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The bay lapped at the shore
While the sun began to dip down
Creating a reflected gleam that stretched for miles
The sky began to change into a swirl of melted starbursts 

Toes being tickled by soft blades of grass
Trampled down as children ran
Avoiding the outstretched hand of another
When they heard the calls from their mothers 

The trip had arrived
Piling into the car like freshly packaged sardines
We were on our way
Dipping and soaring along the hilly roads

Waking my sleeping sisters, 
It was time to venture into the real world
Slithering out of the car like snakes
We headed for the restaurant that was glowing like a beacon 

Leaping out of the car
I ran like a wild hyena 
Searching, looking, peering, glancing around for my cousin
My right hand man

The orange flames licked at the darkened night sky
Setting the perfect ominous tone for our night
My uncle went on about monsters looming
But tucking myself in next to my sisters, I was safe

The smell of pancakes and sausage drifted into our tent
Tickling under our noses it gently floated by
After untangling myself from my sleeping bag cocoon
I lunged towards the table, stacking my pancakes high

Our adventurous hike was planned out
Twelve miles in total
I begin to dress appropriately
Every color being represented, obviously 

Brown paper bags crinkling under eager fingers
Prying open the paper to reveal the goodies,
I opened to find my quickly made camping lunch
We ate, smiling at the views around us

In this day of time, screens would be frequent
I would've already pulled out my phone
Pressing the glowing screen to capture the views 
That have already been stored in my mind

Flipping through thinned sheets of yellow tinted paper,
I searched for the last name of my bestest friend
Twirling the cord as I punched in the numbers
I patiently waited for her to pick up

Now, as I walk across our outstretched campus
I clutch my phone in my hand
Not currently using it
But ready to at any moment 

Hearing the melody stream out of my speakers,
I thought happily about the event approaching
A concert, live music
The kind that makes your soul want to dance 

Putting my phone down,
Leaving it in my room face down, 
I head out, dressed in usual practice attire
Ready to go meet my team 

Reminiscing about being young
Running around, the world was my playground
And my favorite spots
Were where the grass was soft and the sun was warm 

-------------------------------


Reaching for my phone
I think back
To the days I spent 
Running 
Leaping 
Jumping
Singing 
Living 
As a child who only wanted to explore

Now, as I unlock my phone
Click on an app
And tune out the world I’m
Texting
Calling
Instagraming 
Editing  
FaceTiming 
I am invested in technology

The times have changed
And outside games are not nearly as treasured
As they once were
Swinging on swings has turned
Into swiping through your feed
Receiving calls has overridden
Handwritten letters from friends
The times are changing and
If you don’t have technology
You won’t keep up
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From Dirty to Digital
	
	It was a calm summer night in my waterfront neighborhood. A group of my friends and I have been playing outside for hours, as the golden sun dips behind clouds until it reaches the horizon. Running towards the side of the house, my friend ran up and joined me. Ducking behind trees we hid from our other friend, staying as quiet as possible. We then hear the yell of our mothers, calling us in for dinner. A day ended with outside games was how my friends as well as I spent the remaining minutes of light. And this wasn’t just me and my friends. It was most children. Reminiscing on the fact that the only technology we really used was the TV to occasionally watch cartoons and play guitar hero. 
	It’s strange sometimes to think back to my childhood and realize how my dependence on technology has evolved. A story that I remember vividly as a child was when I went camping with my moms side of the family. The journey to our campsite was one of the most interesting adventures in itself. Riding up and down the windy, hilly roads of Pennsylvania, my sisters and I would imagine that we were riding along on our own personal rollercoaster. Throwing our hands up when we reach the top of one hill and continuing to wave them around until we rode down to the bottom was how we usually kept ourselves entertained on this long trip. It wasn’t until we reached McDonalds that the trip truly picked up. Seeing the large yellow “M” on top of about a forty foot pole, thrusting itself into the sky as if it just exploded out of a volcano, striked extreme excitement into my eight year old body.
	Quickly, I shook my sisters to wake them, it was dinner time. Squeezing past our overpacked bags, we popped open the door and slithered out, trying not to knock anything out of the car along with us. Racing each other to the front door was always my favorite part, specifically because I always won. Raising my hands in victory as I reached the front door, my dad caught up to me, laughed, and opened up the door so that me and my family could go inside. A rule of our family was that fast food was only for rare occasions. So, me and my sisters were stood in line, practically jumping with excitement for the food that was ninety percent grease. 
	Walking out of the restaurant, Hello Kitty happy meal toy in hand, my mom let us know that we still had three hours of our trip left. That for me meant it was time for a nap. Within what seemed like five minutes, my mom was gently shaking me awake, letting me know that we had made it to the campsite. Opening  my eyes in excitement, I realized what this meant, I was able to see my favorite person. Jumping out of the car I frantically searched for my partner in crime. Hearing my name from behind me, I whipped my head around so fast I just about gave myself whiplash. There she was, my cousin Eva who just so happens to be the same age as me, was standing two feet behind me with a giant toothy smile. Sprinting over to her, I spread my arms out, ready to reunite with a hug. After catching up with all the new teeth she’s lost and what new Polly Pocket outfits she had acquired, we were headed over to meet up with the rest of my family. 
	After having the adults discuss plans, my uncle going through five different campfire stories, and helping pitching the tents, it was time for bed. I snuggled down in between my sisters, packed together in our sleeping bags, it wasn’t hard to stay warm during a chilly October evening. That night I was lucky, I was only kicked by my little sister about three times as she slept. I’ve never met someone who moved so much in her sleep so, I considered this low amount a victory. 
	After we all woke up and had a giant family breakfast, my uncle announced that it was time for everyone to get dressed for our day long hike. I was ecstatic, being outside was my absolute favorite, especially in this mildly cool temperature. Sliding on my worn brown hiking boots, I tied the laces, completing my ensemble of what I thought to be “perfect hiking attire”. With my outfit complete with a burnt orange colored long sleeve, a bright red puffy jacket, bright royal blue jeans and green socks poking out of my boots, I was almost able to resemble a pack of melted Skittles. Looking over towards my cousins tent, she came out, looking almost as colorful as me. And within a few more minutes, we were off.
	The total miles we would be hiking for the day totaled up to be twelve. There was also a waterfall about halfway where we were going to stop to eat our packed lunches. Walking along the trail, it wasn’t hard to find a beautiful view to look at. Whether it was water gently flowing over eroded down pebbles or sunlight peeking through cracks in the trees, everything was breathtaking. Even as a young kid I was still able to focus on the true beauty that can be found in everyday life. And I believe I still do the same being eighteen now but I believe I would involve a little more technology. 
	To start, we would probably have to use a GPS to begin out trip up to the mountains. In addition, instead of napping or looking out of the window during the trip, I would most likely be on my phone, attempting to pass the time. I also know my phone in general would be a much bigger part on this trip nowadays. For starters, I would have to document the road trip on my snapchat story. I would also have to make a post on twitter, letting everyone know how excited I am to see my cousin. And, as I view all of these beautiful sights while hiking, I would have to document the views by taking pictures of course. Looking back and realizing the difference between a trip I would have now versus how I had it as a child is a little upsetting. I wish I didn’t rely on technology as much to remember wonderful times in my life. 
	As I’ve grown up, I have definitely become more reliant on technology. When I was younger the only way to contact someone was either in person or using the house phone. The house phone was a luxury back in my childhood. Standing, leaned slightly against the wall, twirling the cord around your finger while talking to your best friend was the best way to discuss future sleepovers. I had to remember though, my sister Kylie was always allowed to go on the phone before me, strictly due to age rules, eldest goes first. After patiently waiting by laying on the couch in the living room, it was finally my turn. I’d go over to the freshly painted white cabinet and pull out the thickest yellow book in the entire world: the phone book. Here I would peel open the cover and quickly flip through the alphabetically organized names. Finally, I would land on my best friends last name, using my finger to follow the number across the page, I eagerly punched it in. After a few rings, her mom, dad, or brother would answer. Explaining that I was looking for Carlie, I would hear them lower the phone, call for her, and inform me that she was coming. It was then that we devised a full proof plan on how we would hang out later that day. This whole process is now replaced by a simple text that can be sent in less than five seconds. 
	Nowadays I find it difficult sometimes to not be on my phone, or even have it near me in general. When I feel like I’m in an awkward situation, I simply just play around on my phone, finding something to do so that I don’t have to deal with the awkwardness. I also seem to always have my phone in my hand. Even simply walking around campus from class to class I notice that myself as well as many other students have our phones in our hands. We don’t even have to be on our phones, but we still have them right by our side. I have also noticed that I take my phone and have it follow along with me wherever I go. If I’m on my laptop doing work, my phone will always be sat on the table right next to it. In addition, if I’m eating with friends I always have my phone sat on the table, ready to use it whenever I see a notification pop up. Personally, I think this takes away from spending time with friends and family when you’re constantly responding to notifications instead of taking a break to truly immerse yourself in real life human interaction. There are people in this age that are not on their phone nearly as much and I applaud them and hope that I can work to become like them someday. Hopefully now that I am beginning to pick up on some phone habits I have, I can now start trying to break them. 
	Music is also a large part of my life and the only way to access it usually is through technology. Whether I’m working out at the gym and have the music pumping through my earbuds or I’m lounging in my dorm playing it off of my laptop, I usually am always listening to something. I think this is what leads me to enjoy concerts so much. I am able to enjoy the music I love listening to but in a more personable way. I get to see the artist I idolize up on a stage, performing in person. I think that’s why concerts have such a magical aspect to them for me, enjoying something in person will never match to seeing or listening to it using technology. 
	Along with using my technology, there is a large part of my life where I don’t rely on it as much. I’m a very active person and I am on the college lacrosse team. So, between practicing for up to three hours a day and then going to lift for an hour, there is a good part of the day where I am not on my phone. And some professors do not allow technology while their teaching so I also do not use it then either. Even though this time period where I’m not on my phone is only a few hours, I think that is better than most and I continue to attempt to be on my phone less and less. By setting goals for restricting how long I can be on my phone, I think it will teach me to stay off of it more by choice and focus more on what is going on in front of me and not what is behind a screen. Life flies by when you aren’t paying attention so it’s better to focus on the present now rather than looking at it on a phone later. 
	I think for the most part, I miss being a child and just dying to be outside running around getting dirt under my nails. I would say I was more of a tomboy as a child and that might have fueled my young love for being outdoors. Regardless, being outside playing sports, playing imaginary games with my friends, or even laying outside tanning with my older sister and mom just filled me with happiness. I feel like this issue is so important to me because I want young kids to have the joy and wonder filled childhood that I was blessed to experience. I don’t want anyone growing up behind a screen instead of in front of the world. 









ENGLISH PIECE #3

Keelyn Haarhoff 
Postcard Journal Entry #3

	This photo reminds me of a warm summer day with my grandpa. He is a phenomenal photographer and I have always been inspired by his work ever since I knew what a photograph was. He would always teach me pointers and tricks on how to capture the most beauty in a single shot. Hearing the sound of the shutters click on the camera was one of my favorite sounds growing up. Landscapes were always his favorite thing to photograph, specifically sunsets on the beach. He liked how the colors mixed seamlessly from the sky to the water. It helped that he lives on the water because the material to photograph seemed endless. Getting the correct angles for these types of pictures were crucial. If the picture didn’t seem seamless, you did something wrong. This picture reminds me of a practice shot my grandpa would take before deciding how and where he wanted to get his prime picture. 



