soul
That sneaks in at night and
Steals the heart and soul of man.

It chokes you,
But you don't struggle.
It drowns you,
But you don't swim up.

The sobbing of the family
That has lost a soul,
The rolling of the body that is peacefully
Resting in bed,

It abuses you,
But you don’t fight.
It cuts you deep,
But you gave it the blade.

Death and life go hand and hand.
When it comes it's going to be heartbreaking,
When it comes we’re going to be sad,

It hates you,
But you don't know why.
It kills you,
But you handed it the gun.

But when it comes we’re going to be ready.
Aryanna Meekins, Grade 9, MECHS

Bladimir Magana, Grade 11, MECHS

Love,
It’s baneful,
Like your past.
But you never learn.
Samantha Cahoon, Grade 9, MECHS

Buck’s Call of the Wild

You are my inspiration above all.

My name is Buck and I am here
To tell you about my life.
It seems like my heart
Was stabbed with a knife.
It all started in this place,
This place where I had my personal space,
This place in Santa Clara Valley, California,
Where I lived how I wanted.
One day I was taken.
That was when my life was awakened.
I was sold to Francois and Perrault.
But they really looked like an assault.
Then Spitz and I got in a fight.
It seemed like I became a knight.
This is when I became a leader.
That was when I felt like a succeeder.
After that I was sold to Charles, Hal,
And Mercedes
In which they didn’t treat me like
One of their babies.
I started to become weaker then I grew strong,
Like they didn’t know me right from wrong.
That was when I met John and I fell in love.
With him in my life I felt like a dove.
I heard gunshots and something
Sounded weird.
Then I started to get in gear.
When I got to the camp I saw a sight.
It was a sight that wasn’t polite.
The Yeehats killed my love.
And I no longer felt like a dove.
I started to kill them one by one.
That’s when I knew my job was done.
Even though I went after the call,
I will never forget about you all.
After all this, it came to an end.
But overall, I found a new friend.

You have done a lot for me.
So I gotta say I’m impressed.
I also have to confess,
I ran out of words to stress!
And this just seemed best.
But all in all I gotta say,
You are the best, Dad,
And I’m proud to call you my dad!
Joshua Swain, Grade 10, MECHS

Ode to Anne
Oh, dear Grammy, how I love you so
You were so beautiful, more than you know
You were always cheerful,
And loved your family
You were also always so happy
And I know you loved me
I loved to visit you and I missed you
When I was away
And when I saw you I only wanted to stay
You didn’t deserve this, however this is life
But at least you weren’t stabbed with a knife
My great-grandma lived for a while, so
It’s now time to say goodbye but
I hope you know
I miss you
I love you
I’ll see you again someday
When I am taken away
So it’s only temporary
For us to see
My Great-Grandma Anne and me.
Emilia Jordan, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Denasia Woods, Grade 7, MECHS
The People Among Us
You Are the Best
Heh, Dad.
You taught me a lot.
Even though I know not
What to do or say,
But to listen and stay.
Just from watching you
I’ve learned hunting, fishing, and welding too.
But it's more than that:

Why do we strive for this?
Hate people because they refuse
To try to be this?
Anger and frustration, a world of madness.
Is all you will see.
But every time you open your eyes,
Is this the world
We must see all the time?
A world of people trying to be something
They are not,

Following those who are said to be leaders.
Why do we follow even if we don’t know
Where we are going?
Trying to reach this imaginary place
That will never be.
And you can see this evil creature in your mind
Picking at you all the time.
People tying a string to you and pulling at it
Each and every day.
Until you fall to watch them grow tall,
To watch them try to reach
This impossible peak.
This height of no number,
No thought or gain.
Just a world of anxiety, heartache, and pain.
The worst thing you can try to be is the same.
Normal is not why we are here,
We are somehow each made different
In our own amazing way.
So why be like others if
You are incredibly unique?
If we were all the same what a boring, sad,
and indistinct world this would be,
Because then you are never truly being you
And I am never truly being me.
Maren Donlon, Grade 6, Ocracoke

Stay
Stay
Don’t go away
We haven’t even got a chance to play
Stay
Don’t go away
Is that all you have to say
Stay
Don’t go away
You left me and I’m not okay
Stay
Don’t go away
Because I’m afraid
You won’t come back one day
Katie Kinnion, Grade 7, Ocracoke

The First Day of Summer

Keidy Morales Trejo, Kindergarten, Ocracoke

Me and Mrs. Marslender and Amelia are doing
paint outside.

Self Portrait

Amelia Morrison, Kindergarten, MES
Sophia Pugh, Grade 11, MECHS
Monochromatic Open Door

The Four Seasons
Spring
Flowers pop up
They dance
In the wind
Summer
A field of daffodils
Colorful and bright
Shining in the morning light
Fall
The leaves change colors
The wind whistles
Throughout the dark night

Reid Clayton, Grade 12, MECHS

Winter
The birds and flowers are gone
And the wind is roaring now
The cold has settled in
Elena Contreras, Grade 9, MECHS

Gabriel Brown, Grade 5, Ocracoke

Cubist Cat

Auggie Giagu, Grade 5, Ocracoke

The Clown
I never believed in clowns. I thought it was a
bunch of baloney, only until Halloween 2017.
Here is the story. So I got up two weeks before
Halloween. It was a cool Monday morning. I
opened my window to smell the cool, sweet air
of fall. While looking out the window I noticed
an odd figure in the woods waving at my
house. He had a big dumb grin on his face. He
wore white makeup and a big, red nose. I was
still tired, therefore, I did not pay much
attention to it. I closed the window and left for
the living room. My mom made my favorite
breakfast, bacon biscuits. Apparently I slept
late, so after I finished my breakfast I changed
and then brushed my teeth. I missed the bus,
so I had to walk to school. When I got to the
curb I looked over and I saw that darn thing
again. He still had that dumb grin on his face.
But his makeup seemed a little messed up.
This was starting to get creepy, but I put it
down and I was on my merry way. I got to
school in no time. The day was ordinary. After
Homeroom I went to Social Studies. Then it
was lunch break. I did not really eat much. I
sat alone in the back of the cafeteria thinking
about my day. That clown thing had been on
my mind all day. But just before I thought of

my next move, the bell rang for recess. So I
walked outside. I was bored because my best
friend was sick and everybody else seemed
grumpy. So I leaned on the fence and guess
what I saw in the woods? The clown. This time
his makeup was a wreck and he was frowning.
I ran. I went into consideration and called it a
clown. Thankfully it was time for class. I was
fifteen minutes into class when I look out the
window and I see the clown. This time he is
extremely mad. His mouth is wide open. He is
holding balloons and pointing at me. But for
some reason, I ignore it. After a long week of
school and this guy, I decide to show people.
But when I show my best friend, Sean, the
figure is not there. I show four more people
including my parents and he is not there. But
every time I am alone, I see him. Two days till
Halloween. I am so excited. It is morning. I
open my drawer and my clothes have been
replaced by clown clothes. I scream! Luckily
my mom has clothes in the dryer, so I take
them. She calls the police. They come to
investigate. I told the cops I have been having
trouble with a clown lately. They ask what he
looks like. I say, “He has a yellow jumpsuit
with big orange buttons. He has blue and
green sleeves.” They file a report. My mom
tells me to go to school. I do not miss the bus
thankfully and my spot in the back is empty! I
get on and 200 feet down the road I notice the
clown on the back of the bus. For the last
week this guy has kept his distance but he is
getting closer. I moved up to the very front. I
told the driver a “criminal” is on the bus. He
called the cops. They came from my house to
the bus and arrested him. After school I miss
the bus AGAIN. But I walk home. When I get a
few feet away from my street, I hear a huge
scream and all my neighbors run out of my
road. Once every one was past, I look down
my road. The road is deserted. There is toilet
paper in the trees. The pumpkins are
smashed. The cars are wrecked. Windows are
smashed. Standing in the middle of it is the
clown. I thought he was in jail. The police
station is one block down. I dash. So does he.
When I get to the police station it is a wreck. It
is toilet papered. Yolks are covering it.
Windows are smashed. Cars are hijacked. I
freeze. I feel gloved hands wrap around my
shoulders. A voice says, “Let’s play.”
Nicholas Cole, Grade 5, Ocracoke

Payce Howarth, Grade 4, Ocracoke

I’m in a Cadillac in the woods!
Kinley Williams, Kindergarten, MES

Chloe O’Neal, Grade 1, Ocracoke

The gummy bears comed alive then sailed
away.

Emma Cutrell, Kindergarten, MES

Tank Clarke, Kindergarten, MES

Maya Hadley, Grade 1, Ocracoke

The Little Chick
Kai King, Grade 1, Ocracoke

Javier Trejo, Grade 1, Ocracoke

I had a bunny!
Allie Rodriguez, Kindergarten, MES

Violeta Morales, Grade 1, Ocracoke

Lizzeth Perez, Kindergarten, Ocracoke

