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For most of us, our first 
time driving an automobile 
was as a teen, likely 
accompanied by a parent.

For me, it was a different 
story – a tale of a toddler at 

the wheel.
I’m a licensed 21-year-old now. I 

recently drove home from class on a 
warm night which was preceded by some 
icy weather. I parked behind our house, 
placed one foot out of the car, and was 
startled as a melted sheen of water on top 
of the icy driveway caused my car to slide 
to the bottom of the hill.

That startling, but ultimately harmless, 
occurrence took me back almost 20 years 
to another day in that same driveway.

I was 3 years old, maybe 4.
On that memorable day I had a 

hankering for a Happy Meal, and 
asked my dad if he would take me to 
McDonalds. My speech abilities weren’t 
at their peak, so what probably came out 
of my mouth was more akin to “Can I go 
to McDonalds?”

My question had an essentially different 
meaning to “can we go” that I didn’t quite 
grasp.

“Can you take me?” would have been a 
more precise question.

But what came next was a dad joke 
which twisted my words around me. With 
a grin and an obvious joking tone, he said 
"Sure! Drive yourself there!"

My brain didn't yet have any grasp 
of what sarcasm was. The pinnacle of 
authority in my life had bestowed on 
me permission to drive, perhaps to even 
fly a plane or operate heavy machinery 
– anything, as long as it got me to those 

shining golden arches.
This wasn’t permission that I would 

exercise selfishly; my good fortune would 
be shared with my 5-year-old brother. I 
informed him of the deal I had just struck 
with the Big Man. We excitedly made our 
way to the massive 12-seater van in the 
back driveway.

We climbed onto the fuzzy blue seats, 
me at the steering wheel and my brother 
riding shotgun. Our legs dangled over 
the large felt chairs. There was no way 
I would be reaching the pedals, but that 
didn’t matter because I didn’t know 
pedals even existed.

For all I knew cars were propelled by 
the mere will of the driver. However, I 
did know one thing – one way or another 
cars needed to be started.

I didn’t have the keys, but I had picked 
up a few things from watching my parents 
drive over the years. There was something 
important about this big stick between 
the seats, that mighty scepter labeled 
PRNDL. 

I reached out and grabbed it with both 
hands - like a frontiersman clutching onto 
the reins of a wild stallion - I yanked 
PRNDL with all the might my tiny arms 
could muster.

The stick jutted back, past the P, then 
the R, and then finally, it rested on the N.

I didn’t know this at the time, but the N 
stood for “neutral,” of course.

On any normal occasion, neutral might 
mean “nothing.” The car doesn’t move 
forward, nor backward. It just sits there. 
No harm, no foul.

That assumes, of course, the car is on 
level ground.

But as we have already learned, our 
driveway is a hill with a not insubstantial 
incline.

So there we were, sitting in a massive 
two-ton death trap which in the last 
millisecond had been set to neutral mode.

We began moving.
This is good right? The car is moving. 

That was my goal!
My theory was correct, PRNDL was 

indeed what made the car move.
What followed was excitement, and 

then a gap. You must forgive my toddler 
memory, but what happened next wasn’t 
logged.

Luckily, I have family members to fill 
in what happened next, as this is a popular 
story to tell.

at family gatherings while reminiscing 
on past misadventures. When recounting 
this story with our family friend Barbara, 
she loves bringing up this next detail, 
which she had heard from my parents.

The van inevitably rolled down the hill 
and collided with a telephone pole at the 
bottom. Two tiny people scrambled out 
of the vehicle and ran for their dear lives 
back into the house.

That image amuses people when they 
hear this story, but it wasn’t funny at the 
time.

We were probably less scared of the 
harrowing experience than how our 
parents might punish us upon finding out 
what caused the loud noise from outside.

The moral of the story, if there even is 
one, is this. We ought to be grateful for 
the life we so often take for granted.

It’s not hard to imagine how that funny 
story might have turned tragic.

Most childhoods are full of near misses. 

Aside from this story, I can also add to 
the list incidents where I picked pieces 
of bread out of a toaster with a fork, put 
choking hazards in my mouth, or nearly 
cracked open my skull falling face first 
off of the top of a slide.

Imagine the headline in the local paper: 
“Tragic toddler death.”

OK, maybe I’m exaggerating a bit, but 
my gratitude for being a healthy 21 year 
old is real.

We must remember, as children, we are 
at our most fragile, most stupid, and most 
adventurous – a dangerous combination 
indeed!

So let’s take a moment to look back at 
the misadventures of our lives.

And, after a good laugh, we need to be 
grateful that we made it out alive!

John Smillie
A senior's first experience behind the wheel

John Smillie, senior,
computer science, Helena, Montana

Photo courtesy John Smillie

Most 
childhoods 

are full 
of near 
misses.
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I was 7. I wanted a dog more than 
any toy in Toys “R” Us.

But every time I brought up 
the topic of dogs with my dad, 
his response was the same.

 “You need to prove that you 
are responsible enough.” 

So I did what kids do best: I bargained. 
“If I keep my room clean for a week 

and am nice to Andrew and Stephen you 
have to get me a dog,” I said.

For the record, my room never stayed 
clean for longer than a day or two. An-
drew and I would always fight. 

Eventually I gave my dad a list of 
promises explaining how I would take 
care of a puppy. 

I will walk her.
I will feed her. 
I will train her. 
That was the best 7-year-old me could 

come up with - and it worked. 
My dad started looking for a puppy- but 

not just for me. I think he wanted one, 
too, because he had grown up with dogs 
his whole life. 

In April 2010 after seeing hundreds of 
puppies I fell in love with the runt of a 
litter, a yellow lab. I remember that pup’s 
house: a small, dark blue, one story house 
surrounded by huge green pine trees. 

My brothers were not happy with this 
decision because they wanted a black lab 
that was obsessed with his tail and yellow 
collar. When the breeder would switch 
collars on the puppies, Andrew and Ste-
phen just kept choosing the one with the 
yellow collar. 

Since my dream puppy was still too 
young to be separated from her mom, we 
went home and made a list of what we 

needed to do before she arrived. 
First on the list: Pick a name everyone 

in the family liked. 
Sparky? Luna? Pickle? Bella? Shadow? 

Nope. None felt right. 

Finally, I had an idea. I love “The 
Princess Bride.” I especially loved Prin-
cess Buttercup because of her persistence 
and beauty. Her blonde hair also reminded 
me of my puppy. 

 My mom and dad really loved the 
name while my two brothers, Andrew, 6, 
and Stephen, 4, did not understand why I 
chose such a lame name. 

Nolan, 5-months-old did not get a say 
in any part of the choosing or naming 
process because he could only make baby 
sounds. But I think he liked Buttercup, so 
I counted him on my side.

Andrew and Stephen eventually came 
around to the name but they were per-
sistent that they were going to be the 
ones to hold her in the car when she came 
home.

 Since they had agreed to the name, I 
said they were allowed to hold her in the 
car if I was allowed to put on her new 
collar and leash - both dark purple color 
with white flowers embroidered along the 
sides. 

At last on Saturday, May 8, 2010, my 
whole family plus my friend Celine load-
ed into our Yukon Denali to go get But-
tercup. Celine and I were on either side of 
baby Nolan’s car seat while Stephen was 
in the back. 

As soon as we arrived at the house, 
Celine and I rushed inside to go see all 
the puppies and get Buttercup ready to go 
home. 

I put her collar on as fast as I could, 
and Celine hooked the leash. We ran out 
of the house before my parents were even 
able to get to the first step up to the front 
porch. 

I got back in the car with Buttercup. 
Luckily Stephen was asleep, so I was able 
to hold Buttercup the whole way home. 

Things didn't start well at home. When 
I showed Buttercup my room, she peed on 
my floor. I had no idea what to do except 
stand there and scream.

“Dad Buttercup peed on the floor! 
Come clean it up.” 

While he wasn't thrilled, dad showed 
me what to do and told me I needed to be 
the one to clean up accidents next time. 

My mom and dad set down the rules. 
Buttercup wasn’t allowed on any fur-
niture. But I put her on my bed the first 
night and continued to do so until she was 
able to jump up on her own. 

Now it was time to keep my promise. I 
had to be a responsible dog owner. 

Buttercup taught me adult responsibility 
which is much different from 7-year-old 
responsibility.

My dad taught me that being responsi-
ble for an animal that needs attention and 
exercise daily is not easy, but worth all 
the work. 

 I learned, for example, that loaves 
of unopened bread were not safe on the 
counters. My grandma and aunt would 
soon learn this, too, because when But-
tercup spent time at their houses, bread 
would disappear. 

We found full bags of bread stuffed into 
the couch cushions or hidden under piles 
of blankets. 

Buttercup also taught me unconditional 
love. Buttercup taught me to jump for joy. 

Every day when I came home after 
school, she would jump up and down 
while viciously wagging her tail which 
would turn into a full-body wag. 

No matter how I was feeling, she would 
always come running when I called her 
name. 

While Buttercup is my first real pet, my 
parents had two cats, Crystal, and Olive. 
They taught me that love comes with 
conditions. 

I’d pull their tails as they walked by, 
which probably annoyed them. I loved 
them regardless. 

When they died, I was devastated. 
Crystal would no longer be in my window 
sill when I woke up. Olive wouldn’t 
meow while waiting for food. 

Crystal and Olive taught me not to pull 
their tails. They also taught me that no 
living creature - pet or people - could live 
forever.

I'm 19 now, battling tough courses and 
living a busy life. I'm headed to gradua-
tion in two years.

I think I may just make it. 
I will have Buttercup to thank.
Buttercup taught me that smiling is a 

good thing - and that jumping when excit-
ed is contagious.

She taught me that slobbery, smelly, 
wet kisses can fix just about anything.

Gratitude student columns 

Hannah Post
Buttercup

Buttercup also 
taught me 

unconditional 
love. 

Buttercup 
taught me to 
jump for joy.

Hannah Post, sophomore,
anthrozoology, 

Marysville, Washington

Photo courtesy Hannah Post
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Kyle Thomas
Rodeo: The joy of taking the reins

It's been four 
years since 

I have saddled 
up, but 

there isn't a 
day that goes 

by that I 
don't miss it.My horse and I, 

working together. 
In this moment, 

that’s the only 
thing that matters. 

My hands are 
low, gently grasping the reins. We push 
through the pattern until the final turn 
around the final barrel flings us back 
home towards the entrance.

His lungs are pacing with mine, taking 
in quick shallow breaths from a job well 
done. I pat him gently on the shoulder 
as we slow to a walk. “Job well done,” I 
think. 

The past 18 seconds have been a blur. 
Finally, I feel myself breathe again. 
I am grateful for the sport of rodeo. 
Competing in rodeo throughout my 

youth taught me valuable lessons. I 
learned the true value of hard work and 
dedication. I learned the responsibility 
of properly caring for animals - rain or 
shine.

I learned about humility. 
I am eternally grateful for each of those 

lessons. However, I am most grateful 

for the escape that rodeo provided me 
through my most difficult times. 

Rodeo days always start early and end 
late for competitors. 

Waking up at 4 a.m., I get my horse 
fed, grained, and watered before the sun 
comes up. I gather all my tack for the day, 
clean out my horse’s stall, and hopefully 
eat breakfast before events begin sharply 
at 8 a.m. 

Three days in a row, same routine: 
Wake up at 4 a.m., feed my horse, feed 
myself, warm up my horse, compete, rest 
my horse, feed my horse again, get back 
in the saddle, warm up again, compete 
again. Feed, warm up, compete, rest, 
feed, warmup, compete, rest. 

Lather, rinse, repeat– until my day ends 
anywhere between 9 p.m. and 2 a.m.

Rodeo is exhausting, but the thrill 
of competing helps. I tune out the loud 
cheers and whistles from the audience 
as I focus on tightly rounding the first, 
second and third barrels. 

My friends and family in the bleachers 
stand up and holler for me as we trot our 

way back to the gates of the arena. 
I feel a sense of accomplishment. All of 

the hours I spent training and working my 
horse have paid off. 

We may not have won, but I know in 
my heart we did our best. That is enough. 

The high from competing with my 
horses is like nothing I have ever experi-
enced. 

The only focus I have is on our next 
move. 

Hitting the perfect pocket and tightly 
rounding the next barrel.

Easing up on the reins to stop my horse 
within inches of the chalk line in keyhole 
race.

Setting my horse up in the perfect 
position to sort out the next cow in team 
penning. 

These short fragments have been 
incredibly stressful, but rewarding even 
when I did not take home a prize. 

Rodeo allowed me to take a break 
from all the other pressures - a stressful 
home life, piles of homework, arguments 
between friends. All of those stresses 
would vanish as I focused my energy on 

rounding the barrels. 
It’s been four years since I have sad-

dled up, but there isn’t a day that goes by 
that I don’t miss it. 

Rodeo doesn’t offer the biggest payouts 
or the fanciest prizes. 

Rodeo offers the joy of taking the reins 
and taking a break. 

My horse and I, working together.
That’s enough.  

Kyle Thomas, senior,
anthrozoology,  Burbank, Washington

Photo courtesy  Kyle Thomas
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Chase Coyle
And a river runs through it

Like water, 
life never

stops
moving.

When COVID-19 
shut down the 
world, I was 
locked away in 
the safety of my 
home in Grants 

Pass, Oregon. 
My days consisted of binge-watching 

Netflix and playing late-night video 
games from my bedroom.

But I lost interest in my daily routine 
quickly.

Now, I am sure everyone was faced 
with these feelings, in some way – 
bored, trapped, and searching for ways 
to fill days in those isolated, socially 
distanced depressing days.

I found my answer on the banks of a 
river.

I drove 5 miles from my dark-green 
house in the suburbs straight down 
Highway 199, to the rocky banks of 
the Applegate River. I parked by the 
Applegate Saloon and walked down a 
ledge leading to a small dirt trail across 
the old windy road. 

Tan sticks and logs from the high 
waters of winter lay scattered through-
out the terrain, woven into the old dark 
gray concrete blocks from an unfinished 
bridge. In the clear water, two pillars 
lay side by side, a sanctuary for the fish 
that patrol the currents.

I am deeply grateful for the Applegate 
River.

 The 51-mile river, begins its journey 
in the Siskiyou Mountains of California, 
carving its path to the Rogue River in 
Oregon. I have spent countless hours on 
its banks - fishing, swimming, and just 
escaping. 

Near Grants Pass, the Applegate is 
a narrow river, with most of it being 
public access. Its pebble beaches are 
full of people crowding together, trying 
to refresh themselves in one of half a 
dozen swimming holes. 

I spent most of my time at the river 
on a hidden tiny rock-covered island, 
layered with light green plants and 
weeds. The water wraps around that 
spot, separating the small oval plot of 
land from the roads and homes. 

Growing up, I would sit by the river, 
watching its constant flow of water 
tumbling over the gray algae-covered 
rocks. My family would take me there 
in the summer to avoid the blistering 
heat.

While I was living in Oregon, that 
river became a place to flee from the 
pandemonium of COVID-19. When 
I sat on the banks, the outside world 
disappeared.

I listened to the whispering rumble 
of the white water and birds chirping. 

I found peace of mind during a chaotic 
time. 

Living near the river, I have always 
enjoyed its presence, but the pandemic 
gave me a new appreciation for what 
had always been close to my home.

COVID-19 gave me the free time I 
have never enjoyed before. Sitting by 
the river, almost felt spiritual, a flowing 
type of meditation.

In Montana, I still find myself running 
to a new river when I’m stressed - the 
Little Blackfoot, a half-hour drive from 
campus.

Sitting there allows me to reset and 
refocus as I reenter my crazy world of 
papers, tests, and practice.

The endless flowing currents are like 
the teaching from stoic philosophy: 
Control only what you can control in 
life and let the rest go. Like the water, 
life never stops moving.

Throughout our lives, friendships 
come and go. Our best relationships are 
those that never skip a beat when we 
reconnect.

 That is why when I go back home, I 
always make sure to visit my friend.

I head back walking down that small 
dirt trail, across the windy road to 
my spot by the Applegate River.

Chase Coyle, sophomore,
public relations, Grants Pass, Oregon

Photos courtesy  Chase Coyle
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Johnny Day
Like father, like son

My dad and I are 
two dudes.

Growing up, I was 
always surrounded by 
females. 

Everywhere I went in 
my house there was a 
girl. Whether it be my 

sister, my mom, or my sister's friends, I 
could not seem to get away from females. 

I stand all alone as the only male child, 
with four sisters. I even have all female 
cousins as well. Don’t get me wrong. I 
love my sisters. I love my mother. 

But boys need male role models, too – 
and I leaned on my dad. 

That’s why I am grateful to have my 
dad in my life. 

My dad was the guy who would watch 
sports with me all day. The guy who took 
me out to breakfast every Saturday be-
cause he told me I was his favorite child, 
his only son. Honestly, I do not know 
what I would have done without him. 

Because we were so close, we would 
spend entire days alone together. We’d 
stay in our basement “man cave'' all day 
on Saturdays and Sundays watching 
football. 

Our relationship was the best. It’s still 
the best.

As a kid, being surrounded by girls in 
my house 24/7 was just something I had 
to get used to. But I never ever got used 
to being dressed up like a girl when they 
asked me to play “dress up.” They put 
make-up on me, too. Mom says they only 
did it because they loved me, but that 
didn’t make it any less embarrassing. As 

young girls do, they played with Barbies. 
But it's a whole different game when you 

make your little brother be your favorite 
Barbie. 

I didn’t say no because, well, they were 
older. 

Looking back, we could have spent fun 
time together in many other ways, but I 
can’t change the past. 

Life with sisters also included sharing 
a bathroom with two of my sisters - and 
never being able to get in it. We were 
often late to church on Sunday morning 
because all four of them could not come 
to a decision on what to wear. 

That’s why I could not wait for my 
dad to get home from work. 

I most looked forward to my weekends 
with dad – weekends filled with sports. 
We watched college football on Saturdays 
and NFL games on Sunday. My dad has 
always been more of a college sports type 
of guy, so we enjoyed Saturdays more. 
He went to Gonzaga for college, so we 
always looked forward to watching their 
basketball team play. 

I had to prepare myself for some yelling 
and screaming at the TV. My dad is a very 
passionate about his alma mater.

I loved outdoor time with dad, too. I 
loved going fishing in Red Lodge, Mon-
tana. And we’d play baseball together. 

I was a big baseball guy growing up 
and still am today. I played it competi-
tively starting at age 5 all the way through 
high school. My dad played shortstop in 

college at Gonzaga. I inherited my love of 
the game from dad.

We spent serious amounts of time to-
gether throwing a baseball outside. We’d 
also go to the batting cages. He’d pitch to 
me so I could hit. 

I remember going to “peanut park” 
down the street from our home. My dad 
and I would walk down there and spend 
an entire afternoon playing catch in the 
grass field. My dad was so engaged in 
playing catch with me that he wouldn't 
even answer his phone when mom called 
him to tell us to come home for dinner. 
That meant mom or a sister would have to 
come get us and bring us home. 

Sometimes we just skipped dinner and 
ate together later.

On Sunday’s my dad and I would wake 
up and go to church together with the 
rest of my family. Afterwards my dad 
would take just me – and only me - out to 
breakfast. 

We would usually go to our favorite 
breakfast spot, called the Dude Rancher 
Lodge. It was a motel that had a very nice 
breakfast diner. It was also a place where 
we could also watch the NFL games. Not 
to mention, it had the perfect name for us, 
because my dad and I are two dudes. 

We would usually try to watch the Indi-
anapolis Colts play because they are my 
favorite NFL team. After breakfast, we 
would go over to my grandparents’ house 
where we’d watch more football with my 
grandpa until it was time to head home for 
our Sunday family dinner.

I don’t know what I would do without 
my dad. 

He is the reason I have my passion for 
sports. I owe my faith to my dad as well. 
He taught me how to be a man despite 
growing up with four sisters. 

Going to college and leaving my dad 
was hard because we were so close. I 
always look forward to going home and 
seeing him. 

I’ll confess that I miss all my sisters 
as well. I better admit that I am grateful 
for them all. 

Maria, and Molly now live in Califor-
nia, so I should be extra thankful they 
do because I have a reason to get out of 
Montana in the winters to go visit them. 
They have all grown up to be very suc-
cessful. 

Sarah is now graduated from Carroll 
and is married while being a very suc-
cessful nurse at Billings Clinic one of 
the hospitals in Billings.  My younger 
sister, Gracie is enrolled next fall at Grand 
Canyon University in Arizona, hoping to 
become a dancer on their dance squad. 

As for myself, now that I am all grown 
up, it is hard being at college and being 
away. 

I am learning that time is precious, 
especially time with family.

Especially time with dad.

Johnny Day, sophomore,
business, Ridgefield, Washington

Photo courtesy Johnny Day
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Helen Hoxie 
Imua

Imua. 
This word has been a part 

of my daily life for some time 
now. It comes from the Hawaiian 
language and means to look 
forward and not to the past. 

Imua is a small word full of wisdom 
that has gotten me through a lot of the 
bumps in my life. 

I have the word Imua tattooed on my 
forearm, in memory of my grandpa who 
died suddenly. He was the patriarch of 
the family. Grandpa and I would always 
have the deepest conversations about 
life. 

I was the first grandchild, so I spent 
every summer with my grandparents. 
I call grandma my tutu. Once grandpa 
died,

 I wanted a permanent reminder that 
would always keep his words of wisdom 
with me.

 Anytime I have troubles I look down 
at my tattoo and have my own private 
conversation with him. I try to allow his 
advice to help me see the best path. 

My grandpa was liked by many, but 
I hadn't noticed his impact on others 
until the week of his death. My whole 
life, whenever I visited my grandpar-
ents, strangers who would be sitting and 
talking about life with my grandparents. 

 I always thought these people were 
just friends, acquaintances - people my 
grandparents knew only slightly. But 

in the week after my grandpa's passing, 
condolences flooded in. 

I’ll never forget the day we celebrated 
Grandpa's life. 

Everyone in attendance, around 200 
people, came up to my family and shared 
their stories of my grandpa. These 
included his golf buddies who described 
how he would give them updates on the 
life of my cousins, brother and me.

 People who knew my grandpa 30 
years ago described what a good boss he 
was and the thoughtful things he did for 
them. His college friends talked of the 
fun times they had. 

Imua, look onward.
My grandparents were both born and 

raised in Hawaii. For many years I would 
visit their house on Maui for several 
weeks during the summer. Every night 
we would have dinner on their dining 
table on their porch.

My grandpa loved his steaks well-do-
ne. The kind of well-done where you 
had to chew for minutes before you were 
able to swallow. My tutu and I would 
make my favorite delicacy: Spam mac 
and cheese. 

Afterwards, we’d all watch the sun set 
off the edge of the ocean and slip behind 
the clouds. As the clouds turned from 
pink to orange we would have conver-
sations on many topics- from politics to 
pop culture to life lessons. 

I once asked my grandpa if he ever 
regretted anything in life. He simply 
said, “no.” He stated that every mistake 
he made led to a lesson. Without his mis-
takes he would be a very boring human 
being, he said. 

Imua, move forward, without 
regrets. 

The word Imua also connects me to 
my father. He uses the word often. He 
and I are a lot alike. We both struggle 
with anxiety and tend to get in our own 
way. 

Dad and I always return to the word 
Imua to keep grounded. 

His sister, my auntie Lisa, also got an 
Imua tattoo in tribute to my grandpa, so 
I'm also connected to her forever. 

In my current life I'm filled with 
constant stress. Senior year is peaking its 
head around the corner. As any college 
student does, I get grades less than ideal, 
and sometimes turn things in late.

Sometimes I'm overwhelmed by proj-
ects, papers, tests, and stories.

Amidst all that stress: Imua. 
Life is all about mistakes. It's a cliche 

but it's true. We stumble, we fall, but 
that's life. Imua reminds us of our future. 

I strive to live the Imua philosophy 
and stride forward. 

Imua, live onward. Helen Hoxie, junior,
communication, Edmonds, Washington

Photos by Gianna Connelly
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If I was really honest with myself, 
I was nervous beyond all-get-out. 
Bumping between the shoulders 
of my over-enthusiastic parents, 
I felt like the silence of the room 
around me grew louder, if that 

was even possible. As I scan the room 
we’re all in, I can see that every other high 
school senior is just as nervous as I am. We 
all try to calm our nerves by not making 
eye contact with each other and swiveling 
in our rolly chairs.

All of the sudden, the entrance clicks 
shut for room 102 O’Connell hall and all 
eyes are drawn to the doorknob. 

At this moment, my fate was sealed.
It is ironic, I thought to myself, that I’m 

not a nervous person, yet here I was ready 
to jump out the window to escape embar-
rassment. As someone who was involved 
in nearly every club and activity my high 
school offered, I was certainly outgoing. 
For the past year, I was the “top dog” and 
basically ruled my school system; but here, 
we were all leveled out to the ground floor. 
With the shutting of that door, I knew all 
of my street cred from Bigfork High had 
vanished.

After what seemed like years of existen-
tial dread in my head, I realized I had been 
ignoring the conversation in the room. All 
of the sudden, my eyes snap to the front 
with the mention of one word: communi-
cation. 

“Wait,” I thought. “That’s what I’m here 
for.”

And at the table on the right side of the 
room, a man with an old-fashioned tweed 
coat raised his hand.

…

High school provided us with a safety 
net. As we head to college, we know that 
the net will disappear. College is the tight 
rope above a chasm without any harnesses.

For many Carroll students specifically, 
O’Connell 102 is just another lecture room. 

But for me, that room became the epi-
center for my future. 

It was in that room that I met my future 

mentor. It was in that room that I would 
discover the Talking Saints forensics team.

It was in that room that my entire college 
career would be changed forever.

After that visit to Carroll, I would later 
join the freshman Class of 2024, then join 
the Carroll College debate team where I 
would explore the first taste of freedom 
and experience true pain of failure. 

Far from that nervous high school senior 
that I was in O’Connell 102, I now feel 
like Carroll is my second home. 

After all that has passed since then, I am 
grateful to O’Connell room 102 for intro-
ducing me to my lifeline and biggest cheer-
leader at Carroll College: Brent Northup.

I first met The Sir in that room with so 
much worry on my shoulders in February 
of 2020. With the pressure of success and 
fear of what the future would bring, I was, 
obviously, a nervous wreck in that first 
meeting. 

But in typical Brent fashion, he found a 
way to intertwine a story in our conversa-
tion and bring some light to my anxiety.

Brent Northup is what many people 
would call eclectic. With his big grin and 
hearty chuckle, he can connect any lesson 
plan to an original anecdote to his life.

One thing that people often forget about 
The Sir is his huge heart. On the second 
day of debate Bootcamp, my alarm had not 
gone off, making me over two hours late 
to our morning lesson. With my friends 
calling and texting me, and banging on the 
windows of my dorm room, I was a total 
no-show after less than 48 hours of being 
with the team.

After finally waking up and trudging up 
Guad hill with tears upon tears streaming 
down my cheeks, I felt like it was all over.

When I rounded the corner of “St. Al’s 
Forest,” - dubbed by The Sir himself - tried 
to calm my heaving breaths and face my 
coach. 

As he sat in his purple camping chair, 
Brent didn’t look at me with disappoint-
ment, but rather, genuine concern. 

He asked if I was okay, and as I gave my 
pure apology, he simply said, “these things 

happen, and it’s better to get it out of the 
way now.” 

After that, he sent me to sit down 
with my friends and continued on with 
the lesson.

When I look back on other mentors in 
my life, it is hard to not be overwhelmed 
by the immense amount of love and for-
giveness that, as this time with Brent, I will 
never be able to repay.

Brent was more than my teacher. He was 
my mentor.

And as I think about my education—and 
my whole life, actually— I am beginning 
to realize how much of my life has been 
shaped by mentors who believed in me.

A mentor generally is described as 
someone who guides or counsels another 
person, whether that be with academics, 
athletics, or for life in general. Personally, 
I like to think of these mentors as angels 
who have shepherded me to where I am 
today.

Looking back, I have been blessed with 
many mentors, angels over my shoulders, 
guiding my life.

In middle school, where my awkward-
ness would make me a target for bullying, 
I relied on teachers to keep me company. 
Laura Johnson, my writing and history 
teacher in the sixth grade, noticed my 
interest in the books she was reading, so 
she loaned me some of the books from her 
personal shelf. 

It was those book characters that she 
introduced me to that comforted me when I 
felt most alone. I found inspiration in Cele-
na Sardothian from Sarah J. Maas’ series 
“Throne of Glass,” a badass assassin who 
would continue to break others’ expecta-
tions of her; as I dove deeper into the pages 
of the series, I found myself able to escape 
my loneliness at school.

Middle school science teacher Karen 
Pogachar saw me struggling with the ma-
terial. She responded with utmost patience 
and love. When I broke down in tears after 
a science project failed miserably, she 
wrapped her arms around my sobbing body 

in the warmest embrace. 
She reminded me that I was more 

capable than I could ever imagine and that 
this project would not be the end of me. I 
believed her.

At camp, I met camp counselor Charles 
Appleby,  my biggest cheerleader. Mr. 
Appleby chaperoned me on a DC trip 
and encouraged me to work on the school 
paper when I got to Bigfork High.

But the moment that I’ll never forget 
happened when my spirit had just been 
crushed.

I was sitting in a room waiting to com-
pete in the semi-finals at the state tourna-
ment for speech and debate. Just then, the 
director of the tournament rushed into the 
room and had to break the news that they 
had messed up the calculations. 

She informed me that I had not truly 
qualified for the semi-finals. I was re-
placed.

At that moment, Appleby got to the 
door, clearly panting after running across 
the campus to get to me. And on the walk 
back, he tried his best to make me laugh 
and to comfort me through that heartbreak-
ing situation. 

Appleby taught me in that moment and 
the years following not to let shortcomings 
stop me from achieving my goals. 

And that laughter is some of the best 
medicine.

When looking at my mentors now, I am 
grateful for this small yet amazing Carroll 
community that has adopted me during my 
time here on campus. 

To know that in every hallway, class-
room, table, and building that there are 
people who genuinely care for me is one of 
the biggest gifts I’ve ever received.

My mentors have guided me and com-
forted me: Johnson, Appleby, Northup.

Most of all, they have instilled in me a 
desire to pass on that love.

I want to share the gifts, lessons, and 
support that I have received.
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Josephine Howlett,  sophomore,
communication, Bigfork, Montana
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When looking 
at my mentors 

now, I am grateful 
for this small yet 
amazing Carroll 
community that 
has adopted me 

during my 
time here 

on campus.



I remember waking up on 
Christmas morning 2008, with 
the excitement and wonder of 
8-year-old me, to a blanket 
of snow. I couldn’t contain 
myself as my older sibling 

Maddie, 10, and I raced down the stairs. 
On this Christmas my grandparents 

gave me my first sewing machine. 
Opening the dinky plastic pink and 
orange machine, inside its cardboard 
carrying case, I couldn’t contain my 
excitement. 

I immediately began stitching 
anything I could, from pillowcases to 
old tablecloths.

While I began with no idea what 
I was doing, I am now that college 
student who has a sewing machine in 
her dorm room.

Any time I hoist my 
machine up onto my desk 
I am reminded of where 
my love and passion for 
this art began: sitting on 
my grandparent’s laps, 
learning how to thread 
the needle, and stitch in 
a straight line. 

Throughout my life, 
countless people have 
encouraged me and 
mentored me including 
family, teachers, and 
peers. 

In my sophomore year 
of high school, I signed 
up to take the Jewelry 
and Metalworking class. 
I thought it was just 
going to be a fun class, 
and a way to earn my 
art credit done. But I got 
hooked.

For the next three 
years I created pendants, 
rings, chainmail bracelets and metal art. 

My teacher, Mr. Campbell called us 
all “Jewelers,” because, even though our 
journey in learning had just begun, we 
were all jewelers in his eyes. 

 Mr. Campbell had lit a fire inside me. 
In my sophomore year, I created a 

ring out of simple copper wire. I learned 
how to use the torch, for soldering. 

I remember igniting the torch. I 
remember the feeling that a torch was 
burning inside me, too. I was immensely 
proud. 

Believing in me, Mr. Campbell 
asked if I would be one of six of his art 
students to participate in a statewide 
jewelry competition. 

Yes! Of course! I was honored. I 
couldn’t believe it. 

Because one teacher had faith in me, I 
began to have faith in myself. 

We all know that high school is 
sometimes less than exciting, but being 
a jeweler made it a lot more tolerable, 
I was even enthusiastic at times. 
Chomping at the bit to finish my latest 
project.

Campbell patiently taught us the 
processes until we mastered our new 
skills. We learned many jewelry-making 
techniques including lost wax casting, 
chainmail, and setting stones.

 If any student was lost, Campbell 
was ready to jump in at any moment 

and provide help. At times he felt like 
superman, zipping right in and fixing 
problems at the speed of light. 

 Campbell not only provided me with 
new skills, but the motivation to go to 
school as well. 

During the winter of my sophomore 
year, I got really sick and ended up 
missing almost two months of school. 
Campbell was one of the only teachers 
who stuck to his word to help me catch 
up.

For weeks, he spent his lunch periods 
helping me complete my missing 
projects, ensuring that my piece would 
be done on time. 

When I was frustrated hunching over 
my piece at the torch and struggling to 
figure out why it simply wouldn’t melt 

evenly, he would 
step in and help 
me.

My finished 
piece was entered 
in the state 
competition. 

Campbell also 
helped me to 
realize that my 
time was worth 
something.

 When we were 
finalizing the 
paperwork for the 
contest, we had to 
decide on a price 
for the piece. My 
mind immediately 
calculated the 
price of the metals 
and gem used, 
but Campbell 
corrected me and 
reassured me that 
my time meant 
something, that 

my hard work equaled real money. 
Mr. Campbell taught me to value of 

both my work and my time. We artists 
need to learn not to give our work away 
too cheaply.

This means, of course, valuing 
ourselves. 

I was proud of my work. No, it wasn’t 
perfect, but I got it done, despite being 
sick. 

Simply because someone had faith 
in me and encouraged me to pursue 
my artistic ideas, I was able to grow so 
much as an artist and as a student. 

Anytime that I am feeling discouraged 
at college, or am beginning to feel 
homesick, I turn to my creative pursuits 
and think back on my mentors. 

Being able to be creative not only 
helps me relieve stress, but reminds me 
of those people who believed in me. I 
hope I am making them proud. 

My grandmother’s pin cushion, sitting 
on the corner of my desk, encourages 
me to stitch and sew. 

Mr. Campbell’s lunch hour kindness 
and patience gives me the strength to 
succeed in college. 

They lit a torch in me that’s still 
burning today.
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Hannah Queen
A stitch in time

My grandmother's 

pin cushion, sitting 

on the corner of my 

desk, encourages 

me to stitch 

and sew.

Hannah Queen,  junior, 
anthrozoology, Spokane, Washington
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As the semester ended, the last thing I 
expected was to get a job offer from my 
professor. 

In my first semester at Carroll, I took a 
photography class with Garrett Thomp-
son, an adjunct professor since 2018. 

During that semester I told Thompson that I was interested 
in becoming a photographer. Thompson was quick to say 
he had been eyeing me as a potential employee since the 
beginning of the semester. 

And just like that, I was hired as a photographer with 
Floating Leaf Studios. Three years later, I am still happily at 
work as a photographer shooting all things wedding, family, 
and senior.

That gift is just one of many opportunities Carroll has 
given me. And I am grateful.

I actually chose Carroll twice - and left once. 
After my first year at Carroll, I decided I wanted to be 

closer to home to be near my dad, who had just been diag-
nosed with ocular melanoma.

So, I left Helena and moved home to Bozeman where I 
enrolled at Montana State University.

As I prepared to leave Carroll, I met with my advisor at 
the time, Annette Walstad, now dean of students. Although 
she had not known me very long, Walstad was very un-
derstanding of my decision. She told me she admired my 
closeness to my family and hoped that I would return to 
Carroll someday.

Being closer to my dad was good for both of us, but being 
a student at MSU was frustrating. I felt like a number; one 
of the 16,703 students on campus. My professors barely re-
membered my name or bothered to say hello when I walked 
into the classroom. 

If I needed help on an assignment, there was a long 
back-and-forth process to even schedule a time to meet…
which would usually fall through. After a year of struggling 
through classes without mentoring or contact from my 
teachers, I knew something needed to change.

I needed more than information. I needed mentors and 
relationships.

When I told MSU I was leaving, I received an impersonal 
shrug. They handed me a form and said good luck. That was 
it.

After experiencing being lost in a crowd, I knew where I 
needed to be: Back at Carroll. I missed the small classes and 
I missed seeing familiar faces across campus.

As I laid plans to return to Carroll, I returned to Walstad 
to help. We met over Zoom, and she happily welcomed me 
back. I was shocked she had even remembered who I was. 
When we talked, I felt like no time had passed.

After I arrived on campus and started attending classes, I 
felt at home. I soon met new friends and reconnected with 
others. 

I knew I had made the right decision the first time I 
needed help on an assignment. I emailed a professor with 
my worries and got an immediate response saying they were 
happy to help. Back in a place where I had mentors and 
opportunities in all directions, I no longer felt like I had to 
struggle through classes alone. 

While a big school has perks for some, a small college 
suits my soul.
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Gianna Connelly
Loving Carroll: Second time around

While a big 
school has perks 

for some, a 
small college 
suits my soul.

Gianna Connelly, junior,
communication, Bozeman, Montana

Photo courtesy Gianna Connelly
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Alyssa Gnoyski
Harry Potter's wand vanquishes COVID

They stood on a rock in the 
middle of a lake within a 
great cave, the one dying 
and the other trying to 
save him. Hearing his 
mentor screaming for 

water, he plunged the goblet into the lake, 
only to be met with hideous, pale zombies 
that were grabbing at him and trying to 
pull him into the water’s depths! 

At this moment in “Harry Potter and the 
Half-Blood Prince,” I had to go to class. 
Tearing myself away from Harry and 
Dumbledore at the peak of their distress 
hurt my heart a little, but General Chem-
istry lab aiding waits for no one. 

I didn’t think I would have ever become 
so mesmerized by a world of wizards and 
magic, especially not near the end of my 
sophomore year at Carroll. Yet, as I de-
voured chapter after chapter of the series, 
I became grateful for J. K. Rowling.

I first started reading the novels during 
the spring of 2021 in the midst of the pan-
demic. Trying to maintain distance from 
large-scale social events, I kept mostly to 
myself. However, I held a blanket of my 
closest friends wrapped warmly around 
me to relieve some of the loneliness.

During one conversation with a friend, I 
mentioned that my childhood friends had 
been obsessed with the “Harry Potter” 
series, and I had always wanted to read 
the books. Her eyes lit up, and moments 
later, I was holding her beaten-up copy of 
“Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone.” 

Within three months, before finals, I 
had polished off all seven books.

My friend had some. I bought the rest.
Amidst the isolation and boredom 

created by COVID-19, I found solace in 
retreating into Rowling’s world. When I 
turned the pages, I could escape my small 

dorm room. I was no longer surrounded 
by nearly empty sanitizer bottles and 
crumpled old medical masks. 

Rather, I was soaring through the sky 
on a broom and trying to beat Draco 
Malfoy to the Golden Snitch. I was at 
Hermione’s side as she prepared Harry for 
the Triwizard Tournament. I raced from 
forest to forest with the hope of finding 
and destroying Horcruxes. 

Every day with the books was a new 
adventure. As the characters cast spells 
and learned about potions and magical 
creatures, I developed a child-like thirst 
for more fantasy and imagination. 

With a book always in my hands on the 
way to class, I perfected the art of walk-
ing and reading. If I was eating lunch in 
the STAC, Ron sat beside me, stuffing his 
face with rich meats and desserts. At the 
end of the day, I lay in bed engrossed in 
the novel until I could keep my eyes open 
not a second more. 

Ultimately, Harry, Ron, and Hermione 
carried me through the pandemic. A long 
week of online classes and homework 
meant that I could plop down with “Harry 
Potter” on Friday. Staring at me from a 
high shelf, the untouched novel would 
seem to call, “Just four more days until 
you can read me! Just three more days! 
Two! One!” 

Suddenly, I began to feel lighter. 
My face was not glued to a computer 

screen day after day. Instead, my eyes 
tore through the pages. I breathed in every 
word, letter, and punctuation mark as 
though they were fresh air. 

During class, I yearned for the moments 
I could become entrenched in Hogwarts 
and feel the company of Harry, Ron, and 
Hermione. 

Eventually, my time with my dear wiz-
arding friends had to come to an end. See-
ing them grow into adults brought tears 
to my eyes and wrought a bittersweet 
pang in my stomach. I knew I would miss 
fighting dragons and evading Snape in the 
halls. 

Harry’s escapades over, I returned to re-
ality. When I traveled from class to class, 
my eyes landed on the people around me, 
not on the pages of a book. During lunch, 
I ate with my real-life friends rather than 
my new imaginary ones.   

Several of my most treasured real-life 
friendships deepened profoundly as a re-
sult of “Harry Potter.” Discussions about 
favorite characters drew me closer and 
closer to those around me. 

I felt more engaged with my peers. 
Superficial conversations about the books 
blossomed into to-be-remembered heart-
to-hearts. 

I also managed to spend more time with 
my family members when I was at home. 
Instead of whittling the time away hauled 
up in my room, I curled up under a blan-
ket next to my parents, my grandmother, 
and my sister. We all sat on the edge of 
our seats watching the “Harry Potter” 
books on the screen.

Even though I am no longer roaming 
Hogwarts with wizards and witches, I 
have made it my personal mission to carry 
Rowlings’ values forward through my 
life: Harry’s loyalty, Ron’s humor, and 
Hermione’s work ethic.

I’ll remember the magic, the spark, the 
spells. 

During a time when the world felt 
off-kilter, the books offered a ground-
ing force for me. I felt almost as though 
someone had called out, “Lumos!” and lit 
up the darkness. 

I raced from 
forest to 

forest with 
the hope of 
finding and 
destroying 
Horcruxes.

Alyssa Gnoyski, junior, 
English writing, Emigrant, Montana
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No one knows the 
ultimate goal of this 
world, of our lives.

I’ve been around for 
21 years now. Have 
I found daylight and 

become free? Or have I just come to know 
the darkness?

Sometimes I question if it is even worth 
it to live.

If I had not been born, I would not have 
been able to taste the lies from the people 
I love.

But if I hadn’t been around, I also 
would not have been able to receive the 
kindness from all the people who have 
loved me, helped me, believed in me.

Their love held me together and re-
minded me the reasons why I was born 
into this world in the first place.

My life has had a lot of pain, but also a 
lot of love.

When I was 6 years old, my grand-
mother became my parent. I lived in 
Beijing with her during kindergarten. My 
grandmother told me that my parents were 
really busy, so they had no time to take 
care of me.

Life was simple and happy with my 
grandmother. She took good care of me. 
But then, when I was 15 and just finishing 
middle school, my grandma passed away 
of throat cancer.

At grandma’s funeral, my mother sud-
denly showed up. She told me she had a 
new family now, and a new husband. She 
said they had moved from Beijing to Los 
Angeles, where they lived and worked.

Suddenly, a 15-year-old Chinese boy 
who did not know English was on a plane 
to Los Angeles.

I was scared. I missed grandma.
Since I did not have a phone back then, 

I lost contact with all of my friends in 
Beijing.

And without knowing English, I was 
enrolled in a public school on San Fernan-
do Street in LA.

For me, life was starting over at 13.
And I was lost.
Studying and living in a new country 

was not easy. But, after struggling for 
an entire year, I managed to make some 
friends in my new school.

My mother and father-in-law were 
really kind to me.

My life seemed to be on the right track 
again.

But then I found out that my father, 
who lived in China, had been diagnosed 
with Stage Two stomach cancer.

I felt like I had lost control of my life 
once again.

My father was being treated in Hong 
Kong. He was very positive and optimis-
tic about his conditions and did not give 
up exercising. He would call me from 
China every night when I got back home 
from school in LA. We sometimes would 
talk for several hours before I had to go 
to bed.

Those long late-night phone calls are 
when I really got to know my dad for the 
first time.

Dad encouraged me to go after my 
dreams. The most memorable conversa-
tion was when he told me he regretted not 
being a better dad. He said he wished he 
had spent more time watching me grow 
up. He said he had so many things he 
wished he had taught me.

My dad cried and said sorry.
Six months passed quickly.
After I graduated from high school, I 

finally had a chance to meet my father.

I booked a 15-hour flight to Hong Kong 
with a hotel right next to the hospital. 
By the time I got there, he was unable to 
speak or move.

He just looked into my eyes. I did not 
know what to say.

After three days, on June 19, 2019, my 
father passed away.

After the funeral, I went back to 
Beijing. Everything felt so strange and 
different.

My birthplace no longer felt like home.
I decided to fly back to Los Angeles. I 

locked myself in my room for the rest of 
the break. I was supposed to be thinking 
about applying to college, but all I could 
think about was losing my father.

There are no accidents in life.
It was at this moment, the lowest of 

lows, that I received an email from Car-
roll College in Helena, Montana.

I had never heard of Carroll, and I had 
never seen Montana. Going there made 
little sense.

I decided this letter must be a sign. I 
completed forms and looked to see where 
Montana was.

I decided to get away from everything.
I packed my bag and left LA, a strange 

place I had finally gotten used to. My 
plane landed in Helena on a peaceful 
Saturday.

When I stepped off the plane, I called 
Uber and got to the dorm room in Guad.

Everything began well. I made friends. 
I did OK in my courses during my first 
two years.

For the first time in a long time, I felt 
good about my life.

Junior year changed all that.
Because of intense schoolwork and my 

habit of constantly escaping from reality. I 
experienced a major break down.

I wanted to end my own life.
The counselors reached out to me. They 

sent me to St. Peter’s Hospital, where I 
was locked away without any electronics 
for a week.

I met a lot of nurses and doctors. They 
all tried to help me, but I did not feel any 
better.

Then one day a nurse with tattoos 
all over her arms stopped by to talk 
with me. She wasn’t like any of the 
others – in a good way. She caught my 
attention.

She told me that I reminded her of her 
daughter who was killed in a car accident 
three years ago. Every time she felt pain, 
she would just go to a tattoo parlor and 
get new tattoos to calm herself down.

She told me that it is OK to grieve, 
especially when the people that you loved 
so much are forever gone.

At that moment, it felt like the lady 
with the tattoos had caught me, held me 
and helped me catch my balance.

She helped me realize that I am not the 
only one who is suffering in the world. 
She reminded me that life does not always 
go the way we want it to go.

She gave me reasons to keep on living 
– for myself and for the people that care 
about me, and the things I want to achieve 
in life.

And I owe all this, to the love I received 
from a random stranger.

The kindness of a nurse with many 
tattoos gave me courage to keep pressing 
through.
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Zheng Zhang
From China, with love

The kindness 
of a nurse 
with many 

tattoos gave 
me courage to 
keep pressing 

through.

Zhang Zheng, junior,
marketing and management,

Sylmar, California

Photo courtesy Zhang Zheng
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My dog and I are on a 
tailgate, overlook-
ing the lonely high 
mountain desert 
terrain.

That’s how my 
vision begins. I am hoping it can help me 
regain my balance.

I would sum up most of my college 
experience as clouded and disorienting.

However, inside the haze, I found a 
vision. A vision that I am grateful for.

I know what you are thinking and, yes, 
this is the same kind of vision a fortune 
teller might claim to have experienced – 
or maybe even a prophet, thousands of 
years ago.

My vision was a precious piece of 
mythical property that became my calling.

The path to the vision is a trip worth 
taking, so buckle up.

To set the stage, we begin during my 
flourishing high school years.years in 
2018, 2019, and the first quarter of 2020.

I was one of those kids who had it all 
going for him. My cross country friends 
thought I was one of the funniest guys on 
the team. I had lots of friends.

I had a teeaming amount of confidence.
I was a kid with a day planner. I could 

get my schoolwork done and still have 
time for flyfishing, hunting, skiing, and 
watching movies.

Good friends accompanied me on these 
trips. We would talk about the strategy of 
the hunt or the day on the river, but we 
would also talk about life. Those days 
were therapeutic, allowing me to process 
the hardships that teen life always brings.

Senior year, my friends and I decided 
that our senior project would be making  
documentary on the effects of four Snake 
River dams on salmon and steelhead. Our 
film, “Searching,” was met with hordes of 
praise from faculty and students.

Steelhead and salmon fishermen, often 
many hours without catching these ocean-
run brutes that we loved so much.

Older fishermen only laugh.
I ended high school riding so high, 

that the fall to a very low place was hard, 
painful.

The old fishermen were right: I had to 
pay my dues not just on the river, but also 
in life.

At first, I figured I was just experi-
encing homesickness – the type any 
college student might face after leaving 
family and friends.

I was still pretty optimistic.
My dorm room floor friends and I were 

almost a pack, having lunch and dinner 
together from Monday to Friday.

I even managed to get in some fly fish-
ing on the Missouri River.

Homesickness be gone. It’s going to be 
okay after all, I figured.

But, my second college semester had 
other plans.

I developed a fever, and hives took over 
my body; it was irritating, but bearable.

Unfortunately, a perfect storm was 
brewing.

As my sickness got worse, I drove to 
get medication at a local CVS on a blister-
ingly cold and blindingly white evening. 
On my return to the school, my car slid on 
ice, and careened into the vehicle in front 
of me.

I added a throbbing forehead and dam-
aged car to my symptoms. But, somehow, 
I was still managing.

A couple of days later, my last straw 
was plucked. I received a call from my 
mom telling me my grandfather had died.

Grandpa and I had so many good times 
together.

Grandfather John was the only family 
member that could rival my love for the 
University of Tennessee. Our common 
love for the Volunteers brought us closer 
and closer over the years.

Losing grandpa was hard.
I was blindly looking for the way back 

to those happy years.
My lack of direction continued until 

early in my second semester of sopho-
more year when the vision arrived.

The vision came with no warning. It 
blind-sided me.

The vision begins with me and my dog, 
on a tailgate, overlooking the lonely high 
mountain desert terrain where upland 
game flourishes in unforgiving hills, 
reeds, and prickly bushes.

As I scanned the horizon after several 
miles of hard pheasant hunting, the wind 
blasts me with a gentle ruthlessness that 
causes my dog’s midnight black fur to go 
every which way.

The vision lasted 10 seconds and re-
turned five or six times.

The curiosity and emotion I get from 
this vision gives me the strength I haven’t 
experienced since high school.

I want to sustain the feeling of this 
vision.

I love upland game hunting, and I love 
my dog. The vision needs to become a 
reality.

The upland vision is calling me.
I have to let go of the emotions of my 

grandfather’s death. Then and only then 
can the start of a path emerge.

The vision is showing me the path 
forward.

Now, as my second year ends, I am on 
my way to turning the vision into reality.

The clouds of catastrophe that plagued 
me have parted. I have found the drive to 
get essays and assignments done.

The peaceful upland game vision is 
guiding me.

John Phillips
Vision quest

I have to let go of 
the emotions of 

my grandfather's 
death. Then and 

only then can the 
start of a path 

emerge.

John Phillips, sophomore,
English, Eagle, Idaho
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