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Message from PTSA
Hello Chargers!

Corner Canyon PTSA had a full and great 2016 and we are well on our
way to a fantastic 2017. We want to thank all those who support our programs! Extra thanks go
out to Connie Atkisson and her crew for all the efforts they put into Battle of the Bands last
month. It was an exceptionally fun and cool event. Special thanks to all the sponsors who
supported our young and talented musicians! On Valentine's Day our PTSA will be providing a
meal for our teachers during parent teacher conferences, please look for those sign ups which
will be coming out soon. Another email to keep your eye out for is a call for next years PTSA
volunteers. We would love to work with you. Your kids and our teachers need your amazing
talents. Start thinking about how you might like to be involved! Former governor of Arizona,
Jane Hull, once said, "At the end of the day, the most overwhelming key to a child's success is
the positive involvement of parents." This is just as true of the PTSA, your involvement is the
key to OUR success. We are excited to move forward with you in support of our students,
parents, and teachers. Thank you Chargers!

PTA Day at the Capitol for Students and Adults
Wednesday, February 22nd, 2017
There will be tours of the capitol as well as student sessions including a mock 7loor debate
to learn the process of how a bill becomes law.
We expect to leave at 8:30am and be back around 2:00pm.
All students are invited to attend. However, please notice that this event takes place on a
school day and students are responsible for any missed classwork. Participation is on a
7irst come 7irst serve basis.
Please RSVP ASAP to a member of the PTSA or the PTSA Student Club! If you have
any questions please contact Jen Middleton at middleton.2005@yahoo.com.

Battle of the Bands
Congrats to the many bands and students who participated in Battle of
the Bands this year!!! The competition was tighter than ever before.
Congrats to our winners—Urban Saints!!!! Isaac Elmont, Isaac
Bowen, Spencer Smith and Grant Croshaw with TJ Neyman and Josh
Wainwright on Brass. Second place went to Dad Boat Club—Josh
Griffin, Avery and Mason Feurer and Jacob Farnsworth
Best Overall Musician--Isaac Elmont
Best Guitarist--Campbell Oleson
Best Drummer—Josh Griffin

Calendar
of Events
FEBRUARY
1 Wrestling Regionals (TBD)
2 Drill Compe88on (UVU)
2 Wrestling Regionals (TBD)
2 Dance Company Mini Camp 4:30-8:00 pm
3 Girls BBall Orem @CCHS 5:00 pm
3 Boys BBall Orem @ CCHS 7:00 pm
4 Drill Compe88on (UVU)
7 Class Oﬃcer/SBO elec8on mee8ng-Atrium 2:30 pm
7 ACT Science Prep 3:00 pm
7 Boys BBall CCHS @ Mountain View 7:00 pm
7 Girls BBall Mountain View @ CCHS 7:00 pm
8 Wrestling State (UVU) 1:00 pm
8 ACT English Prep 3:00
10 Swim State 4A Championship @ BYU
10 Boys BBall Timpanogos @ CCHS 7:00 pm
10 Girls BBall CCHS @ Timpanogos 7:00 pm
11 Swim State 4A Championship @BYU
11 Sweethearts Dance 7-10 pm
13 Parent Teacher Conference 4-8 pm
14 Parent Teacher Conference 4-8 pm
14 Boys Bball Timpview @ CCHS 7:00 pm
14 Girls BBall CCHS @ Timpview 7:00 pm
15 Wrestling Na8onal Team Qualiﬁer 2:45
16 Girls BBall Provo @ CCHS 7:00 pm
17 Boys BBall CCHS @ Provo 7:00 pm
21 Girls BBall State Tournament (TBA)
21 ACT Science Prep 3:00 pm
21 Boys BBall CCHS @ Skyridge 7:00 pm
22 ACT Englishh Prep 3:00 pm
23 Girls BBall State Tournament (TBA)
23 Spirit Bowl 8:00 am
23 ACT Math Prep 3:00 pm
24 Girls BBall State Tournament (TBA)
24 ACT Mini Math Prep 3:00 pm
24 Girls BBall State Tournament (TBA)
24 Region Debate @ CCHS
24 Drill Showcase 10:00 am
27 Boys Soccer Tryouts 2:45 pm
27 ACT Mini English Prep 3:00 pm
28 ACT Test-Juniors Only 7:30 am
28 Boys Soccer Tryouts 2:45 pm
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Reflections Winners
We wish to congratulate all of our Reflections winners this year. We so appreciate all of the entries, exhibiting an
immense amount of talent by our Corner Canyon students.

Dance

Film
Olivia Redden

Hadley Germer

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SB7fbwRjijc

https://youtu.be/D1ugOlQxoLY

Music

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-mT4duhylwQ

Ike Gardiner

Ryleigh Bloechel

Abigail Watson

https://youtu.be/4CyBH1g9GBI

https://youtu.be/-NlY5DIDaOY

Kassidy Andersen

Mackenzie Mariluch
https://drive.google.com/open?
id=0B6_JYZOs2hW_QWNVT3RsREozX2M

https://youtu.be/eqZ8bpSTbWU

3-D Visual Art
Alexa Ferran

Visual Art
Eleanor Larson

Sofia Osthed

Kelen McWhorter

Ashley Rice

Photography
Morgan Hart

Khylan Martinez

Ashlyn Stott

Wyatt Graff

Special Artist

Jake Freeman

Literature
Ivan Lee
Under Development
Blink. Blink.
I looked at the cursor on the screen, thinking what in the
world was the prompt supposed to mean. What is your
story? Really? Why did the prompt have to be so
vague? What is this supposed to convey? Our entire
lives? What defines us? Who we think we are? Was
this supposed to assess us on our significance in an
ever-expanding society, full of different cultures, lives,
ideologies, philosophies, and perspectives? Are we
suppose to examine the minuteness that is our lifespan
within the observable universe, which grows
exponentially and realize that we, as humans, are no
more than insignificant specks of dust? Should I still be
looking at a blank screen that has not been edited in the
last fifteen minutes?
What is my story? Surely I had something to write
down. Let’s see… I’ve been on the HOSA team, the
math club, even the theoretical physics club. I’ve
moved six times in my life, across four different states.
I love to draw and paint and play music and…
Who cares? Is that my life? Is it a random collection of
things that I’ve done in the past or my ever-changing
passions? Is it the fact that I honestly have
procrastinated on this project and now am regretting
doing so? Hmm… Probably not the last one.
Blink. Blink.
It’s been twenty minutes now and I still have a blank
screen.
I mean honestly, what does it mean to have a story?
Well, a story has a plot, main characters, a climax, and
a conclusion, as well as settings and themes right? Ok.
So I’m the main character, obviously, and my plot…
well I honestly had no idea. What is my plot? I
brainstormed different summaries for my narrative.
“Smart nerd trying to get through high school and
eventually into a good college, have a good job
(hopefully as a cardiovascular surgeon) and then
maybe a family.” Ehhh, too boring and too broad. Plus,
that’s assuming my life would go precisely that direction
instead of some untoward plot twist changing my future
into something irrevocably different. “The student with
ossified writer’s block.” It’s true, but not really worthy or remotely able - to become a full story. “I tried.” Ok,
that’s just sad.

In the eleventh hour - literally, it was eleven o’clock by
then - I began to wonder about the incomprehensible
project of telling a story of one’s life. It wasn’t like I
had been doing anything else for the past half an
hour anyways. But still. How could I write “my story”
when it’s still being written? I mean I’m still on this
journey called life, and I’m still learning new ideas and
perspectives every day and…
That’s it! It was a lightbulb that had simply been
conjured and illuminated over my head. It was a
parallel to the moment when Handel weaved together
the chorus for his Messiah. It was equivalent to Barry
Allen discovering that by changing the timeline as
The Flash to save his mother, he had implemented
the gradual decay and destruction of space time
continuum itself (although let’s be honest, those
consequences were pretty obvious).
The simple reason why I couldn’t write my story was
because it was still being developed. I’m still on this
plot, eventually reaching a certain climax graduation, the first day of college, becoming a
cardiovascular surgeon (hopefully), who knows what
else - until I reach another plot line which takes me
onto a new journey that is equally thrilling and
terrifying.
You can’t finish a story that’s still unwritten. As much
as I wanted to put down a memory or a goal for life on
the page, I knew that wouldn’t fit the prompt. Those
were not my story. They were stories that contributed
to such a greater whole, a greater story. Even staring
at a blank screen for the past, oh wow, hour and a
half is part of my story. I looked at the title of the
blank page. Untitled Document. Well untitled no
longer.
Under Development
One title down. One inexplicably long story - twists
and turns, laughs and cries, triumphs and failures,
love and loss, writer’s block and sudden inspiration to go.
I got this.

Maddie Chernosky
Some Advice, for When Your Life Takes a Dive
for the Worse
I was told once,
That the problem with being the strong one is
that nobody is there to give you a hand. You
don’t have anybody to back you up, to support
you. They think that if you can help them so
easily, without a second thought or hesitation,
then surely you can take care of yourself with
no troubles.
But the more I gave, the more I lost..
You’ve built a wall. You’ve hidden behind a
mask. You’re a diorama - a beautiful painting
hiding a seemingly unfixable mess. What they
don’t know is that you live through everyday
hurt, emotionally and mentally, but you still
somehow manage to keep a smile on your face.
You still spread positivity while your own
struggles relentlessly eat away at your heart.
They don’t notice your broken laugh or the
storms raging behind your eyes.
I didn’t want to feel blue anymore.
When you’re alone, you break. You shatter. You
don’t tell anybody that your pillow is soaked
through with tears and that your heart is held
together by a thread. They would feel sorry for

you. You don’t want them to pity you. You
want them to be happy, to not worry. You stay
behind your mask of smiles and
encouragement.
I wouldn’t face my problems alone.
But man, you were born to roam without
cages. To soar high above the clouds of
expectation. Life it tough, but so are you. You
were born to laugh and smile without the
weight of a burden dragging you back. You’re
at the base of a mountain, and you can’t climb
it alone. People will come into your life that
you’ll feel more comfortable with than you
ever have before. You’ll explain to them why
you’re hiding from the world, and they’ll
understand. Because they’ve been through it
too. They’ll be the ones to belay you up the
rocky cliff you’ve found yourself stuck at the
bottom of.
Let your smile change the world, but don’t let
the world change your smile.
This is not how your story will end.
There’s a light at the end of every tunnel. A
rainbow after every thunderstorm.
Everything you’ve wanted is on the other side
of the mountain.
You got this.
Trust me, I know from experience.

Kelen McWhorter
I am not a story
Ask me to describe myself
In an essay,
Or a story,
And I will tell you:
I am not a story.
I
Am a storyteller.
My stories
Number as
the
stars,
And yet, you ask me
To pick just
One?
I have a thousand tales,
Have played a thousand characters;
I do not fit neatly
Between two gilt covers.
I am the ink
Spilling off of pale pages,
The stains and papercuts
On an author's hands,
As much the worn work table,
As the writing itself.
I am not a story,
But a roomful of words,
Rearranging themselves constantly
Before the eye.
The notes in the margins,
The space between lines,
The ghost of all the letters and sounds
Swallowed
By the backspace key.
No,
I am not a story.
But a library,
Shelved with books in the process of being written.
Not one of which
Having a finite
Conclusion.

Grace Hanks
It’s Tuesday. I wake up to the blaring sound of my alarm
clock, ripping me away from my much-needed, blissful
sleep. I roll over and frustratingly hit the snooze button and
roll back over, craving just 5 more minutes of rest. I hit the
snooze button a total of three times before grudgingly
getting out of bed and getting ready for the day. It’s the
usual, mundane routine each morning, filled with dread and
grumbling about the school day ahead of me. Once I’m
ready, I get in my car that always seems to be too cold or
too hot to be comfortable, and only reaches the right
temperature when I get to school and it is no longer helpful.
I head into the school, expecting a long, boring day filled
with assignments, notes, and maybe even some tests. This
is exactly what I get as I reluctantly walk the busy halls filled
with bumping and loud, annoying people between classes,
with the classes themselves not being much better. The bell
rings, signaling the end of school, and I sigh as I realize I
have to go to work coaching cross country to middle
schoolers. I show up, grumpy and tired from my long day at
school, wishing I didn’t have to socialize, but I am expected
to anyways. I run the warm-up with the boisterous,
obstreperous children and try to take control of the situation
so we can get the work-out started as soon as possible.
Upset that I don’t even get to go to dance today (one of the
few things I don’t hate), I am even more crabby than normal
and leave the minute practice ends. Halfway home, I realize
that once I get there, I have to pack up my bass and head to
lessons. This is a long, arduous process as the instrument is
bigger than I am. I groan, but do it anyways. Lessons go
alright, but I’m tired and all I want to do is eat because I am
starving and haven’t eaten since noon; once the lesson is
finished, I painstakingly try and load my bass into the car
and start the long drive home, which is often through a lot of
traffic. I finally arrive home, where I can eat dinner, but it’s
leftovers as my lessons went over time and missed dinner
with the family. I reheat my food and try and remember
what homework I have to do for the next day, and am put in
a worse mood as I realize how late I am going to have to
stay up in order to get it done. I finish my food, wash my
dishes, and start on my assignments, essays, projects, and
other boring homework I have to do. As expected, it takes a
long time, and I am exhausted and it’s late by the time I
finally finish. I pack up and head upstairs to get ready for
bed. As I am about to crawl into my comfortable, blessed
bed, I realize I have to set my alarm clock for an hour earlier
than this morning because I have jazz band before school
tomorrow. Exhausted, and feeling like I want to cry, I change
the time and finally lie down, ready to sleep. Tuesday is
finally done, but I have to live through Wednesday tomorrow.
All the events in my Tuesday are my usual routine for a
normal Tuesday. The day I explained sounds like my day
was long, boring, arduous and filled with almost nothing
good; however, it did not have to be this way. The way in
which I look at things can change this day from a horrible
one to a great one.

It’s Tuesday. I wake up to the sound of my alarm clock,
and roll over snoozing it a total of three times, but
appreciating the fact that I got an extra hour of sleep as I
didn’t have to go to jazz band before school today.
Eventually, I get out of bed and go through my morning
routine for getting ready for my day ahead of me. Once
I’m ready, I get in my car, grateful for the heating system
that helps me to warm up by the time I get to school. I
head into the building, and get to talk to some of my
friends, laughing and having a good time before classes
start. The bell rings, and I head to my first class. As I go
throughout the school day, I get to go to classes that I
enjoy, including AP Music Theory and Orchestra. The
bell rings signaling the end of school, and I smile as I
realize I get to go to work coaching cross country to
middle schoolers. I show up, excited and ready to
socialize with the kids. I run the warm-up with the
boisterous, fun children and start the workout,
participating in it myself. We finish practice, and once
we’ve finished team stretches, I start to head home.
Halfway home, I realize that once I get there, I have to
pack up my bass and head to lessons. I do so, and
lessons are great. I love music, and am excited to learn
more and improve my skills. Once the lesson is finished, I
pack up the bass and start the drive home. I love the
drives to and from lessons because my mom goes with
me and I am able to spend some good time and talk to
her. I get home, and am happy to find out that it’s
lasagne--one of my favorite meals. I eat my food and try
and remember what homework I have to do for the next
day. I finish my food, wash my dishes, and start on my
assignments, essays, projects, and other homework I
have to do. While it may not be my favorite thing to do, I
recognize its’ importance in getting good grades which in
turn help my future and getting into colleges that I will
soon be applying to. Once I finish my homework, I pack
up and head upstairs to get ready for bed. As I am about
to crawl into my comfortable, blessed bed, I realize I have
to set my alarm clock for an hour earlier than this
morning because I have jazz band before school
tomorrow. Excited at the prospect of being able to play
the bass in the band tomorrow, I change the time and lie
down, ready to sleep. Tuesday is done, and I get to look
forward to a great Wednesday tomorrow.
The perspective with which I look at my day matters. My
story does include big, grand events that are both happy
and sad, but it is more about the day to day. Life is lived
each day, and my story is shaped by how I view it, and
how I decide to live it. I have a choice, and I choose how
my story is going to turn out every single day. Each day
is a different adventure, a different memory made, a
different chapter in my book. Every day matters and my
story is whatever I shape it to be.

CCHS Spirit Blankets!

Keep your Charger warm with a PTSA Spirit Blanket! The blankets
make perfect Christmas gifts! Cost is $60.00 with an additional
$15.00 fee for monogramming up to three lines. Check Payable to
CCHSPTSA, or go to our website at www.cchsptsa.com.
Parent Name:

Student Name:

Parent Email:

Student Email:

Parent Phone:

Student Phone:

# of Blankets:

Monogram @ $15:

Limit three lines of Monogram with 15 characters per line:
1.
2.
3.

Total Price:

