


The Magic of the Grape Arbor 

By Dana Joseph 

Old men arguing in Assyrian, drinking homemade wine, sitting around the picnic table in dining 

room chairs – that was life under the grape arbor at Grandma’s house. The rich heady smell of the 

tobacco in the octopus-like brass hookah they all shared. Sir Raleigh usually, but the good Turkish stuff if 

one of them had managed to smuggle it out of the “old country” on a recent visit. It seems I can still 

hear and smell everything. 

The cousins played in the side yard between Grandpa’s garden and the vineyard. Grandpa let us 

turn the boards over in his garden paths to look for garter snakes, which my cousin Perry would then 

chase us with. I always stopped by the patch of garden my grandpa planted with tomatoes and cilantro. 

If the breeze was just right off the river, the smell of both plants eddied around in the wind with a scent 

that would make you close your eyes and sigh. That smell always reminded me to go check with Nana to 

see when the burger dogs would be ready to eat. She would give me a hug and a grin and tell me that I 

must test them for her. She would break off a tiny hot piece and pop it in my mouth. “Is it done?” she’d 

ask. “You know when I’m gone you must be in charge of feeding the family.” Everyone in my family says 

that I am most like Louise. I am proud of that. My mother tells me secretly that I was always Nana’s 

favorite.  We kids watched the backdoor anticipating the entrance of the rizza, lavosha, habrisa, and 

dolma , and while we waited,  snacked on pumpkin seeds and walnuts and raisins that could always be 

found in the crystal bowls on the table and on the buffet in the dining room. We usually left the dates 

alone – those we were sure were for the adults – yuk! 

During the day, we made frequent stops back to the grape arbor to see who might have shown 

up while we were off discovering. On Sundays, our little grape arbor looked like a scene out of the 

Godfather, and as I was told later in life, was not too far from the truth. That nice Uncle Abee who 

owned the produce warehouse and pulled silver dollars out of my ears was actually the senior member 



of organized crime in Flint. My grandmother ran numbers for him, so he spent a lot of Sundays under 

the grapes, enjoying Nana’s cooking and succumbing to her swats for bad language. Dad said Nana was 

the only person who could get away with that and keep both hands - the magic of the grape arbor. 

When dinner was ready, we all crammed in around the table. No kids’ table here. “Family is 

family,” Grandma would say. “No one sits alone.” Usually that meant that the kids would eat standing 

up between adults, and that was the only time I was allowed to eat with my hands. Everyone did. Good 

food, good people, good conversation, good love, bad manners under the grape arbor. Magic. 

 

  



Leaning on the Bed 

By: Jason Payne 

 

Leaning on the bed of 

an old Ford truck; I stop 

and think of my grandpa. 

 

He probably had one 

of these cool old classic 

pick ups, though I was  

just a kid when he died, 

so I don't know for sure. 

 

Grandpa was my mom's dad... 

a retired policeman with KCPD (Kansas City Police Dept.) 

A buzz haircut and a gin high-ball 

That's pretty much all I recall.  

 

Little Bird 

 

Little Bird 

Your belly so yellow 

Came to give a message 

I recognize what you're here to announce 

And pleased that I’ve taken notice to identify with your errand 

You're a creation of God, so the message is clear 

You are here with me Owen, and I feel you are near 

A sign was sent to relate things are okay 

Will forever remember tomorrow and today 

 

By Karen Cantrell 
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Stuck 

 Four-wheeling with my brother was always an adventure, not always 

the best or safest idea, but always exciting.  One particular escapade was 

quite memorable.  It was a cool, dry summer night in mid July.  The smell of 

sagebrush milled in the air and the sun hung low, just behind the majestic 

Ruby Mountains.  It was the perfect night to take a ride in my brotherôs old 

CJ7 Jeep.  My brother, Brandon, our friend, Elaine, and I all loaded into the 

Jeep and headed off into the wilderness.  We meandered down old dirt 

roads, created our own roads, and did the crazy things that sixteen and 

seventeen year olds do in small towns to entertain themselves.  As we made 

our way further and further away from society, we discovered a mud bog 

just beyond the road ahead.  My brother couldnôt pass up this opportunity to 

test out his new tires, and he assured Elaine and me that we would make it 

through with no problem.  Having four-wheeled with Brandon before, Elaine 

and I were a little hesitant.  We didnôt think, however, that it was too serious 

as he had not yet muttered his famous, ñGet out; I need to take it from 

here.ò  This phrase was usually followed by his passengers standing off at a 

distance as he tried to maneuver the vehicle through whichever obstacle he 

had brought them too.  Needless to say, we ended up in the mud, four tires 



flailing and digging down deeper, moving herky-jerky toward the other side 

of the bog. The once white jeep was turning brown as mud was flung from 

the tires and clung to the metal.  And then we weren't moving at all; the 

jeep was frozen, buried axle deep in the thick, brown pool of Earth.  Elaine 

and I looked at each other and then at Brandon, as if to ask, "Well, genius, 

what do we do now?"  He grinned his sly half grin, and said, "Well ladies, 

looks like we're walking."   

Luckily enough, we had walking gear on.  Like I mentioned before, we 

always tried to be prepared when traveling with Brandon.  Unfortunately 

however, our cell phones were out of range, so we had no idea how far we 

would have to trek.  None of us could remember the last time we had seen 

houses.  Piling out of the jeep and ambling through the mud was a difficult 

process.  The mud played finders-keepers with our shoes and even stole 

them away for brief moments.  We plodded and trudged until we reached 

dry land.  Our shoes weighed what felt like fifty-pounds each and we tried 

various methods at removing the mud before continuing on our journey - 

Michael Jackson's moon walk seemed to work the best and after a few 

minutes our shoes were light enough to give walking a good try.   

There was just enough light that we didnôt have to walk in complete 

darkness.  We didnôt have a flashlight so both time and light were working 

against us.  We walked down the rutted dirt road for at least two miles.  

Darkness hung over our heads, but we were fortunate enough to be bathed 

in light from the full moon.  In the distance, we noticed some excavating 



equipment and Brandon had the brilliant thought that one of these pieces of 

equipment may just be our salvation.  We raced to the equipment and 

searched each piece for keys.  Nothing, nothing, and then SUCCESS!  

Brandon found a backhoe complete with keys.  Elaine and I jumped in the 

cab and crowd in with Brandon.  Brandon turned the key and the backhoe 

roared to life sputtering smoke out in the process.  We were  thrilled and 

also a little afraid because we knew that the law was not on our side at the 

moment.  While it might have looked as if we were joy-riding in the 

backhoe, we were merely using it to get some much needed help, or so we 

tried to rationalize things in our minds.  I still remember the loud Beep -

Beep -Beep sound that pierced the night as Brandon took the helm and we 

began our journey down the old dirt road.   

The minutes passed slowly as we watched the landscape roll by from 

behind the dirty glass windows of the old backhoe.  In the distance we 

spotted a dilapidated barbed wire fence and just beyond that a neat row of 

houses.  Iôm sure we could be heard coming from a mile away as we 

rumbled along in the backhoe, but we decided to park the backhoe and jaunt 

over the fence to the sleeping houses.  Elaine and I elected Brandon as our 

scout and we stayed behind to guard our ñborrowedò vehicle.  Brandon 

walked toward the fence, effortlessly scaled it, and then made his way 

toward the line of houses, eventually disappearing from our sight.  Elaine 

and I chattered nervously awaiting Brandonôs return.  We talked about what 

a mess we were in, worried about getting caught by the police and our 



parents, and wondering how Brandon was able to talk us into becoming his 

accomplices once again.   

Before too long we saw a speck walking towards us.  That speck 

turned into a blob and that blob turned into a recognizable human form.  

Brandon walked confidently towards us, his white Mt. Dew t-shirt almost 

glowing in the moonlight.  Brandon reported that he knocked on the door of 

the first house he came to.  He was lucky enough to recognize the faces 

within; one of the faces was a classmate of Brandonôs.  We thought that our 

luck may be changing for the best.  Brandon borrowed his classmateôs phone 

and called our dad.  It was 9:37, thirty-seven minutes past our dadôs 

bedtime.  Dad was not one to be woken up after his bedtime; he always 

woke in a sour mood, and we did not have good news to share with him.   

We piled back into the backhoe, put the pedal to the metal (which 

means we were cruising at about fifteen miles per hour), and tried to get the 

backhoe back to its place before our dad finds out we ñborrowedò it.  The trip 

seemed longer going back.  Brandon didnôt try to dodge the furrows in the 

road as we hurried into the night.  We arrived back at the excavation site 

and Brandon quickly parked the backhoe, the Beep -Beep -Beep  sound once 

again ringing out in the darkness.  We raced the clock trying to get back to 

the Jeep before our dad gets there.  We trudged down the road, tired from 

our exploit, but still running on adrenaline and anxiety.   

It was pitch black all around us.  The moonlight shown down like a 

flashlight and illuminated only a slim fraction of Earth.  Relief settled over us 



as we arrived back at the Jeep.  The night was chilly and had settled down 

upon us.  Strange noises had us searching the night sky for answers as we 

suddenly realized that weôd encountered a colony of bats.  The air was filled 

with the quick flap - flap  noise of bat wings, two girls screaming, and one boy 

laughing uncontrollably.  As soon as the bats were upon us, they were gone.  

Elaine and I calmed, but still flung our arms over our heads every once in 

awhile just in case the bats decided to visit again.   

The three of us arrived at the edge of the bog and stood there looking 

at the Jeep.  Things looked worse than I had remembered.  My imagination 

ran away with me and I saw the Jeep as a dinosaur writhing about, fighting 

unsuccessfully to get out of a tar pit.  The pit seemed to win; the Jeep was 

encased in the mud and appeared to be immovable.  Our deep tracks of 

escape mar the Earth.  A gulp and a heavy sigh escaped me as I saw 

headlights approaching.   

Our dad arrived and for a moment we felt like Superman had swooped 

down to save us.  For some reason, my dad had chosen to use my truck as 

our rescue vehicle.  I thought this was a little odd, but was not going to 

question his choice at that point.  He threw the door open, kicking one more 

time with his boot to keep it ajar.  I cringed; he was pissed to say the least, 

and I worried that my truck door would either be torn from or folded over on 

its hinges.  We smiled and greeted him with thank yous.  He responded in 

true Dad fashion with, ñJust what the hell did you think you were doing?ò  

The smiles fell from our faces and were replaced with nervous glances and 



fear.  As he ranted and slung a long line of explicatives, our dad pulled the 

long yellow tow strap out of the truck and began fastening it under the front 

bumper of my truck.  Brandon rushed to Dadôs side, took the unfastened end 

of the tow strap and haphazardly made his way to the Jeep.  He lunged back 

into the mud, sloshing and slipping, working as quickly as he could to get to 

the Jeep and get it hooked up for the tow.  Once all the connections were 

made, the drivers of both vehicles prepared for the Jeepôs resurrection.  Dad 

harshly threw my truck into reverse and the process of pulling the Jeep from 

the mud began.   

At first, little happened.  The Jeep heaved forwards and backwards, 

but did not move from its place among the mud.  Dad shouted at Brandon 

who proceeded to follow his every word to the tee.  The Jeep chugged to a 

start and Brandon put it into reverse.  Elaine and I watched the events 

unfold before us, each movement working with perfect timing.  Brandon 

gunned the Jeep and Dad applied his foot heavily to the gas in my truck, and 

the jeep began to crawl out of the mud, lurching toward freedom.  We joined 

Brandon and Dad who were wrapping things up.  Thank yous were again 

issued, this time in low voices.  The tow strap was thrown into the back of 

my truck as Dad informed us that our joy-ride was over; none of us felt like 

we should mention borrowing a backhoe at this point.  He tells us that we 

had better get our A-double-S-S-es home.  Elaine and I opted to ride back 

with Brandon following Dad, in my truck.  The trip back was quiet as we 

each contemplated the events that took place that night and the 



consequences of our actions.  Elaineôs voice broke the silence: ñThat was the 

first time I had ever ridden in a backhoe.ò  We glanced at each other once 

again as silent smiles spread across our faces. 

  



Ginny Hawken 

June 18, 2009 

Great Basin Writing Project 

Itôs All in the Name 
  As the book, Chrysanthemum, came to an end, our guest speaker, Gina Guess, asked us, in her 

Mississippi accent, ñWould you change your name and if so, why?ò  Yes! I thought to myself as I 

got ready to put my pencil to the paper, finally something I can write about with passion! 

    Of course I would change my name I started to write on the first line of the blank piece of 

notebook paper. I had always hated my órealô name and was thankful that I had a nickname in 

which to introduce myself with.  My órealô name has always sounded to me like the name of 

some female who would be a little bit snobbish, have ringlets of Auburn hair, wear dresses made 

of purple velvet, and have ties to royalty. I was none of those things.  In fact I was, and still am, 

about as opposite as you can get.  I was a farm girl, tomboy, in blue jeans and tennis shoes and 

am know a sixth grade math teacher in capris and sandals.   

     As I picked up my pencil to continue on about how much I despised my name, I paused for a 

minute to quietly say a quick prayer to God apologizing to my Grandma on my father's side, the 

woman who I share my name with, for what I was about to put into print, a written record for all 

to see.  As I got to the óAmenô part, my mind flashes to the spry, aging, girl, I call my Granma.   

      My Granma doesnôt look like or act like her name either. I bet it would be safe to say that she 

never had ringlets nor a purple, velvet dress.  She, like me, is much more comfortable in a well-

worn pair of Leviôs and a sweatshirt.   She has survived for ninety-six hard years, raised seven 

kids on a budget that in today's world would be classified as 'below poverty' level, and fought 

like hell to keep her family together.   Even though married, she was pretty much a single mom, 



the glue that held her family together, and as rambunctious as her boys were, let's make that 

Super Glue.  She had buried her siblings one by one, and even her eldest son, my father.  She has 

given her love and support as her own children and grandchildren faced alcoholism, divorce, 

suicide, and drug addiction.   She lost her husband of sixty-nine years and has lived on her own 

for the past six.   And yet, in all my forty-five years here on Earth, not once have I ever, ever, 

heard her complain.  

      My Granma is my hero. She fills my life with so much joy and laughter.  She has never said a 

word to me in anger and has always been there to support me.  I remember fondly all the times 

we spent together out on the lake, with a line, a worm, and a bottle of beer, never really caring if 

the fish were biting or not.  The wonderful food thrown together, with no rhyme or reason 

brought us comfort, knowing that it came from her heart.  Her flower garden, always the prettiest 

in the neighborhood, is grown and cared for with a passion unmatched by all.    Her love of 

games; cards, Quarters, Mumble-Peg, Horseshoes, and Washer-Board, that she always won at, 

even though she was half-blind.   The life lessons not only taught, but lived and learned.  

     My Granmaôs greatest gift to us all is the gift of family.  My Granmaôs desire to keep her 

family together and the ties that bind us strong, has established a family tradition, that even 

though I am miles away and not an active participant, has still had a tremendous impact on me 

and my feelings of family.  Every Saturday, my family gathers around Granma.  Aunts, uncles, 

nieces, and nephews, gather up a dish to share, load up the car and head off to spend the day in 

each otherôs company. Family matters are discussed and souls are mended.  Trials and 

tribulations of the past week are hashed over and solved or if not solved, at least put into 

perspective. Politics and or Religion are not to be discussed, and of course everyone gets caught 



up on the latest gossip.  When we finally get to visit home, these Saturdayôs are our favorite 

times, as we get catch up on a yearôs worth of love.    

    ñJust a few minutes left,ò I heard faintly in the background, pulling me away from a place near 

and dear to my heart.   Oh, crap! I said to myself, shaking my head, trying to get my thoughts 

back on topic.  As I reread what I had written, I quickly ripped the page from my note book, 

crumpled it up and stuffed it into my pocket so I could dispose of it later.  I placed my pencil to 

the clean sheet of paper and began to write: 

    I am named after my Granma on my fatherôs side.  We share the same name, Virginia.  It is a 

very official sounding name and therefore I am thankful that everyone calls me Ginny.  Everyone 

that is, except for my grandmother on my motherôs side, who also believes that children should 

be seen and not heard, but thatôs another story.   

     My Granma is not a óVirginiaô either.  She has always been known to her family and friends 

as Gin.  Someday, sadly, in the not too far away future, I will take her place as the óGinô in the 

family.  It is not a God-given right as I will have to earn it.  I know that when the time comes, I 

will have very big shoes to fill, from a very small, wonderful woman.  

   Would I change my name?  Absolutely not as it is ABSOLUTLEY PERFECT! 

     ñTimes up,ò Gina states, as I gently lay my pencil off to the side.  I once again say a little 

prayer, this time thanking God for giving me such a wonderful name sake, AMEN. 

  



More Than Just the Coolest Teacher Ever 

By Stacie Gardner 

Great Basin Writing Project ɀ ISI 2009 

 In early summer of the year I was 10 years old, my family ventured on a camping 

trip to Lake Lahontan.  We traveled with two other families to enjoy the warmth of the 

changing season.  On the second night of our weekend, the campers in the space next to 

ours roasted a pig in an open-ÐÉÔ ÆÉÒÅȢ  3ÉÎÃÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ρπȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÐÁÙ ÁÔÔÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ 

ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÓȭ ÃÏÏËÉÎÇȠ ) ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÕÓÙ Ó×ÉÍÍÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇȢ  (Ï×ÅÖÅÒȟ ÔÈÅ following 

morning on my jaunt down to the lake, I sauntered right through the middle of the dirt 

ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÐÉÔȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÕÎÂÅËÎÏ×ÎÓÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÁÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÍÏÌÄÅÒÉÎÇȢ  ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ 

ÓÈÏÅÓȠ )ȭÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÕÒÅ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÁËÅÎ Á ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ ÓÈÏÅÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ  And so it was that about 

half-way over the pit I realized that the ground was suddenly much hotter, so I screamed!   

My mother, realizing what was happening, scurried to where I was, but I had already fallen 

out of the pit and scooted on my butt to the lake, where my feet were now sizzling and 

steaming from the dirt-ÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÏÖÅÎȢ  -Ù ÍÏÍ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÍÅ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 

leave my feet in the coolness of the water; it was much too dirty for the wounds now 

festering on the bottoms of my feet. 

 My mom and dad scrambled with me to our little red Opal Cadet station wagon, and 

we zoomed to the hospital, which was about 90 miles away.  After the ice around my 

scorched feet melted, my mom blew on them until she was ready to pass out.  She rested 

until I could no longer tolerate the pain, then she would resume the process, bringing as 

much comfort as she could until we reached our destination where the real wait began. 



 The hospital was packed!  There were people young and old lining the walls and 

filling the chairs, waiting for medical attention.  We waited four hours before we actually 

saw a doctor, after which I was admitted for what would be a four-day stay. 

 Besides the pain and discomfort of my injuries, my stay in the hospital was pretty 

fun!  I received cards, gifts, and visits from classmates, teachers, and Brownie Troop 

friends.  My mom spent most of her time during those four days right at my side, watching 

4Ȣ6Ȣȟ ÖÉÓÉÔÉÎÇȟ ÃÈÕÃËÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÌÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÈÙÔÈÍ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÙȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÃÏÍ 

whÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÌÉËÅȟ Ȱ$ÒȢ *ÏÎÅÓȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÉÎÇȟ $ÒȢ *ÏÎÅÓ 

ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÒÅÐÏÒÔ ÔÏ ÁÄÍÉÔÔÉÎÇȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÔÅÎÄ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÉÎÊÕÒÅÄ ÓÏÌÅÓȢ  ) ÈÁÄ ÏÎÅ ÎÕÒÓÅ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ 

the most beautiful wavy brown hair that swayed all the way down to her knees.  We 

ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÃÕÔ ÉÔ ÉÎ ρφ ÙÅÁÒÓȦ 

 The hospital was not always fun and games, though.  The first time I soaked my feet 

in the medicated whirlpool bath to clean the wounds and loosen the dressings from my 

burns, the nurse had to finish removing the stuck-on pieces of gauze.  As she gently pulled 

the bandages from my feet, she also pulled off several layers of skin.  It was horrific!  Then 

there was the possibility of surgery to replace skin with grafts from my hips.  Luckily, that 

was unnecessary, and soon my feet had healed enough that I was able to go home. 

 After a few days, I went back to school for the final week of my fourth grade year.  I 

felt like a celebrity!  Everyone paid attention to me, helped me with my things, and wanted 

to know all about what had happened.  Since the very backs of my heels did not get burned, 

I could amble around with the aid of crutches pretty well, although I tired easily.  It is a 

result of this that I remember fondly specific action by others that impacted my life forever.  

 Our classroom that year was in an annex building across the street and kitty-corner 

from the main building, so it was a bit of a walk to the playground and cafeteria for recess 



and lunch time.  My teacher, Miss Ashcraft, piggy-backed me all the way over and back each 

time our class trekked across for these activities.  She was willing and eager to help me 

with anything I needed assistance doing.  She even had my entire class make get well cards 

for me.  Besides being the coolest teacher ever, her simple acts of kindness touched my 

little 10 -year-old heart, made me feel so important and loved, and planted the first real 

seeds of desire to one day become a teacher myself. 

 !ÎÄ ÓÏȟ ÔÏ -ÉÓÓ !ÓÈÃÒÁÆÔ ) ÓÁÙȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȦȱ  7ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅd the impact 

her actions had on one of hundreds of students, it is in part because of her commitment, 

caring, and devotion to her students that I am teaching today. 

  



Reina Lorraine McCoy 

Personal Narrative:  Assignment 1 

Due:  June 18, 2009 

By:  Maite Marie McCoy 

ñIôm Pregnant?!  No way!  Are you sure?  I had a false positive before so can we please 

do another test of some sort, just to make sure?ò I begged in disbelief. 

 ñSure, you can go right over to the hospital and have the lab do a blood test.  Iôll give you 

the orders and you can go right after our appointment here, but Iôm pretty sure it is a true positive 

this time.  The stick started turning almost as quickly as I put it in.ò  Dr. Cain responded in her 

cute little accent as she tried to calm me down a bit.  Sheôs such a petite little thing who wanted 

just to be excited for me. 

 I couldnôt wait to get to the lab and let the vampires do what they do.  I rushed from the 

Doctorôs office to the lab.  Rushing to the lab was an absurd idea.  I rushed there only to join the 

five or six others sitting, reading the free magazines supplied by the generous people of the 

hospital.  As I sat, I hoped with all my heart that this time it was true, that I was indeed pregnant.  

The last time was a nightmare!  This time though everything felt different.  Although DJ, my 

husband, and I werenôt living together at the time because of work (I taught first grade in 

Wendover and DJ was a scrub tech at the hospital in Elko) I knew it was our time.  Well, I hoped 

it was our time.  A baby!  Oh, Iôve always dreamed of being a mom.  DJ will be so excited.  Both 

of our parents will be ecstatic just because weôll probably be the only siblings in either family to 

have children.  Hurry up!!  I want to get in there so I can have them take my blood and let me 

know if my dream is to come true. 



 After waiting and trying to calm myself by reading up on some news that was no longer 

news because the magazine had been in the lab waiting area for at least a year, I was called back.  

The lab tech was an acquaintance of ours.  As he took the needle out of my arm, he said,òCall me 

later tonight and use the password ñblackboardò and Iôll let you know the results of the test.ò  I 

never called him.  I couldnôt stand to know before the doctor could tell me the next step in the 

process.  I decided to wait. 

 The next day, I called the doctorôs office as soon as I thought they might have my test 

results.  I think it was 9:00 a.m.  ñJust a minute Mrs. McCoy, Iôll check and see what the lab 

results are.ò  Waiting on the phone for the whole minute and a half was pure torture.  What are 

they going to tell me?  Yes, youôre pregnant.  No, Iôm sorry Mrs. McCoy you must have had 

another false positive which is highly unusual.  Youôre a freak and I donôt know how to help you.  

 ñMrs. McCoy, the results are here and they are positive, you are pregnant!  We can 

schedule your screening and then youôll come in for an ultrasound in a few weeks.ò  In a few 

weeks?!  I want to see it now!  I want to know if itôs a boy or a girl.  I know in my heart it is a 

girl, but I want to see for sure.  Is the baby okay?  What if there is something wrong with the 

baby?  Is the baby developing correctly?  I want an ultrasound now!   

 ñOkay, can I schedule those things now so I can write them down?ò I eagerly requested.  

She patiently gave me some open dates and I scheduled the screening and the first ultrasound.  I 

scheduled the screening (not knowing exactly what that meant) for the next week.  I figured I 

would space it out a bit so I wouldnôt be counting the days to the ultrasound.  Well, I did 

anyway.  I went to the screening, excited and ready to know something more about me and my 

baby.  Well, thatôs not what happens at a screening.  The nurse just sat across from me and read 

questions from a list four pages long that I had to answer. BORING!!  I donôt care about this 



stuff.  I want to see the baby.  I want to make sure the baby really does exist within me.  I want to 

believe the lab tests with my own eyes. 

 As the ultrasound appointment neared, my feelings of anxiety started to become 

overwhelming.  I am very excited to finally see the baby that I already love, inside me.  At the 

same time I am extremely anxious about seeing the baby.  I am a worry wart and sometimes my 

worries are without warrant.  What if there is something wrong?  What if the baby is 

underdeveloped?  What if the baby is deformed?  What if the heart is malformed?  What if 

something (anything) is wrong?  I express these worries with my husband.  He calmly and 

rationally says, ñThereôs nothing wrong with the baby.  Donôt worry about something that you 

donôt know anything about yet.ò  I love that man!!  He is my cool breeze on a sizzling hot day.  

He is my brain when my heart gets in the way.   

 ñMrs. McCoy, please come back,ò the nurse says holding the door to the doctorôs office 

for me.  I followed her to the exam room where she gave me a cute little robe to wrap around me 

so I ñwouldnôt get chilledò.   

 Dr. Fox walked in and coolly said, ñWe are going to have a look at this little one to see 

how everything is going.ò  After a little discomfort and a few bleeps on the screen, Dr. Fox 

pointed to the screen and exclaimed, ñHey, thereôs junior!ò   

 Honestly, it didnôt look like a junior to me, but Dr. Fox calmly and straightforwardly 

pointed out each part of the body that should be common knowledge to me.  I was amazed that it 

all seemed so foreign. Soon, I could see the spine.  ñOh, wow!ò I said in disbelief that something 

so perfect could happen naturally.  I could even see the arms and legs (after Dr. Fox pointed 

them out).  Then came the most heart-warming part, the part I will remember until my dying day.  

Dr. Fox showed me the heart.  I could see it beating.  I remember thinking: ñIôm only 13 weeks 



pregnant.  How can it be that everything is already up and running.  Iôm not ready for everything 

to be up and running.ò  Wow!! 

 From then on, things were different.  I marveled at the small miracle beginning life inside 

me.  Now, everything I did would be to nourish and protect this little being.  As the months went 

on, although it felt like years, my body grew and changed and I accepted the changes and even 

welcomed them.  I was overjoyed to be a part of such a blessed wonder.   

 Halfway through the pregnancy I got to witness the babyôs body and the marvels of such 

a creature again.  At that time, I found out I was going to have a baby girl.  I knew it!  There was 

no need to discuss a name for her.  DJ and I had already made a decision about a name for our 

baby girl a long time ago (if we were lucky enough to have a girl someday).  Our baby girl 

would be named Reina Lorraine McCoy.  Reina is the Spanish word for queen.  She is my queen 

and has been since before I saw her beautiful face, before I knew her.  Lorraine is a family name: 

All of the girls on DJôs side of the family had the middle name Lorraine, so my baby girl would 

have the middle name Lorraine as well. 

  On June 28, 2004, after many hours of waiting, deep breathing and excruciating 

pain our queen was born.  Because of complications during birth the baby had to be taken to the 

nursery for oxygen and an x-ray.  She had broken her collar bone in the process of birth and she 

had aspirated fluid.  The nurse came to take me to see her.  She calmly walked me down the hall 

to the nursery.  There she was, swaddled up like a little precious crystal.  She was absolutely 

perfect.  Her coal black hair stood on end.  Her small orang-ish face scrunched up.  Her tiny 

polka-dotted nose took in the oxygen.  What a miracle was there before me!   

Although there were some complications and many trials after she was born, Reina 

Lorraine McCoy is a strong, beautiful miracle to this day.  Perhaps those complications made her 



the fighter she is today.  She brings happiness, harmony and a song everywhere she goes.  Her 

heart is full of love that she enjoys sharing with anyone she meets.  My job, as Reinaôs mom, is 

still and always will be to nourish and protect her as the precious gem that she is. 

  



 

When Dinosaurs Roamed the Earth 

By: Lori Jarrell 

Hi Reggie. I am so glad you came to visit me in my new house in Vegas.  Wow! Whatôs in this 

big box?  This thing weighs a ton.  Thereôs two of them!  No wayé you lugged these on the 

plane?  You are the bestest friend ever.  Are you sure I canôt pay you something for this?  You 

could put it toward your business upgrade.   

 

Wow, this monster has a hard drive?  So I donôt have to put in that big floppy disk and load the 

operating system every time I turn it on?  Cool.  That is going to be so much easier. 

 

What?  A modem?  Whatôs that?  Yes, I have a phone jack in this room.  You mean this square 

shaped hole on the back here?  Okay, thatôs connected.  Now what? 

 

Okay, I turned it on but thereôs no picture.  Oops! Yes, now the monitor is turned on.  Oh, look, 

thereôs the command prompt and no floppy!  Woohoo!   

 

Okay, letôs load my text adventure games.  There, the floppy is in the drive and I typed the 

command at the prompt.  Look, itôs loading.  Just like my Apple 2c.  But on this computer I only 

have to do it once, not every time I want to play.  That will be very welcome indeed.   

 

Now, about that modeméYou mean I can use this modem to talk to other people?  How do I do 

that?  Wait, let me write down those commands.  Thatôs kind of complicated but I think I can 

handle it.   

 

Look, right here in the yellow pages.  Thereôs a phone number for something called Vegas Chats.  

How do I dial?  Can I just type in the numbers at the prompt?  Yep, that seemed to work.   Thatôs 

an interesting sound.  Is it supposed to sound like that?  Oh, I see.  Thatôs what a modem sounds 

like, eh?  Who knew?   

 



Wait, let me read this information on the opening screen here.  Itôs telling me how to chat with 

other people and how to type in different colors.  Whoa, everyone is typing to me all at once.  

There are so many messages it just keeps scrolling down!  I canôt read that fast!   

 

Hmmm, what does ñfresh meatò mean?  Really?  Heh, not sure I like that.   

 

This might not be so bad.  I can party while I sit in my own den in my fuzzy slippers and 

bathrobe, diet coke on one side and the veggies and dip on the other.  No mess, no cleanup and 

no driving home afterwards.  I can definitely see some possibilities here.   

 

You truly are the bestest friend ever!  

  



DawnMarie Stuehling 

Great Basin Writing Project 

June 25, 2009 

All it Takes is One  
 

When I was in the fourth grade I hated reading.  Couldn't get it, couldn't do 

it, and couldnôt stand it!  From the moment I learned that the letters could 

form words, I was always placed in the low reading group.  They called us 

the Turtle group.  Yeah, like nobody would understand that  reference!  In 

any case, I could add, subtract, multiply, and divide.  I could name the 

capitals of almost all the states.  I could identify the parts of a flower, but I 

couldn't wrap my head around reading.  It was boring, and hard, and 

stupid!  That was until I met Mrs. Gross.  As a fourth grade teacher, she 

seemed to know her stuff.  I knew I could count on the multiplication tests 

every morning and that New Mexico history would follow after every 

afternoon recess.  What I wasn't counting on was the read aloud that she did 

every day after lunch.  Right before the Thanksgiving holiday, Mrs. Gross 

started a book called The Hobbit by J. R. R. Tolkien.  I thought, ñOh, great!!  

Let her read.  I can listen and daydream and twirl my hair.ò  Then she 

started reading... 

  At first, it was the imagery of the Shire and where Bilbo lived.  I thought I 

might be able to get into a story like this and I just may pay attention while 

she reads.  Once she got to the part about Golem (those of you who haven't 

read it - close your eyes) and she began to make the voice that he uses to 



call out to his "precious", I was hooked!  She created this character so well 

with her inflections and long "ssss" sounds.  She even sort of hunched over 

as she was talking like him.  I decided that I would go to the library, check 

out this monster of a book and read along with her.  This didn't actually 

count as reading because she was really doing all the work, I was just 

following along like a good student should, right?   

  I followed along for a few days, but then one day something she read 

didn't quite set in my head the way it should.  I took the book home and 

decided to reread that day's portion.  Again, this wasn't really reading 

because she had already read it once so I was just being thorough:-).  I took 

it home and read the section over, trying to get her voice in my head to say 

the words I struggled with.  Well, this wasn't so bad.  I might reread 

tomorrow night too. 

  This pattern continued for almost a week and then came the Christmas 

vacation.  Crud!!  How was I going to wait two whole weeks to find out what 

happens?!?  I couldn't possibly read on my own!  I have the book, I have the 

time, but do I really have the knowhow?  I know the characters' names so 

they should be easy to read, I also know the names of the places (well, most 

of them), but I couldn't possibly read ahead on my own.  Two days into the 

vacation I couldnôt stand it - I have to know what happens to Bilbo.  Can he 

possibly get back to the Shire in one piece?  Are there any other dangers he 

has to face before he can continue his journey and head home?  ARGH!!  

How can I be expected to wait?!?  Alright, I suppose Bilbo and I could 



journey together for a few pages.  If it gets too tough I'll just quit, right? 

  And off we went.  It was slow and arduous work with many stops to ask my 

parents what a word meant and how to pronounce it.  I took it word at a 

time, sentence by sentence, and paragraph by paragraph.  Bilbo and I began 

a perilous trek through the Desolation of Smaug and toward the Lonely 

Mountain.  The more I read, the easier the trek became until I was able to 

read whole pages by myself before giving up.  I didn't get very far over the 

break but I felt that I was advancing (not just in the story but in reading as 

well) and that was good enough for me. 

  When school resumed in January and Mrs. Gross once again became our 

guide through the kingdom of Hobbits, I found that the story I read and the 

one that she was now reading didn't hold that many differences.  I still saw 

the same images in my head and heard the same voices.  Although her 

reading was much more fluid than mine, I thought that I wasn't too far off 

the mark - just slower was all.  Really, once she pronounced all the hard 

words, the rest was easy.  How hard can this really be? 

  As the end of the story grew closer and closer I started to worry that I 

would never find another book that was as engrossing as The Hobbit and 

that I was done dipping my toes in the pool of good literature.  Mrs. Gross 

approached me one day and asked if I would be willing to read another story 

about Hobbits for her to see if it was any good.  ñMe?!?  Why me?  I am sure 

there are much better readers in the class that could read for you!ò  She just 

left a copy of The Fellowship of the Ring on my desk and walked away.  This 



version was smaller and written at a level more appropriate for me.  I looked 

it over and decided to give it a try.  What was the worst that could happen?  

If it was too tough, I'll just tell her that it was really boring - not worth 

reading - so boring that I didn't want to finish it.  But that didn't happen.  It 

wasn't boring.  It was totally worth reading.  I read it twice before I gave it 

back.  That summer was the first time I got a library card. 

  I now teach Reading to 6th graders, my classroom library and personal 

library are constantly growing, and my list of favorite authors is longer than 

my Christmas card list!  I read for the Nevada Young Readers Award.  The 

local bookstore knows me by name.  I love what I do and any time a student 

comes to me and asks if I have any recommendations I always offer The 

Hobbit.   

  All it took was one teacher to spark my interest.  One ember of self belief.  

And one book to fan the flames of my imagination and I was never in the 

Turtle group again.  I can soar with the Eagles (my elementary school was 

very subtle with their group names, weren't they?) and swim with the 

dolphins.  All I have to do is open a book. 

  



A Walk Among the Ancient Ones 

By Duane Baughman 

 

The weather on this August day was ideal for hiking, the temperature was delightful at about 72 

degrees, and there was only an occasional thin wispy cloud in the sky.  The trail my wife and I 

were walking on was well maintained and quite worn from all the other visitors who had come to 

Great Basin National Park in eastern Nevada to make their own pilgrimage to see the 

Bristlecone Pines.   

 

While my wife and I enjoyed the challenge of the trail, the thin air at the high elevation wreaked 

havoc on both of us.  During our quest to reach the Bristlecone grove, several times we were 

forced to pause alongside the trail to catch our breath and stave off the light headedness we 

both were feeling at the high elevation.  After nearly an hour on the trail, we finally came to the 

first of the Bristlecone Pines. 

 

The walk among the ancient trees was one of the most incredible experiences of our life.  We 

were awestruck as we contemplated how we were surrounded by ancient Bristlecone Pines 

700, 1200, 3000, and some even 3200 years old.  At an altitude over 11,000 feet, we looked 

upon their weathered branches filled with admiration and wonder.  Standing in the shadows of 

these ancient trees, we reflected on the fact that some of these trees have witnessed over 

million sunrises and sunsets in their lifetime.  As well, we realized how many of these trees are 

still healthy and could possibly witness another million sunrises and sunsets.   



 

We delicately placed our hands on the trunk a tree careful not to leave any trace of our 

presence with them.  As we touched this ancient tree it seemed as though the events of history 

filled the air and began swirling around their trunks, branches, leaves, and cones. We come to 

ask ourselves how many others have come to pass through their midst?  Were the others filled 

with the same awe and wonder we felt?  It is nearly impossible to comprehend all the events of 

human history that have occurred during the lifetime of one of these trees.   It was our honor to 

walk among the ancient ones.  It was our privilege to gaze upon their beauty with wonder.  All 

around us the ghosts of the past seemed to fill the air.  Today we walked among the ancient 

trees and it felt like the trees were able to talk with us. 

  



Kelly Moon  

372 Oak Street 

Elko, NV 89891 

kmoon@elko.k12.nv.us 

Heavy on the Malt  

 
Jimmy Eddie hated working at Johnny Rockets. He hated those god damned 

paper hats that perched a top his bigger than average head, and those tie-

yourself bow ties that he never quit got the hang of tying. Yes, sir-ee, Jimmy Eddie 

was ready for a change. He was tired of milkshake slime on the counter tops, and 

little kids who loaded up fries with catsup and flung ‘em across the tables. Yes, sir-

ee, he was tired of shitty tips and his manager, Cyrus, always hounding him to 

cover up the tattoo on his chest. He was ready for a change. Every now and again 

Jimmy Eddie would spit on top of people’s hamburgers, just to see if they was 

paying attention, they usually wasn’t. He did other stuff too, but it wouldn’t be 

right for me to write it down or say so. Just know that Jimmy Eddie was ready for 

a change. So when Deloris Diane waltzed into Johnny Rockets with her silicone 

implants leading the way, Jimmy Eddie noticed. Jimmy Eddie wasn’t your ordinary 

snaggle-toothed southern white boy, so he knew when opportunity came 

knocking, knocking in the form of Deloris Diane. He knew to pay attention. Deloris 

Diane sashayed her way to the milkshake counter and settled on one of them 



twirly seats. Cyrus, the manager, about stumbled over his own feet to get to 

Deloris Diane for her order. She ordered up a chocolate malt, heavy on the malt. 

Cyrus could barely contain himself, let alone write down her order. He’d never in 

his fifty-four years of life seen such a red-headed bombshell as Deloris Diane. 

When Cyrus brought Deloris Diane her chocolate malt, heavy on the malt, he said, 

“On the house, Missy.”  Deloris Diane lowered her heavily mascaraed lashes to 

her malt, then walked her hand over to Cyrus’ own two fingers. She touched the 

back of his hand with a long red nail and said, “Why thank you, darlin’, you’re a 

peach.” Cyrus felt a rise in his chinos and pressed himself against the shelf under 

the counter. It so happened that all the catsup bottles were lined up there, having 

just been filled. Cyrus’ enthusiasm was more than he could bear. His hip caught 

the shelf just right and sent twenty-two bottles of Heinz Catsup to the floor. The 

blood red tomato concoction oozed across the black and white checkered floor, 

pieces of jagged grass floating just like tiny sailboats. Jimmy Eddie had been taking 

his fifteen minute required break when all this was going on. He usually went 

outside to smoke, but because Deloris Diane was in the place, he thought he’d 

just watch. He couldn’t help but guffaw at his boss’s embarrassment. Deloris 

Diane didn’t even notice when Cyrus, blubbering apologies, dropped to his knees 

to clean up the mess. Nope she didn’t give no never mind. She just went on 



twirling her red and white stripped straw between her thumb and index finger, 

then lowered her blood red lips over the top of the straw to suck up that 

chocolate malt goodness, heavy on the malt. Jimmy Eddie knew that when he saw 

Deloris Diane leave her chocolate malt half consumed, and he heard the click of 

her stiletto heals coming toward him, his time had come. Cyrus peeked up from 

cleaning glass and catsup just in time to see Deloris Diane reach out and grab 

Jimmy Eddie by his ill-tied bow tie. Her lips grazed his ear, and she whispered 

something into it. Jimmy Eddie turned scarlet, then he brushed his hand up and 

over the rise of her derrière. Yep, this was the change Jimmy Eddie was waiting 

for. When Cyrus’ head bobbed up over the counter again, they were both gone. 

The only thing left was Jimmy Eddie’s paper hat teetering precariously on the tip 

jar.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Two Chicks, Too Cute  

                                         By Jennifer Kern  

  

          Mamaw hunkered in front of the stove, her hefty hips supported by the 

black, clunky heeled shoes that made a sharp tapping sound with each step on the 

linoleum-covered wooden floor. Meat sizzled in the heavy iron skillet. Mamaw 

prepared a meal for Uncle Buddy, my sisters, and me. Spaghetti bubbled in the 

large pot in preparation for her special blend of noodles, cheese, and tomatoes.  

          Fervently busy, Mamawõs work never stopped during the morning. Her strong 

hands pulled the iron skillet from the burner  when the meat finished cooking. I 

marveled at how she could move the hot skillet with her bare hand, keeping the 

steady pace of her work.  

          My sisters fretted over the careful placement of the two lifeless baby 

chicks. They hadnõt survived after all. They were too small or frail, one the runt of 

the hatch, the other handicapped with a crooked leg.  

          My little sisters affectionately named the chicks Tiny and Quiggly after 

Mamaw placed them in a large box on the kitchen floor. My younger si blings 

imagined themselves caregivers to the small, delicate creatures. I was the older, 

wiser big sister with weightier matters on which to focus. We all heard my 

grandmotherõs warnings not to handle the chicks too much. They needed to be left 

alone to eat and drink and grow stronger. But alas, they were too cute for their 

own good. My unperceptive sisters ached to pick them up, admiring and caressing 

the little downy fuzzballs. In just a couple of days, the chicks had been loved to 

death! They lay limp, w ithout a peep, without movement in the box.  

          Nothing would do except a proper burial for the adored babies. Someone 

rounded up a shoebox. Chicks were gently transferred onto a soft cloth covering 

the floor of the cardboard box. Uncle Buddy was en listed to dig the hole. The 

three of us solemnly and silently made our way out the back door of the kitchen, 

down the fence line to the garden side. Then walking the garden side of the fence, 

we arrived at the prepared gravesite just about even to the back  door from which 



we started. Mamaw must have known a shorter path to view the grave across the 

open wire fence would be appreciated in the days ahead.  

          The youngest sister tearfully placed the shoebox into the grave. One of us 

called the chicksõ names; another not so eloquently uttered words of regret and 

loss. As is custom at gravesides, a quiet prayer was spoken. Even I, the mature one 

of eight, stood not knowing how to ease the agony of the moment.  

          Who could condemn for bestowing too much love? If we could turn back time 

and relive, would we be any wiser about the bestowal of hugs and kisses, heeding 

warnings and admonitions of too much affection?   Or was the greater lesson 

learned: that li fe includes losses?  

  



Robbie Nickel 
Summer Writing Institute 
June 16, 2009 

Words of Wisdom 

 My family had a tradition of traveling to visit my grandmother every August. 

Understand we lived in Elkhorn, Wisconsin and my grandmother lived in Miami, 

Oklahoma. We made the trek every year, even the year we added a side trip to 

Washington D.C., the place where Mom and Dad had met, married and still had friends, 

via Oklahoma. I think my father thought this yearly pilgrimage was important, always 

insisting on visiting Momôs mother, because his side of our family lived in the Elkhorn 

area and he wanted to be fair about visiting both sides of the family. Images of the all 

night road trip, landmarks like the St. Louis Arch, memories of favorite restaurants flit 

through my head as I think back and reflect.  

 I tell you this to set the stage for the memory I want to share, because Grandma 

was important and because of fond reminiscences. One warm hot summer day in 

August while visiting I was with Grandma and we were alone in the front room of her 

house. I can still remember the house. It was on a street across from a typical 

elementary school with a playground fenced off, currently abandoned as it was still hot 

summer and the start of school was weeks away. Steps lead up to a white railed 

wraparound porch, floor painted gray, chairs and a swing where I loved to relax and 

read of an afternoon. Stepping through the front door, the living room loomed large 

with a cool air ceiling fan. All the other rooms, kitchen, bedrooms branched right off the 

main room. In the living room, I can picture the couch with a glass topped coffee table 

and a ceramic candy jar in the center, often filled with mints or other sweet treats.  A 



lava lamp sat on top of the television, sometimes running, sometimes not. And to the 

side of the room, an overstuffed chair sat with doilies on the arms, soft, comfortable 

and inviting.  

 My grandma was a comfortable friend, white-haired, face age-lined with 

character, having lived in this house and town for years, raising a family experiencing 

all the struggles life offers. She was able, as grandparents often are, to be the friend 

and confidant that a child needs. Someone who can teach us how to cook special foods, 

listen to our ramblings and share words of wisdom. 

 This was one of those moments that return years later when recalling hot 

summer days and lessons we learn from loved ones. We were sitting in the chair and I 

was chewing gum, as kids do, when my grandma, her name was Hazel, commented to 

me that it was not polite to chew gum with your mouth open. She said, ñOther people 

might think it rude or impolite to chew, showing to the entire world what was in your 

mouth.ò  Now those may not be the exact words that Grandma said, but I remember 

the conversation. Did I already know this bit of sage advice, you ask? Maybe, but I had 

not taken it to heart, obviously.  I was just, say, a ten year old kid, sitting around 

enjoying the comfortable presence of a friend and not necessarily thinking of etiquette 

and manners. I really wanted her to think well of me, she was important and my 

listening to her and following her advice would show that caring feeling. And, for 

whatever reason, that bit of insight is still followed and brings fond reminiscences along 

with words of wisdom. 

  



The Ride 

 

Two gals hop into the back  

What a great experience just ridinô around town 

Together in the rumble seat 

Window between us and driver 

Different perspective up high 

Out in the open air 

 

Two gals; mother and daughter 

Hair blowing in the wind 

Laughing, giggling 

(Ya know, the girl giggle) 

Tee hee, tee hee 

 

Two gals hanginô  

Look over here, Mom! 

Look over there, Kate! 

Wave! 

Tee hee, tee hee 

 

Two gals giggle, giggle, giggling 

Enjoying the togetherness 

Enjoying the rideé 

 

By Darla Lipparelli 

Inspired by the ride with my dad and daughter 



  



Erin R. Smith 

Great Basin Writing Project 

Could Scribe Notes Work in the Classroom? 

On any given day I can walk into my classroom and wonder what happened to 

my students. One day they are all there and the next half of them have played the 

amazing disappearing act and no one in class is sure where the rest are at. I wonder 

how I am going to make it through the day with only a few students in each class. Often 

this results in little getting accomplished, students who are lost when they return to class 

and me, a frustrated teacher.  I thought the point of having school was to have students 

who show up to learn. I could do a lot more if I had students in my class more often. 

 Unfortunately, this will be an ongoing dilemma, one that I canôt control. Our 

school has an odd attitude of absenteeism; students are gone so often that most 

teachers in my building barely blink an eye anymore. My students can be missing for 

any number of reasons, this includes sports, doctor appointments, counselorôs office, 

principalôs office, conference with another teacher, school club and the excuses do not 

end. Iôve even had students take off for two weeks at a time to visit family in Mexico. 

Our school is also considered a rural school so a doctor appointment or a volleyball 

game can take a full day instead of a couple of hours, heck, depending on where and 

what is on the agenda students can miss two or three days.  

 Upon return from a long absence my students are lost, and even though I was 

there I may be even more lost trying to figure out where each student left off, what they 

need to make up and what they need in order to fall in with the days lesson.  This is 

extremely confusing and I can no longer keep track of all those absent students. I know 

the responsibility of the absence falls on the student, but why do I always feel like it is 

more work for me than it is for them?  

 When I did my student teaching I use to have a calendar where I wrote 

assignment due dates and left a file with blank assignments.  This worked well but I only 

taught the one class 5 times during the day. Now I have seven classes, try fitting all of 

that onto a calendar and not have students wonder which is for them. I could have 

seven calendars but where would I put them with all the assignments? A year ago I 

made up a cover sheet with a spot for the studentôs name and the date the assignment 

was due. Again this was a lot of work on my part, especially when most of the students 

were missing and I had to go over instructions again anyways. Then there were the 

days that I got so absorbed into the class that I forgot to fill out the coversheet and set 

the assignment where the absent student could find it. This wasnôt a very effective 

system for me either. Just this past year I tried keeping up with a web site, but I could 

easily lose an hour or two of my time every night posting assignments, due dates and 



the ñwhatôs whatò of my class. Again, it was yet another idea that I couldnôt seem to 

commit to and follow through on.   

 Now I am part of the Great Basin Writing Project and we do this protocol called 

scribe notes. Scribe notes are used to brief us every day on what happened the day 

before and to record our accomplishments, due dates and other information. Here is 

something that I might be able to follow through on. I could make a chart for each of my 

classes with all of my studentsô names. Each student would get a day to take scribe 

notes or record what we do in class, what I say about assignments being due and staple 

a blank copy of the assignment to their notes. The next day they read their notes and 

add them to a class binder kept safely in the class. As they turn in their scribe notes 

they could put the date of their notes next to their name and I could keep track of whose 

turn it is to be scribe. If a student is gone for a day then we move to the next person and 

go back when the first person returns.  

 I can picture it in my classroom now. When the absent student returns they can 

check out the binder and make a copy of the scribe notes and assignment and check 

the binder back in. I could refer back to the scribe notes to remember things I may have 

said. This would require very little maintenance on my part as it would be student run. 

Could this be the answer to my prayers? Maybe not all of them but it sure is worth a 

shot. 

  



Emily Heguy 

GBWP paper 1 

6-18-09 

 

 

 ñIf you want to live, I have three rules you must follow,ò quietly stated Dr. Patricia 

OôConnor.  I shifted upon my chair ready for the three rules of ñlifeò in this country.  ñNumber 

one, always take public transportation.  Do not rent a car and attempt to drive.ò  I silently 

smirked remembering the last time I visited Spain and my persistent father was insistent upon 

renting a vehicle.  ñNumber two is for the girls,ò stated Dr. OôConnor as she attempted to make 

eye contact with every female in the classroom.  ñDo not wander the streets alone at night.ò  I 

again shifted in my seat.  After hours of testing in order to be placed in the appropriate language 

class, and suffering the effects of jet lag, I was more than ready to be in the fresh ocean air.  

ñAnd number three, if you came across a riot, walk the other direction as quickly as possible; 

these are no places for exchange students.ò  Comprende? 

 We simultaneously nodded our heads and gathered our belongings.  ñSo Sarah,ò I turned 

to my best friend, ñyou think we can manage those three rules?ò  She nodded, and with a worried 

look upon her face, asked about the riots.  I wasnôt in the mood to try and explain ñETAò 

(Basque nationalist and separatist organization) to her, nor did I want to freak her out.  So I 

shrugged my shoulders and headed toward the exit door.  All in all the first day of school was not 

so bad.  I choose to study in San Sebastian, or as locals would call it, Donostia, Spain.  I wanted 

to learn Spanish, and lucky for me, so did my best friend. 

 As we sauntered out of the smoky campus building, a disdainful groan escaped my 

mouth.  ñOh big surprise, itôs raining once again.ò  Now let me tell you, ñthe rain in Spainò does 

not solely ñfall on the plain.ò  Northern Spain can easily be compared to Portland, rainy, muggy, 

and down right wet, umbrella weather if you will.  We trudged through the puddles and made our 



way down the tight street to our home away from home.  As we entered our flat, the smell of wet 

dog wiggled in with us.  ñOh man my stomach hurts,ò exploded Sarah.  ñPerhaps you should 

have not been so picky and eaten lunch,ò I said rolling my eyes and tossing down my backpack. 

 Dinner was on the table at nine oôclock, early for a Spanish household.   I took my seat at 

the head of the small, rectangular table.  As Sarah entered the kitchen, I could tell that her 

stomach was bothering her; the pain stricken look on her face read like an open book and I was 

thankful that our host-mother, Annabel, had prepared soup for dinner and not something exotic 

to our taste buds.  We finished our meal of soup and salad, put our dishes in the tiny dish washer, 

foreignly said good-night to AnnaBel, and staggered to our room.    

 ñI bet you will feel better after a good nightôs rest,ò I said climbing into bed and pulling 

up the covers.  I quickly made a mental note that that was something my own mother would say, 

and not to use it again until the age of forty.  Sarah looked at me with pleading eyes, ñI hope 

youôre right.ò   

 Sarah tossed and turned the entire night.  Unfortunately, Sarah had the squeaky mattress; 

the kind that squeals when one blinks an eye, moves a finger, or breathes.  In fact, it was so bad, 

that one night, Sarah and I, decided that the mattress would be better off lying upon the hard 

wood floor instead of in the aluminum frame.  Anyway, it was definitely not a prescription for a 

good-nightôs sleep.  Finally, in my raging stage of insomnia, I curtly growled, ñJesus Sarah, lay 

still for five freakinô seconds!ò  After a pregnant silence, Sarahôs soft voice broke the barrier, 

ñEm, I think I have appendicitis.ò   

 It took me a moment to register Sarahôs soft words.  Suddenly my mind began to race and 

panic rushed up, causing my throat to constrict, suffocating the life within me.  ñBe rational,ò I 

silently advised myself.  I swiftly turned to face Sarah, ñAnd what is it you pose I do?ò  I 

abruptly remembered that AnnaBel was out on the town and would not be back until sometime in 



the morning.    I could see the pain welling up in Sarahôs eyes; one lone tear broke free and raced 

down her rosey red cheek.  I am the rock in our relationship and I am supposed to have all the 

answers, and yet all I could think of was the fact that I didnôt even know the number for ñ911.ò 

ñCan you call our school director?ò questioned Sarah, suddenly breaching the one on one battle I 

had begun fighting within my own mind.  Yes!  I should have thought of that, and perhaps I 

would have had it not been for a night without a wink of sleep! 

 Patricia OôConnor arrived in a taxi at four-thirty a.m. in front of our flat.  The hospital is 

a blur of a memory to me.  The sing-song drum of Spanish filled the air and the smell of cigarette 

smoke lingered around me as I waited in the cafeteria for word on how my friend was doing.  

Patricia (being on first name basis now after spending some quality time together in the waiting 

room) told me to go home and get some sleep.  ñI will call you as soon as I know how Sarah is 

doing,ò promised Patricia.   At nine-fifteen p.m. the phone rang.  Patricia told me that Sarah was 

awake and that I should go down to the hospital and see her.  This, of course, was much easier 

said than done since I was not fluent in the language.  I conferred with Patricia which bus I 

should take, and then began the trek to the hospital.   

 As I was waiting outside in the drizzling rain for bus E2 to arrive, I heard the chime of 

the church bells announcing the time in the distance.  It was ten oôclock p.m.  I was alone at a 

bus stop at ten oôclock p.m.  As I meandered in my abyss of self loathing, something caught the 

corner of my eye.  This cannot be happening.  Oh but it was.  Low and behold about fifty people 

rounded the corner and were walking straight toward me; they were carrying signs.  It was a 

political protest.   My mind flashed back to the first day of school and the three rules that Patricia 

made us promise to abide by.  As the crowd quietly walked by, a smile snuck up on me, and I 

chuckled to myself as I thought, ñRules are meant to be brokenȢȱ 

 



 

 

 


