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“I thought we were the ones who were supposed 
to read these signs, not make them.”
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This is the fi rst Senior 
Edition editorial written with 
extreme regret and frustra-
tion. Not only does the Class 
of 11 say goodbye to DDHS 
this year, but so will several  
teachers and support work-
ers. 

We’ve known this for 
weeks, but here it is. When 
we  fi rst heard that some of 
our favorite teachers would 
be laid off,  we were in shock. 
That was followed by denial, 
and then anger. But tonight, as 
we say thank you and good-
bye, it is mostly with a sense 
of sadness. We know that they 
will teach again, and there are 
students out there who will be 
inspired by them, but for now 
we feel only sadness.
 The budget cuts for the 
2011-12 school year have 
left us dizzy. Never has this 

high school had to lay off a 
teacher due to budget cuts in 
its 50 year history. In fact, for 
nearly 20 years, DDHS has 
been proud to say it has hired 
15 to 20 teachers at the start 
of each school year. Those 
days are gone, and probably 
will never return. 
 As a graduating senior 
this may not matter to you, 
unless you’re one who still 
cares about the district re-
sponsible for your education. 
Most of us do care. Some of 
us are even hoping to teach 
here one day. We care about 
the school we’ve left behind. 
The thought of 40-student 
classes is frightening. We 
ten graduating Highlander  
seniors are worried that there 
might not be a newspaper in 
the future. There is so much 
all of us should care about.

There is something reassuring about the 
sound of  a school  bel l .  Sure,  somet imes i t 
can be disappointing, when it means that it ’s 
t ime to sit sti l l  in a desk, and do exactly as the 
teacher demands. Other times, it ’s relieving to 
know that it ’s t ime to break free of the grue-
some chambers of what seems to be a pointless 
class.  It’s the last thing students have to put up 
with before running out of the school building 
with a sigh of relief. It ’s an unexplained thri l l 
to hear a ringing bell on a Friday afternoon or 
the day before winter break begins. The sound 
is almost l i fe changing to students in hard to 
breath classrooms, on a very warm summer 
day when it r ings for the last t ime during that 
school year.  

The last school bells brings most joy, excite-

ment, sense of accomplishment and almost 
fear to a high school senior on a last day of 
school. Mostly joy, to know that “I am done” 
or “FINA11Y” f inished, for me. At the same 
time, I realize the safety net has been taken 
away from underneath me, just l ike that. I t 
took only for the bell to ring the last t ime, and 
I wil l no longer return to my assigned seat in 
Mr.Dossa’s chemistry class. I will no longer be 
dismissed to lunch or have to sign my planner 
to use a rest room. There is no more need for 
my mom to write an excuse note for the time I 
was sick.  Just l ike that, with the sound of the 
last bell, my world might have turned upside 
down and rotated a few times backwards. With 
this bell, I acquired the needed knowledge to 
dictate my life, or so I think.

Sooner or later, everyone finds a path to 
follow; some can even find a path to lead.  I 
am positive that some of the graduates throw-
ing their graduation caps into the air today, 
wil l become specialist in their f ield. Some will 
become famous, some will become inventors 
and benefit all human kind. Some of us, will be 
doctors, lawyers, scientists, teachers, moth-
ers, fathers, maybe writers and poets. There 
is no doubt about it.

Kind of sil ly to think of it, but the annoy-
ing  and sometimes longed for bell, gave us, 
seniors, permission to do what we please. On 
June 3, 2011 at 2:40 p.m., the bell excused us 
for the adventure of our l ives.

 This year, I can honestly say, has been the hard-
est in my entire life. It started off great, leaving for 
Outdoor School, my favorite place in the world, with 
one of my best friends, Emma. We were there for 
almost a week, but then on Thursday night something 
tragic happened. It was during the last campfi re, my 
hands, arms, and legs all became extremely puffy 
and hurt tremendously. I went to the nurse to fi nd out 
what was wrong, and they thought that I was severely 
allergic to something, so they called my parents to 
take me to the hospital. The doctors didn’t know much 
of what was wrong with me, but they diagnosed me 
with some random disease called HSP, which they 
hypothesized would result with kidney problems. I 
didn’t think much of this. Being the naïve teenager 
that I was, I brushed it off thinking that I was invincible 
to disease. Unfortunately, I couldn’t have been more 
wrong. My kidneys starting malfunctioning and the 
doctors thought I would need a transplant and have 
to be on medication for the rest of my life. Luckily, it 
didn’t turn out to be that severe, but it still took a toll 
on my senior year. The Prednisone they put me on 
made me extremely moody, hungry, and puffy. It didn’t 
help that I was on a salt restricted diet so everything I 
was craving while on the Prednisone I couldn’t have. I 
was constantly in and out of the hospital, missing most 

of my fi rst semester of senior year. Fortunately, I had 
some amazing friends who would come and visit me 
during my illness and make me feel more normal, even 
though at the time my life was anything but that.  
 I can easily say that semester I was the most 
miserable I had ever been. But I decided, despite 
how moody I was on the Prednisone, I was going to 
change my outlook on what was happening and try to 
make my last semester of high school the best it could 
be. I fi nally received my license, a job working for my 
dad’s friend, and my University of Oregon acceptance 
letter. Things were fi nally starting to fall in line to the 
way they used to be, but despite this I knew in the 
back of my head things would never be the same. 
Everyone I had became friends with for the past four 
years was moving on to bigger and better things, and 
so was I. I found myself longing for freshman year, 
when Cruisers was the cool place to go hangout, and 
everyone would go cosmic bowling on a Friday night 
instead of partying. Soon I came to the actualization, 
though, that if you fi nd yourself longing for the past, 
you’ll miss the present and fear for the future. I didn’t 
want this to happen to me, so instead of longing for 
the past and the way things used to be, I simply would 
reminisce on all the good times. 
 I remember freshman year, being an insecure 
little private school girl from Portland Lutheran, not 
knowing anyone except  one person, to becoming a 
confi dent young lady having more friends than I could 
ever begin to fathom at PLS. Sophomore year was a 
crazy year full of ups and downs, friendships being 
tested, and my fi rst taste of the sadness of when all my 
senior friends had left. My junior year was defi nitely the 
best; everything just felt epic, and it was an amazing 
feeling to fi nally be an upperclassmen. Now, here I 
am senior year, my last day of high school, writing my 
fi nal column I will ever write for the Highlander. These 
past four years have been an amazing experience for 
me, I don’t care how dumb or pointless one thinks high 
school is, I’m tremendously thankful that I decided 
to come here for my high school years, and am truly 
blessed with all of the connections I have made.



A sayonara and arigatou to Japanese Classes de español son 
mas que un idioma

Parlez-Vous Français?
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 As a devoted 
student of the 
French program 
here at David 

Douglas, I have been extremely 
fortunate to experience four distinctly 
different years learning a second 
language, and I have enjoyed each 
one more than I can say.  Somehow 
I knew I would love French before 
I began studying this beautiful 
romance language, and my adoration 
for it has only strengthened during 
high school.  
 French I reminded me of 
kindergarten because I found the 
need to humble myself while singing 
the ABCs and learning how to count 
all over again.  Nevertheless, French 
quickly became my favorite class and 
with a teacher as down-to-business 
and effi cient as Mademoiselle 
Christensen, I couldn’t help gleaning 
every piece of new information.  In 
this year of French, students learn 
essential words and phrases in the 
event that they travel to a French-
speaking country later in life.
 The thought of French class 
without Mlle Christensen was 
somewhat frightening, but after day 
one of French II, I felt assured that I 
would learn and enjoy the language 
to the extent that I had my freshman 
year.  Monsieur Gris includes a 
fresh element in his teaching style 
that made me feel at home in his 

classroom and susceptible to gaining 
even more knowledge.  Not only does 
M Gris teach the French language, 
he teaches French culture, current 
events, and life in general.  Although 
I learned many things in French class 
my sophomore year, the focus was 
on expanding our arsenal of verbs 
and learning how to create basic 
sentences.
 My junior year presented a greater 
challenge as I skipped to French IV 
by the gracious recommendation of 
M Gris.  Admittedly, I felt in-over-
my-head at fi rst, but I quickly rose to 
the higher level of expectation, and 
that year of French turned out to be 
just as enjoyable and academically 
profi table as any of my others.  French 
IV was more of a project-based class 
that helped instill social skills and 
build character.  During Spring Break 
of my junior year I went to Paris 
with six other French students from 
our school and had the experience 
of a lifetime; Mlle Christensen had 
thoroughly prepared us.
 This year, I decided to take it 
easy in French III and increase my 
vocabulary, but as it turns out, with 
no main focus of the class, I learned 
more than I could have anticipated 
about various topics.  Taking French 
at David Douglas has taught me that 
an education is about much more than 
the facts one is taught.  I am very sad 
to be saying “au revoir” to the French 
program and to the amazing teachers, 
M Gris and Mlle Christensen, who 
have made my high school education 
worth so much!

  Konnichiwa! 
Genki desuka? 
That’s Japanese for 
‘Hello!’ and ‘Are 

you doing well?’ The moment I saw 
Japanese in the DDHS Curriculum 
Guide in 2007, I knew it was going 
to be a signifi cant part of my high 
school education. How great it would 
be if I could watch Japanese dramas 
and anime without those annoying 
subtitles that fi ght with my gorgeous 
Japanese actors for the screen! Okay, 
all joking aside, I really wanted to 
become fl uent in Japanese. With 
the honor of being titled “The Last 
Japanese Club President of David 
Douglas High School,” I am pleased 
to share with everyone my sugoi 
(amazing) experiences in Japanese 

class and club.
 When I walked into my fi rst 
Japanese class, I met a cute little 
Japanese lady who would become 
one of my most respected mentors. 
She introduced herself in a heavy 
Japanese accent as Hern (Han) 
Sensei, or just Sensei. Japanese 
class was a tedious and challenging 
elective for many. However, I was 
luckily fl uent in Chinese, which 
gave me a gleaming advantage in 
both writing and speaking Japanese. 
I worked with determination 
through my three years of Japanese, 
memorizing hiragana, katakana, and 
kanji characters, vocabulary, and 
sentence patterns. An overwhelming 
sense of achievement rushed over 
me during year three when I realized 
I understood most of the Japanese 
Sensei was saying and could hold a 
conversation in Japanese with little 

struggle. What did this mean? I was 
now able to watch Japanese dramas 
without subtitles!
 I joined Japanese Club as a 
freshman, excited to learn about 
Japanese culture. I learned how to 
fold origami, cook yakisoba noodles, 
make sushi, play kendo, and more. 
One of the greatest opportunities I had 
through Japanese Club was hosting 
Japanese exchange students from 
our sister school, Shukutoku Yono 
High School. I am deeply saddened 
by the knowledge that future students 
may not get the same exposure to 
Japanese due to budget cuts. I really 
hope Japanese will make a comeback 
in the future when times get better. 
Japanese has played a grandiose role 
in my life and will open many doors 
for me in the future. I am sincerely 
grateful for the opportunity. Arigatou 
gozaimashita!

S p a n i s h 
at the high 
school has 
changed my 
life forever. 

Spending one year with Mrs. 
Aguirre and two years with 
Mr. Little really helped me 
gain an understanding of 
the cultures and languages 
around the world. Through 
Spanish, I learned to 
respect people from other 
countries who have different 
backgrounds, morals, and 
values. 
     I came to the high school 
from Floyd Light Middle 
School with little knowledge 
of the Spanish language. 
Once I was thrown into the 
Spanish II class, I learned 
a lot of new vocabulary, 
directions, 27 new “PPETAC” 
verbs and a little bit more 
complex techniques. Spanish 
3, 4/5/AP was so beneficial 
for me, considering I have 
family in Mexico who do not 
speak English. 
 In the upper level 
Spanish classes, we wrote 
essays, made presentations, 
memorized poems, and 
translated many documents. 
 Let’s talk AP Spanish. 

  I signed up for 
Early Childhood 
Education my 
sophomore year 

and continued through my senior 
year because it was required for 
my Career Pathway, Education 
and Human Development.  Upon 
joining, my expectations for the 
class were for it to be super fun 
because I love knowing that I 
can impact the children for the 
rest of their lives.  This relates to 
my future plans of becoming a 
pediatric nurse.
 Class consisted of small 

groups of high school students 
making lesson plans, teaching the 
lessons planned, observing, and 
making sure the pre-schoolers 
were having fun.  Each high 
school student is paired up with 
a pre-school buddy assigned by 
the head teacher, Mrs. Page.  Our 
job as their high school buddy 
was to assist them with art-time 
and help them develop their small 
motor skills with cutting, drawing, 
writing, and small manipulative 
toys.  Their large motor skills are 
developed through recess. 
 My favorite memory from my 
experience in this class was during 
my junior year when the class went 
on a fi eld trip to Portland Children’s 
Museum.  On the fi eld trip the high 

school students stayed with their 
buddies and let them run around, 
playing with water toys, climbing 
on play structures, face painting, 
and just having the time of their 
lives.  Unfortunately, sometimes 
in this class while planning in our 
small groups we can’t rely on our  
group members to contribute at 
all, and then the group members 
who want to get a good grade 
got stuck doing all of the work.  
Even though teaching on our own 
is diffi cult, we must remember 
that the children’s education is 
what matters.  I would defi nitely 
recommend this class to anyone 
who would like to pursue a career 
in child care or someone who just 
loves to work with children.

EHD memorable, exceeded expectations

Honestly, the AP Spanish 
exam lasted much longer 
than I would have liked it 
to. The test took somewhere 
around five hours and it 
was really hot and stuffy 
in the room. The guidelines 
for the test were extremely 
strict and very formal, much 
like the SAT or ACT. Even 
though the AP exam sounds 
horrible, it was a good 
experience for me. I had to 
think quick on my feet and 
come up with an answer that 
sounded somewhat decent 
for the prompt I was given. 
AP Spanish is one of the best 
foreign language classes 
DDHS has to offer. Spanish 
is like a fun puzzle to me.  
There are so many different 
words to use to create so 
many different sentences.  
    With the help of my 
two wonderful teachers, 
fellow Spanish-speaking 
classmates, and my stepdad, 
I have thoroughly enjoyed 
learning Spanish in high 
school. It will help me in 
the real world considering 
there are many people who 
speak Spanish all over the 
country. Thank you Mrs. 
Aguirre and Mr. Little for 
helping me understand 
another language that seems 
to be very hard to learn.
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MARISSA BURNS

She was born at Providence 
Hospital May 4, 1993. Her par-
ents, Mike and Patty, raised her 
very well, except for the fact that 
they fed her too much, making 
her quite the chunky child. She 

loved playing Pokemon with 
her cousins, climbing trees, 
and irritating her best friend, 
Emily’s little brother. Grow-
ing up, Marissa discovered 
through Outdoor School that 
teaching was her passion, so 
she will be attending Univer-
sity of Oregon in the fall and 
will be majoring in Elementary 
Education. Marissa’s favorite 
high school experience was 
being on numerous sports 
teams, and being an Outdoor 
School counselor six times at 
Milk Creek.

and playing with Barbie 
dolls. Although her sister 
and she are close now, 
they were once enemies. 
Her luscious curls make 
it easy to spot her in a 
crowd. She began to play 
softball at the age of fi ve 
and volleyball in fourth 
grade. She was also in-
volved in soccer and bas-
ketball, but softball and 
volleyball stuck with her 
to this day. She plans to 
study Pharmaceuticals 
at the University of Or-
egon and Oregon Health 
Sciences University. GO 
DUCKS!

In Portland Providence 
Medical Center, she was 
born on August 6, 1993, 
a bundle of joy for parents 
Jeff and Julie and sister 
Jessica. She was often 
found watching “Barney” 

RACHEL SHELLEY

As the clock struck one AM o
June 29, 1993, the couple who ha
been struggling against all odd
to have a child was granted one
Born Allasandra Marie Theel, sh
was everything they wanted. Fas
forward a few years and you’ll fi n

DAISY QUINONEZ

On May 7, 1993, a baby girl 
was born in Portland, Oregon. 
Her parents, Dean and Debbie, 
raised her to be heavily involved 
in sports, starting with her 3rd 
grade basketball team. Her dad 
coached her team until she was in 
7th grade. Rachel grew up close to 

JAMIE NICHOLS

Born in Mariupol, Ukraine, 
she moved to Portland in 
2002. She quickly learned 
English and enjoyed going 
to school. Freshman year 

her family and younger brother, 
Nick, who she does everything 
with. To say Rachel is a runner 
is an understatement. She is 
attending Western Oregon 
on a scholarship to run cross-
country and track. Rachel has 
played basketball for 10 years, 
ran competitively for four, 
plays on a community league 
softball team, helps coach 
her brother’s baseball team 
with her dad, and also was 
the head coach of a 6th grade 
girls’ basketball team that  went 
undefeated. Rachel enjoys the 
outdoors and a good bonfi re 
on the beach. 

she was on the 
dance team, and 
then she became 
a workaholic who 
just loved to work. 
At the end of the 
day, she enjoys 
drinking tea with 
her family. She 
adores her older 
brother, Nick, and 
older sister, Tan-

ya. After high school 
she will attend Seattle 
University to major in 
psychology. 

YELENA VECHERKINA
Daisy was born in Tor-
rance, California on 
May 28, 1993. Named 
after model and entre-
preneur, Daisy Fuentes, 
this girl is the oldest of 
three sisters and is a 

~
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an extraordinary person. She is a 
romantic and admits to enjoying 
cheesy romantic things. Sandy is an 
art enthusiast who loves painting, 
fused glass, and many forms of 
fi ne art. She is an extreme animal 
activist who adores many animals, 
especially dogs. Her favorites are 
pit-bulls, who receive bad publicity 
but can be good canine citizens if 
trained properly. She owns two, 
Bailey and Asparagus, also her 
little Pomeranian, Ginger; and her 
leopard gecko, Link. Sandy is fun 
loving, loyal, and laid back. She 
loves her friends and family.

for them. Her parents 
decided to move to 
Portland when she was 
three–something Daisy 
is very thankful for. Dai-
sy is now very active in 
her community. She has 
served as Co-Chair of 
an important youth or-
ganization. In her free 
time, Daisy likes going 
out to eat, volunteering, 
and going to concerts. 
Daisy will be attend Uni-
versity of Oregon and 
major in Political Sci-
ence or Public Policy 
and Management.

Z

EMMA MOSS

She was born in Portland on Nov 
8, 1992 to her lovely parents, Kathy 
and Paul. A few years later she 
acquired a little red-haired sister, 
Abby, whom Emma is extremely 
proud of. She lived for fi ve years 
on the Oregon coast before re-
turning to Portland in the middle of 

NATASHA TSPOKO

LEILANNI ARAUJO
her birthday is late summer, 
August 11th. She will forever be 
a kid at heart, drinking Capri 
Suns and doodling silly things 
on her math worksheets. 
She’s the social girl who 
seems to be connected with 
the world since she tweets on 
her phone all day. She’s half 
Mexican, half Belizean with a 
fun sense of style and a love 
for music. She loves Ms.Wood 
and her Scots Center family 
and will always remember 
the time spent- writing for the 
Highlander.

now she is not typi-
cal. She has changed, 
and being raised in 
Portland was one of 
the reasons why. She 
still keeps her Latina 
traditions, but to mod-
eration. She played 
basketball as an el-
ementary child, and 
soccer in middle and 
high school. Believe it 
or not, she also was on 

the JV cheer squad her 
sophomore year, but had 
to quit because her par-
ents told her she had to. 
In the future she plans on 
becoming the best labor 
and delivery nurse there 
is! And that’s not typical.

Fifteen minutes after 
Christmas in 1992, a 
premature tiny girl was 
born in a hospital next 
to the cathedral in Gua-
dalajara, Mexico. As she 
grew older and stronger, 
she became the typical 
fat Mexican baby. But 

ALONDRA CHAVEZ

SANDY THEEL

Her name has been and always 
will remain the name that 
teacher’s struggle to pronounce 
during attendance roll call. She 
will always be the youngest out 
of all her friends, considering 

On June 27, 1993, a small and 
fragile girl was born at St. Vin-
cent’s to two loving parents, 
Fedot and Luba.  She lived 
in Portland her whole life but 

spent summers in Canada 
with close relatives. During 
free time, she loves tennis 
and running.  Although she 
lives an active lifestyle, she 
enjoys chocolate covered 
strawberries and chocolate 
cake. Many days you can 
fi nd Natasha either outside 
at the park or at church sing-
ing in her youth choir.  She’s 
a caring girl who loves to  
have fun as well as stay ac-
tive within her community.  
Her hard work and energetic 
personality distinguish her 
from her peers.

fi fth grade. During high school, 
Emma was involved in many 
activities, including Newspaper, 
Yearbook, and Student Coun-
cil. Emma would have to say 
Outdoor School was her abso-
lute favorite. She was a student 
leader for fi ve weeks at Adam’s/
Milk Creek. She will attend U of 
O in the fall where she will work 
towards her dream of becoming 
an elementary school teacher. 
Known for her ridiculous facial 
expressions and her love of 
her two chocolate labs, Emma 
hopes to some day travel the 
world.



believe we are worth fi ghting for, and we are 
going to fi ght that fi ght. During the game, 
you have to worry about the people around 
you as much as the ball, because getting the 
ball makes you a target as much as it gives 
you an advantage. In water polo you have 
to work and fi ght to get the ball, so giving it 
to a teammate is a sign of trust.  It is saying, 
“I trust you to take care of what I worked 
hard for.”  This reality teaches us another 
valuable life lesson about teamwork. It 
teaches us that trusting the people you 
work with is the key to success. 
 Water polo is not a one-woman show 
and neither is life, you have to let the 
people around you help, and you have to 
trust them to help in the best way they can. 
During our season, water polo isn’t just 
our life it teaches us how to live life to the 
best of our abilities. It challenges us every 
day to be better people – as well as better 
athletes.
 I can go off to live the rest of my life 
more confi dent in success due to this sport 
and the lessons I’ve learned from it. I 
couldn’t have picked a better group of girls 
to learn those lessons with!

Bonded 
from the 
beginning

Memories that will never be forgotten

With a winning streak, I say deuces I’m a cheerleader, not a “nincompoop”

12 Sports HighlanderSPORTS JUNE 8, 2011 SENIOR EDITION

DYLAN SOUDERS

guest writer 

EMILY APPLEGATE

guest writer 

JAMIE  NICHOLS

opinions editor

ALEX CHIEM

guest writer ERIKA THORSTENSEN

guest writers

We tried; that’s 
what counts

CAITLIN CURTIS

guest writer 

Add a splash of life
SOPHIA STUART

guest writer 

 Well I have been 
selected to write about the 
football season and it is an 
honor. It is also a struggle 
because so many things 

stick out when I think back on the season. 
I think many of my teammates would agree 
that one of the most memorable things 
about the season would be coach J-Will’s 
workouts. The tone of the whole season 
was based off of those pre-season workouts. 
That tone was hustle and as a team I would 
say we out hustled our opponents.

 The talent our team had was great 
and our team was very close as well. Our 
closeness came from brownie nights, 
lineman dinners, team dinners, and of course 
lineman bonding. We even did things outside 
of scheduled football specifi cs. Paranormal 
Activity 2 is a distinct memory that stands 
out to me. Who would have known a team 
full of football players could be so scared. 
 Games that will always remain 
memorable are the ones against Lincoln, 
Centennial, and Barlow. At our Lincoln 
game, we came back from a 14-point defi cit 
in the fourth quarter. As soon as the buzzer 
sounded to end the game our team was 
overwhelmed with excitement as well as I 

was.
 In the Centennial game, we knew 
that they were ranked in state, we weren’t 
expected to win, but our team knew what 
we had to and that we could go out and 
dominate them. We did just that.
 Check the record books, overall our 
season can be looked back on and said that 
we were a group of individuals that came 
together as a team to achieve great things. 
We ended as a group of brothers and it’s 
about how you fi nish not how you start. So 
I would like to thank all of the coaches for 
a great season and all of my brothers that 
made this a great senior year. “Are my 
brothers here?”.

 From the second 
week of August to the 
state tournament in 
November, we sweat, 
work, breathe, and live as 

a family, the pool as our home.  Water polo 
is a sport of dedication, a sport of hardship 
that not everyone can handle.  Each of the 
girls on the team brings something special, a 
unique characteristic, that when combined, 
helps us function as a whole and achieve 
success.  This sport teaches lessons that no 
other sport can, and it is those experiences 
that set us apart.
 Water polo, like life, is a constant fi ght 
it never lets up or gives you a break. A 
good water polo player is always in contact 
with someone: elbowing, taking the ball, or 
trying to gain an advantage. This teaches 
us that in life, there are always going to be 
people trying to get ahead of us.  People 
will try and get by because they are bigger, 
smarter, stronger, or better, but water polo 
has taught us to fi ght back; to prove that we 

 When people watch 
tennis, first thing that comes 
to mind is “Tennis is an easy 
sport. I can play like that.” 
Wrong. The combination 

of focus, physical ability, mental strength, power, 
speed, accuracy, strategy, teamwork, fitness, support, 
and hand-to-eye coordination makes tennis. 
 Before I step onto the court, I feel like life is too 
tiring sometimes, but when my feet touch the asphalt 
surface, I feel like I stepped into another dimension. 
Nothing is on my mind but to crush the yellow, 
fuzzy ball as hard as I can and relieve life’s stresses. 
The feeling is hard to describe. There’s a sensational 
feeling when I am able to send the ball back with 
some pace. Tennis is like a way of life. Each swing, 
point, game, set, and match is crucial. Every point 
has to be played with focus and energy, so when 

players shake hands there is no regret. Each game 
is another stepping stone to victory. Success comes 
from taking one stroke at a time and keeping eyes 
on the prize. Carrying this thought, we had one of 
the best seasons this year. We triumphed with a 10-0 
streak and on top of that, we brought the District 
Championship trophy home. I’m proud of every 
member on our team and it was a pleasure to watch 
each of them grow and improve their game. It was 
rewarding to watch my fellow teammates execute 
their games at the end of the season. 
 Joining the team as a freshman, I was the little, 
scrawny “Crimson Chiem,” “Chimmychonga,” 
“Little Wyatt,” the shy player. After each season, 
I watched myself grow into a young adult and the 
captain of a victorious team. I wouldn’t have grown 
so much if my coach, family, and friends weren’t 
there to support me. I want to thank coach Joy and 
all my teammates for an exhilarating, victorious, 
and fun tennis seasons. Shout out to the dream team, 
varsity, and jv players. 

This was my fourth year 
on the girl’s Varsity soccer 
team and my twelfth year in 
the David Douglas soccer 
program.  

I think everyone can remember at least one 
really great team and like others I wanted to hang 
on to that year. Freshman year for me was that great. 
This soccer season was odd because I was the only 
one left on the field from that freshman season. That 
was an overall theme with this season out with the 
old and in with the new. Unfortunately, going into 
this season the team lost some great seniors and other 
talented players who wanted a break. Fortunately, 
we got a lot of new fresh faces that contributed 
greatly to the varsity team. With a new team it takes 
some time for the team to gel and bond together. 
Statistically speaking, this was our best season yet 
under our current coach. Half way through the 
season the whole team got together and discussed 
how our season was going so far; we weren’t too 
happy. Then and there we made goals for the rest of 
the season that would take some work to reach, but 
we knew we could.  The following game after the 
meeting was great. We played so hard and I’m glad 
to say that the second half of the season was a huge 
improvement from the first half. The highlight of 
our season was the last game. We didn’t know what 
to expect of our first play-in game and I think many 
of us thought we were the underdogs.  We quickly 
realized that we could definitely win this game; we 
were just as good if not better than our opponents, 
Century High School. We had possession of the 
ball most of the game and we had the most shots 
on goal. We worked so hard, but like some games 
the combination between luck and the reliability of 
the officials got in our way. Despite our last minute 
effort we did not come out with a “W” but we were 
proud of ourselves which is the most important part 
of the game. I have high hopes for the program; 
there is no other way but up.

 I remember the fi rst 
day of tryouts the spring 
of my 8th grade year. That 
day consisted of me being 
dragged by my sister, missing 

a trip to Seattle, and sitting in a gym full of girls in 
short shorts. I didn’t want to be like those typical 
dumb cheerleaders like the ones in terrible movies 
like “Bring It On.” Although I thought it was a 
terrible idea, I stayed and learned how to jump, 
kick, stunt, dance, and cheer on my team. Well, 
that was awhile ago and I’m proud to say that I am 
nothing like those nincompoops in “Bring It On.”
 As the past four years have gone by I realize 
I have learned so much from cheerleading. I 
learned how to work with a team, how to take 
criticism, how to be more outgoing, that no matter 

what I will never win the cheer-is-really-a-sport 
argument, how to be apart of my school, and once 
I was voted to be a captain I learned how to lead.
 My favorite high school memories come 
from my cheerleading team and I can’t imagine 
who I would have become without them. My 
favorite memory consists of the entire 2010-2011 
competition season. I went on the mat at every 
competition with total confi dence in my team. 
It felt so amazing to know that I could rely on 
them 100 percent and that they relied on me and 
believed in me.
 Cheering really brought me to feeling even 
more connected to Douglas because I have been 
supporting the school for the past four years. I 
know most seniors are over school now and can’t 
wait to leave (myself included) but no matter 
where I go or what I do in the future I’m from 
David Douglas High School and I LOVE MY 
SCOTS!!
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 I have played 
volleyball since the fourth 
grade, and ever since it has 
been a passion of mine. It 
became a big part of my 

life, and every winter until summer I counted 
down the days until volleyball would start up 
again. Volleyball was my number one priority; 
I breathed, slept, ate volleyball. Well, maybe 
I didn’t eat volleyballs… But it was very 
important to me.

 I started my serious years of volleyball 
playing as an outside hitter, while I was still the 
same height as everyone else on my team. After 
sophomore season passed, I realized I wasn’t 
growing anymore and everyone else was. I 
decided it was time to make a position switch. I 
trained with my club coach, Mike Beyea (R.I.P. 
you are dearly missed), to be a setter. I set my 
junior year in school ball, with senior Cassie 
Hamman, and decided to change positions 
again. I was the libero for Alpine’s second 18U 
team and my senior year for the school.
 Volleyball may have been the best time 
of my life so far, and after high school I hope 

to have opportunity to continue playing. The 
sport has taught me patience, discipline, trust, 
and love. Without volleyball, I wouldn’t be 
the person I am today. I would not have the 
patience I learned from waiting for the ball to 
come to me, for games to start, for tournaments 
to be over, and to earn my position. I wouldn’t 
be disciplined because I wouldn’t have had to 
listen to a coach’s words and turn them into 
actions. I wouldn’t know how to trust because 
I wouldn’t have had teammates next to me to 
do their job. I also wouldn’t know how to love 
the ones I had to spend so much time with, or a 
sport that brought me so much joy.

 Teammates are more 
than just a bunch of athletes 
wearing the same jersey and 
placed together on a fi eld. 
They are the ultimate cliché; 

they are family, they are sisters and our peers.
 From late February to almost June we 
spend countless hours together to achieve a 
common goal: success. That’s what Scots’ 
softball is about. The hard work this team has 
put in through morning hitting sessions, inside 
practice, winter conditioning and many muddy 
practices has paid off. We are a dedicated 
team known for tough defense and aggressive 
offense. Our team this year has had its ups and 
downs. Overall, it only took a taco Tuesday at 
Chatty’s house, team dinner at Buffalo Wild 
Wings, or simply having fun on bus rides to pull 
us back together. The season started slow for us 
with many rain-outs and re-schedules, but we 
still managed to win a lot of games. I will never 
forget Shatanya’s bushman language, Taylor’s 
after game dances, Chatty’s jokes, soviet 6th 
innings, and our wonderful array of accents. 
For me, choosing to try out for softball my 
sophomore year was the greatest decision I’ve 
ever made.
 The ladies on this team have earned a place 
in my heart and become my sisters. It wouldn’t 
be a normal game if you didn’t hear me 
screaming “I love softball” and my teammates 
proudly responding and echoing in unison “Go 
Scots!”
 As I graduate, I leave the underclassmen 
with a few words. Remember that life’s a beast, 
you can hear the ocean in the outfi eld, and WE 
OWN THIS!

Hey, who spiked the punch?



Cross country mentally, physically sound With age comes hard work
RACHEL SHELLEY

sports editor 

JOANNA CHAN

guest writer 

Opportunities fill the pool

RAIN EELS

guest writer 

ANTWAN BAKER

guest writer 

Everyone a leader on the court

Highlander Sports 13SPORTSJUNE 8, 2011 SENIOR EDITION

VICTOR MORANO

guest writer 

Good memories cancel losses

 My experience 
playing basketball at Da-
vid Douglas has been 
wonderful. But this year, 
my senior year, was most 

defi nitely the best by far. Our team this sea-
son was split in age: we had fi ve seniors, 
three juniors, and two sophomores. To us, 
our season had an unknown outcome. With 
the talent we had, plus practice and determi-
nation, anything was possible, and we knew 
it. Most people assumed that we wouldn’t be 
good, others felt that only by seeing us play 
they could judge us. Some people really be-
lieved that we had a chance this season, and 
our coaches were the leaders of that group. 
They never gave up on us. Any chance they 
had to make us better, they took it. Blevins 
and Costello worked just as hard as we did, 
and we worked pretty damn hard. Our goal 
was to go to playoffs, and that is what kept 
us going.
 As a senior, one is expected to step up 
and lead the team, and I did what I could to 
do that. Seniors Stacy Saechao and Rachel 
Shelley both played big roles in leading this 
team, as well. The three of us were the team 
captains, but everyone on this team was a 

leader at one point or another. I feel that our 
season wouldn’t have had the turn out that it 
did if our team wasn’t made up of these ten 
girls. Every single player on this team had 
the same mind set, which made reaching the 
playoffs a more accomplishable goal.
 We fought. In every game that we 
played in, we fought. We played with heart 
and left everything on the court. Even if we 
didn’t win the game, we won respect, and 
for that I couldn’t be more proud.
 This year I wanted to be the one that 
people could depend on to score, to make 
free throws, to steal the ball when we need-
ed it. I wanted to be the “go-to” player in 
close games. So I worked my butt off in both 
practices and games. I wanted be someone 
that the younger girls would look up to, and 
I feel that I did just that.
 This was defi nitely a memorable sea-
son, one that I know for sure I will never 
forget and I hope none of my teammates 
will either. We were a really close bunch 
of girls and I couldn’t have asked for better 
people to be around for a long four months. 
We may not have made playoffs, but we 
achieved something so much more, we be-
came a family.
 I would like to thank all of my team-
mates as well as my coaches for a wonderful 
season!

  I started swimming when I 
was 11 years old. I was on the 
swim team at my previous 
school in Hong Kong, and 

the coach only cared about the good swimmers, 
not the ones who, like me, want to get better. But 
three years ago I moved to Portland and became 
a student at David Douglas High School. I heard 
about the swim team here and thought the coach 
will just be like my pervious coach, but I was 
wrong. I’m so glad that I joined the team; my 
teammates are really nice, we support each other, 
and we cheer for each other. And even when 
the season is over, we still hang out at the pool 
before and after school, and sometimes we even 
eat lunch together, like a big family. My three 
coaches, Coach Jim, Coach John, and Coach 
Dan, all gave me so much support when I fi rst 
started. They made me realize that swimming 
could be really fun and it’s an enjoyable sport.
 I think the biggest challenge for me was 
to keep pushing myself in every practice to be 
a better swimmer. I was so used to just playing 

around during practice because my previous 
coach didn’t care. But Coach Jim and Coach John 
had my teammates and I set goals and expected 
us to do our jobs, which meant performing our 
best in every practice. During the swimming 
season, everyday during school all I would think 
about was practice. And sometimes I would 
come in the morning to practice to be in better 
shape.
 Even though I didn’t fi nish off my 
swimming career as I wanted to, I would really 
like to thank my coaches and all my teammates 
for being there for me, and cheering me on to get 
ready to my race. They helped me shape who I 
am now, and I have such good friends among 
the team whom I could never thank enough. 
Swimming helped me release stress and I let 
out my anger. Even though I’m not the greatest 
swimmer on the team, that doesn’t mean I didn’t 
need to try hard. I’ve learned that I need to try 
my best in everything, not only in swimming, 
but also in school, work, and things that happen 
throughout my life. I’m going to miss the pool, 
my friends who are on the team, and the coaches 
who inspire me so much throughout my three 
years of high school at David Douglas.

    The fi rst thing that comes 
to the mind of a David 
Douglas student when 
thinking of a “Scotsman”, is 
a person who dances like no 

one is watching, sings like no one is listening, 
and lives life like there is no tomorrow. During 
my high school experience here, all four years 
I always looked forward to that time of year 
where I could run as fast as I could without 
getting fi ned for speeding. 
 With the wind fl owing through my hair, 
sun shining on my back, and teammates 
always there to cheer me on, I kept a smile on 
my face that would shine from a million light 
years away. Starting off my freshman year of 
track, I never really took it seriously. I would 

skip practice and never really gave it 100%, I 
would fi nd myself going through the motions, 
only doing it to stay fi t for football. Not 
until my junior year did my whole mind set 
change, when I made it to state. All of Autzen 
Stadium was fi lled with people from all over 
Oregon, the best of the best.
 The fi rst day we arrived consisted of 
training, eating, more eating, and just having 
a blast. We stayed in a hotel right next to the 
mall in Eugene, so after competing we could 
hang out, eat, and meet new people. The next 
two days were all business as I placed third in 
prelims and seventh overall in the whole state 
running a 10.9. Sadly my senior year ended 
with a pulled hamstring, but hopefully I will 
continue to run at the University of Oregon. 
Overall track season was the highlight of my 
high school career, and I would like to thank 
everyone who supported the track team.

 When I started cross-
country as a freshman, I 
was intimidated by the 
speed, pace, and challenge 
that I encountered. That 

all quickly changed when I fell in love with 
everything running offered me. There is no 
possible way I can write about all four years, 
and eight seasons of the   and track memories, 
challenges, victories, and failure. What I can 
share though, is how cross-country impacted 
my life and helped shape who I am today. 
 Cross-country is not easy, it’s something 
that takes dedication and toughness, mentally 
and physically. Each day is a new challenge, 
and success doesn’t come from just running 
the workouts during the week, it’s a lifestyle 
that takes over, and it couldn’t have been 
more rewarding. Not only did I have the 
opportunity to meet and spend time with 
some of the coolest kids I would have never 
met, but I also learned a lot about myself. I 

learned that work ethic, determination and 
the will to succeed are way more powerful 
than pure talent, and if I put my mind to 
something, I could succeed. As cliche as 
it sounds, cross country changed my life, I 
now have something to look forward to each 
day, and work towards. I have something 
that makes each aspect of my life more 
important, and I know that I can take on 
physical and mental challenges, no matter 
how high the hill. 
 I am proud of the obstacles we faced, 
and am thankful for my teammates who 
supported me all along the way. I also want 
to thank my dad, family, friends and John 
Roady, for always believing in me. I am 
thankful for having Caitlyn Lewis, who I 
was always able to go to for support. I also 
want to thank my coach Erin Fordney, for 
four great years, and never giving up on 
me. Scott Cashdollar, Scott Moyer, and 
Kristi Calhoun have all had a huge impact 
on my seasons and I want to thank them for 
their never ending support! Be one with the 
mud.

  Baseball is my second 
life. It started my freshman 
year when I was playing 
with completely new 
coaches. It was a tough 

change for me as an incoming freshman, not 
knowing what to expect from them. But in the 
end, I had a great year as a freshman; I was 
the starting pitcher and threw three complete 
games, which was not expected of a freshman. 
My coach, Ryan Joy, was a really competitive 
coach, which is what any player would want of 
a coach.
 My sophomore year I had another new 
coach, Mike Fitz. He taught me many different 
things in baseball. He pulled me up to varsity, 
and being the only sophomore on the team was a 
tough concept for them to accept. I had the mindset 
that I was never going to play on the fi eld or start.  
Luckily, the exact opposite happened. I was in 

the rotation as a starting pitcher and a starting 
third baseman. I remember asking Coach Fitz, 
“Why did you bring me up to varsity?” He 
answered saying, “I see potential in you Vic.” As 
you may predict, I was very happy to hear that 
from him. He taught me the little things that all 
add up to bigger things to win a game, and I still 
do the things he taught me to this day.
 When my junior year came around I was 
expected to be a leader and get things done. 
Even though my junior came with no wins, 
the team still had good chemistry and we all 
tried our hardest to get wins. But things don’t 
work out the way you expect them too all the 
time. Then my senior year was probably my 
best year of baseball, only because I was able 
to play with all my friends I played with from 
sixth grade to freshman year one last time. 
Once again it was another year of no wins, 
but what more can you ask for when you’re 
playing with all your friends? Nothing can 
beat that. I have had some of my greatest years 
playing baseball here at David Douglas.
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Alright, 
bring it 
in. Coach 
has a few 
words.

“Are my broth-

ers here? Once 

a Scot always a 

Scot!” 

-Coach Dan 

Wood.

“Always do your 

best with what 

you have and 

where you are!”

-Coach 

Staci Heath.

“Everyone wants 

to be successful, 

but not everyone 

is willing to make 

the sacrifi ces that 

are required to 

become success-

ful.”

-Coach Bill 

Blevins.

“Hard work and 

work ethic are 

the key ingredi-

ents of a cham-

pion.”

-Coach 

James Bowe.

“Good leaders 

have the ability 

to change their 

environment 

without being 

changed by 

their environ-

ment.”

-Coach 

Chad Reeves. 

 Track is like no other 
sport. Throwing, 
jumping, running, 
and even hand stands, 
are key aspects in this 

sport. However many are unaware of 
the important role dancing, singing, and 
gymnastics play in this very serious sport. 
Although most spring sports teams will 
have the sense to head indoors during 
monsoon like conditions, track athletes 
enjoy the challenge of throwing, jumping, 
and running in the sleet, rain, wind, snow, 
hail, and on a rare occasion, sun.
 Unlike many other sports, track 
is an individual effort towards a team 
commitment. Each athlete brings their 
own set of unique skills and abilities. 
There are the throwers, sprinters/jumpers/
hurdlers, and the long distance runners. 
Each athlete is accountable not only to 
themselves and the team, but also to 
their individual groups. These groups are 

commonly referred to as families. Besides 
friendly sibling rivalry, each family 
shares its own inside jokes and unique 
experiences.
 The distance runners have their 
own “special” rituals, expressions, and 
clothing (or lack there of). Although 
rarely seen during practices (as they are 
off running miles and miles) the distance 
runners always amaze the rest of the team 
with their constant speed and dedication. 
Sprinters, jumper, and hurdlers contain a 
random assortment of break dancers and 
opera singers. At the end of the meets you 
can fi nd a group of fi ve attempting to take 
cover under one blanket. They train and 
fi ght for a tenth of a second improvements. 
Then there are the throwers, a wild bunch.. 
Life for throwers consists of crazy dinner 
parties, Hannah Montana, and countless 
push ups. The throwers are often the last to 
leave but through the constant sarcasm and 
occasional encouragement, their coaching 
staff constantly pushes them to succeed.
 Together these groups make one unit, 
the David Douglas track and fi eld team.

 Through the past 
four years, I have 
learned that dance 
team is unlike 
any other sport. 

Although some consider it an activity 
as opposed to a sport, its existence 
as an art form is never argued. Dance 
is expressive and creatively portrays 
stories and emotions. Our season always 
begins towards the end of August 
and continues through the middle of 
March. That is twice the length of any 
regular fall, winter or spring sport. We 
practice an average amount of 10 to 
15 hours a week and also enroll into 
summer classes at a dance studio to 
get a jump-start on our technique. The 
time commitment dance requires can 
become incredibly overwhelming, but 
the memories and relationships formed 

makes it worthwhile. The team unites as 
the year progresses and sometimes it’s 
scary how close we become. Within our 
seven and a half month season, two girls 
can come in as complete strangers and 
leave as best friends.
 Stepping onto the gym fl oor my 
freshman year at tryouts, I knew dance 
team was something I wanted to be a part 
of my entire high school career. There was 
a welcoming atmosphere that drew me in 
and once I became a member of the team, 
I knew I wouldn’t quit. I was not afraid of 
how sore or tired I would become because 
waking up in the morning after a long 
and tedious practice covered in bruises, 
with sore muscles, and bones that ache, 
gave me a sense of accomplishment. 
Throughout the entire experience, I was 
able to express myself and grow not only 
as a dancer, but as a person as well. I 
started creating myself and now that it is 
all over, I know I would not be the person 
I am today if it was not for dance team.

        The fi rst time I 
stepped on a mat for the David 
Douglas mat club was about 
six years ago; I was a chubby 
kid out to hurt someone in a 

legal way. At that time I viewed wrestling as just a 
barbaric sport in which you compete till near death 
for six minutes. I quickly realized in wrestling 
there’s much more than just a takedown and pin. 
After observing a few matches of veteran wrestlers 
from the high school team, I saw a prepared athlete 
at the top of his athletic ability, mentally and 

physically tough. When I saw that kid compete, 
I knew that one day I would fi nd my spot on the 
varsity lineup. 
 Now I’m a four year veteran of the toughest 
wrestling program in Oregon. Wrestling under the 
Scotsmen name helped shape who I am and how 
I will carry out the rest of my life. While training 
in our wrestling room, I learned that hard work 
and dedication pays off, and everything should 
be viewed as an opportunity, not an obstacle. 
The coaches helped me understand that with a 
positive, winning attitude, everything will go 
the way you vision it. I learned how to use every 
loss as a lesson and how to move on without 
being slowed down. This year’s group of seniors 

helped build a winning tradition after having two 
tough seasons. I’ve had my best memories with 
this group, we became brothers with a common 
interest and goal. We’ve shared experiences such 
as tough summer camps, ten-in-a-minute, cutting 
weight, odd jobs to raise money, tough losses, 
and the feeling when you win which can never be 
replicated. My favorite experience was having the 
privilege of competing in the state tournament my 
junior and senior seasons. I was part of a family 
that was in it together trying to build a program to 
the level where it can compete with the best. This 
group of seniors, along with the guidance of our 
coaches, achieved this level and will continue to 
succeed in the years to come.

 Varsity level soccer has been the greatest 
experience of my high school career. 
Especially senior year, the last year to 
make an impact, to help the team go as far 
as possible, and to be a role model for the 

younger teammates.
 The season expectation was high for us considering we 
had young, experienced and talented players on our roster. We 
had the perfect combination of players to make history, to the 
fi rst round of the OSAA play-offs and possibly even further. 
We worked hard through conditioning and practices leading 
up to our fi rst regular season game against Central Catholic. 
Even though they were the powerhouse of the MHC, we had 
the confi dence and ability to beat them. We put up a fi ght but 
lost 1-0 even though I had saved a penalty kick right before the 
fi rst and only goal of the game.
 After losing that game and the next two consecutive home 
games to Gresham and Reynolds, we were at the bottom of 
the MHC. Our confi dence was low. Now all expectations had 
shifted and our main focus was to get out of the bottom and 
work our way up to the top,  qualify directly to state play-offs 
or fi nish forth or fi fth and play our way into the play-offs.
 Next up was centennial. We had to win this game to bring 
up our confi dence and motivation. We fought to the end but 
still only came out with a 1-1 tie. The following game would 
decide which team remained at the bottom of the MHC. With 
only one point each into the mid-point of the season we both 
had the urgency to win and get the three points. Fortunately 
for us we were victorious with a crushing 5-0 win.
 The Barlow game came right in time for us because it 
boosted our confi dence up just in time for Central Catholic. 
The team that everyone wants to beat and we had the chance 
to do so at home with the support of our fans. We ended 
up beating them with a fantastic last minute goal scored by 
our senior mid-fi elder Jerson Mejia, which ended their 30 
game regular season win streak. That game helped us avoid 
fi nishing on the bottom of the league. We fi nished 5th which 
meant that we had to play Redmond. We lost that game in a 
penalty shoot-out. The season was over and all of the seniors 
were very disappointed, but we couldn’t do anything about it.
 As the captain of the team I felt like I could have done 
more. I didn’t get what I wanted which was to make it past 
the fi rst round. A couple of weeks later I found out that I 
was chosen by the coaches as the Mt. Hood Conference 
Goalkeeper of the year and MHC First Team. At the end I was 
happy with what I accomplished.

 Swimming has been a part of my life for the 
past six years. Throughout my entire freshman year, 
coach Burt Stratton stressed that it was our time to 
end a 23 year defi cit. When the State Championship 
came. we walked away with the fi rst swimming State 

Championship trophy in 23 years. Many of our boys graduated that year, and 
the next year we went from undefeated State Champions to a 4 and 3 record. 
We knew it was the girls’ time to shine. 
 During my sophomore year, the girls team gained six talented 
freshman. After having an undefeated season the girls went to state with 
several qualifi ers. At the meet they fell short to Jesuit by just 5 points. My 
junior year saw the beginning of the boy’s turnaround and the continuation 

of the girls’ undefeated reign. Both boys and girls gained a few freshmen. 
Our dual meet record was 5 and 2 while the girls went undefeated for the 
third year in a row. At districts we were only able to qualify two boys for 
individuals while the girls qualifi ed several. The girls placed fi fth in state 
and boys the highest placed team from the MHC. This year I became 
captain of the boys swim team. After only losing one senior last year the 
boys team was looking strong once again with a few talented freshman. 
Both the boys and girls went undefeated and took home the district 
championship titles, it was the fi rst time both teams had won since 2008. 
Despite qualifying several boys and girls to state and getting several best 
times, neither boys nor girls were able to place high at the state meet. But 
the end of my fi nal high school season will always be a great memory for 
me because of everything we accomplished. Looking around the pool at 
all the trophies reminds me of all the great things this program has done 
and everything it will do in the future.

“Man is made or 
unmade by himself. 
In the armory of 
thought, he forges 
the weapons by 
which he destroys 
himself or fashions 
the tools by which 
he builds his eternal 
character. Be Mr. 
Triumph!”
-Coach Ron  
Holyoak.
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