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Favorite Christmas Memory?

Brought to you by Mrs. Rimmer’s Class
The Scarlet letter
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“When I went to 
Guatemala 

and saw all my 
family together.  

We went to the Tikal 
Mayan ruins.”
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“When I went to 
Las Vegas and I met 
Sylvester Stallone.”

This was a project 
Mrs. Rimmer’s classes 
presented over 
“The Scarlet Letter” 
by Nathaniel 
Hawthorne.  
They presented 
mini-lessons of 
assignments they 
drew out of a bag. 
They could work by 
themselves, in pairs, 
or in groups.

Some sang songs....
others acted out skits, 
etc.  Some did talk 
shows or game shows.

They used creative 
outlets such as 
Power Point, the 
document projector, 
poster boards, hand 
puppets, etc.
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2/11/11	 Poteet Round robin(s)	 MGSC	 #4	 5/6:30		 V/JV
2/15/11	 Skyline			   MGSC	 #4	 5/7		  JV/V	
2/22/11	 Sachse				   MGSC	 #4	 5/7		  JV/V	
3/8/11	 Terrell				   MGSC	 #3	 5/7		  JV/V
3/11/11	 Van				    MGSC	 #1	 5		  V
3/22/11	 *North Mesquite  		  MGSC	 #4	 5:30/7		 JV/V
3/25/11	 *Longview			   MGSC	 #4	 5:30/7		 JV/V
4/1/11	 *John Horn			   MGSC	 #4	 5:30/7		 JV/V
4/5/11	 *Tyler Lee	  		  MGSC	 #4	 5:30/7		 JV/V
4/8/11	 *North Mesquite		  MGSC	 #2	 5:30/7		 JV/V
4/15/11	 *Desoto			   MGSC	 #4	 5:30/7		 JV/V
4/19/11	 *John Horn			   MGSC	 #4	 5:30/7		 JV/V

Head Coach:  Stephanie Graham		  Assistant/JV Coach:  Chris Anderson	
Athletic Coordinator:  Jan Newland		  Trainer:  James Rimmer  	
Principal:  King Davis

LADY SKEETERS SOFTBALL - Local Schedule
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Sport college PRIDE
	 Not being able 
to wear college hoodies 
slowly became a big 
issue in MISD. The 
students wondered why 
they could not wear them, 
yet every teacher expects 
their students to go to 
college. 
	 Sophomore, 
Abraham Lozano gave his 
opinion about the situation.  
“I think it is ridiculous 
because it has to do with 
school and is not offensive 
in any way,” Abraham said. 
	 Many other 
students at Mesquite 
agreed with Abraham. By Brandi VanDusen

	 “It is unwise because 
they encourage us to go to 
the college we want to go to,” 
junior Gina Rodriguez said.
	 Luckily, the school 
board decided to think about 
changing the issue, which 
was in fact changed.
	 The student body is 
happy they can wear college 
hoodies, not just to be warm, 
but to represent. 
	 “I am definitely glad 
we can wear college hood-
ies now. I can represent the 
college I plan to go to in my 
future adult life,” sophomore 
Randy Jim said.
	

BOLIVIAN
Tennis 
Player

	 Imagine going 
to a different country, 
leaving friends and 
loved ones behind, 
a new school, meet-
ing new people, and 
having to learn a new 
language. Although it 
sounds like an experi-
ence many would feel 
uncomfortable with, 
freshman Cynthia 
Chavez is making the 
best out of it. From 
studies, to the ten-
nis field, she has her 
goals set.
	 Traveling from 
Santa Cruz, Bolivia, 
she came to Mesquite 
because of her father’s 
work.
	 “He lived in 
New York for 16 years 
and then came back 
for me and my family,” 

Chavez said.
	 Even though 
she is a new student, 
she dominates on the 
court. Tennis is a big 
part of her life.
	 “I began to play 
tennis when I was 
10 years old,” Chavez 
said. “Tennis is like 
school for me, those 
two things are very 
important.”
	 She takes ten-
nis very seriously and 
wants to do her best.
	 “After I get out 
of school, I go train for 
two hours every day,” 
Chavez said. “I play 
tennis seven days of 
the week.”
	
Cynthia has already 
started making plans 
and setting goals for 

the future.
	 “My plans are 
to learn English, study 
at a university and to 
become a tennis in-
structor.” Chavez said.
	 Being away 
from her home is not 
easy.
	 “I miss Bolivia a 
lot,” she said. “[I miss] 
my school, my friends, 
the Spanish 
[language], my 
family and many 
other things.”
	 Luckily, she 
feels well concerning 
her new surroundings.
	 “I feel safe and 
happy here,” Chavez 
said. “I like it a lot.”

By Jonathan Alavarez
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“When my dad came 
home from Iraq.”
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grandparents house 
and being with family. 

My grandparents 
always had 

special gifts for us. 
Every Christmas I 
think about that.”

Coeditor In Chief

Design and Art Manager

2010 FOOD DRIVE
Photos & Information 

Provided By Ms. Hix

* The goal 20,000 points.
Total points collected = 28,069!!! 

 
* NHS Canned Food Drive snagged 14,828 points.

* BPA and Volunteer’s personal items garnered 		
12,140 points.

* The individual teacher winner is Nickole Duncan with 
6,035 points.

* Second place winner is Molly Dershem with 4,023.

* NHS students earned over $500 just singing in 
lunches.

* NHS splits the food with Sharing Life and Mesquite 
Social Services. NHS gives all money donated during 
lunches to Sharing Life.
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If you give any gift, what would it be and why??
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 Justin Bieber. 
I would like to 

kidnap him and put 
him in a box with a 
little bow on it and 
give him to my five 

year old niece.  
She has 

Bieber fever.”
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“A tropical vacation 
for my parents  
because they 
deserve it.”

4 A Christmas Romance
	 The wind blew in Victo-
ria’s face as she stared out in 
the milky blue sky. Her long 
black hair whipped around 
her like velvet in the wind. 
Her sapphire blue eyes con-
centrated on the stars. She 
clutched onto the cold metal 
rail bars on the balcony out-
side the living room. 
	 Lucas wrapped his 
arms around her and she 
leaned against his shoulder. 
His hair was brown and wavy 
and his dark brown eyes 
were calm and promising. 
They pointed out the constel-
lations in the sky and named 
every one of  them. 
	 Victoria moved from his 
embrace and walked towards 
the wooden bench and gently 
wiped off the snow and took 
a seat as she sipped her hot 
chocolate. Lucas  scratched 
his head and sat next to her. 
	 “It’s getting colder 
everyday, make sure to dress 
warmly okay?” Lucas said. 
She glanced at him and 
smiled. “ What are you? My 
mother?” She said laughing. 
He laughed too then stopped. 
“I’m serious Victoria, I don’t 
want you catching a cold.” 	
	 His face grew seri-
ous and she frowned. She 
thought to herself a moment 
about why he was being so 
serious on Christmas eve. Lu-
cas reached for her hand and 
smiled a little. 

	 “Maybe we should go 
inside for now, sit next to the 
fireplace and watch a movie 
you know?” He suggested as 
he rose to his feet, pulling 
her up with him. “I guess...
It’s just that the sky looks so 
beautiful tonight.” She mur-
mured almost to herself. 
	 Lucas yawned and 
walked inside,  holding her 
hand. The living room was 
small and painted beige with 
black furniture and white 
marble tile. The book cases 
were filled with science fic-
tion books and  astronomy 
items. The couple took a seat 
by the stone fireplace. Lucas 
turned on the television and 
flipped through the channels. 	
	 “Oh! Go back, I love 
that movie!” Victoria said. 
Lucas went back to the 
channel Victoria was mak-
ing a commotion about. She 
leaned on him and snuggled 
into his chest. 
	 An hour later after the 
movie Victoria was asleep on 
the couch and Lucas was sit-
ting at the kitchen watching 
her from afar. He reached out 
and pulled out a small velvet 
box. Lucas quietly opened 
it and looked at the ring. 
Wondering how he would 
propose to her. He could do 
something cheesy like in the 
movies. Maybe even childish. 
He jumped when he heard 
Victoria’s voice.  Quickly, he 

pushed the ring in his pocket. 
	 “Awake already sleep-
ing beauty?” He said with a 
chuckle. She looked at him 
with a “you’re so funny” look. 	
Lucas took a deep breath. 
“Let’s go out to the town 
center and look at that huge 
tree.” He said with a hint of 
anticipation.  The biggest 
smile crept onto her face. “Of 
course! Let me get my boots 
on.” She jumped off the 
couch and went to her room. 
Moments later she appeared 
with a black coat on over her 
long purple turtle neck tee 
and black leggings. 
	 “You look stunning. 
Thought you were just get-
ting your boots?” Lucas said 
teasing.“I wanted to wear 
something pretty.” She said 
defending herself. Lucas 
motioned her to the opened 
front door. “Let’s go before it 
gets any colder.” He said as 
she walked out. “The lights 
will be so bright around 
the tree.” She said as they 
walked down the stairs from 
her apartment.
	 An hour later they 
arrived at the town center. 
Victoria gazed at the lights 
from the car window as 
Lucas pulled into a park-
ing space. Turning it off , he 
stepped out of his black car 
and walked around to open 
the door for his girlfriend. It’s 
been five years since they 

their first date. Victoria got 
out and looked around. 	
	 “I knew it would be 
amazing!” She said giggling. 
They walked around the 
place arm in arm for hours. 
The young couple stopped 
and sat below the Christmas 
tree. 
	 “I’ll be right back Vic-
toria.” He said and walked 
away. Victoria stood and 
clutched to her jacket as she 
looked at the tree. “This was 
a wonderful Christmas eve 
night...” She said to herself 
with a smile on her face. 
“Victoria.” She turned around 
and saw Lucas. 		
	    “You’re back!” She 
could see anxiety in his eyes. 
“Lucas...is somethi--”She 
was cut off as Lucas got on 
to one knee and pulled out 
a ring. She blinked back 
her tears, she could see 
in the corner of her eyes 
that people had stopped to 
watch. She waited for him to 
ask. She wanted him to ask. 
Lucas took in a deep breath 
and gazed into her eyes. 	
	 “Victoria, will you mar-
ry me?” She began to cry as 
soon as she heard her name 
leave his lips. She nodded, 
saying yes so many times. 
	 He stood and smiled 
his cheesy smile at her. She 
threw her arms around him. 
“Yes! I’ll marry you!”
	 By Colleen Esparza

The Panic Before 
Christmas
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If you could give any gift, what would it be and why??
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“I’d wrap myself up 
for my little 

sister just to hear 
her whine about it.”
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“I would be a 
perfect little boy for 

my parents.”

5
The Heart 
lies within
	 Dance, the passion, the 
rush, the feeling you get when you 
get a new step down perfectly. 
Dance is something that has been in 
my life since I was three years old. 
It something I look forward to doing 
the rest of my life. 
	 Dancing relieves my stress 
and clears my mind. It makes me 
feel wonderful when I am moving 
along with the music. 
	 People may put me down 
and tear me apart, but my dancing 
will always be there. It is one of the 
loves of my life. People come and 
go in your life, but the talents that a 
person has will always be there. 
	 I have the talent of dance, 
and it is something I would love a 
career in. I did leave it, in 7th grade, 
and I missed it and came back this 
year. Getting back into it made me 
realize how much it really means to 
me. 
	 I can see people laughing 
at me and saying I sound like I am 
talking about a person, but if they 
have something they love to do, 
they would understand what I mean. 
The passion, the love, and the talent 
they may have for something else, 
that I happen to have for dance.

By Brandi VanDusen

	 Since the beginning of time, 
Mesquite High School has been ruled 
by a queen so intelligent, so analyti-
cal and strict enough to scare away 
even the smartest scholar. Her name 
is Mrs. Richard. 
	 When class schedules arrive 
in the mail, everyone anxiously opens 
their mailer and looks to see if they 
have been doomed for the year. For 
many, senior English in Mrs. Richard’s 
class would be the most dreadful 
experience of their life. 
	 When the research paper is 
assigned, everything changes. 

Long talks on the phone with “honey” 
have practically vanished. Nearly every 
minute out of school is spent researching, 
writing, rewriting, rewriting again, read-
ing, and piecing together each part of our 
soon to be masterpiece. 
	 The gym becomes a stranger 
to us, we stay locked in our rooms for 
hours and our friends and family begin to 
question our sanity. Time flies by and we 
have nearly lost all connection with the 
outside world. The television for once has 
collected dust. The pet goldfish doesn’t 
swim anymore because we have been so 
consumed by the thought of the paper 

that we forgot to feed him. 
	 Then comes December 3rd. 
As our polished papers make their way 
into the hands of Mrs. Richard, a boul-
der rolls off our shoulders. We finally 
remember what it feels like to breathe. 
Food is good again. Our cheeks rede-
velop a natural pink tint. Our parents 
call and cancel the appointment they set 
up with the therapist. 
	 Just as our life begins getting 
reassembled, the queen delivers us a re-
ality check. The masterpiece of a paper 
we have written, is not as brilliant as we 
had imagined. The grade stamped on 
the front cover doesn’t 
reflect our effort, but we definitely learn 
from our research paper experience. 
	 Mrs. Richard pushed us to 
achieve success. Her discipline shapes 
us into college bound adults. She set 
a fire within us to be successful and 
intelligent. The survival of Mrs. Richard’s 
English class, is one of the greatest ex-
periences a student may ever encounter.

The Panic Before 
Christmas

	 It was a dark chilly night before 
Christmas. My relatives from Florida were 
visiting for winter break. My family and 
relatives were planning on meeting some 
other relatives that lived in Oak Cliff. At 
around 9 o’clock we got into our cars and 
began our 30 minute drive to my other 
cousin’s house. I drove with my family 
while my aunt followed us in her car. Snow 
was falling gently and the sky was nice and 
grey. I kept thinking it was going to be a 
very good day. We drove down the freeway 
watching all the lights flashing as Christmas 
was only a few hours away. 
	

	 Soon we were near downtown 
Dallas. I took my shiny bright blue cam-
era out and started taking pictures of the 
beautiful scene. It was something special, 
since a snowy Christmas in Texas is out of 
the ordinary. I noticed my dad was starting 
to slow down. I took my black headphones 
out of my ears and leaned forward from the 
backseat. We were stuck in a traffic jam.  I 
looked passed our car and saw hundreds 
of cars that weren’t doing much moving. I 
looked back to my aunt’s car and saw them 
right behind us. My little cousin pointed out 
the window and we all saw that some cars 
were starting to get stuck. 
	 My sister and I looked out the 
other window and we saw ice on the road.
We looked around the tires of other cars and 
saw a bunch of ice around them. The car in 
front of us was stuck. The driver kept push-
ing the accelerator but the wheels just kept 
turning in place. I started noticing that the 
same problem was going on for other drivers 
around us. 
	 My mom started telling my dad 
that we should probably head back to our 
house instead. But since my dad is so stub-
born he was determined to get to my aunt’s 
house no matter what. My dad slowly drove 
around the car in front of us and kept going. 
I turned around and saw my aunt following 
us slowly as well. I put my headphones back 
on and turned up my music and relaxed. 
	 My dad didn’t get very far until we 
were stopped by more cars in front of us. I 
looked at the clock and realized that already 

almost an hour had passed. I’m not the 
patient type, so I was getting a bit annoyed. 
My cousin was clinging to my arm and she 
pointed out the window. I looked and saw 
that more and more cars were starting to get 
stuck on the freeway because of all the ice. 
	 I heard my mom on the phone 
and she was talking to my aunt that was 
in the car behind us. My sister pointed at a 
guy who was getting out of his car and was 
trying to push his vehicle across the lane. 
My dad put the car in park, got out of the 
car, and began walking to my aunt’s car. We 
waited and watched while we saw a man slip 
and fall on his back while trying to push his 
car. I just listened to my songs on my mp3, 
not really worrying about it happening to us. 
	 My dad walked back to our car and 
I took off my headphones again while my 
mom started suggesting that we should 
just go back home and forget about go-
ing to Oak Cliff. My mom was saying it 
was too dangerous and the roads were 
too icy and slippery. My dad thought 
about it and called my uncle on his cell 
phone. After what seemed like forever 
my dad got off the phone and put the 
car in drive. 
	 Just as my dad was about to 
put the car in drive, the car next to us 
was also trying to drive but the ice made 
it sideways. Instead of driving forward it 
was heading toward us, my little cousin 
started crying because she thought we 

were all going to die. I started shouting 
at my dad and my dad started honking 
his horn at the driver before his bumper 
crashed into the side of the car. My dad 
drove slowly as we looked for an exit to 
get off the freeway. 
	 We saw a police car that was 
parked in front of the nearest exit and 
they were putting out some bright red 
lighters on the road. My mom looked at 
my dad and before she could say any-
thing he drove quickly past them, hear-
ing the policeman’s shouts from behind 
us while my aunt followed close behind. 
We drove through downtown watching 
all the shiny bright lights flash. 
	 We began driving beside the 
freeway towards our house. Until my 
dad got a call from my uncle. My dad 
turned the wheel and we started driving 
toward their house again. My mom yell-
ing at my dad to go home but he kept 
driving with my aunt close behind. 
	 After what seemed like forever 
we finally managed to get to my aunt’s 
house. I looked at the clock and it was 
11:25. I looked at my mom and she 
looked so pale. This was not a relaxing 
Christmas Eve.

By Cera Johnson

By Stephanie Servin
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Worst Gift you have Ever received?

December 2010

	 During the past decade, 
three book series have taken 
the literary world by storm: J. 
K. Rowling’s Harry Potter se-
ries, Stephenie Meyer’s The 
Twilight Saga, and Christopher 
Paolini’s The Inheritance Cycle. 
While opinions vary wildly on 
the quality of each respective 
series, the general consensus is 
that one has to have been living 
under a rock for the past ten 
years if they have never heard 
of at least one of the included 
books. Aside from that, these 
series have one thing in com-
mon: they are popular among 
both adults and children. Why is 
this? The answer is simple: wish 
fulfillment.
	 Wish fulfillment is, so 
to speak, exactly what it says 
on the tin: the indulgence of 
a specific desire. While noth-
ing new, the concept is still 
alive and thriving. Most often 
achieved through books, mov-
ies, and television shows, wish 
fulfillment is often responsible 
for both financial and critical 
success in fiction. 
	 Take, for instance, Harry 
Potter. Harry has been living 
with his cruel aunt and uncle 
for most of his life. His parents 
are dead. His cousin Dudley 
has taken it upon himself to 
make Harry’s life miserable. He 
has been living under a stair-
case for over ten years and has 
never had a birthday party. This 
makes it all the more satisfying 
for the reader when (spoilers!) 
he learns that his parents were 
wizards. Cue the magical ad-
venture in the enchanted school 
of Hogwarts, where anything 
is possible and nothing is as it 
seems. 

	 A similar concept exists 
in Eragon, the first book in The 
Inheritance Cycle. The titular 
character is an Ordinary Farm-
boy whosefamily is striving to 
make a dollar out of fifteen 
cents. While hunting in the 
Spine, a mountain range noto-
rious for its violent wildlife and 
unforgiving terrain, he happens 
upon a strange blue stone. 
Supposedly after taking a few 
hits to the head, he decides 
that he can trade it with the 
town butcher for food. Predict-
ably, the trade falls through. 
	 Within days, the stone 
reveals itself to be an egg after 
a strange creature manages to 
crack through the shell. This is 
Saphira, a spirited little dragon 
that has chosen Eragon as her 
rider. After several events that 
change his life forever, he is 
whisked away on an adven-
ture in the world of Alagaë-
sia, where, again, anything is 
possible and nothing is as it 
seems. Magic is commonplace, 
while elves and dwarves live 
in mystical lands far from any 
human town. Eragon is free to 
fly with Saphira, and eventually 
engages in epic battles that 
will be spoken of among the 
people for years to come. 
	 Twilight, however, is an 
entirely different breed. Paint-
ing itself as a “supernatural 
romance,” it details the love 
between Bella Swan- yet an-
other Ordinary Protagonist with 
a downright bizarre name- and 
Edward Cullen, your friendly 
neighborhood vampire. While 
the series is extremely polar-
izing, it is remarkably popu-
lar among teenage girls and 
women in general. 

	 The chief appeal of the 
series is the basic premise: Or-
dinary High School Girl comes 
to a new school. Ordinary High 
School Girl meets Handsome, 
Mysterious Boy. Handsome, 
Mysterious Boy turns out to 
be an immortal vampire ca-
pable of inhuman speed  and 
strength. Was it mentioned 
that Handsome, Mysterious 
Boy falls for Ordinary High 
School Girl?
	 Another source of ap-
peal is the fact that Bella has 
next to no personality. There-
fore, the reader is entirely ca-
pable of placing themselves in 
her shoes: a textbook example 
of wish fulfillment.  
	 To reiterate, wish fulfill-
ment is nothing new; it has 
existed since the birth of spo-
ken language. However, in this 
day and age, the demand for 
fantastical settings and Ordi-
nary Heroes and Heroines™ 
has risen exponentially. We 
want to watch as the poor, 
abused child rises to greatness 
and saves the world. We want 
to see the dirt-poor farm-boy 
climb atop a dragon and de-
stroy all that threatens the 
innocent and pure. We want to 
experience the love between 
an ordinary girl and a living 
Adonis  It’s perfectly healthy, 
and makes up a respectable 
portion of human nature. And, 
in all likelihood, the concept of 
wish fulfillment shall never die.

Hits of the 2000’s
Wish fulfillment in the modern novel

	 The hallways at times reflect traffic 
on LBJ, an accident waiting to happen.
	 If you don’t like it when people stop 
in the middle of the hallway, then why do 
it yourself? If you want to talk, hug, kiss, 
hold hands, etc, then do it to the side of 
the hallway because there are people that 
need to get to a certain place and need 
you to move. 
	 Some people are shy and don’t 
want to be rude about it so they just keep 
to themselves. If you just knew how many 
people want to say something, but can’t, 
you would be amazed. 
	 So the next time you are walking 
down the hallway, think twice before you 
stop out in the middle of the aisle. There 
are students who actually want to get to 
class and they don’t want to be late. So 
PLEASE do not stop or do anything you 
wouldn’t want done to you.

DO’S:	
•	 Keep walking
•	 Walk and talk
•	 Stay on the 

side your sup-
pose to be on

•	 Follow the 
rules

•	 Treat others 
as you would 
want to be 
treated

By Brittany Jett

The Halls at MHS

DONT’S:
•	 Kiss 
•	 Stop in the 

middle
•	 Run 
•	 Hug in the 

middle
•	 Push 

By Caitlin Piper
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“One year, 
I got socks.”

“Boxers with 
pictures of baseball 
gloves and bats on 
them. I don’t even 
watch baseball.”

Jo
n

at
h

an
 A

lv
ar

ez
, 

1
1

th


