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Kenna Argetsinger

Home? 

    I was nearly three years old and had already lived in 
two entirely different parts of the United States.  It wasn’t 
like moving overseas and living an expat life but they 
were two entirely different places.  These transitions 
included a new home, new school, and new friends. At 
three years old, an individual can’t quite remember 
much, and I don’t remember moving from Connecticut to 
South Carolina. Snapshots and glimpses compose my 
recollection. However, somehow I know that my 
experiences moving from one place to another began to 
shape me. We never knew where we would travel next. I 
always heard my parents discussing a variety of places 
worldwide where the next move might lead our family. 
One year it was South Africa, another Hawaii, Costa Rica 
was even mentioned, however, it never occurred to me 
that these were all very real prospects. At least not until 
we actually moved. 
     On December 25, 2008, at Christmas day dinner, my 
siblings and I were presented with some very unexpected 
news. Our parents explained to us that for years they had 
been wanting to take my father’s job overseas to give us 
the opportunity to experience the world. As they rambled 
on and on about what they wanted for us, they simply 
slipped the important piece of information into the 
conversation stating, “By this time next year, we will be 
living in Hong Kong.” So simple, yet such a difficult thing 



for an eight year old to wrap her mind around, especially 
since I had no idea where Hong Kong was located. My 
reaction was minimal due to the fact that I was young 
and didn’t know what to expect. All I could understand is 
that I would be moving to a place that was foreign to me 
as I would be to it. 
      Six years later, I found myself riding the double
decker 6X bus from a quiet area called Stanley Market, 
which had become my home, to the bustling city where 
my family and I would enjoy one last meal atop the 49th 
floor of the IFC building. We had packed our things and 
prepared for the next morning’s plane ride back to a 
place that had escaped my memory. On that bus ride, I 
began to recount my time spent on the amazing little 
island of Hong Kong. All the people I had met, the things I 
had seen, the things I had done. Hong Kong had provided 
me with the greatest years of my life and given me a 
place I felt most safe. It was hard to say goodbye to the 
city I truly loved. 
     It has been five months since I was in Hong Kong, and 
it wasn’t until the day I left that I realized how sincerely 
grateful I am to have lived in such a wonderful area of 
the world. It isn’t until now that I see that the little island 
is the place I call home. It’s not just because I lived there 
for so long, but because it is where I truly feel safe. 
Moving from one house to the next, you start to get 
confused as to where and what you actually categorize as 
your home. Home is classified as the place one lives 
permanently. I have never lived in one permanent place, 
and I probably never will. It should be where one feels 
comfortable, happy, and complete. That’s home to me.



Jonathan Bryce Carter

Never Half-Ass Two Things

     My well-roundedness as a student-athlete brings many 
challenges to my current life, and my success through 
these times helps me exemplify what is known as the 
over-achieving teenager. Somehow, through these times, 
I have achieved a nearly perfect balance between 
academics and athletics that I believe is unmatched. My 
experience with mental, physical, and psychological 
struggle came as a result of me putting maximum effort 
into everything I do: sports, school, my social life, sleep, 
and work. A period in my life plus an episode of Parks 
and Recreation made me realize that prioritization is key. 
      At the turn of the semester in my sophomore year in 
high school, I made the decision to join the lacrosse team 
without premeditated thought. Playing with my friends 
in a different sport that I wanted to try appealed to me, 
but as aforementioned, I didn’t consider the other parts 
of my life. Just a month earlier, I was promoted to the 
varsity football team, which one of my major goals that I 
set for myself when I started football in second grade. My 
promotion wasn’t so much for skill, but more for gaining 
depth in my position group and experience on a higher 
level. However, this made me realize something: I needed 
to improve my skill to become a real varsity player. To



do this, I would have to lift during the football 
offseason, which happened to be during the lacrosse 
season. 
     My schedule following the football season made 
sense, but put a serious toll on my abilities. I would be 
stressing my body while lifting weights and doing 
sprints before school started. I would study, do 
classwork, and take tests and quizzes for eight hours 
continuously. Then, I would go to lacrosse practice and 
stress my body even further by sprinting, throwing 
“stick checks,” and putting a full effort in order to be a 
starter. Once all of my activities were over with, what 
remained of my day would be spent doing homework, 
catching up socially, and sleeping. Making my days and 
performances consistent became impossible after the 
first couple of weeks. 
     Poor performance academically, in the weight room, 
and on the lacrosse field followed. My grades saw 
somewhat of a drop that normally I wouldn’t allow 
because of exhaustion from my sports. I couldn’t lift as 
much in the weight room because I was tired from 
waking up so early. I didn’t do as well on the lacrosse 
field because I was worn out from both lifting and 
school. All of these factors added together made me 
realize I was aspiring for success in too many areas at 
the same time. However, what truly made me realize 
this is an episode of Parks and Recreation, when a 
character named Ron Swanson said that one should 
“never half-ass two things. Full-ass one thing.” Believe it 
or not, a line from a comedy inspired me. 
     As a result of this inspiration, I decided to limit my 
activities. I went to weight lifting less so I could get more 
sleep to help me in school and lacrosse. Thanks  



to this change, I started on the lacrosse team the first 
year I played and I started on the varsity football team 
the next year. Also, I improved academically and 
ended up being the “sophomore of the year” at my 
school. 
     The impressive improvement that came as a result 
of my decision told me that effort should be focused 
and not distributed, even if spread evenly. This has 
guided my life since then and has helped me choose 
how to prioritize what I have on my to-do list. My 
struggles at this time in my life also taught me that 
there’s a solution for anything, but you have to expand 
your horizons in order to find it.



Ashlynn Gray 

Driving Confidence

     I was sitting in the DMV waiting for my name to be 
called and started thinking.  I reflected back to my 
excitement to learn how to drive. I remembered 
mastering driving straight and turning correctly into 
lanes. Those skills were important in learning how to 
drive and maneuver the road.  However, they do not 
compare to the most critical skill of believing in 
yourself.   
     The instructor soon called "Gray," so I knew it was 
my turn. My heart fell into my stomach, and I became 
very nervous. I tried to review what I could and
walked out to the car. After completing the first half 
of the test, we set out on the road. During the first ten 
minutes, I was calm and confident. I just knew I was 
going to pass this test. About halfway through it 
started raining, I missed a road sign, and I crossed the 
intersection too early. 
     My driving teacher said I would know if I passed or 
failed because the instructor would either ask me to 
park or tell me to set up the car to parallel park. I 
keep worrying about whether I would make it to 
parallel parking and if I would pass the test.  I started 
to worry that I had failed, but I believed in myself and
kept pushing for the outcome I desired. 
     Soon we arrived back at the DMV, the instructor 
said to drive straight and set up my parallel park. I 



was so relieved and gained a newfound confidence 
and parallel parked the car with happiness in my 
heart. When I finished the test I felt stronger than 
when I started. 
     Luckily, my belief in myself allowed me to 
successfully pass my driver's test, and I gained a 
stronger belief in myself. Overall, I learned that 
believing in myself is a critical skill to life and driving.



Brittany Gray 

Power of Perseverance

   I’ve always heard “perseverance” is when you keep 
on going even though you really, in your heart of 
hearts, want to give up.  I never thought about the 
power and significance of this characteristic until one 
night during a junior varsity soccer game, when 
another player suddenly and deliberately collided 
with me head-on.  I was shaky and saw stars with a 
pounding headache as I tried to continue playing. 
 That night began my journey to recovery.  During the 
long weeks ahead, I learned the meaning of 
perseverance.  I now believe perseverance equals 
success in life. 
     Perseverance showed its significance in my life 
when I was a freshman.  I remember that day like it 
was yesterday. It was the second game of the soccer 
season. I was pumped and ready to play a big rival 
team. During the last quarter of the game, I ran the 
ball all the way to the goal, and a defensive player on 
the opposing team was right on me. She tried to take 
the ball from me but could not get it.  Then she leaned 
forward and headbutted me in in my forehead.  She 
fell, but my adrenalin was pumping so hard, I kept 
pushing despite the pain and scored the goal for my 
team. There were twelve minutes left in the game and 
no one to replace me as I continued to play. After the



pain pounding in my head finally overcame me, I 
was tagged out of the game.  I fell to the ground and 
blacked out.  
    The next thing I remember was being in a pitch 
black dark room in the hospital.  My concussion was 
so severe I could not do anything but sit for a long 
time.  When I first regained consciousness I was 
constantly asked, “Why would you stay in the 
game?”  My answer was I wanted to continue and 
persevere for my team. When I was suffering from 
this concussion, I had to keep reminding myself that 
I would overcome this obstacle in my life, so I could 
not give up. 
       I’ve always heard "pain may endure for a night 
but joy comes in the morning.”  This saying 
motivated me to stay focused on the road to 
recovery. It also developed my deep personal belief 
in the power of perseverance!



Mollie Hanna 

Music Can Heal

     It’s hard when you find yourself in a dark place, no 
light at the end of the tunnel. You don’t see yourself 
falling into a pit of despair until you realize you’ve 
plummeted to the bottom. It hits you like a bag of 
bricks, unexpected, hard, and painful. This was me. 
Feelings of helplessness, of unworthiness, feelings of 
nothingness replaced what was once joy and 
confidence. I wondered how I could’ve let myself get 
to this place. How did I not realize I was traveling 
down this road, and where exactly did I take the turn? 
     You see, it looked like I had it all together; the 
confidence, the goals, the happiness, but on the inside 
I was nothing but a burned down apartment building; 
rubbish. What do you do when that happens? Where 
do you go when you’ve run away from everything and 
lose yourself? Who do you turn to when no one’s 
there? Endless doubt filled my brain as I sat quietly in 
a dark room. My cinnamon candle was flickering 
bright, and I longed for that flame to be a burning fire 
inside of me fueled by passion and determination, but 
one can only hope so much. I thought I was alone, that 
I wanted to BE alone. Negative thoughts and self harm 
was all I knew. Tearstains on my pillowcase and the
reflection of a girl I no longer knew was all I saw. 
Dark, emotionless, torture was all I felt. I was numb. 
     I walked through these long months like a ghost 



that was in limbo, not wanting to be seen, not wanting 
to be heard, but not ready to leave. No one would’ve 
ever known this was on the inside for I kept it all 
hidden. It was the hardest role I’ve ever had to play.   
     How do you say you’re fine if you’re not? How 
could I lie to my best friend when she asked if 
everything was alright? You fake it, you pretend life is 
great even though you are broken beyond repair. This 
went on for so long that the depression was eating up 
my soul and any chance I had at getting out of this pit 
seemed to be fading faster than my will to live. I had 
this constant wish for months that I might go to sleep 
and never wake up. I had an idea that I might could 
make this happen. That was until one night I reached 
over and turned on the music. A few songs passed and 
I started drifting to sleep and then I heard it. The song 
started out like a lullaby and peace instantly 
surrounded me. The lyrics danced around me into my 
ears and filled my brain. I meditated on the words, 
“Say goodbye to where you’ve been and tell your 
heart to beat again.” It wasn’t much, just the right 
words at the right time and they replayed in my head 
over and over. They filled my heart and I began to 
feel something I hadn’t felt in a long time--hope. It 
was foreign but somehow it felt real. Hope, it 
flickered on and off like my cinnamon candle. 
     I got out my laptop and opened the folder of songs I 
used to write. Opening a new document I started to 
write. Inspirational words shot from my fingertips 
and grew more passionate with each key I pressed. It 
was relieving, more relieving than a good cry, more 
relieving than cutting, more relieving then planning 



out my suicide. Another foreign feeling surged 
through my body, I couldn’t quite place it. Was it 
peace? Happiness? Maybe a little bit of both? I had 
found something so valuable, my outlet. 
     From then on I traded the razors for pencils and 
the destructive feelings were replaced by love. I 
breathed a breath of fresh air, looked in the mirror 
and smiled for the first time in a while. Everything 
was going to be okay as long as I had music within my 
soul because music can heal. As I think back to these 
memories and I look back at the fog I’ve walked 
through, I see things much more clearly, and I realize 
that I still believe this to be true. Music can heal you 
from the inside out. You may feel insignificant, 
unworthy, incompetent, timid, depressed, and that’s 
what life can do to you but remember this, my love. 
Take a deep breath, turn on the music, look into the 
mirror and smile; “every little thing is gonna be 
alright."



Shannon Henry 

The Definition of Life

      I always say my mother can make art out of tissue 
paper. I used to look at the presents she bagged, 
thinking the top to be a beautiful white dove ready to 
take flight. Every crinkle and turn were feathers 
itching to be set free, knowing a precious secret was 
hidden underneath. And every day since, I’ve striven 
to be the same. My exquisite bags were lined with 
glittering gold, filled with whorls of shimmering dust, 
and yet my paper appeared to be a crumpled mess. 
Like a wet paper bag someone discarded, just the 
leftovers from a gorgeous meal. Disgusted, I tried 
again, this time placing the paper down with care. It 
came out contorted, looking like a wilted weed. The 
base was so tightly curled it choked itself, becoming 
simply ugly. I tried to add more pieces, but in the end, 
I had a garden of dead dandelions. I threw the paper 
away and demanded my mother do it. Even though 
she looked at me funny, she slipped a piece of blue 
sky in her hands and cupped it lightly, as though 
holding on to the bird she was about to create. Yet 
when that sky was crumpled and twisted, it emerged 
as a thrashing sea spilling out. 
     While mesmerized, I was also ravenous. I need 
that, I thought. I need it to be perfect like hers. I 
decided if I could not beat her with the tissue paper I  



would try my luck with wrapping. Roll it out. 
Straight cut. Pull tightly. Tape. Fold. Again. Tape. 
Surely my mother’s box could not be as beautiful as 
mine. The Christmas trees were lined perfectly like 
dominoes ready to fall. Crisp clean edges, not a 
single piece of glitter out of place. I placed it 
perfectly under the tree, at an angle giving 
everyone a view of my wrapping. Yet it was clearly 
different from all the others, the ones my mother 
had wrapped. 
     Again my mother had outdone me. Hers had 
hundreds of wrinkles, like a grandmother smiling, 
so imperfect yet breathtakingly beautiful. Even with 
their mismatching lines, dented corners, and tears, 
there was some kind of inner glow radiating within 
them. That’s when I realized the difference between 
us. Her presents were swallowed in layers of joy, 
knowing the happiness people would feel when 
they opened up a small dream. Mine was a cruel 
creation from bitterness and a starving need for 
absolute perfection. I did not wrap for the receiver, 
I wrapped this for my own self-satisfaction. 
Disgusting. While my mother was a gentle snow 
that children would make snow angles in, I was an 
ice storm. Alluring, but inhabitable and cruel. 
Perhaps then I did not truly comprehend what I had 
uncovered about life, but now I think I have a better 
handle on it. 
     The definition of life is not perfection. Life is all 
of our experiences, mistakes and all, wrapped 
together so that we can learn and feel. Our mishaps 
are what make life exciting. I always say college 



football is better than the NFL. Why? Because their 
mistakes make it unpredictable. A perfect life is 
boring, sad. Perfection would mean no more 
learning; perfection means a monotonous, 
redundant lifestyle. The true beauty of life is our 
ability to be imperfect. Imperfection makes us 
interesting, always on the edge of our seats. Our 
blunders entitle us not only to learn but to form 
opinions and feel, to be passionate. Life is not 
about perfection and we should not try to make it 
so. Use your mistakes and grow into something 
unpredictable.



Imoni Johnson-Darby 

Jump In!

      I believe in self- love. I believe the features you call 
“flaws” are another name for God’s intentions. I 
believe that scar on your leg, cellulite on your thighs, 
or that gap between your two front teeth is just as 
beautiful as the spirit inside you. I believe we should 
not let other people’s thoughts or criticism allow us to 
determine how we feel about our own temple. I 
believe we should depend on ourselves to reassure us 
that we are beautiful. 
     Though it is hard to believe, I was once an insecure 
child. Never liked my body, always criticized my
teeth, and do not get me started on my hair. People 
such as my mom would tell me I’m fine just the way I 
am, but I wasn’t buying it. Then on one blazing hot
summer day, I decided to take a trip to the pool with 
my family. I did not have any intentions on getting in 
with them, but I dressed up for the occasion anyhow. 
The bright sun was beaming on our foreheads when 
we stepped out of the car. As soon as I got there, I 
spotted people I knew from school then my spirit 
automatically went downhill. “Boys!” I screamed in 
my head. A part of me knew they were not worried 
about me, but the other half felt as if they were 
staring me down. 
     When the kids jumped in the water, the splashes 
sounded like music to my ears. The heavy scent of the  



chlorine water stuffed my nostrils. I will admit, I loved 
the pool. Especially on a hot day like that day,  but also 
when no one else was there. I sat on the bench in my 
own little world admiring the other girls nearby in 
their two pieces. That’s when I snapped out of it 
realizing my cousin wants to know why I was not in 
with them. I brushed it off like it was nothing, but she 
knew. That’s when my mother interfered and told her 
about my self-doubt. I said, “I don’t feel comfortable.” 
     My cousin had this look on her face that expressed 
the question, “What is she saying right now?” I went 
into more detail about it and mentioned my 
“stomach.” She looked at hers and said, “See this? This 
is a stomach. What you have is a tummy. You’re fine, 
Moni.” Then I thought, maybe I am fine. I realized 
then, that we’re all different. We all come in different 
shapes, sizes, color, length and more. We are God’s 
creation. He can’t make the same thing twice. It is best 
to just love myself the way I am. I don’t need anyone 
else’s approval except for mine. I told myself, “Jump 
In!” 
     Ever since then, I have been the most confident girl 
in the world. That maybe some exaggeration, however, 
I can truly say that I completely love myself. If 
someone was to say something negative towards me, I 
would brush it off in a hurry. Today, I am one to uplift 
my friends, or strangers, and remind them how 
beautiful they are. No one deserves to walk around 
over thinking about their flaws assuming that their 
“ugly.” It is the person's soul that portrays their 
beauty. 
     I believe in happiness. I believe in confidence. I 
believe in motivation. I believe everyone is made
differently. These are quotes that I will forever 



cherish. My mother always told me, what you wish 
you did not have is something that someone else 
wished they were blessed with. Also, words from J. 
Cole, one of my favorite rappers, once said in his 
popular song “Crooked Smile,” “Love yourself girl or 
nobody will.” This I believe.



Andrew Kilgore 

Trusting Myself

      I believe that the main source of my mental illness 
is my inability to trust myself in certain situations. For 
example, it took a fair amount of time before I felt 
comfortable writing the first sentence of this essay. I 
read the directions over and over, much more than 
was probably necessary. You could assume that I just 
did not want want to make a mistake and get a point 
taken off, but the foundation of that fear of making a 
mistake was that I did not trust myself to remember 
all the words on the assignment page. In other words, 
that paranoia was rooted in something insightful and 
powerful, yet also restrictive and abusive in my brain. 
     Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder (OCD) can be all 
about ritualistic washing your hands and being neat 
for some people who have the condition, but that also 
makes for a relatively insulting stereotype about the 
illness. For me, the disease always focuses on my lack 
of decisiveness in morally grey issues, that frankly, 
are not morally grey at all. The mind convinces me 
that they are issues I cannot decide on because it is 
such a two sided conflict. Most people cannot 
comprehend how it feels to be told by their mind that 
they have done something wrong when obviously 
they have not. For the best representation, imagine 
something small that you once said to someone you  



know. To get a better sense of the concept, imagine 
that it was a sarcastic joke. The mentally healthy 
person would acknowledge that he or she was 
making a joke, and also acknowledge that the person 
they said it to was aware that it was a joke as well. 
For me, on the other hand, an overwhelming sense of 
guilt flows through my body. Because of this, I am 
unable to decide if what I said was mean or not. To 
add insult to injury, I am sensitive to the idea that 
people can consider suicide even if their image is 
damaged just once by one person, especially if I know 
the person suffers from depression. My brain will 
convince me that I have told a joke to this person,
insulted them, and therefore caused them to consider 
suicide. Then comes the thought “What if I wake up 
tomorrow and hear that this person killed him or 
herself last night? That would be your fault, wouldn’t 
it?” In order to cope, I counter argue with “But that 
person knew it was a joke. It was all fun. Calm down, 
you haven’t done anything wrong.” I then find myself 
unable to tell whether or not the person was aware it 
was a joke. 
     The dilemma for many with OCD is that they 
cannot tell the difference between good and bad. The 
guilt that follows is absolutely terrible when I go 
through a severe bout of the disease. It damages my 
ego, and at times makes me think I am an evil person. 
Unfortunately, this is not the worst of the illness. 
 What truly makes it all “obsessive” are the measures 
I take in order to convince myself that I have done
nothing wrong. This consists of taking an enormous 
amount of mental energy to go back into my memory 
of the event, replay it, and then try to feel less guilty 



by using the information played back. Sometimes, no 
new information is given, so instead I search for a
flash of synapses in my brain that tell me that what I 
said did not harm anyone. Imagine it as if you have 
said the word “apples” a few thousand times. The 
meaning and feelings associated with it are most 
likely gone by now. You know that if you cannot find
that “feeling”, then someone will die because of you. 
So now, you say “apples” over and over again in your 
mind and picture it over and over again until that 
feeling returns. Then, and only then, can you rest. 
     Usually, when I am depressed or anxious, that 
“feeling” takes longer to find. The entire ritual itself 
takes longer to get over. But if my medicines are 
balanced, and I am content with my current social 
situation, I can more easily rid myself of the guilt
from the start. Sadly, most of time with OCD, I am not 
emotionally healthy enough to do this. 
     Personally, the psychology behind my OCD is the 
same almost every time. The situation described has 
happened thousands of times to me, starting from 
when I was in preschool. For example, the earliest 
sense of when these situations started was during 
this time. I remember a faded sense of intense fear 
and guilt from being four years old, in a classroom, 
and touching a chair. The act of touching the chair is 
not exactly insulting someone by accident like 
described, but I recollect feeling as if touching the 
chair hurt someone. Later, in fourth grade, I had to 
stay home from school for a week after a massive 
resurgence of the illness, when I constantly looked 
back on my life experiences to search for times at 



which I had been mean to someone. Today, I find 
myself repeatedly recalling conversations with 
sensitive people out of fear that I will give bad 
advice on sensitive topics, resulting somehow in 
their suicide. As I grow more aware of the disease, 
I’ve been asking myself how I can fix it. 
     I have found that what it comes down to is that I 
must trust myself to know the difference between 
good and bad--to know that what I did was not 
wrong or harmful at all. Each time, after I recover 
from a bout, I look back on what I was worrying 
about and conclude that what I had done was not 
harmful whatsoever. In addition, during the rituals 
there is something deep inside of me that still 
knows that what I did was not bad. It is almost a 
faint sense of logic buried under the mess. Believing 
the logic is legitimate is my form of trust. Coming to 
this conclusion did not take a single moment in my 
life, but many thousands of moments over my 
childhood that slowly convinced me of my general 
necessity for this belief. 



Sydney Moody 

Work Ethic

    Playing volleyball comes with its ups and downs. 
For instance, the reaction of people watching a hitter 
slamming the ball down and scoring a point is 
absolutely priceless. The facial expressions of people 
who look “up” to me astonished by my extreme height 
took some getting used to, however, after almost six 
years of playing volleyball, it is normal to see a parent 
or player staring at me with such a look. Over the 
years that I played volleyball, my height was not the 
only thing that changed. I began playing volleyball 
with a completely different mindset than how I play 
now. I believe that if you put in work ethic and 
practice your hardest, you will be rewarded in the 
end. 
     As the sun was falling on the hot August night, 
tryouts were occurring in the gym of Blythewood 
High School. At the end, the coach told us that she 
would contact us the next morning about whether we 
made a team or not. The entire night, I waited 
anxiously for the message I would receive. There 
were people around me who had just as good as a 
chance of making varsity as I did. I didn’t receive the 
message until the next morning; it read, 
“Congratulations on making the JV team!” My heart 
and spirits fell through the floor, and I felt as if all the  



hard work I put into the long summer 
conditioning practices was flushed down the 
drain. Later that day after receiving the news, my 
dad came and talked to me. He told me something 
that I would apply for nearly everything I did for 
the rest of my life. He told me, “When you play 
this year, I want you to make yourself stand out. If 
you keep putting in work ethic and heart, you will 
be rewarded in the end.” 
     Hearing this from my dad made me a little 
frustrated at first, and I found myself doubting his 
words. How could I continue to put in work ethic 
when I just missed my goal? I felt as if my 
motivation disappeared, however, I took his 
advice. As the season progressed, I put in all the 
hard work I could, playing with as much heart as I 
could give. At the end of our season, the 
Blythewood High School JV Volleyball team ended 
up going undefeated for the entire reason. At the 
final game of the season, the varsity volleyball 
coach called me over to talk with her. At that
moment, the coach asked me to move up and play 
on varsity for playoffs. I then knew what my dad 
had meant earlier that season. I put all the effort I 
could into everything I did, and it paid off in the 
end. This phrase began to stick with me from that 
point on and I began to apply it with everything I 
did. 
     The simple advice that my dad gave me I apply 
to so much more than just sports today. I use this 
with school work, and with work at home. At the 
age I am now, this belief I live by I apply to my



life since I will be going to college soon. As a 
prospective college athlete, I must continue to put 
in the hard work and ethic to be able to go to my 
college of choice in the end. Now anytime that I 
may be stressed, or struggling with a situation, I 
think of this phrase and remember that in the 
end, if I continue to put in a lot of work ethic, the 
situation will lighten and be worth it in the end.



Katia Rodengen

This I Believe: Faith 

   The power of Jesus Christ, my Lord and Savior, is 
something that I believe in deeply and widely. My God is 
life changing, He is life. The power of Jesus is so strong, 
just the thought of him can brighten anyone’s day or put a 
smile on my face and reassure me that everything is going 
to be fine. God has a plan for my life and he will lead me 
on the right path. A specific personal example that God 
has shown me was when He saved my mother's life. My 
mom was diagnosed with Multiple Sclerosis in 2012, with 
progressive growth of lesions on her brain. Usually, an 
individual with this disease either recovers, which is very 
rare, or they eventually face obstacles such as being 
placed in a wheelchair or worse, death. My mom was 
quickly on her way to a bad place in her life. She was not 
happy that she had this disease, but she kept faith in God 
that he would heal her and never blamed or questioned 
Him about what was happening to her. 
     My mother’s faith and personality has a tremendous 
influence on my life, and I would not be the person I am 
today if I didn't have my mom in my life. Although I was 
only twelve years old when my mom got diagnosed and 
did not pay close attention to things around me, I realize 
now all the hardships my mom went through. I remember 
her having to give herself a shot every night, I remember I 
used to cringe every time the needle punctured her skin.



needle punctured her skin.  But despite the pain she 
was in, she still kept her eyes on God. She prayed 
constantly and always wrote out Bible verses to hang 
on the wall in our house. I do not think the Bible 
verses she hung were to alert her five children to 
pray for her, but to just keep reading the Bible and 
talk to God. Little did she know, my siblings and I saw 
those Bible verses and took that to heart. “John 14:27- 
28New International Version (NIV) 27 Peace I leave 
with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as 
the world gives. Do not let your hearts be troubled 
and do not be afraid. 28 “You heard me say, ‘I am 
going away and I am coming back to you.’ If you 
loved me, you would be glad that I am going to the 
Father, for the Father is greater than I.” 
     From the time she was diagnosed, to the time she 
was feeling okay, she worked out every day, ate a 
strict diet, and kept her faith in God. She received 
amazing, miraculous news that the lesions on her 
brain disappeared. I have never had more faith in my 
God than the time my mom's doctor told her that she 
was healed. He said he has never seen anything like it 
and he was so amazed. My mom immediately knew 
God was at work when she got the news. She said it 
was God's power.  Keeping faith in God is all the 
medication anyone will ever need.



Morgan Simmonds

Just Be Yourself

    I believe that if you are yourself, people will be drawn 
toward you. Anyone who is at least somewhat 
introverted most likely understands the difficulty of 
making friends sometimes. The key to making friends 
quickly, however cheesy it may sound, is to be completely 
real! It may be hard for some people to break out of their 
shells and show their real personality especially when 
first meeting someone because if you are like me, you do 
not like to show the “real you” until you are more 
comfortable with that person. But this is precisely why 
some people seem to be more likable or popular than 
others; because they most likely are always showing their 
true personality and people like that. 
     When I was younger I did not go to school and sit in 
class hesitating to ask a question or desperately try to talk 
about things that I thought might make people like me. I 
did not think twice about acting like a different person 
when I was around certain people, I was just always me. I 
never had an issue with having friends in elementary 
school because I was always myself and I said what I 
thought and laughed and talked without holding back. 
Every year in elementary school there would always be a 
Christmas assembly right before winter break. As a part 



of this they would have a crazy holiday themed hat 
competition, and I won every year because I would 
work on my hat weeks in advance, building it from 
construction paper and scotch tape to make sure 
that I stood out the most. And I did. When they 
called my name I would march proudly up on stage 
wearing the ridiculous contraption on my head to 
claim my prize. All the kids in the school loved me 
for this because it was something that I was 
passionate about, and I did not try to hide this no 
matter how embarrassing it seems now. 
     That openness changed when my family moved 
when I was in sixth grade. I had to start all over 
making friends and became overly self-conscious 
when I talked about to people because I was so 
worried about what everyone thought about me. 
Eventually, I made some friends but my pattern of 
meeting someone and not opening up until months 
later when I decided I felt more comfortable 
continued until the summer of my junior year in 
high school when I went to a camp up in the 
mountains of North Carolina. 
     Here I was so desperate to make friends with this 
guy who was in our group because I thought he was 
so funny and he was the kind of person that 
everyone liked, probably because he was being 
himself! The first couple days I decided to act like I 
was better than everyone, which is definitely not 
me, but I thought that if I acted like I could care less 
I would seem cool and he would want to talk to me. 
Wrong. It’s almost like me acting this way repelled 
him and the other people in the group. 



     After a couple days, I gave up the act and decided 
to just start acting like my normal, funny, and 
outgoing self. We were at the high ropes course and
we were all waiting our turn to go. Everyone was 
talking as I sat there mostly quiet until someone said 
something that I had the perfect joke to go with it. 
Instead of worrying if the group would not think my 
statement was funny or that it was strange, I said it. 
Everyone began laughing, and not in the bad way I 
was expecting. 
     After this experience, I felt comfortable to say 
what I wanted to say and to show my real 
personality. It was like a switch flipped and 
everyone became magnetized to me! I did end up 
becoming friends with that guy and made so many 
other friends that week at camp and it’s all because I 
was finally able to pinpoint my mistake. 
     Exposing your true personality can be hard to do 
when all you are thinking about is how people will 
criticize you for who you are. But I believe that when 
you are yourself it gives off an energy that draws
others towards you. Almost anyone can see through 
a fake personality and no matter how hard you try to 
be someone else to gain relationships, the only 
strategy that will actually work is the one that 
sometimes seems like the most difficult of all, being 
you. So shed your protective shell and love who you 
are as a person. Not only will doing this attract 
people to you, but it will make you a happier person 
in general and make life a lot easier.



Faith Wilson

God Is Real

    Growing up I was always told and taught to believe 
in God. Literally for as long as I can remember that’s 
always what I was told. Even the Christian school fit 
God into our lessons at school. We always had school 
Christmas productions that were always more like 
Christmas church productions. Personally, I believe 
when people are younger and told to believe in 
something constantly, they just do it because truly 
they don't know any better. Now, me, on the other 
hand, I was a different kind of child. 
          As a kid, I was very curious and didn’t always 
take people’s word for something without proof. I 
always had to try something for myself. I understood 
the Bible and what everything stood for. Honestly, I 
didn’t question the Lord or any of that until I began to 
get a little older. It was like I believed but needed 
proof. I couldn’t quite understand how people could 
feel so strongly towards something they had never 
seen and there is no real record of, until the day I 
witnessed God work for myself. 
          It was the night of the Christmas production at 
my school and my teacher asked me to hold a bag full 
of candles with their class coverings that were meant 
to be used as props. Why she asked me to do this 
when the bag was as big as me I will never 



understand. After a while, I couldn’t manage to hold 
the bag anymore and dropped it. The sound that I 
heard sounded like a beating coming my way. I opened 
the bag and all of the glass was shattered and I swore 
my heart shattered with it too. That was the moment I 
decided to try this God guy out. 
    Praying was something I had always done just never 
for myself. At that very moment for the first time ever 
I did just that. I prayed for myself. I said if there is a 
God and you are real and love me like everyone has 
told me you are please fix all of this glass don’t let me 
be the one to ruin the play. Now some may say this 
was my imagination or this is made up but I'm here to 
tell you this was God. When I opened that bag back up 
none of the glass was broken it was like nothing ever 
happened. 
     From then on I believed in God because how else 
could that be explained besides a miracle. I know 
everyone doesn’t believe in him and I’m not trying to 
make you but if you believe hard enough and give 
something your all you might be surprised by your 
results. That day I know I surely was. So never would I 
ever question the lord again because he is capable of 
extraordinary and “impossible" things. 



About 
This I Believe

Thisibelieve.org hosts a public dialogue 
about belief. People from all walks of life are 
invited to write about their experiences. 

At Blythewood High, the junior English 
classes of Ms. Pederson, Ms. Liggett, and Ms. 
Weems incorporated This I Believe essays as 
a part of their writing curriculum. The 
students represented in this volume 
requested to have their work featured. 

Thank you for reading and supporting our 
students. 


