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BLINK?
did you 

Then you would have missed junior Nakina         
Levingston whipping under a disco ball in the locker 
room before the varsity volleyball game. 

And senior Kirklan Capps crying at the senior 
breakfast before her last first day of high school—and 
all the snapchat stories posted of her. 

Maybe even juniors Ben Northam and Lucas 
Marchesani  hiding mini plastic horses all around Mr. 
Baldwin’s class. 

And you might not have seen junior Blaise Olson 
sprinting out of the art room into the indoor, dodging 
the camera during the lip dub. 

After junior Aubrey 
Maynard took the 
aux cord and blared 
“Ice Ice Baby” to show 
off her rapping skills, 
assistant principal 
Brandi Eldridge 
rapped along with 
her. They turned the 
pancake breakfast 
into a rap battle.

Stop, collaborate, 
and listen

You probably missed Mrs. McInnis soaking 
junior Bryce Wilson with her water bottle as he 
hid under his desk during college algebra.

And Mrs. Lott’s sophomores flipping her posters 
upside down before class every day. 

Or sophomore Ze Benson dancing in Mr. 
Woodson’s class, and lunch, and the volleyball 
games, and, well, everywhere else.

And you might not have seen senior Faith 
Lipham showing Mrs. Shirley how to “hit the 
quan” during English class.

And you probably didn’t see Mr. Kirk standing 
on his head for dollar bills after a dare from senior 
David Zuniga.

Blink, and you might miss it.

eyes
keep your 
wide
open

Whether it’s during lunch, in the 
hall, or in the parking lot before 
school, there’s always something 
going on that you might miss. 

Blink. Senior Jackson Kennedy 
finds a live bat outside Mrs. Shirley’s 
classroom.

Blink. Mrs. Abston’s world 
map falls off the wall, landing on 
sophomore Ben Legrand’s head. 

Blink. Mrs. Watson tells her 
physics class a“knock-knock” joke 
before teaching the lesson. 

Blink. Juniors Celeigh Redden and 
Khadijah Oritola share a Snickers 
bar on the bench during a basketball 
game. 

Blink. Freshman Avery Jenson 
tapes the bus windows shut blocking 
the rain on the way to a soccer game.

28,800 blinks a day. More than 
10 million times a year. With 10 
percent of our waking hours  spent 
with our eyes shut, it’s easy to miss 
something.

So don’t blink. 
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Shannon Lee saw 
it all from her seat 
in the grass behind 
the tennis courts. 
Well, almost all. She 
couldn’t see every 
thing.

That was how it 
was throughout 
the year. We 
participated. 
We cheered. 
We learned. We 
watched from the 
stage, the stands, 
and the sidelines. 

But the year was 
packed with so 
many moments, 
that if you blinked 
once or twice, you 

might have missed 
something.

 That’s what we’re 
here for. We caught 
those moments you 
didn’t really notice 
or think twice about. 

Like when the 
tennis team 
made a pit stop at 
McDonald’s before 
every tournament.

Or when the bus 
driver watched 
every match and 
became the team’s  
biggest supporter. 

  
When you blinked, 

we didn’t.

Then you must have missed
bus drivers cheering

and team bonding
every matchat

mcDonalD’sat

BLINKED
youif

Then you were blindsided
by a lot of yelling

THE AIR
BaBy PoWDer InAND

From the side lines, 
freshman Alana 
Avard watched the 
white cloud hover 
over the stadium. 

But she couldn’t see 
everything through 
the baby powder. 

That was how it was 
during the fall.

We held pinkies at 
football games. We 
danced to “Monkey 
Beat” at pep rallies. 
We painted each 
other’s faces. 

But there were so 
many things to do 
that if you blinked 

once or twice, you 
might have missed 
something. 

Like when the 
cheer leaders ran to 
Walmart before the 
game to stock up on 
baby powder.

Or when the 
parents in the stands 
evacuated the 
stadium to avoid the 
dust that covered 
their hair, clothes, 
and concession stand 
popcorn.

  
When you blinked, 

we didn’t.

Then you must have missed
pom poms waving

dabbing on
the stanDs anDthrough

Free throWs
From the student 

section, sophomore 
Carson Cox 
screams “Hawk 
Nation.” 

He was 
screaming, but he 
couldn’t see the 
action on the court 
through the signs, 
pom-poms, and Fat 
Heads. 

That was what 
it was like in the 
middle of the 
school year.

We hung paper 
snow flakes in the 
halls in 80 degree 
weather. We piled 
into the gym 
dressed in red and 
blue on Veteran’s 

Day. We got tired 
from standing 
at “Stack the 
Stands”and every 
other basketball 
game. 

There were so 
many things going 
on that it was easy 
to miss something.  

Like when the 
student section 
“dabbed” after 
every free throw.

Or when the 
faces of every 
basketball player 
floated on Fat 
Heads in the 
student section. 

When you 
blinked, we didn’t. 
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Then you must have missed
throwing pies

a finger licking
senIors anDat 

desserT
With her face 

plastered in 
whipped cream, 
senior Addyson Hill 
squints as senior 
Libby Blair wipes 
away the mess. 

But Addyson 
couldn’t see who 
was right in front of 
her  at Spring Fling 
through all the 
whipped cream. 

That was how it 
was at the end of 
the year.

We bowled with 
teachers. We 
camped out in 
hammocks and 
tents in the parking 

lot. We cleaned out 
our backpacks for 
the summer. 

Sometimes 
we were blind to 
the things that 
happened right 
before our eyes. 
All because we 
blinked. 

Like when the 
senior boys lined 
up to be pelted with 
pies at Spring Fling.

Or when Coach 
Jason Boston took a 
dip in the dunking 
booth.

When you 
blinked, we didn’t. 


