
I’d like to think every person has 
a place in this world. We spend our 
whole lives trying to fi gure out where 
we fi t and don’t feel established until 
we fi nd that perfect niche. Even so, I 
have never come across a single per-
son who is satisfi ed with the life they 
have led. We are pressured to attain 
certain career goals and go to prestig-
ious colleges. Society insists that we 
make the “right” friends and fi t into 
the perfect cookie-cutter lifestyle. This 
result is the wretched fact that few 
people have the ability to step off the 
daily grind and enjoy the ride.

Being jolted into state custody at age 
12 isn’t really what little girls dream of 
and I was certainly no different.  By no 
means would a family torn apart and 
broken be anywhere near perfection. 
Neither my mother nor I had intended 

on being estranged for fi ve years. Hav-
ing the most important person pulled 
away can bring even the most stoic 
person to tears.

I was placed with a family 
and to say that I was un-
welcome would be quite 
an understatement. It 
was no surprise that, at 
age 13, their unwilling-
ness to raise me came to 
head.  By the time I was 
14 I was nestled into itsy-
bitsy Greenville, thankful 
that I had grandparents will-
ing to raise me.

For this reason, at 15 I began to 
have a relationship with my father. 
I became part of a family I had 
never had the ability to embrace 
before. Once I turned 16 I was per-
mitted to date and I navigated the 
waters of the male species for the 
fi rst time, as my fi rst relationship 
lasted over a year.

As a 17 year old I was introduced 
to an adult I could look up to. A few 
months later I lost her to that monster 

disease called cancer. I fought with 
others and myself over who I truly 

was. and held on to the hope 
that 18 promised a new sense 

of self. 
Two weeks after I turned 
18, I saw my mom again. 

The fl ood of emotion 
I felt was only paral-

leled to the the day I 
had lost her.

“Enjoy the journey, 
not just the destination.”  
I repeat this to myself eve-

ryday. I am reminded of a 
few lessons as well:
As my family was disman-

tled, I learned to appreciate 
what I have, regardless of its im-

perfections. A year later, I was faced 
with the fact that acceptance is not 
universal. People judge others based 
on events out of their  control and  
to still be yourself.

Coming home with my grand-
parents, I learned that sometimes we 
are forced to rely on people, and that 
needing help is okay. When I opened 

my heart to my father, I learned for-
giveness.It is important to look at a 
person’s full character, not just the 
undesirable parts.

Being part of a lengthy high school 
romance, I learned to enjoy every 
good thing while it lasts. The roller-
coaster of my 17th year and the loss of 
a close friend proved to me how fragile 
life is and that you never know what 
the future will bring. 

At 18, I sit around a small dining 
room table, with my mom, her fi ance 
and my three soon-to-be step-siblings 
eating meals, laughing, and enjoying 
conversation. The immensity of the 
love I have for my family is still un-
fathomable. I am brought to tears eve-
ry time I sit with my little unit, and for 
the fi rst time in my life, I feel like I fi t.

With every day, I have learned to 
appreciate how things fall into place. 
The key to enjoying life is to fi nd the 
upside in every situation.  We must 
live in the moment and embrace love 
more everyday. It is impossible to fi nd 
your own way until you learn to savor 
how you have gotten there.

Knock Knock...
Even now, as you think “who’s 

there,” you are hoping it is not that 
word; that one simple fruit that keeps 
this joke going for  hours.

Banana...banana who? Knock 
knock, who’s there? Banana. Banana 
who? Knock knock, who’s there...

Then, fi nally... Orange! Orange 
who?

Orange you glad I didn’t say ba-
nana?!

For most, this is annoying, imma-
ture, and the lowliest type of a joke: a 
pun. For me, it is the most beautiful 
art ever created.

That’s right. A pun is a work of art. 
A pun is a joke that is simply a play on 
words. So when someone says “a guy 
who farts in church will sit in his own 
pew,” that is art. 

I get greater pleasure from nothing 
other than a well placed pun. Puns, to 
me, show that someone has a higher 
level of intelligence and is constantly 
fi nding words that can be put into a 
small joke. 

I love puns because they are a clean 
outlet for humor. Though no doubt 
“dirty puns” can be made to satisfy 
this distasteful new humor outlet that 
has surfaced recently, most puns are 
just a play on regular words.

For example, instead of making a 
derogatory joke about women, and 
probably offending someone, why not 
use a pun that won’t hurt anybody, 
or maybe a joke that would even lift 
somebody up? If you know a farmer, 
why not tell that farmer, “Hey, I bet 
you are the best in your fi eld.” Not 
only will you get raucous laughter, but 
the farmer will feel better than ever.

Puns are also great for teachers. I 

would love for one of my teachers to 
“pull a Gandalf” and tell me that if I 
don’t do my senior paper then “you 
shall not pass!”

Puns were actually introduced in 
full to me by a teacher, of course in the 
math department. He told me a great 
pun concerning none other than the 
great SOH-CAH-TOA. 

Not only are these jokes funnier 
than the nasty, derogatory jokes 

around today, but they take a much 
higher level of intelligence. Impress 
your English teachers with, “Why did 
the verb and noun break up? Because 
the noun was too possessive!” Impress 
your science teachers with, “What do 
we do with chemists when they die? 
We Barium!” 

So enjoy puns while you have them 
in high school, because, you know, 
school is chalk full of puns.

I enjoy reading the Bagpiper, but 
everytime I open it up, I see mostly the 
same thing: sports, theater, and some-
thing band related.

Though these are all fantastic parts 
of FC, you need to throw some variety 
in the paper. You rarely see anything 
about orchestra or non-athletic extra-

curricular activities.
I believe there is more to FC than 

just band, theater, and sports. You 
should try to highlight those parts 
too.

Brittany Murray, junior
 

In the last issue of the Bagpiper, 
I read “Tragedy urges co-existence,” 
and I totally agree.
We need to learn to co-exist with 

each other.
We also need to learn to respect 

each other, but also learn to accept 
each other. That doesn’t mean we 
need to “bash” each other’s ideas or 
totally agree with them, but that does 

mean you have to respect them.
I was also appalled to read that 

someone would protest a nine year-
old girl’s funeral.

What if someone did that at your 
funeral? I mean, who would do such a 
thing? It’s ridiculous.

Then to say it’s punishment for 
those who are gay? Come on people! 
Learn to co-exist with each other! Ev-
eryone should be loved for who they 
are, no matter what.

I’m sad to say I have noticed the 
world we live in has a lot of people 
who don’t co-exist or respect other 
ideas. We could if we would learn to 
be open minded and learn to respect 

and co-exist with each other.
I have a lot of friends with different 

views on a lot of things but we don’t 
let that get in the way so why not do 
what the article says, respect, and co-
exist with each other?

Katie Davis, freshman
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LettersLetterseditorto the

reader opinions
Do you want your opinion heard? To 

have a chance to get your comments 
or ideas published in The Bagpiper, 
turn in a typed or neatly handwrit-

ten paper to adviser Jim Lang’s room 
(B107), or to any staff  member. 

Excellent pun deserves own reword
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Jon Ferguson

“The strength 
of the mind”

My dad doesn’t answer his phone 
when I call. It rings several times, so 
I call again. The cool Sunday morning 
breeze hits my face as I run around the 
church building hunting for him. No 
answer. I’m hoping he’s okay, afraid 
that he might leave me. I run around 
to the back parking lot and see his car. 
A chill of terror and relief fl ows from 
my spine to my toes. Tears stream 
down my face as I embrace him.

This happened almost three years 
ago, but the feeling occurs every time 
my mom is late coming home from 
work, or my dad is late after a meet-
ing. I have this concealed fear because 
when I was 12 years old, someone  so 
dear and close to me left me. She was 
taken over by cancer. My sister, Miri-
am, was not only my sister, but my 
best friend. 

She was the best sister ever. We 

rarely fought and we were closer than 
most sisters. Books were her favorite 
hobby, along with reciting the words 
to the “Lord of the Rings” movies and 
trying to fi nd ways to incorporate Or-
lando Bloom into any room she was 
in. She was special and her smile was 
the type of smile that would light up 
the entire room.

On Christmas Eve of 2003, she was 
diagnosed with a rare form of chil-
dren’s cancer, called PNET, and be-
gan chemotherapy. She was suppos-
edly cured in August after 12 rounds 
of chemo. She went back to school to 
start her eighth grade year and re-
lapsed that spring. Spots were then 
found in her lung. Her chances of sur-
vival were not good.

After more surgery and radiation, 
she noticed a small spot near her tem-
ple that continued to grow. In Decem-
ber of 2005, we found out she would 
die. At the most, six months was all 
she had. I remember everything from 
that time until the day she died: she 
missed the premiere of High School 
Musical, my fi rst starring role in a 
middle school play, along with many 

other things. I remember when she 
took her last breath and no matter 
how much you prepare over two and 
half years, you still can’t prepare for 
that moment when you notice the sud-
den silence. I have memories that will 
never go away. 

One foundation set on fi nding a 
cure is Cure Search. Since the 1950s, 
research has improved the survival 
rates for childhood cancer from less 
than 10 percent to over 77 percent. 
This organization fi ghts hard to fi nd a 
cure and to increase the survival rate 
even more.

Many children are asked the ques-
tion, “What do you want to do when 
you grow up?” A popular answer is “To 
fi nd a cure a for cancer.” I strongly be-
lieve, someday, one of these kids will. 
Do your part. Research it or go to your 
nearest hospital and pass out stuffed 
animals. Whatever you do gives those 
kids hope of a future and a life.

Many people are not aware of just 
how many kids in our community, like 
my sister, have to suffer through this 
awful disease, and how many families 
have to live with those memories the 

rest of their lives. Prevention is un-
known, but a cure is being researched 
and one day, it will be found. Go to the 
Cure Search website. Just look and 
read and maybe even donate a dollar 
to the foundation. Some years down 
the road, that dollar could save a life.

Small tasks give patients hope for life

Darian Eswine

“There and  
back”

Lindsey Payton

“The good left 
undone”
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  45  children are 
diagnosed with cancer 
each day. 

  160,000     
children are diagnosed 
with cancer each year.                                                                 

    90,000 of these 
children die.

www.curesearch.org

By the numbers


