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Mountain View Magazine is a yearly publication from North Murray’s ELA department. 

The magazine includes writing and art work from North Murray’s students. 

 

This year’s edition is dedicated to Ana Mae Sanford. She was taken from us far too soon. 
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Ana Mae Sanford 

“Heart” 
The heart is important for us to live 
The blood flows from one canal to the next 
From the elderly to the little kids 
It is what makes us all the very best 
 
But sometimes a heart can get very weak 
Even if they do not show the symptoms 
This can change a person’s viewpoint to be bleak 
However, the cure to this is simple 
 
Surgery is often seen as scary 
They will not know what will happen to them 
While this method may seem a bit risky 
The possibilities will show to stem 
 
That person with the messed-up heart is me 
And I have learned that this is reality 
Ana Mae Sanford 
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 “I Lost” 

I remember losing my elementary friends 

Before this, it was like waiting to see 

Each other every day 

Like our lives depended on it, 

Like it was all that mattered. 

It was like waking up to see your best  

Friends every day. 

And now it has changed because I moved  

To the other end of the county. 

Now it’s like we’re strangers, 

Like friendly smile when we see each other 

In public, 

Like we don’t have so many memories. 

Avery McCamy 
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I remember when I had Chance. 
He was a great horse. 
We used to compete together, 
Many late nights of training. 
I could talk to him about anything.  
He just listened, 
Mainly because he was a horse. 
A deadly disease struck, 
Cancer is what they call it. 
He wasn’t well anymore. 
Time passed and so did Chance. 
To this day, I no longer ride. 
Samantha Black 
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Before I lost him, things were filled with joy. 
He loved running on his wheel at night.,  
And eating his favorite treats. 
He was as adventurous as a scuba diver, 
Like the times he escaped from his cage. 
Now things have changed. 
His stroke limited him from doing his favorite 
things. 
It made the world seem dark and cloudy. 
I miss petting his soft silky fur. 
Leah Beavers 
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Before morning, it was night, 

Like the chill of a cold wind, 

Like the freezing ice of a popsicle, 

It was cold 

And dark inside. 

And now it has changed because of the sun. 

Now it’s like blooming flowers, 

Like buzzing bees, 

Like an open window for the breeze. 

Amelia Whitener 

 

 

 

 

Before God it was like this 

Days of helplessness 

Nowhere to run 

It was loneliness 

Now it has changed because 

Now it’s like this 

Days of bliss 

Someone that gives endless happiness 

Garrett Hampton 
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When I was with my Nanny, it was always 
comforting 
Like a warm fire on a harsh Winter night 
Like a soft breeze on a Spring day 
It was always a joy to be with her 
And she was to the only light in my life 
And now it has changed because I lost her to 
time 
Now it’s like I am trapped in the dark 
It’s like I am stuck in a cold prison 
Like I am on the verge o 
f losing myself 
Like I have no light left in my life. 
Katherine Wright 
  



25 
 

Before you changed, it was like gaining a sibling who 
cared 
Like player two joined the game 
Like the world became a brighter, happier place 
It was a tag team of success 
And together we conquered it all 
And now that you changed, you’ve left me behind 
Now it’s like the ghost of the old you rarely possesses 
your body 
Like our two-player game is suddenly harder because I’m 
playing with a stranger 
Like your eyes lost that look of overjoyed familiarity you 
once held for me. 
Lauren Stafford 
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 “Losing a Best friend” 
Before she moved away, we were inseparable 
Like we had been sisters our entire lives 
Like we had built a home around our friendship 
It was like we had been together since birth 
And our parents were the same. 
And now everything has changed, because she has 
moved away 
Now it’s like we didn’t know each other’s secrets 
Like we didn’t spend every day together 
Like we never even knew each other 
Destiny Sumner 
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“The End” 
As I look into the future 
I can already see it happening 
Walking across the stage and never looking back. 
 
Before graduation, my life was full of vulnerability 
It was like laying down on a bed of nails 
Like constantly having doors shut in my face 
Like drowning in self-pity 
It was like being locked up in my own personal Hell. 
But now, everything has changed. 
 
Everything will change when I graduate. 
It will be like running into people you haven’t seen in a 
while. 
Like accomplishing a marathon 
Like losing the weight you’ve always hated. 
I know it will take work. 
Madeline Skojac 
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“Freckles” 
Before your death, it was rainbows and sunshine 
Like Waffle House after a long day 
Like getting in the hot shower when it’s zero degrees 
It was the like the smell of breakfast on a Saturday 
morning 
And like taking off your heels after Homecoming 
 
And now it has changed because you are no longer 
with us 
Now it’s like the time I fell off the monkey bars 
Like finding out I failed a test I thought I passed 
Like finding out your best friend is moving 
I will miss you forever my dog Freckles. 
Mallie Rich 
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“Charlie” 
Before he died it was like walking on 
sunshine 
He and I were like two peas in a pod 
The sweetest dog with a heart of gold 
He was my happiness 
 
But now it has changed because he’s 
gone 
Now it’s like I am missing a piece of 
myself  
Like all the memories of him are foggy 
Like time is a thief. 
Kinnady Newton 
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“The Lost Puppy” 
When he was here, he like a refreshing iced 
coffee from Dunkin; 
Like a sunny day at the beach, 
Like ice cream at a birthday party, 
Like finding a cute shirt on the clearance rack, 
He was happy and wild, 
His tail always wagged. 
 
Now he’s gone, it’s like the smell of chicken 
litter, 
Like someone getting to the last piece of pizza 
before you, 
Like falling down the stairs. 
Rylee Brock 
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My monster 
 
There's a monster inside me 
It loves to come out when I'm alone 
He controls me like a puppet 
I'm merely a vessel for his bidding  
 
His work is odd and a bit funny 
Rational people wouldn't do what he does 
I stroke my hands and tap my pencil 
To get rid of the invisible bugs on me 
 
I keep the TV volume precisely on 21 
All other numbers are bad luck 
I have to have two napkins every lunch 
I mustn't step on tile cracks  
 
My numbers must always be prime 
I cannot chew only on the left side 
My glasses must fit exactly one way 
I wash my dishes plates first then the rest 
 
This is all what my little monster wants 
If I don't do what he says he gets upset 
Poisoning my mind with terrible thoughts 
That's my punishment for not listening 
 
His needs are always constant 
To the point I must do daily rituals for him 
It can be burdensome at times 
People sometimes stare and look at me odd 
 
They don't see the monster 
Only his actions are spotted by others 
I don't mind the odd looks  
As long as my monster is happy 
Jenna Palmer 
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Hard Life 
 
The life that I have had  
in the past 15 years has been hard.  
I have been seeing my father  
get locked up in front of my eyes 
and it hurt me every time.  
 
When I saw him get handcuffed 
 I started crying so much  
that I wanted to run.  
I have spent the past 7 - 8 months crying 
because I could not see my dad 
and when he would call me from work, I would cry 
because I was not able to give him a hug.  
 
Once my dad got out of jail  
he came back home to be with me 
and he got to spend time with me  
now that he is out.  
 
This time is a life changer for me  
now that I get to see him more  
in the time of sadness. 
Elijah Hatchett 
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Sonnet 
I need somewhere to sit and think to clear 
My mind, A place that has a lot of space 
The feeling that you make me feel I fear 
My heart is the only thing I can brace 
 
I believe I love this guy named Kory 
I can’t believe that this is coming true 
Never thought someone could love me; Torie 
How can he love me? I swear I go Moo! 
 
You are the reason why I can feel Love 
Even when you do things that make me mad 
I want our love, pure and white as a Dove 
I’m blessed to remember the love we had 
 
I am glad that you make me so happy 
This poem is not meant to be sappy 
Torie Clark 
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Sonnet 
Sangrias, cherries, red lights turning green 
Hiding from the world behind fragile shields 
Trying to wake up while stuck in between 
Dangerous tempests and strawberry fields 
 
His echoing words now make much more sense 
Past shines brighter than present ever will 
Remember the crashing clouds and the tense 
Ecstatic feeling, peculiar thrill? 
 
You’re trying to tell me but I can hear 
Nothing but endless waves of the ocean 
The hyacinth’s smell in the atmosphere 
Their house is richer with sunlight and emotion 
 
Though there is much left to do and say 
What if it’s true that “nothing gold can stay?” 
Sofija Ilic 
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Sonnet 
I am enchanted by your eyes of green 
And by your beautiful hair of yellow 
Many people say that you are very mean 
Although I think you are very mellow 
 
I would like to sit with you by the sea 
But maybe you think that is boring 
Would it interest you to go out with me? 
Let us go start site seeing or touring 
 
You may get cold so borrow my sweater 
It will be about the middle of March 
But I hope I can make your day better 
Maybe we could eat at the Golden Arch 
 
Everyone may say you are a seven 
All I see is a beauty from heaven 
Erika Seeman 
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Music 
Every day brings a different mood. 
There is a rhythm that breaks the silence. 
Music can lift or change your attitude. 
It can alter you or give you guidance. 
 
Music is good for your mind and body. 
It can make you relaxed or hype you up. 
It can have a vibe with anybody. 
Rich rappers talk about their double cup. 
 
It is the best way to express yourself. 
There are different kinds of music, too. 
It can be on your mind or on your shelf. 
You can even write music for your boo. 
 
Music is the best way to get away. 
All you have to do is just let it play. 
Logan McCurdy 
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My Spoken Heart 
Wait, please tell me it’s not over just yet. 
There must be something inside that you feel. 
Cause I know we said things we both regrets. 
But believe me when I say, this is real. 
It’s difficult to stop thinking of you 
When you are just in and out of my life. 
It hurts not knowing what we’re going to do. 
One minute we are fine, the next we strife. 
Cause even though we’ve had some ups and downs 
Those mistakes we made are what makes us, us. 
Every laugh, smile, cry, and breakdown 
All of it, no less, no more to discuss. 
You’ve given me the greatest thing of all. 
A love from a friend 
That soon I did fall. 
Destiny Guerrero 
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A New Love 
There is so much I have learned from this love 
There is so much I would like you to know 
I’ll be there for you when push comes to shove 
I will help you when you are feeling low 
 
I want you to know that you have my heart 
I will listen to the sound of your voice 
You’re what I see in a room full of art 
You will always be my first and last choice 
 
I hope you’ll be there for me when I’m feeling sad 
I know you’ll always help me find a way 
And yet I always end up feeling bad 
There are times when you know just what to say 
 
And still, I know that it will be alright 
And no matter what, we will put up a fight 
Lindsey Burns 
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The Michael Myers Conspiracy 

(Based on a true story) 

 How would one begin to tell about the scariest night of their life? People may say that 

this rhetorical question is exaggerated, but I am certain that it is not. Even though the story is 

true, people who hear it do not want to believe it because of the fear of being credulous. Begin at 

your own risk.  

 One night, a group of my friends and I decided to pull into an empty cul-de-sac in my 

friends’ neighborhood. We usually lay blankets out on the pavement and sit, talk, and listen to 

music. This night was not any different. As about 15 minutes had passed of us talking, laughing, 

and enjoying each other’s company, three more of our friends decided to join us in the cul-de-

sac. I can remember how excited we all were for them to come along. A few moments later, 

Sydney pulled up and screamed, 

“Did I scare y’all?” 

We all busted into a fit of laughter because she honestly did frighten us, given that it was around 

10 o’clock at night and that we were teenage girls. While walking to greet Sydney and more 

familiar faces, my friend, Jodi, grabbed my arm and tugged me lightly. 

“Do you see that standing over there? What is that?” 

My eyes glanced at her lackluster face and followed her trembling finger. I had to squint to try 

and decipher what exactly I was looking at through the clearing of the tall grass that surrounded 

the cul-de-sac. At first, all I spotted was a stark white face or some sort of shape. By that time, 

the silhouette of a broad man started to form. Although it was hard to see, I could tell that he had 

a tawdry outfit on. My eyes trailed up to the white face and soon realized that the man had on a 

Michael Myers mask on from the 1970’s film, Halloween. He appeared to me as some sort of 
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harbinger of death. I only stared at this man for a few seconds, but it felt like a lifetime. The man 

suddenly cocked his head to the side like a dog does when it is confused. That is when my 

conscience plummeted as I cowered in fear. The man then slowly crept down through the tall 

grass, descending down towards Jodi, our oblivious friends, and I. 

“G-get in the car now!” Jodi shouted. 

I tried to move, but I felt as if my feet were ensconced onto the pavement. By then, the oblivious 

ones turned their head to see exactly what the yelling was about and they quickly realized that a 

man with a mask on and two more men had appeared and we had no idea what their intentions 

were. Now, I am not the skinniest girl in the group whatsoever, but one might think that I was 

Usain Bolt at the 2012 London Olympic Games. We all piled into Jodi’s small Hyundai Elantra 

and sped out of the cul-de-sac like a Nascar race. We all slammed to one side of the car as Jodi 

took the curves and turns at around 90 mph. Even after we thought that we had escaped, I knew 

that another encounter was imminent. While turning on one of the roads to speed out of the 

neighborhood, there the bigot was, standing in the middle of the road. We were going so fast that 

I do not think that Jodi even processed the man standing there before Avery jerked the wheel to 

the side, barely missing the man. It was all a blur after that, but we pulled into a close by gas 

station and all piled out of the car. The nuance of fear was present in all of us. Jodi decided to 

call her parents and tell them about the encounter and Jodi’s wise Mother told us that we should 

call the cops.  

 Jodi was breathless when she was on the phone with the 911 dispatcher. I was still 

shaking in fear and my blood pressure was through the roof. About five minutes later, a cop car 

pulled up and an intimidating police officer stepped out of the vehicle. As Jodi explained what 

happened again in a shaky voice, I felt as if I were speechless. The officer was obdurate and I 
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know that he did not take pity on us for some reason. For some strange reason, that provided me 

with comfort. 

“I’ll patrol around the neighborhood and I’ll see what I can do for you young ladies.” he said in 

a stern voice. 

 We finally gathered the courage to climb back into the car and drive back into the 

neighborhood. Not long after we went back into Jodi’s house, the bulky officer was knocking at 

the door and Jodi’s mom answered it.  

“I patrolled around and noticed that a group of grown men were having a bonfire at a house in 

this neighborhood. Of course, there was some drinking involved but they all seemed intact. 

Anyways, I asked about the situation and they all were quick to deny it, but that seems suspicious 

to me so I’ll keep a close eye out.” 

Although I was almost certain that it was a group of grown men probably trying to scare a bunch 

of teenage girls, it made me angry that they all denied it. I knew that the officer could not do 

anything about it and I am still upset, to this day, that their sentence and punishment got 

reprieved. Next time, I think all of the girls involved can agree that we will not be back to Jodi’s 

cul-de-sac anytime soon. 

Author: McKinley Fields 
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Trouble 
   
    “You know, this is exactly what I need.” Marissia groaned, shifting on the 
uncomfortable bed. Wishing she was ensconced in her favorite armchair back home, “A 
change of scenery is always nice.” 
 
    “It’s a prison cell,” Alex replied in a flat tone. His jade green eyes darted over to 
Marissia, who was sitting on the bed, cautiously through his shaggy black hair. 
 
    “I was being sarcastic!” Marissia hissed her voice shill with emotion. Her electric blue 
eyes flashed with fury and her pale face turned a shade of pink. Marissia took in the 
teenage boy in front of her. His lanky frame was trying to crawl into the corner of the 
small prison cell they were now stuck in. The officers had “oh-so-kindly” given the two a 
change of clothes, since the teenagers were ruined beyond repair. It was a tawdry 
jumpsuit that was a disgusting pale brown, Alex’s was covered in questionable stains and 
Marissa's own suit smelled strongly of pee. 
 
    Sighing in frustration Marissia looked out into the hall outside of the cramped cell. She 
ran her fingers through her Short blond hair as if attempting to wipe away her worries 
from her mind. A few doors down there stood a fat security guard eating frosted 
doughnut. Marissia’s hand drifted to her stomach as she glared in envy at the guard, the 
small breakfast she had two mornings ago long gone. 
 
   “God, why do I let you keep getting me into crap like this?!” Marissia seethed. Her 
hard glare turned back to the boy she was stuck with who was now cowering in the 
corner trying to escape her wrath. 
 
   “You know, after eleven years of friendship I still don’t know.” He squeaked at her, an 
impish grin creeping onto his face. Marissia whipped her head to look at Alex. Fury 
twisted her face into a cold grimace. Glaring at her childhood friend she slowly got off 
the bed and made her way over to him. Even though she stood at whopping 5 inches that 
didn’t stop her from towering over the 6’2 boy. Alex let out a very manly squeal and tried 
to crawl deeper into his corner trying desperately to escape the small girl. 
 
    “I’m going to kill you-” her hands twitched as if she were imagining them wrapped 
around his scrawny neck "-if you had any sense you would shut your mouth!” she 
growled. The guard overhearing Alex’s scream waddled over to see what was going on. 
 
    “What’s going on here?” he grunted in a wheezy voice. Alex bit back a laugh at the 
pink frosting stuck in the guard’s thick mustache. 
 
    “Nothing officer,” Marissa replied her voice dripping with honey, as her attitude did a 
complete one-eighty. “Alex here thought he saw a spider. I was making sure he was ok, 
he’s deathly afraid of spiders you know.” She explained. Alex gaped at her, dumbstruck 
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and offended. Never in his life has Alex seen Marissia lie through her teeth like she was 
doing now. It seems spending the past few weeks with him has rubbed off on her. 
Whether that was a good thing or not he wasn’t sure yet. 
 
    The credulous guard grunted in understanding and shook his head. Muttering 
something under his breath that sounded like ‘kids these days’ and waddled back to his 
station at the front of the block. 
 
    Turning back to Alex, Marissia’s eyes narrowed. “I mean it Alex, one of these days 
I’m going to kill you.” she vowed. Alex’s hearty laugh filled the tiny cell, amused at 
Marissa’s attempt at a threat. 
 
  “Only if your Dad doesn’t get me first,” with his sarcastic grin and lopsided smile 
Marissia couldn’t help but slightly smile. Noticing the slight nuance to Marissia’s face 
Alex took this as an invitation to get out of his corner. “Yes, my impending doom is what 
finally gets you to smile,” Alex huffed dusting off the dirt from his nasty jumpsuit. 
 
   What little smile she had morphed back into a firm frown. “Oh, c’mon Mar! Look 
what’s it going to take to get you to stop being mad at me?” Alex whined. 
 
    “Hmm. I don’t know. How about dropping dead,” she snapped. Annoyed Marissia sat 
back down onto the lumpy bed and glared at the wall. Huffing Alex sat next to Marissa, 
and sprawled himself across her lap. 
 
   “You know it’s not my fault we’re in this mess-” Alex spoke his silvery voice filled the 
room. He knew he was treading on thin ice by the glare Marissia gave him. “-how was I 
supposed to know that your psycho cop Dad put a tracker into your jacket?” Groaning in 
annoyance Marissia pushed Alex off her lap, sending the teen sprawling onto the floor. 
 
    “Leave my Dad out of this, You’re the one who snuck me out of my house to chase 
down some bigot who stole a stupid book of yours.”  
 
    “Hey! Not only did that kid call me words I dare not repeat, he stole some of my most 
prized possessions!” Alex defended still laying in the ground. 
 
    “A stolen necklace and a diary full of love letters to Miss Ginny Whitener,” Marissia 
sneered. Faking hurt, Alex put a hand over his heart. 
 
    “I would never! For your information I would never steal, I only borrow-” Marissia 
snorted in disbelief, “-and it was not a diary full of my hearts undying devotion to Miss 
Whitner, but a journal with a very important map that leads to a very important treasure, 
of which that necklace was a part of.” he said with his silver tongue. 
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    Scoffing Marissia leaned over to look at her over dramatic friend. No matter how many 
times he told this story, Marissia’s obdurate doubt was still there, much to Alex’s 
frustration. 
 
   “Are you still going with that story?” she sighed. 
 
   “It’s the truth! I got it out of the restricted section of the library!” Alex whined. 
Marissia’s glare returned as her disapproval in his actions rose. 
 
 “First off how did you even get into the restricted section and second why didn’t you tell 
me this earlier?” 
 
    “At the time I that info was on a need to know basis,” Alex reasoned. He knew 
Marissia saw right through his lackluster explanation. He learned over the years with 
Marissia, that she had a tendency to be a harbinger of discipline when it came to breaking 
the rules. 
 
    Before Alex could explain himself further the fat cop came waddling back up to the 
cell door dangling a ring of keys. 
 
“Alright kids, someone’s bailed you out.” he grunted. The pink frosting still in his 
mustache. Jumping off the bed and practically trampling Alex, Marissia rushed over to 
the door. 
 
   “Do you know who it was?” she asked excitedly, ready to get out of this foul-smelling 
suit and into her fuzzy pajamas back home. The cop looked up at the excited teenage girl 
through his bushy eyebrows. 
 
   “A guy named Max Whitener, he looked pretty frazzled if you ask me.” The cop 
grumbled. Marissia was overjoyed at the thought of seeing her Father again and Alex 
groaned from the floor. It seemed as if his time had runout and his day of reckoning had 
come. 
 

 Author: Jessica Palmer 
 
 


