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“Whatever course you decide upon, there is always someone to tell you that you are wrong. There are 

always difficulties arising that tempt you to believe your critics are right. To map out a course of action 

and follow it to an end requires courage.” –Ralph Waldo Emerson 
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Xia Whitaker: A Name That Will Be in Lights Someday 

4 February 2014 

 She has future goals, she has determination, and she has motivation. Xia Whitaker has a 

lot to be proud of, and a lot to look forward to. Looking back on her life so far, Xia described her 

most life-changing experience as when she joined the South County YMCA Swim Team. 

Through this experience, Xia met some of the closest friends that she has ever had! By being 

with her fellow swimmers almost every day of the week, she has built relationships that will last 

a lifetime—especially with her coach, Mark Kiely. Coach Kiely has given Xia constructive tips, 

beneficial workouts, and above all, confidence in herself. When asked to describe herself in one 

word, Xia said, “Individual, because I try to speak my mind when someone or something bothers 

me.” Xia keeps a perfect balance—she does not let people push her around, but she makes sure 

that she is not rude about it. Her individuality is truly something that people will remember her 

for. Another quality Xia wants to be remembered for is her ability to make people smile and 

laugh. “I want people to look back on me and smile.” When Xia is not swimming or spending 

time with her friends, she likes to relax and treat herself to some ice cream (Coffee Chip is her 

favorite flavor!). Xia is a hard worker, and a little ice cream is well-deserved after a long, hard 

day. Looking towards the future, Xia hopes to graduate high school, go to college, and earn a 

degree in Marketing that will give her traveling opportunities. She has plenty of time to make a 

decision about college, but she has already begun to do some research on which school she may 

want to attend. Her dream college is Berkeley in California, and with her impressive resume that 

is still growing, she could end up anywhere. Xia Whitaker has a great outlook on her life and on 

her future, which is what will drive her to do her very best in every opportunity that comes her 

way. Look out for Xia Whitaker; her name will be in lights someday! 



Be Your Own Solution 

25 February 2014 

I could feel the bass of the music beating inside of me, mimicking the beat of my empty 

heart. Sweaty, adolescent boys surrounded me and as the moments passed, I became more 

despondent. I craved attention, but I seemed to ignore it every time it came my way. The last 

thing I remember of that warm, spring night I spent at the party was sitting on the couch with 

those shallow, greasy-skinned men gawking at me. As much as I wanted them to see who I really 

was on the inside, I knew that all they saw was a beach-blonde chick with a curvy body. 

Suddenly, everything stopped and I felt my body sinking deeper and deeper. I could feel every 

muscle, every fiber, every tissue relax, and suddenly I was surrounded by a pure, almost 

peaceful, blackness.  

I, Alexandra Miller, am labeled as “the party girl.” I try to believe that I am beautiful, but 

guys only see me for what I am when I am on the verge of blacking out, so I guess that’s my real 

identity. My junior year has been pretty treacherous so far. When I am not sitting in someone’s 

basement downing an entire bottle of Vodka on my own, I sit at home in my bed, listening to my 

parents fight relentlessly about “what they are going to do with me,” even though they have 

never given me an inkling that they care about my well-being anyway. Some people, on the other 

hand, actually do worry about me, in more ways than one. Julia Wells, my best friend, often has 

to make the daily drive over to my house just to make sure I will be okay for the night. Being 

“okay” means something different for me than it might mean for someone else. Being “okay” for 

me means that I would be able to get through the night without feeling the urge to hurt myself or 

drink my emptiness away.     



As a golden ray of sunshine peeked between the curtains that Tuesday morning of May 

26th, I felt my body awaken and I opened my eyes. I had no reason to get out of bed that day, or 

any day for that matter. I took one look at the bright red numbers on the clock, closed my eyes 

once again, and rolled back into my original sleeping position. School meant nothing to me. I 

had no aspirations for the future—nothing gave me purpose. Just before I felt my body slip into 

comfort once again, I heard my bedroom door creek open. I rolled over to examine who had 

entered the doorway. It was my careless, negligent, drunken mother who hadn’t set foot in my 

room in years.  

“I signed you up to see a therapist today,” These words spewed from her mouth like 

venomous poison from a snake. She stared into my eyes with a look of disgust and disapproval, 

as if she were any better. When I was little, she would hire a babysitter from across the street to 

watch me while she went to O’Connor’s, the local bar where she went on the daily to get 

completely wasted.  Of course I didn’t understand her little charade at the time, but once I turned 

eleven I was well aware of what she was up to. If she could go out and drink herself into oblivion 

every day, why couldn’t I? 

“I don’t need a therapist, there’s nothing wrong with me,” There was no way in Hell that 

I would sit on a couch and talk to some blonde lady with a stupid smile on her face about my 

feelings. I had no reason to talk about my feelings, I was meant to be this way. 

“You’re going; I don’t care what you say. You need an attitude adjustment.” An attitude 

adjustment was an understatement. I needed a new personality and a new life altogether. A 

therapist couldn’t give that to me. Nobody could try to give that to me. I was irreparable.  

“Maybe I wouldn’t be this way if you weren’t such a terrible mother!” I knew that was a 

low blow, but it needed to be said. 



“This is why I’m taking you. You have no appreciation for anything!” And with that, my 

mother clutched the knob, slammed the door shut, and stormed down the stairs leading to the 

first floor.  

“Whatever,” I muttered nonchalantly as I rolled over and entered a slumber once again.  

 I knew I wasn’t getting myself out of this, so I sucked it up and went to the appointment 

with the lady later that day. I made the decision to remain silent for the duration of the car ride 

there—my mother deserved to feel a little guilty. As I looked out the window, my eyes were 

locked on the dreary landscape of the road side. Pauls Valley, Oklahoma was quite possibly the 

most boring town in America and there was nothing to admire but small farms and wide open 

pastures. With a deep sigh I turned my head away from the window and closed my eyes, 

absorbing myself in the sound of Christina Perri singing “Jar of Hearts” to me through my 

headphones. I hated the town I lived in.  

 My mother dropped me off on the cement sidewalk in front of a large, brown building 

with a small blue sign on the door that read: “Dr. Porrier, Holistic Counseling.” I rolled my eyes 

and entered the building where I was immediately greeted by a petite woman with short, black 

hair and glasses. She was wearing khaki pants and a colorful blouse that accentuated her small 

body shape. She extended her arm out to shake my hand and smiled, introducing herself as Dr. 

Joelle Porrier.  

“Hi I’m Alex,” I could not find the energy within me to be friendly towards this woman 

and I didn’t care. 

“Have a seat and tell me why you think your mother has sent you here,” she said to me 

with an innocent smile. 



“I don’t know.” My eyes wandered over to the desk behind Joelle, and I saw a book 

entitled Healing with Music Therapy. Part of me was curious, but the other part of me questioned 

how music could physically heal something—it just didn’t seem logical. 

“Okay, well I’m going to have you try some breathing exercises this week. We don’t 

need to do much today, I’m just glad to have met you.” She smiled and handed me a stapled 

packet of exercises for breathing control. “Oh, and I want you to take this as well.” She walked 

over to the desk and picked up the Healing with Music Therapy book. “I saw you looking at this 

book the entire time, so I want you to take it. Just skim it over; it could be something that 

interests you.” Joelle handed me the book and started towards the door.  

“Thank you,” I managed to say in a somewhat pleasant tone of voice as I left the office.  

 When I got home that afternoon, I threw myself on my bed and closed my eyes. Did this 

lady really think she could fix my problems? I sighed and picked up the music therapy book, 

skimming through the pages and stopping periodically to look at diagrams and studies that had 

been done on the effects of music on a person’s lifestyle. Some of the stories were surprisingly 

interesting to me, but one caught my eye in particular. A student from UCLA wrote about her 

struggle with depression and anxiety throughout her teenage years and her decision to major in 

Music Therapy in college. She spent her time mastering her skills on the viola, piano, and 

mandolin throughout her four years of study, and went on several mission trips to soothe the 

people in third world countries with the gift of music. What stood out most for me was the fact 

that she had control of her anxiety and depression while doing what she loved—making music. 

As much as I thought there was no hope for me, I couldn’t help but be interested in this story. 

Feeling my eyes becoming heavy, I closed the book and turned off my bedside lamp.  



I spent the entire week reading Healing with Music Therapy. Every night I would block 

out the rest of the world and read. I read about the effects that different instruments have on the 

mind and body. I learned that playing and listening to music builds confidence and has certain 

impacts on the brain that cannot be achieved by any other activity. Some nights I just absorbed 

the words on the page, while other times I wrote down little notes to myself in a notebook or on 

small sticky notes. Either way, I was doing something with my time. I had a purpose for once in 

my life.  

Different people seemed to have different methods of dealing with their problems 

through music, and I was determined to find a method that would work best for me. I tried 

everything and I got frustrated when I didn’t seem to feel any better. One night when I was 

sitting in bed making a “Feel Good Playlist” on my laptop, I heard my mother storm up the 

stairs. I tried to brace myself for the worst, but my mother didn’t burst into my room like I 

predicted she would. Instead, I heard her trudge past my room and slam a door. Within a few 

minutes, I heard loud sobs coming from her bedroom. I got up from my bed and ran down the 

hallway to her room. I found her curled up on the hardwood floor with her hands clutching her 

face. I ran over to her and touched her head with a trembling hand, hoping she would feel my 

presence without me having to say a word. She sat up and wiped her face with her feeble hands. 

While she gathered her thoughts, I could feel the emotion that was just waiting to explode from 

inside of her. 

“Alex, I found out today that I have liver cancer. It’s from binge drinking.” I felt a pit in 

my stomach when I heard the word “cancer” come out of her mouth. I tried to speak, but nothing 

came out. I wanted to be mad at the world, but I couldn’t be. This was life, and I promised 

myself that I would take care of her—despite the fact that she had neglected to take care of me.  



The next time I went to therapy, I felt as if I had a new perspective. Every time I went to 

an appointment after reading Healing, it felt okay to open up to Joelle. I talked about my 

mother’s diagnosis, and it made me feel better to know that she cared. We talked about the book 

I had been reading, and I told her that my mood had been somewhat better. She taught me ways 

to deal with my parents during this difficult time to avoid conflict. I learned that by telling my 

parents how I felt without getting mad at them would give them no reason to yell at me. I now 

understood why I needed an attitude adjustment, because I was a source of negative energy for 

everyone around me. With everything going on at home, more negativity was the last thing that 

my parents needed.  

“You are your own problem, Alex. But you always have the power to be your own 

solution.” I would usually be furious after hearing something like this, but this time was 

different. Those words stuck with me; I had never heard something so valuable. 

“Thanks for everything, Joelle. You have saved my life more than you realize.” I smiled 

and gave her a hug, hoping that everything I had accomplished in the past six weeks would stay 

with me.  

“I want to give you this.” Joelle handed me the Healing with Music Therapy book and a 

small envelope that said “Alex” on it.  

“Thank you so much.” I had nothing more to say than that. At this point, I knew that I 

really did have the power to make my life better. 

 I started with my mother. Now that she had stopped drinking due to the magnitude of her 

illness, I knew that it was time to work on our relationship.  I tried to remember what Joelle 

taught me about being patient—because sometimes, people need time to see something from a 

new perspective. I also learned that the only way to fix something is through communication, so 



I started with that. The Saturday after my last appointment with Joelle, I took the first step to 

what I knew would be a long journey.  

 “Alex, you are such a slob!” My mother burst through the door and I could’ve sworn I 

felt the whole neighborhood shake. “You spend so much time in your room and you never even 

think to clean it!” This was exactly the problem. I was living and breathing—yet she treated me 

as if I were a piece of dirt on the side of the road. I felt bad for her, but I wasn’t going to let my 

feelings be crumbled up into a little ball and thrown on the ground to be stomped on. I took a 

deep breath and remembered everything that Joelle had told me. My tone had to be patient and 

understanding if I wanted my mother to be patient and understanding in return. 

 “Mom, I understand I need to be better about cleaning my room. But I don’t appreciate 

how you speak to me.” I sat there shaking, waiting for a response. I felt so empowered, yet I 

knew that I would crumble at any moment if her anger boiled over onto me. I hoped with all my 

heart that she wouldn’t say something that would make me feel guilty and send me back into my 

depressive state that I had spent so much of my life dwelling in. I could see the guilt in my 

mother’s eyes, plaguing her from within. I was so accustomed to just keeping my mouth shut, 

but not anymore. 

 “Alex, you know I love you, right?” My mother seemed shocked, yet relieved that I had 

finally spoken. It almost seemed as if she had forgotten that there was a sensitive soul inside of 

my body, but this was a reminder. Her eyes began to sink into her small, delicate face. I could 

see the tears welling in her eyes. She tried to swallow her tears, but they came unannounced.  

 “I know; I love you to Mom.” I really meant it. As much as I thought I didn’t, I could see 

her soul speaking through her eyes. She was still my mother, and she still loved me. I had been 



so blinded by my own negativity that I couldn’t see how she really felt. I don’t know how she 

had dealt with me for so long. 

 “Would you want to go to the mall together this weekend for a girls’ day?” A smile grew 

across her face as she looked into my eyes.  

 “I would love to, Mom.” And in that moment, I knew my life was headed in the right 

direction. 

In the months following my therapy session, I cultivated my inclination for music by 

joining a choral group and writing my own music. Because of music, I knew how to feel again. 

Life and purpose coursed through my veins with every note that I sang. There were a lot of 

things that needed to be changed in my life, but I couldn’t take them all on at once. I started with 

the small things, which made it easier to make bigger changes. More often than not, Julia and I 

could now spend our time laughing together rather than always talking about how miserable I 

was. I didn’t want to drink anymore—for myself and for my mother’s sake. My relationship with 

my mother was better than it had ever been. I understood her problems, and she understood 

mine. We helped each other feel alive again, and that was something that we both desperately 

needed. I no longer felt empty, but instead, I felt full of life and ready to take on the world by 

storm. I was the cause of my problems, but by finding my passion for music, I had the power to 

be my own solution.  

 

 

 

 

 



Jesus Take the Wheel! 

5 February 2014 

 The day of my driving test was perhaps one of the most nerve-racking days in my short 

sixteen-year-old existence. Prior to the day of the test, friends of mine told me that I would be 

“fine” and that the evaluators are “so nice and understanding.” Unfortunately, to my pitiful 

testimony, this was not the case for me.  

After completing the dreadful two week course known as “Drivers Ed,” I anxiously 

waited in the DMV to begin a process that would hopefully result in me receiving my license six 

months later. With my permit in hand, I was ready to do everything that I was required to do in 

order to be in a good place for the day of my road test. During the six months that I had my 

permit, I drove myself and my parents everywhere: to my Grandmother’s house, to volleyball 

practice, and even to the beach. Having a parent in the passenger seat with me at all times made 

me feel a little apprehensive about making mistakes, but they did teach me some tips and tricks 

along the way that made it a little easier to be behind the wheel.  

Feelings of fear mixed with excitement began to build as the long-awaited day drew near. 

Before I knew it, January 24
th

 came around and I had no choice but to take a deep breath and 

buckle up. The drive to the road test site felt as if it would never end. I had managed to keep my 

composure the whole way there, but then I cracked. I started babbling to my mom about how 

nervous I was and I actually apologized in advance for my failure. She let me have a moment, 

but then said what any other caring mother would say, “Just relax.” So with that, I gathered up 

all the courage I had and walked into the small, gray building. After I checked in, I was met by a 

miserable, rotund man wearing glasses and holding a large clipboard. By the cold tone in his 

voice when he greeted me, I knew that this was not going to be good. I kept telling myself, “I’m 



a good driver and I can do this.” As much as I tried to genuinely believe this, it was impossible to 

try and mask my fears with optimism. Finally, it was time to leave the safety of the building and 

the safety of my sanity. My mother waved goodbye to me, and at that point it was just me and 

the miserable old man. We both got into the car and buckled up.  

“This is your chance to show me that you can drive,” said the man emotionlessly. I 

backed out, slowly turning the wheel so that the car would be facing the exit of the small parking 

lot. “So far so good,” I thought, but before I could even finish that thought, the man said, “Why 

are your hazard lights still on?!”  

“I don’t know!” I could feel myself shaking as I quickly turned them off. I continued to 

the stop sign, where I made sure to completely stop so that I would not make yet another 

mistake.  

“Please stay more to the right of the road!” The man abruptly shouted as he wrote a little 

note on his clipboard.  

“Okay,” I said apologetically. I was then asked to complete the three-point-turn, but of 

course, the old man had something to say to make me uptight and nervous yet again.  

“You have to be fast. You can’t just sit in the middle of the road when you do this.” I had 

done hundreds of three-point-turns before, but this time, my nerves got the best of me. I cut the 

wheel to the left quickly, and with a sharp, herky jerky movement, cut the wheel to the right and 

completed the turn. The guy let out a huge, annoyed sigh and quietly said, “Continue driving 

down the road.” Not hearing what he had said under his breath, I asked for clarification. He then 

exploded with, “Come on! We have to go! Hurry up! You can’t just sit here!” I felt the tears in 

my eyes, but I knew that this was not the time to have a meltdown; so I continued on my way. 

When I got to the main road, I thought maybe I could redeem myself. I drove 5 mph under the 



speed limit, thinking that the guy would want me to be a little cautious, if anything. Sadly, I was 

wrong once again. He exclaimed, “Speed it up! Get it up it 25, you’re going way too slow!” So I 

did just that, and I continued down the road just wanting the test to be over at that point. When I 

stopped at the red light, I knew another rude comment was about to spew out of the guy’s mouth. 

“You’re way over the white line! You don’t think it’s a good idea to pull out right into the 

middle of traffic do you?!” I knew that if I tried to speak, I would just cry; so I decided to remain 

silent instead. When we finally returned back to the DMV after the most horrifying 15 minutes 

that I had ever experienced, of course I expected a failure. To my surprise, though, the man said 

“Well, I guess I’ll give it to you.” I managed to muster out a “Thanks” without sobbing. When I 

was met with my mom, though, I started crying so hard that I could not even speak to her. 

Looking back, she must have been confused as to why I was so upset when I had passed. I was 

then forced to pull myself together, unless I wanted to look like I was crying in my license 

picture! 

I may have had bad luck for getting that guy as my evaluator, but I did learn an important 

lesson that day. Not everyone in life is always going to be nice to you, and sometimes you have 

to deal with miserable people who might totally turn your day around. Although I wanted to feel 

hatred towards that guy, I simply could not bring myself to because he taught me something 

valuable and I could not let my sensitive personality get in the way of that. Experiences such as 

this one have made me a more tolerant person, and I am now able to just laugh about it after the 

fact. The ability to let things roll off your back is important in life and if it takes a few bad days 

to learn this, then I am okay with that. The important thing is that I got through it, I survived, and 

now I have my license—even if it may look like I am crying in my picture.  

 



Long-Cherished Wish 

4 April 2014 

“She didn’t make it,” I hear those words pour out of the nurse’s mouth like toxic poison. I 

slowly let the weight of my body crumble to the ground as I run my fingers through the loose 

curls of my soft, auburn hair. The tears burn as they leave my eyes, as if I were ringing out a wet 

towel that had been soaked with a heavy burden. I can faintly hear the shaky, timid voice of my 

father trying to bargain with his conscience.  

“If only I had spent more time with her,” I hear him wail as he kneels down beside her 

bed. He remains in that position for several moments, with his fingers interlocked together in a 

praying position as they support the weight of his forehead resting on them. I find the energy 

inside of me to lift myself off the floor and drape my long arms around my father’s shoulders. 

Everything seems as if it were in slow motion. How will we live this life without her? 

There’s a funny thing about life. No matter how much pain you’re feeling, time continues 

to progress. The clock continues to tick and tock, the sun and moon continue to exchange roles, 

the seasons continue to come and go. I am trying to be strong for my two younger sisters, Julie 

and Emily, not allowing them to feel the same pain I am feeling. Everything feels numb during 

these weeks after my mother’s death. I hate Cancer. I hate it. After two years, six months, and 

four days, it succeeded in wrapping its piercing claws around my mother’s neck and squeezing 

so tight that she couldn’t succeed to gasp one more breath. My mother fought to her death like a 

vigorous lion. She was the unfortunate victim of cancer’s wrath, but why couldn’t the disease 

just surrender the battle and let its stronger opponent rightfully win? 

On the day of my beautiful mother’s funeral, my sisters and I each spoke about a memory 

that we had with our mother. As I spoke in front of the group of people gathered in the church 



hall, everything felt okay for the first time in months. Through my wavering sobs, I could feel 

my mother’s spirit lifting my feeble body up from the ground. She would not allow me to hang 

my head down in sadness any longer—it was time to be strong. I looked out into crowd and 

caught a glimpse of my father’s smile radiating contentment. Living without my mother would 

not be easy, but that moment was living proof that I was resilient enough to get through it.  

Today is a rainy day in August, and my sisters and I are ready to look through our 

mother’s items in her closet. During this afternoon of tears and sobs, it feels as if we are 

spending time with our mother once again. It feels like the days that the four of us went to the 

mall together, or when we watched funny movies together on Saturday nights. Under her many 

shoeboxes, we find a small, light green box that reads:  

For Sarah, Julia, and Emily 

In curiosity, we open the small box and find three letters in white envelopes, each one 

having one of our names on it. After I distribute each of the letters to my sisters, we mount our 

parents’ bed together and sit in a circle, waiting to read our mother’s last words to us. We all take 

a deep breath and tear open the seal holding the envelope together. My mother wrote to me: 

My Dearest Sarah, 

I am writing this letter to you because I know that my time here is limited. I want you to 

know that you will always be my beautiful little baby, no matter how old you get. I know that it 

must be difficult right now, but stay strong for me. There will be days where it feels impossible to 

be happy, but as long as your try—that’s all that matters. Family is so important, and all I want 

is for you and your sisters to love each other and stay as close as you were when I was alive—

that is my long-cherished wish. 

~Mom 



 My sisters and I embrace and gather ourselves before returning back downstairs. Once we 

get to the first floor, we see our father holding a large Polaroid camera. 

 “Let’s take a picture to send to your grandmother! She won’t believe how big you girls 

have gotten.”   

My sisters and I stand, arms around each other, laughing and wiping the tears from each 

other’s eyes. The flash of the Polaroid goes off and my father hands me the snapshot. My sisters 

and I watch quietly together, eager to see what develops.  

 The gray-green surface changes to the bright colors of out three images, sharpening and 

deepening all at once. And although we don’t speak, I know we all see it: Together we look like 

our mother. Her same eyes, her same mouth, open in surprise to see, at last, her long-cherished 

wish.  

Amy Tan, The Joy Luck Club 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Tears of Bravery 

17 April 2014 

 Numbness incapacitated the fragile fibers of my body like a demon taking possession of 

an innocent victim. I longed to feel pain; I would have rather felt pain than nothing at all. I was a 

blank canvas that was just resting on an easel—waiting for a new story; a new image; a new 

reason for existence. The cold emotions enveloped me from head to toe and the memories cut 

through me like a knife as I recovered them one by one. How could I feel so much hurt, yet 

simultaneously not feel anything at all? I wondered what he could possibly be contemplating 

while I wallowed in my moments of sorrow and regret. The warm, beautiful features of his soft 

face suddenly appeared before my eyes like an apparition.  I had grown to adore how his mouth 

was opened slightly when he intently listened to my silly stories. He would gaze into my eyes 

with awe and admiration. I had grown to adore his dark chocolate colored hair parted down the 

middle and slicked back behind his ears. I had grown to adore his strong, web-like hands that 

grasped mine so tight as if he were afraid of letting go and letting me fall. I remembered how it 

felt to hug Jason. His warm embrace had never ceased to make me feel appreciated and protected 

of the pain in this world that he didn’t want me to feel. I remembered how it felt to be treasured 

and valued so much that you feel almost invincible. Nothing can hurt you when you feel so much 

love and appreciation for someone, and they reciprocate those same feelings for you. In this 

moment, my thoughts thrash around in my mind like a hurricane ravaging a coastal town. My 

mind was suddenly brought back to that humid summer night in July at that party.  

“Go run and cry to Jason if you’re scared!” The tall, muscular guy named Ian had backed 

me into a corner and was gripping on to me by my fragile head of hair. The veins bulged from 

his neck and his flesh was a bright red hue. The smell of beer and tobacco reeked from the 



corners of his mouth as he held my face closer to his. I did not know what he would do next, and 

my thoughts scared me so much that tears began to well up in my eyes as I tried to break free 

from his iron grip. Moments later, I heard a familiar voice. 

“Get away from her!” Jason came up behind Ian and put him in a headlock. The grip of 

Ian that was once so tight on me abruptly released. I opened my eyes to see Jason clench his fist 

and strike Ian with one sharp blow. Ian, with a bloody face, struck Jason back in defense. I 

slowly backed away from the scene, hoping to regain my composure before getting in my car to 

drive home. Jason was my hero that night, and he has been ever since.  

Would these feelings of emptiness ever escape? I wondered how long I would lie on that 

floor, feeling supported by something almost supernatural—something that knew me well 

enough to know that I could overcome the pain and hurt that I was feeling. The tiles felt as cold 

as Jason had felt to me in that moment. I tried to imagine his sincere embrace comforting me, but 

instead I was reminded of his taciturn manner that had recently become his personality. I wanted 

to bring Jason to life once again. I wanted his emotionlessness to be something of the past. I 

realized that he was only acting that way towards me. I was a hopeless contradiction. I despised 

him for bringing so much happiness into my life and then subsequently stripping it away from 

me, but the love that burned a hole through my heart would stay with me for an eternity.  

 I was suddenly overcome with a peaceful bliss. Losing something presents the 

opportunity to start over with something that might turn out for the better. The tear droplets 

caked to my cheeks were signs of courage; signs of bravery; signs of life. It sounds like a joke to 

say “I am afraid of myself,” but I truly possessed these qualities. I looked in the mirror and saw a 

girl who had no direction and no purpose. I was afraid of which course I would take myself 

down, wondering whether I would remain true to myself or let him make the decisions for me. 



For two years, three months, and six days, Jason was my identity. During that time, I had no 

recollection of who I had been in the past and who I wanted to be in the present. Saying goodbye 

to Jason was a blessing—I found myself once again.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



False Advertisements 

13 May 2014 

CHARACTERS 

 AUDRY, 16-year-old white high school girl 

JUDY, 40-year-old brunette woman, Audry’s mother  

SAM GORDON, 30-year-old plump white man, sales representative 

 

It is a fairly warm summer morning in July, but slightly windy.  

 

Opening scene is in a small apartment on East Ave. A middle-aged woman is sitting at a small 

kitchen table drinking hot coffee from a mug and reading the Sunday newspaper. She has a 

content smile on her face as she flips through advertisements and lighthearted stories. The 

woman’s daughter prepares a light breakfast of English muffins with jam for the both of them. 

The woman flips to the section for housing advertisements. After a few moments of silence, the 

middle-aged woman sets her coffee cup down on the table and pulls out her reading glasses. She 

reads the fine print of one of the ads in particular.  

 

The woman’s daughter sets the plate with English muffins onto the table, adjacent to the coffee 

cup and sits down in the seat across from her mother.  

 

Scene I 

 

JUDY is wearing a light blue bathrobe with her hair tied up in a bun. She has fuzzy white 

slippers on her feet and her legs are crossed underneath the kitchen table. AUDRY sits at the 

other end of the table wearing an outfit of jean shorts and a gray short-sleeved tee shirt. She 

gnaws on an English muffin quietly as her mother continues to read the fine print of the 

advertisement.  

 

JUDY looks up from the newspaper suddenly and removes the glasses from her head. She looks 

at her daughter and smiles in an almost hopeful demeanor.  

 

JUDY: I think this could be exactly what we’re looking for, Audry! 

AUDRY: [Puts the English muffin down and walks over to JUDY to look over her shoulder at 

the newspaper ad.] Wow, this house looks perfect just by looking at the picture! Maybe now I 

won’t be embarrassed to invite my friends over.  

JUDY: [Stands up in excitement, leaving the ad on the table.] It’s absolutely lovely! Spacious, 

three-bedroom, three-bath charmer in an ideal location! 

AUDRY: Formal dining room, space for Dad’s den, and a newly remodeled kitchen! What else 

could we ask for?! 

JUDY: Audry, this is unbelievable for us! I can’t wait to tell Jim when he gets home from his 

business trip next weekend. 

AUDRY: [Picks up the ad.] $200,000 is a pretty big chunk for a house, so it better live up to our 

expectations. 

JUDY: I can assure you that it will exceed our expectations. I mean, it’s perfect! [Turns around 

to grab a pen and paper.] Honey, can you read me the number that I have to call to talk to a sales 

rep? 



AUDRY: Uh okay… [Deciphering the fine print to find the number.] Green Hill Properties, ask 

for some guy named Sam Gordon. Call 1800-GREEN-HILL and a receptionist should direct you. 

JUDY: [Writing feverishly, with excitement.] Okay, I’ll leave a message and ask if this Sam guy 

can show us around the place tomorrow! 

 

Scene II 

 

The scene switches to night time. JUDY and AUDRY are sitting at the same kitchen table and 

there is a pizza on the table, which the two of them are sharing for dinner. Suddenly, the phone 

rings across the room and JUDY gets up to answer it. 

 

JUDY: [With a mouth full of pizza.] Hello, this is Judy Stonewall. 

SAM GORDON: Hello! This is Sam Gordon from Green Hill Properties, I hope I am not 

interrupting your dinner. 

JUDY: [Swallowing abruptly.] No, no! Not at all! I was wondering if I could schedule a tour of the 

house on Birchwood tomorrow. My daughter and I saw the ad in the paper this morning and we just fell 

in love with it! 

SAM: Ah, yes. Very beautiful estate. Believe me, you will not be disappointed. How about 9 AM 

tomorrow for a look around, does that work for you and your daughter?  

JUDY: Yes, yes that is perfect! Thank you so much! [Hangs up the phone with extreme 

exuberance.] 

AUDRY: Jeez, mom. He’s not going to sell you the house if you keep acting like a crazy woman 

amped up on too much caffeine. 

JUDY: Oh don’t be silly, Aud. We want this house and Mr. Gordon is only going to sell it to 

someone who is committed! 

AUDRY: [Continues to eat pizza.] Mom…what if this house isn’t what we are expecting? I 

mean, you know how these ads can fabricate reality. For all we know, this house could be worse 

than what we’re living in now [Opens arms to the ceiling]. 

JUDY: Honey, I think you’re being a little too apprehensive. Anything would be better than this 

lame apartment. Don’t you want to live in peace and not be woken up every night by that woman 

Polly screaming at her husband for no reason? 

AUDRY: Alright I guess we’ll just have to wait and see then. 

 

 

Scene III 

 

Scene switches to the morning at 9 AM when AUDRY and JUDY arrive at the house for sale on 

9 Birchwood Ave. The weather is cold with light drizzling rain. The mother and daughter are 

waiting in their car outside of the house on the side of the road.  

 

AUDRY: Mom, where are we? [In a sarcastic, disgusted tone.] 

JUDY: Audry, just give it a chance okay? 

AUDRY: Why are those greasy men across the street looking at me? I bet they just sit on that old 

couch and watch people pass by all day long. [She looks across the street with a worried facial 

expression.] 

JUDY: Oh gosh, their teeth are as green as Ireland and they’ve been gnawing on those chicken 

legs since we pulled up ten minutes ago. 



AUDRY: Well don’t just stare at them. [Slight pause.] Oh no, they’re waving to us. [AUDRY and 

JUDY smile awkwardly and wave at the repulsive men.] 

[After twenty minutes of watching the neighbors, Sam Gordon pulls up in his car behind JUDY 

and AUDRY. He is driving a car that reads “Green Hill Properties” on the door. He opens the 

door and gets out of the car. AUDRY and JUDY do the same.] 

SAM GORDON: Beautiful morning! [He is smiling.] Before we tour the inside of the house, I 

would like to show you the abounding views of the outside. [He waves to the misfits across the 

street.] Those would be your neighbors, Eddy and Josh. They are very nice guys and they love 

getting together with everyone in the neighborhood. 

JUDY: What are all those Hefty bags over there in that empty lot? Is that where they keep the 

dismembered bodies? [Said sarcastically.] 

SAM: Certainly not. [Chuckling.] 

AUDRY Who’s rusted out car is that? [Pointing to the rusted out car in the driveway adjacent to 

the house.] 

SAM: Oh, that is Mr. Park’s old car that he keeps in his driveway. It gives the neighborhood a 

vintage look, don’t you think? 

 

SAM, AUDRY, and JUDY proceed towards the house. SAM opens the door and JUDY and 

AUDRY follow. 

 

SAM: [Pointing to the living room as the three walk into the house.] Here you have your living 

room. Spacious enough, but intimate enough for family gatherings.  

 

AUDRY and JUDY look disgusted and disappointed, but remain silent. The three proceed into 

the kitchen.  

 

SAM: Here you have you kitchen! This is my favorite room of the house. Beautiful, new 

appliances just installed ten years ago!  

JUDY: [Whispering to AUDRY] Ten years ago? You call that new?! 

SAM: [Walks into the room adjacent to the kitchen.] And here you have your bedroom. It has— 

JUDY: [In an abrupt outburst.] You know what, let’s just forget this. I’m sorry to waste your 

time, Sam, but the house just doesn’t live up to the ad copy. Let’s go Audry. 

SAM: [Yelling as the mother and daughter walk out the door.] But…But I don’t understand! The 

house is beautiful! What else could you want?!” 

 

JUDY and AUDRY make it to the car with sighs of relief. 

 

JUDY: Well, I guess we’re staying in the good old apartment. 

AUDRY: I’d take that apartment over that piece of junk any day! 

JUDY: I don’t understand how they made the house seem so nice in the ad. 

AUDRY: Well, mom. Things often aren’t as advertised. 
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“Still I Rise” 

By Maya Angelou 

You may write me down in history 

With your bitter, twisted lies, 

You may trod me in the very dirt 

But still, like dust, I'll rise. 

 

Does my sassiness upset you? 

Why are you beset with gloom? 

'Cause I walk like I've got oil wells 

Pumping in my living room. 

 

Just like moons and like suns, 

With the certainty of tides, 

Just like hopes springing high, 

Still I'll rise. 

 

Did you want to see me broken? 

Bowed head and lowered eyes? 

Shoulders falling down like teardrops. 

Weakened by my soulful cries. 

 

Does my haughtiness offend you? 

Don't you take it awful hard 

'Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines 

Diggin' in my own back yard. 

 

You may shoot me with your words, 

You may cut me with your eyes, 

You may kill me with your hatefulness, 

But still, like air, I'll rise. 

 

Does my sexiness upset you? 

Does it come as a surprise 

That I dance like I've got diamonds 

At the meeting of my thighs? 

 

Out of the huts of history's shame 

I rise 

Up from a past that's rooted in pain 

I rise 

I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide, 

Welling and swelling I bear in the tide. 

Leaving behind nights of terror and fear 

I rise 



Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear 

I rise 

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave, 

I am the dream and the hope of the slave. 

I rise 

I rise 

I rise.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



“I Am” 

12 March 2014 

I am sixteen 

And my body has betrayed me 

Petite cheerleaders waltz through the hallways 

As I lumber around them and make an earthquake with every step 

I want to discover what this world has to offer 

Yet I wish I could remain within the safety of my childhood 

There is so much to do 

But I lack the energy to do anything  

 

The world is so content 

Yet I can’t even decide what to eat for breakfast 

I want to travel to new places 

I want to fall in love 

I want to change people’s minds for the better 

You see? 

There is so much to do 

But I lack the energy to do anything 

 

I hope someday I can find purpose from within 

And create a life that I will be proud of 

There is so much to learn 

And so much to be seen 

I can’t wait to figure out who I am 



So that I can take the world by storm  

And do the things that I have always wanted to do 

Without running out of energy 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Competitive Mind, Competitive Spirit 

18 March 2014 

Everything is a contest, 

A race, 

A rigorous competition. 

Regular daily activities  

Such as the drive on the freeway to work, 

Or ordering a coffee with one cream and two sugars  

Seem to test your ability. 

Who will get the best parking spot? 

Who will get their coffee first? 

Then 

Someone will tell you 

That you are just “not good enough” 

And the anger and rage boils from the depths of your being 

Your delicate bones ache as if someone has their fingers wrapped around them 

Ready to squeeze at any moment, 

But only if you let them. 

Who would have the decency to say that you don’t measure up? 

But the sad part is that you believe them, 

You believe every word they say. 

And you are so mentally and physically exhausted  

From trying to keep up the image you have worked so hard to perfect 

That you don’t even have the energy to defend yourself. 

You’re completely tired 



And utterly exhausted of trying. 

You wish that you could just exist without feeling the need to compete 

For silly things  

Like the best parking spot 

Or the first coffee of the day. 

But then you realize 

It is more than just that. 

Who has a better life? 

Who is more loved by their family? 

Who has more friends to rely on? 

Feelings of inferiority and inadequacy consume you 

And you know that nothing will ever change/ 

You will always be this way, 

You will always have 

A competitive mind and a competitive spirit.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Ransom Note Poem 

25 March 2014 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

“To me, creative writing is a way for an author to delve into their minds and produce a story that 

takes the reader on an adventure.” 
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Stepping Out of the Writing Comfort Zone 

3 June 2014 

 When I was in third grade, I learned what it truly meant to write a great story. It was the 

first day of school and my teacher began writing class with, “You will all need to write four 

stories before the end of the trimester!” Hearing this, I began to cringe in my seat. I had never 

written a story before and there was no way I would be able to write four of them in only 12 

weeks. At this point in my life, I had no idea that writing would become one of my strongest 

subjects. 

 When I chose classes at the end of last year, I knew immediately that I wanted to take 

Creative Writing. I did not know exactly what to expect, but the name of the class itself caught 

my attention. Through writing experience, I have been given the chance to develop my skills and 

demonstrate my strengths as a writer. This class was particularly enjoyable for me because 

writing has always been one of my personal passions. To me, creative writing is a way for an 

author to delve into their minds and produce a story that takes the reader on an adventure. On the 

first day of this class, I set a goal for myself to take risks with my writing and experiment with 

new topic ideas that I had never explored before. In the past, I have been the type of writer that 

sticks to what I know and only writes about those topics. Being exposed to a diverse range of 

writing styles and assignment ideas, I was given the opportunity to explore myself as a writer 

and figure out what I truly enjoy writing. One assignment that resonated with me in particular 

was the Ending Story assignment. For this task, I was given an ending from a famous novel and 

found ways to work towards that ending. For my writing to make sense and have a strong 

impact, I had to analyze the author’s style in depth and brainstorm ways to replicate this style 

through my own writing. This assignment forced me to analyze contrasting styles, find ways to 



incorporate the styles into my own, and write a story that flowed smoothly. This task was 

difficult and frustrating at first, but I found ways to work through these problems and be 

successful in my final product. I enjoyed writing most of the assignments from this class, but I 

did not enjoy writing the play. Although I found enjoyment performing the finished product, I 

had trouble developing a story line to work from. I was able to use a character’s monologue to 

create my story, but it took a great amount of time and effort to expand on this plot. I found this 

task difficult and somewhat monotonous while I was writing, but I was able to find amusement 

when I performed my play in front of the class. Throughout the semester, I found that writing 

about reality was a common theme that I developed. By analyzing the struggles and triumphs of 

my own life, I was able to bring these ideas to life by writing about them in story or poem form. 

In this class, I was able to express my feelings and my emotions through the art of writing; I was 

given the opportunity to paint a picture of my life with words.  

 Throughout this course, I realized that there really is not a secret to professional writing. 

Writers are simply creative thinkers, and they write because they are inspired by an event or idea. 

Despite the fact that I am not a professional writer, I have found that I, too, can be a more 

creative thinker and writer. I have realized that I have to be more open to new writing ideas that 

may not have struck me as interesting before.  Writing is a passion that I have had since I was a 

little girl, and it is exciting to know that I am not limited to my comfort zone anymore. Through 

the wide range of assignments that I completed in this class, I have found that the world of 

writing has infinite possibilities that are just waiting to be discovered. In the past, I have always 

had a toolbox of a few story ideas that I found were “safe” to write about. By writing about new 

ideas in new formats, I have found that I have more to offer than just the ideas in my comfort 

zone. In regards to creative writing in general, I have seen significant improvements in my 



abilities to incorporate sophisticated vocabulary into my work. In the vocabulary that I use, I 

have expanded my “toolbox” to use words that I may not have used before. I do not have many 

big plans for my writing, but I am excited to continue writing independently as a pastime. 

Throughout my life, I have enjoyed spending time in my room writing the hours away. After 

taking this class, I am excited to continue my journey as a creative writer and thinker. If I were to 

take this class again, I would have taken more time to think about a story idea before beginning 

to write. More often than not, I would begin writing an assignment and then I would think of a 

better, more exciting idea halfway through the piece. Looking back on the successes and failures 

of this semester in my creative writing adventure, I am confident that I have opened myself to a 

new perspective in the world of writing that I never knew existed. 

 


