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Make the most of everything Answering big question worth the wait
Jessica Getts
Sports Editor
Coming to LDHS
as a freshman in
2011, I had no idea
what to expect. On
the first day I just
remember thinking,
“Wow, this is gonna
be great.” My whole
perspective changed
not long after. There were so many new
faces and new places that became a big
part of my life that would drastically
change me as the next four years would
progress. I just hadn’t realized it yet. I
met one of my closest friends, Kayla
Lyons, that year. I also got to know some
of my teachers, like journalism teacher
Amy George, who helped me get through
so much and supported me to the fullest.
Sophomore year was a little different.
Same people, new classes, a few new
teachers. That year, I suffered break
ups, make ups, late night study sessions,
crazy teachers, new friends, a personality

change. I even failed my first class that
year.
Junior year itself was a bit drastic.
First semester, I lost my dad and moved
at least eight times in three months.
With everything going on at home, I still
managed to keep my grades up. I’ve now
been staying in one stable place since last
May, things were looking up.
Senior year started and has led up to
this point. I still can’t believe that my
last year of high school is finally here,
and I’ll be the first to admit that I’m low
key gonna miss LDHS a little bit. But,
bigger and better things are coming and
I couldn’t be more excited. My advice for
underclassmen: get involved. Join clubs,
teams or organizations because you will
regret it when it’s too late. Make friends,
make enemies, build relationships with
your teachers. Don’t get too wrapped
up in the things that don’t matter; your
education and your reputation are the
two things that will follow you forever
after high school. Enjoy Laurens while
you’re here, it’s not really a bad place. As
for the Class of 2015, we finally made it!

Teachers make difference
Ravon House
Contributing Reporter
All students will
have teachers that
they will remember
for the rest of their
lives, some for notso-good reasons and
others for instances
that have touched
their lives for the better.
For those few teachers who have
touched people’s lives
enough for them to
remember years later, the
appreciation students feel
may be instantaneous, but
for most it will not come till
a much later date in time.
Although many teachers
strive to make a change,
a lasting impression, in
their actions and words,
often the things students
remember are instances
where the roles of friends
or parent figures are added,
where a helping hand or
compassionate heart is the
bridge between a day like
any other and a memory
that will shape someone into the person
that he or she later becomes.

I have had many teachers -- fortunately,
very few whom I will remember for their
negative qualities -- and all have played a
role in shaping me into the person that I
am proud to be today, though none will I
remember and thank more than the two
in the beginning of my education who
believed me to be more than I thought
I was, who helped me get onto the right
track to be that person they thought
I could become, who helped me with
many of the personal problems that I
experienced and who guaranteed I would
not be “stupid for the rest
of my life.”
So my challenge for
others would be to think
back on all the people
who have influenced their
lives positively by being a
teacher to them -- friends,
coaches, preachers, family
members or actual teachers
-- and thank those people
for helping to shape them
into the people they are
today, people they may not
have been if not for their
influence.
In accordance with
that, I would like to thank
everyone who has helped
me get where I am today, especially Mrs.
Teresa Tollison and Mrs. Sharon Vincent.

“So my
challenge for
others would
be to think
back on all
the people
who have
influenced
their lives
positively...”

Samantha DeShields
Staff Reporter
The
squeaky
irritation of the
next four years
haunts my ears:
“Samantha
DeShields?”
My name as a
question.
The air tingles my toes as they rest upon
the unscuffed soles of my sandals. Feels
just like middle school: still Antarctica,
still the unreasonable desks that succeed
at making me uncomfortable, still the
constant boredom.
My whisper emerges, “Here.” I look
around while some new faces stare at the
lady with the questions falling out of her
mouth “Sarah…Fred…. Tommy…?” I
sit. I stare. I listen.
When I sat in those desks, I thought
that the teachers calling my name for
roll were just fulfilling an average act
of responsibility. Now I know that they
were asking the question every high
school student should answer with more
than just a “here.” Samantha DeShields?
Who is she? What does she want in life?
What is she going to do to get there? To
get where?
Every student faces struggles,
whether they be not having the right
shoes for an outfit or having an alcoholic
parent. Every little problem that we face,
no matter the severity of it, still forms us
into who we are going to be.

It’s how we react that’s important,
what we do to fix these problems and
move forward. Yes, it would have been
amazing to wear the perfect shoes for
that date or to win that tennis match
or not to have family pass away or not
to have my car break down; however,
I can honestly say that I am very glad
that my car broke down, that my family
had malfunctions, that I lost that tennis
match, that my shoes were not great with
the shirt I wore to school that day. Those
events made me who I am. I could say
none of that matters, but that wouldn’t
be true.
Wearing those ugly shoes made me
realize that I wanted new ones; my car’s
breaking down made me save up the
money to get it fixed; my dysfunctional
family made me determined to get
away. These problems morphed into
inspiration and possibility. They
answered the question I heard every day
in school: “Samantha DeShields?”
A woman who smiles, who is happy,
who has a career goal, who is going
to get there by support and intense
determination, who is a daughter, who is
a sister, who is friend, who is a speaker,
who is a listener, who is a learner, who
is a teacher, who is a worshiper, who is
a believer. She is Samantha DeShields.
The irritating green cap rests upon
my hair. The line of graduates recedes
as the stage approaches. The unfamiliar
faces fill the gym. The knots twist my
stomach. The voice behind the podium
states my name: Samantha DeShields.
This time I walk to who I am.

Life’s lessons learned
Kayla Smith
Contributing Reporter
High School has taught me several
different things, some easy and some
difficult. One thing is DO NOT
PROCRASTINATE!!! There is no gain
in procrastinating on assignments. That
late night, “hurry up and type that paper
because it’s due tomorrow” thing may
work, but it’s not worth it. Procrastination
is like a credit card; it’s fun until you get
the bill.
Second thing, be friends with as
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many people as possible. Everyone has
something good to offer you, even if you
look for it with even the tiniest effort.
They could show or give you humor,
advice, humility, strength, gratitude,
assurance or even a dose of reality.
And lastly, share your talents. It may
be scary, awkward, and uncomfortable,
but sharing your talents is the quickest
way to improve.
Why do I tell myself I need to improve?
Because everyone’s talent is God’s gift to
you, and what you do with it is your gift
back to Him.
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