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Inspiration  
October  2006 

 
     Verdadera is a publication created by and for Monta Vista teens. Each month an issue is sent 
home to be read by both the students and the parents in the families. We encourage you to discuss 
the issues and stories; the publication serves as both a forum for expression and a starting block 
for improving our lives. Keep in mind that the emotions that flow through the lines and the 
feelings behind the words could be those of your child, the person sitting next to you, or your best 
friend. We do not edit the submissions. We usually publish personal experiences, and not opinion 
article. The publication is a collection of Monta Vista students’  truths. We ask that you read 
through the professional text written specifically for this month’s issue. We have also provided a 
list of resources that have inspired the staff. We hope that you will continue to enjoy Verdadera 
throughout the year. However, if you would prefer that you do not receive this publication in the 
future, please sign the form on the last page and return to it to Monta Vista High School.  Please 
feel free to email in feedback. The Verdadera staff thanks you for interest and support.  
 

 
Student Submissions  

 
 
What inspires me? Sunsets on the beach, 
autumn weather, rainstorms, – in an 
uplifting sort of way. They make me 
sigh and my heart beat fast and they 
make me want to be as epic as they are – 
so I’d say they inspire me. Also, good 
music – instrumentals are the best for 
this heartening-ish mood. I’d suggest 
some Yiruma – River Flows In You. Not 
so big a fan of the scream-o vocals, the 
piano is a nice thing- lets me set my own 

pace. If you’ve noticed, the kind of thing 
that inspires me is just there – it works 
itself out and just does its own thing and 
lets us be part of it if we want. 
Inspiration, as I’ve always seen it, 
doesn’t really shove itself in your face, 
it’s there and one day you notice it and 
let it flow through you and become part 
of who you are. It comes in a moment 
that you’ll never forget- something to 
hold on to forever. Remember that 
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period last year when the rain just didn’ t 
stop? 2am, I woke up to the rain 
pounding on my window, and there was 
a moment. The incessant rain, so natural 
and overwhelming and all-encompassing 
made its way into my being and will 
always be there. I’ ll take that with me 
through college apps and rejections, 
through finals and AP testing, sat II’s 
and potential breakups and report cards, 
when my parents fight and through a 
somewhat inevitable loneliness –
absolutely nothing in the world can ruin 
that moment in my heart and those are 
the moments that are my inspiration. 
 

 
 
“ Don't judge each day by the harvest 
you reap, but by the seeds you plant.”   

- Robert Louis Stevenson 
 

 
 

  Adobe 
 His golden hair shines in the 
midday sun. His caring smile captivates 
and encourages, as he shyly looks away 
from my gaze. I look away too, down at 
my pretty yellow dress, and smile a bit 
as he whispers to me, “You can play 
with me, i f you want to.”  
 It was such a small moment, 
insignificant in its innocence. Most of 
the memories we keep are of dramatic 
moments, the moments that hurt us. I do 
remember the drama of that day, but he 
is clearer than the pain I felt. 
 His name was Adobe, and he was 
my angel. 
 And he was the one who saved 
my belief in others. 
 People are cruel and seek only 
their own pleasure.; Thus, when I fell 
and scraped my knee on the playground, 
my best friend grew tired of waiting for 

me. She found a new best friend, and 
said they didn’t want me. 
 I was four years old the first time 
someone broke my heart. 
 It would have destroyed me, and 
my faith in everyone around me. 
 Eventually, it might have killed 
me. 
 But the teacher said, “Look, 
honey.”  
 And I saw him through my tears. 
 His golden hair was shining in 
the midday sun, and his smile captivated 
and encouraged. He averted his eyes as 
he shyly whispered, “You can play with 
me.”  
 And at four years old, he showed 
me that there is some kindness in people. 
 If that is not inspiration, then I 
don’ t claim to know what it is. 
 

 
 
 “A candle loses nothing by lighting       

another candle.” - Erin Majors 

 

 
 
I am inspired by the fact that in 1 ¾ 
years, I will be out of this shithole. I am 
inspired by the thought of freedom and 
the idea that I will very soon be able to 
do what I feel like doing. 
 
The ability to go out with friends, the 
ability to go to shows, the ability to even 
sit on someone’s porch, smoking hookah 
at 2AM in the morning, having endless 
conversations about nothing; that’s the 
shit that pushes me to graduate so I can 
truly start my li fe in a place that does not 
completely shun me simply for being 
myself. 
 
Most of all, I’m inspired by the 
knowledge that once I leave, things (for 
the most part) can only go up. 
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“ Shoot for the moon, even if you miss 
you’ ll land among the stars.”  

 -Les Brown  
 

 
 
I aspire to be inspiration. 
 

 
 

“ We are all something, but none of us 
are everything.” - Blaise Pascal  

 
 
I don’ t need an Olympic gold medalist, 
or a Lance Armstrong to be my 
inspiration. Being an athlete, I see 
inspiration everyday. And it’s not from 
watching ESPN or reading about a sports 
magazine’s feature star athlete. It’s from 
stepping out on the field, even if it’s just 
practice, and watching the players on my 
team shine. It’s from their sheer love of 
the game, endless hours of dedication, 
and amazing aptitude for the sport. It’s 
from the smile of satisfaction after 
hitting that line drive, from successfully 
turning it two, or from making the diving 
out in left. It’s from me being able to be 
a part of the play, from me driving them 
in from third, from me yelling in the 
dugouts with them. From me being a 
part of the same team as these incredible 
players. That is enough inspiration for 
me to succeed and be great. 
 

 

“ Keep your face to the sunshine and you 
cannot see the shadows.” - Hellen Keller 

 

 
Inspiration is the moment when you 
jump off an airplane because you think 
you might suddenly grow wings and fly 
away into the sunset. Unfortunately, the 
rules of reality prohibit that from 
actually happening. Instead of glory and 
triumph, you will find that jumping out 
of a flying vehicle results in death and/or 
disappointment. 
 
Sometimes, I think that there’s a chance 
that life might get better. I think that 
there’s hope that a $#@!ed up world like 
ours might hold some meaning other 
than live.reproduce.die, but my mind 
soon reverts to its old habit of pessimism 
and depression. 
 
When I was much younger, I thought 
that I might one day become a pop star. I 
started taking voice lessons and dance 
lessons. Too bad I wasn’ t any good. 
When I realized there was no hope for 
me, I did the only logical thing; I gave 
up. 
 
Inspiration is supposedly what triggers 
great pieces of art. Songs, paintings, 
films, and essays are all examples of 
this, but half the time their meaning is 
lost because the creator lost their drive to 
say anything at all. 
 
I’ve started essays about big things. The 
Meaning of Life, Death is the Only 
Redeeming Quality of Life, Why P.E. 
Sucks, and, my personal favorite, Life 
Sucks and There’s Nothing You Can Do 
to Change That, But I Feel Like Whining 
a Bit Longer. About halfway in, I always 
lose interest. I still believe the things I’m 
writing, but I didn’ t feel like wasting any 
more time on things that would never be 
read or acknowledged by anyone. 
 
Even now as I type, I’m feeling the 
inspiration escape from my thoughts. I 
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hope you’ re happy with this short essay-
memoir. I’ve got math to finish. 
 

 

“ The mediocre teacher tells. The good 
teacher explains. The superior teacher 

demonstrates. The great teacher 
inspires.” - William Arthur Ward 

 
 
i am inspired by trees. 
 
it is easy to take for granted the beauty 
they offer. 
 
but when the sun hits the leaves at the 
perfect angle, they shine in technicolor. 
 
once, i looked out the window of the art 
room and thought there was snow, but it 
was only the pure white skeleton of the 
branches bathed in light. 
 
and another time on my walk home, i 
looked up to see the full color spectrum 
of a tree caught between its spring green 
and autumn red. 
 
during winter's thunderstorms, i saw a 
tree with half its branches splayed out in 
its shadow, left desolate from a violent 
gust of wind. 
 
inexplicably, nothing has inspired me 
more than these memories. 
  
 

 
 
“ The future belongs to those who believe 
in the beauty of their dreams.”   

- Eleanor Roosevelt 
 

 
 

I have completely lost my inspiration. 
I have no idea what it was before, or 
when I lost whatever it was, or even if 
anything good ever came from it. I just 
know that it isn't there anymore. It's kind 
of sad to think about losing inspiration, 
and I guess I am trying to figure it all 
out. I keep getting interrupted or 
distracted and I can barely ever find time 
for myself to do exactly what I want to 
do. I think my lack of self time is 
making me more of a control freak and 
that has to stop. I lost whatever it was 
that had me going. Maybe it was fake, 
but I need it back, thanks. 
 

 

“ We can only be what we give ourselves 
the power to be.”  –Native American 

proverb  

 
 
Mrs. Platt inspires me. Every day she 
goes to work and teaches U.S. History 
with a passion. She makes it fun, funny, 
interesting, intriguing. I mean, I’ve 
always liked history, but I love it 
because of her. Leadership by example? 
She’s it in a nutshell. I hope she reads 
this. 
 

 
 
“There are two ways of spreading light: 
to be the candle or the mirror that 
reflects it.”  -- Unknown. 
 

 
 
Across the room, she sits, holding her 
head with her palms, elbows on the desk. 
Across the room, she stares, looking at 
the computer screen, slowly types in the 
solutions. 
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Across the room, she works, harder than 
ever, in order to improve herself, in 
order to support others. 
Across the room, my mother, an 
intelligent and hardworking woman, my 
support, my inspiration. 
 

 
 
My best friend is the nicest, prettiest, 
and kyootest person on earth. 
She tries so hard to achieve her dreams. 
She brings everyone tranquility. 
She revolves her life around GOD. 
She is “perfect” . 
She has inspired me to become who I 
am. 
She always calls at the right time. When 
I’m about to cry, or when I am crying. 
She’s always by my side. She is always 
by the side of the people who need her 
the most. She’s so caring. Through her, I 
learned to smile for others. Through her, 
I learned to be who I want to be. 
Through her, I killed my old depressed 
self, and became the happy person I am 
today. 
Through her, my li fe shined and still 
shines. 
She is my inspiration. 
 

 
 
“ I'm a slow walker, but I never walk 
back.”  -- Abraham Lincoln 
 

 
 
Inspiration. A strong action. Inspired by 
those around me to be a center of 
growth, to be a pillar to lean against and 
to be a friend to everyone. Inspired by 
my closest friends to be myself, to take 
life as it comes, and to act without fear 
or regret. Inspired to love and not to 
hate, inspired to make a difference in not 
only my li fe but the lives of everyone 

around. Inspired by a mentor to take 
control and fight for what I stand for, not 
what SHE or HE stands for, for ME. 
Inspired to create works of art, not with 
drawings but with my actions and my 
words. Inspired by those less fortunate to 
reach out and help, inspired by my 
superiors to strive to be more. 
Inspiration. From all directions. 
Inspiration. What does this word mean 
to me? Help. Love. And Peace. Inspired 
to be a propagator of peace. Inspired to 
be a propagator of help. Inspiration . 

 

“ If you are going to walk on 
thin ice, might as well 
dance.” - Unknown  

 

I write. A lot in fact. If i'm really happy 
or upset or angry or [insert random 
emotion here], I write. Songs, stories, 
poems, drabbles, a sentence. I write 
something. But I need to be in the dark. 
That's what gets me to write. That's what 
inspires me. Complete darkness. 
 
The only thing I was ever proud of, I 
wrote in the dark. I was crying, sitting in 
my bed, at 3 am, and just turned off all 
the lights. And just sitting there, letting 
all of my thoughts just float around, it 
got these words to come into my head.  
 
now, I'm sorta scared of the dark. It's one 
of those beautifully evil things to me. It 
scares the crap out of me cause i'm 
paranoid as hell and i always hear things. 
but the solice i find when it's just me and 
my thoughts, not a single distraction, 
that all comes in the dark.   
 
having all my thoughts swirling around 
in my head, feeling completely 
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enveloped by it all, that's what gets me 
going. i guess that's what inspires me. 
 

 
 
Hope of the future inspires me in the way 
that I have the control to shape it, or 
mold it to reflect who I am. –student 
 

 
 
What exactly keeps me going?" For me 
the question, then, is not WHO inspires 
me- rather WHAT inspires me. I guess 
you could say I'm inspired by the 
opportunity to inspire.  I would love to 
believe that these countless hours I 
spend in my endeavors- to Monta Vista, 
to my sport, to my friends, to myself- 
will diffuse to others. I throw myself into 
life, I give everything I have- every 
ounce of energy, strength and effort. 
Sure, most of it goes unnoticed…noone 
notices if I follow through and touch the 
line on a fitness sprint, noone notices 
that I still communicate and cheer on my 
teammates despite the respiratory pain in 
my lungs, noone notices that I refuse to 
let my eyes wander on tests. I don't want 
recognition for anything. I just want to 
be the person that ignites others. Don't 
tell me I inspire you, SHOW me that I 
have inspired you. I want to bring out 
the best in others, and in doing so, I 
challenge myself to be better, to be 
stronger, to just live dynamically. Of 
course I screw up, I make mistakes, I say 
things I don't mean, I make 
uncharacteristic choices, I regret shit, 
and I get tired and frustrated just like 
everybody else. Life sucks like that. It's 
easy to give up, quit, ignore, avoid- it's 
easy to be cautious. But being cautious 
has never  inspired anyone. 
 

 
 

Inspiration is people. The individuals 
that live with a passion and purpose. 
Those that are dedicated to give the best 
of themselves to others.  
 

 
Speed inspires me! No, not the drug but 
the 0 to 60 in 4 seconds. I can’ t get 
enough of racing and driving without 
limits on the tracks. I feel a rush and 
high of adrenaline that stimulates fear, 
yet control and power with a touch of 
insanity whenever I hit the gas pedal 
after the ¾ turn past the check up point. 
Driving is my inspiration. I can’t 
remember how it began… I think it was 
after horseback riding and my injury. 
Whatever it was that triggered this 
passion, I’m never going to stop. It’s my 
only freedom and such a sick feeling 
too! The minute you open the door and 
your left foot hits the ground everything 
spins, and that’s when the high 
increases. Sometimes I go home 
dreaming about the last transition or turn 
and I can hear the vibrations of the 
engine roaring in and out. I don’t ever 
want it to stop, but I can’t live inside my 
car. So my coach is my inspiration. He 
continues to support me every lap. In 
fact, he’s the only supporter. My parents 
refuse to give any time or money into 
this sport. They see it as useless, and 
absurd. They want me to be a teacher but 
I just can’ t do that. So to conclude 
simply- driving inspires me.  
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Professional Ref l ect i on :    
 

  Inspiration 
 
     Natasha Wist, Licensed Marriage &  
Family Therapist (MFT) and Licensed  
          Educational Psychologist 
                 (831) 630-1059 

 
Seeking Inspiration 

 
The word “ inspiration”  comes from a 
common verb which means to draw in 
the breath, to breathe in.  The theological 
definition of “ inspiration”  is a divine 
influence that gives the person the ability 
to communicate truth without error.  A 
third and more common definition is the 
power of exercising a stimulating and 
elevating influence on the mind or 
emotions through words, images or 
sounds.  Thus any thing that stimulates 

our minds or feelings, a lovely sunset, a 
musical composition, a scene from a 
movie or documentary, a book, or an 
encounter with another living being, can 
be inspiring.  An endless list of 
inspirational moments is possible to 
imagine. 
 
On a personal level I favor the simple 
physiological explanation of inspiration 
as “a breathing in.”   From my study of 
yoga and especially breath yoga 
(pranayama) I have come to appreciate 
the miracle of the breathing in and 
breathing out of my body.  When I 
breathe in with conscious awareness I 
am in touch with the miracle of life from 
the humblest protoplasm floating in the 
sea to the complex miracle of human 
life.  We all do it the same.  And to 
breathe in the universe necessitates the 
breathing out of what I have taken in – 
the breathing out has been transformed 
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by my body into what the rest of the 
universe needs to live and grow.  So it is 
an exchange.  I take in what is necessary 
for my life and breathe out that which 
helps other forms live. 
 
Watch a small child play.  The child is 
continuously inspired by what he 
encounters in the world.  A worm 
wriggling through the grass, a flower 
waving in the wind, a puddle squishy 
with mud, a fence that challenges the 
child to climb, a  dog chasing a ball; all 
inspirational moments for the child.  If 
we are born with this capacity to be 
stimulated and elevated by the life 
around us, how do we lose this 
wonderful gift?  I think we know the 
answer to that.  How many times has the 
child been interrupted in play by a parent 
who says, “Hurry up now, we have to 
go” .  How many times have we heard 
those fatal words, “Don’ t do that. You’ll 
get dirty. You’ll get sick. That’s bad.”   If 
we are lucky, we may have had a parent 
who says, “ I don’ t care if he/she is 
making a mess, he/she’s happy and so 
interested in what he/she is doing.”   As 
we grow up we often keep secret those 
moments of inspiration, fearful that by 
revealing our innermost bliss it will be 
taken from us. 
 
As young adults much of our emotional 
and thinking life revolves around trying 
to recover our inspiration, trying to re 
member (put back together) the 
moments of inspiration from our 
childhoods. Carl Jung, the great Swiss 
psychologist, became severely depressed 
in midlife and had a nervous breakdown.  
He recovered by going back to the lake 
where he played as a child and he began 
to build castles from the stones in the 
sand as he had done as a child.  Some 
months later he decided to build a stone 
tower on his land. When it was 
completed, he wrote many of his most 

famous books in his secret tower. When 
we are in despair and grief, our healing 
may come from returning to our fondest 
childhood memory and reenacting what 
gave us inspiration when we were 
young. 
 
 
Joseph Campbell, the late mythologist, 
had a favorite phrase: “Follow Your 
Bliss!”  Yes, follow your bliss.  But what 
i f one does not know what is one’s bliss?  
How do I find it? 
My meaning in life came to me in the 
form of a philosophy professor’s 
statement in a class on Existentialism.  
He said, “ If you want to find your 
meaning in life, find your greatest evil 
and say ‘No’ to it.”   At that time I was 
studying psychology and reading about 
the struggles of families and children to 
lead happy and productive lives.  I ended 
up going into educational psychology 
and later family counseling, dedicating 
myself to helping parents and teachers 
understand the importance of children 
feeling successful and happy in school. 
Later in my family counseling I did my 
best to help families understand their 
struggles and work towards mutual 
respect and support. 
 
So if your evil is ugliness, make 
beautiful things; i f your evil is hate, 
cultivate love; i f your evil is death, work 
towards supporting sustainable life; if 
your evil is rejection, dedicate yourself 
to inclusion; i f your evil is war, work for 
peace (my second vocation). I think I 
can assure you that if you do this, you 
will find meaning and authentic 
happiness in life. 
 
I will conclude by quoting from a 
philosopher, Kierkegaard.  He said, “A 
person is neither a process nor a thing, 
but an opening through which the sacred 
can manifest.”  We are a conduit for an 
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energy greater than ourselves.  Though 
we may not be born to manifest our 
talents as a Mozart, a Jackie Robinson or 
a William Shakespeare, we can open 
ourselves to breathe in the mystery and 
wonder of our planetary universe and 
manifest the absolutely unique and never 
to be replaced beings that we are. 
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Resou r ces:   

 
 

 

 
 
 
 

Songs  

Bette Midler Wind Beneath my Wings 

The Streets Turn the Page 

Dream Theater The Answer Lies Within 

Darkest Hour Tranquil 

Dragonforce Cry for Eternity 

Rascal Flatts Where You Are 

Arsis A Diamond for Disease 

Quietdrive Rise from the Ashes 

Sonata Arctica The Power of One 

Thrice Stare at the Sun 

Roger Bart Go the Distance 

Gina Rene U Must Be 

Donny Osmond I’ ll Make a Man Out of You 

R. Kelly I Believe I Can Fly 
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October 1st, 2006 
 
Dear Monta Vista parents: 
 
We would like to introduce to you a pioneer publication “ Verdadera” , created by 
and for Monta Vista students and families to discuss the real issues facing teens 
today.   Verdadera, Spanish for “ truthfully” , is a student-run publication 
comprised of unedited and anonymously submitted personal accounts of real-life 
issues that students face on a daily basis.  The primary goal of Verdadera is not to 
give information or judgment, but to provide a supportive forum in which peers 
can share their experiences and learn that they are not alone.  A professional 
provides relevant information on the selected topic and a resources page offers 
suggestions for those w ishing for further support.  This publication has 
tremendous potential to truly create the bridges of communication and 
understanding that the Monta Vista community needs. 
 
The heart of Monta Vista Verdadera lies in the collections of anonymously printed 
student voices about issues that vary this year from Self-Perception, Inspiration, 
Cheating, Self-Destructive Behaviors, A lcohol, Sexuality, Internet, Drugs, Family 
Life, and Racial Identity. While Verdadera often addresses controversial issues, it 
is not our goal to be controversial.  As shocking as some of the subject matters 
may appear, they represent the reality for teens today.   While a particular topic 
may not directly affect your student, s/ he could possibly be aware of a classmate 
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struggling with the issue.  Verdadera staff members have chosen the above listed 
topics for each respective month, beginning with September. We want you to be 
informed and be able to make the decision about whether or not you want your 
family to receive every issue.  
 
If you would prefer that your family does not receive one or more of these 
issues, please fil l out the enclosed form and return it to Monta Vista H igh School, 
attention: Verdadera w ithin one week of receiving this letter.  If you have any 
questions regarding Verdadera, please feel free to email the Verdadera staff at 
mvverdadera@gmai l .com and we w ill answer your questions to the best of our 
knowledge.   
 
Sincerely,  
 
Verdadera Staff  
 
Kimberly Ang, Symrin Chawla, Paulina Dao, Gillian Decker, Anneliese 
Fetterman,  Blandine Glaize, Hermes Huang, Jyoti Kaur, Casey Ly, Chris Moe, 
Kate Sackett, Bhumit Shah, Ryan Walker, Rosie Wright, Jane Xu      
Advisor:  Hung Wei Chien 

Verdadera 2006-2007 
 
I do not want my family to receive the following issue(s) of Verdadera:  (please 
circle) 
 
November- Cheating 
 
January – Self Destructive Behaviors 
 
February – A lcohol 
 
March – Sexuality 
 
April – Internet 
 
May – Drugs 
 
June – Family Life 
 
August – Racial Identity  
 
 
Student Name(s) ________________________________________________________ 
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Parent/ Guardian 
_________________________________________________________ 
 
Address ________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

Inspiration 
October 2006 

Staff: Kimberly Ang, Symrin Chawla, Paulina Dao, Gillian Decker, Anneliese Fetterman, 
Blandine Glaize, Hermes Huang, Jyoti Kaur, Casey Ly, Chris Moe, Kate Sackett, Bhumit Shah, 

Ryan Walker, Rosie Wright, Jane Xu 
Adivisor : Hung-Wei Chien 

 
The staff may be reached at mvverdadera@gmail.com or at http://verdadera.mvmatadors.org. 
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