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There are reasons to graduate in four years, and 
there are reasons to graduate a semester early. 
GHS seniors are given an option to graduate a 

semester early with a few qualifications that a stu-
dent must meet beforehand. Guidance counselors 
give advice to students who decide to graduate 
early.

“Students who de-
cide to graduate early must 
have all their credits in for 
the type of diploma they 
are wanting, and there re-
ally is no GPA requirement. 
Those thinking of graduat-
ing a semester early must 
take English, government 

or economics class and be able to finish other class-
es that are required for senior year. Summer school 
lasts for the full month of June from 8 a.m. to noon, 
and it goes by quick,” Mrs. Lisa Laug said, senior 
guidance counselor, said. 

When it comes to graduating early, some stu-
dents may already have thought about the real rea-
son why they want to graduate early and stuck to it. 

“I’m graduating early because l want be a cos-
metologist and I want to have a head start to that 
career path after the semester is over. I toured Paul 
Mitchell cosmetology school a few weeks ago, and 
I loved it right away. I really cannot wait to start in 
February,” senior Brittany Mandabach said. 

There are times where when a teen makes a 
choice parents question, and there are times whe 
parents are supportive. 

“When I decided to graduate early, my mom 
was a little bit skeptical because she 
thought I would be coming home 
just to be lazy, but when I opened 

up to her, I told her what my future plans would be, 
and she supported me,” Mandabach said. 

Students who are considering graduating early 
need to speak with their counselors and set up their 
plans so early graduation is even possible. 

“For those who are wanting to graduate early 
but seem to not want to do it because of summer 
school, do it anyways because there really is not 
much work that most people assume. It was truly 
the best choice I could have made,” senior Madison 
Cahoon said. 

Of course, students who graduate can miss 
many spring activities. 

“I know that there will be some events that I 
will be missing, but I really do not mind it. I have al-
ready experienced Prom four times. I really cannot 
play basketball since I have problems with my back, 
so I do not have a winter sport that will require me 
to stay for a full senior year. There are fun trips that 
I already have planned with my friends, and I know 
those will be even more memorable than the ones 

I’ll be making at school,” Cahoon said. 

Seniors graduating early requires planning 

Marcher experiences band State win
Hannah Heilman
Feature Editor

Blanca Ortega
Reporter

1. A cluster of woodwinds wait to play 
the Woodmen Warm-up at State. The 
Woodmen Warm-up is “Somewhere 
Over the Rainbow” and is a tradition 
that has been passed down since the 
1970s. Abbi Sheets photo

2. Senior Hannah Heilman warms-up 
before performing at Semi-State. At 
Semi-State, the seniors were recog-
nized on the field during awards. Tim 
Braden photo

3. At State, woodwinds enter onto the 
field and begin lining up for awards as 
they look into the stands. Alumni came 
to support the Marching Woodmen at 
State. Nita Koehl photo

Stopped, waiting for a car to pull into 
a driveway, thinking about making 

it to work on time, a loud crash slams 
senior Sam Irons’ thoughts back to 
the road and the crash behind him 
-- the crash he abruptly becomes 
a part of as one car slams into him 
and then another.

Irons was in a car wreck last 
year involving three other GHS 
students.

“A car was backing into a drive-
way,” Irons said. “There were three 

other cars that were a part of the ac-
cident; there was one in front of me, 

then me and two behind me. The first car 
stopped, I stopped, and the third car stopped. 

But the fourth car didn’t see us, so she plowed 
into us going 40. She hit the car right behind me and 

tossed them onto the other side of the road; before they got, 
they got pushed into me and turned me perpendicular to the road. The girl who 

didn’t stop came through and T-boned me, pushing me into the car in front of me.”
Irons heard the crash behind him before he was a part of the crash himself.
“I heard a crash first,” Irons said. “That’s how we figured it out with the insurance because I 

heard a crash before I felt a crash. I heard two cars hit, and I go, ‘Oh no, that was an accident.’ Then I 
felt myself get shaken. That’s when I got turned, and I was like, ‘Oh crap, I’m part of the accident.’ It 
sounds like really loud scraping, and it’s nasty. I remember holding onto the wheel. It’s like if you’re 
on a sled going down a hill, and you’re just waiting for it to stop because you can’t really do anything 
to stop it. That’s how I felt because you can’t do anything.”

Senior Allison Hayes has been in three car wrecks, one of which was the same wreck Irons was in.

“After calling 911 and making sure everyone is okay, make sure there’s nothing leaking out of the 
cars,” Hayes said. “When I got in my first wreck, it was on Smith Valley, so traffic was backed up, but 
there was something leaking from my car, so I was told not to start it.”

After the crash, Irons called 911, exchanged insurance and dealt with his car, as it was totaled. 
“When I got out of my car, I was partly in a ditch and half-way on the road,” Irons said. “The 

car that got pushed was still in the middle of the road; we later found out that she had a concussion. 
A couple of cars stopped, but then they started pulling through the wreck; there was even a semi that 
tried to navigate through. I called 911, and the police came; Mr. Garrison saw us, so he came too. 
We all gave the officer our license and registration. Then, the cop printed off a list of our insurance 
companies, so they could talk to each other and figure out what happened. My car was totaled, so they 
had to take my car; the first person drove her car because it was just a fender bender, but the other two 
cars were totaled as well.”

Hayes warns that injuries and soreness are not always obvious immediately after the crash but 
could worsen over time. 

“From my experience, after the wreck happened and the officer was asking if I was okay, I felt 
fine because all my adrenaline was rushing through me,” Hayes said. “But when I got home and 
calmed down a little, I started having head and neck pain. Be careful; even if you think you’re okay, 
something is probably going to hurt eventually.”

Senior Emily Bonser has been in two car wrecks; neither were the one Irons and Hayes were in. 
“Be super cautious of where you’re at,” Bonser said. “If you’re on the interstate, definitely try 

to get to the shoulder. Then, you’re out of the way, and there’s less of a chance of people hitting you. 
Always be aware of your surroundings, especially if it’s busy.”

Bonser suggests being polite and not admitting blame immediately.
“Be very nice because the nicer you are, the less harsh people can be,” Bonser said. “My mom 

always told me don’t say you’re sorry yet because it could also be their fault, and they could put the 
whole blame on you. So just kind of be regretful, but not like, ‘I’m so sorry I hit your car. I’m so so 
sorry.’ Don’t go over the top.”

Because of the wreck, Irons has become a more cautious driver.
“People always drive really close to the person in front of them,” Irons said. “I can always imagine 

someone slamming on their brakes and the person behind them running into them. So every time 
I’m driving and someone is too close or they break later than I think they should, I kind of shy away. 
Driving-wise, I’m a lot more careful since the wreck.”
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I held the hand of the clarinet player next to me, squeezing hard, as I stared down at my marching 

shoes which glistened in the light of the stadium; the announcer took a pause before reading, out of 
the two remaining bands, the name of the band ranked second in the state. It wasn’t us.

I have been in marching band for the past four years, and although my brother has been a two-
time State champion, I had not yet won a State championship with the Marching Woodmen. Our 
show this year was entitled “Charlie” and paid homage to Charlie Chaplin; it was by far the goofiest, 
most fun show I’ve been a part of. As a section leader, alongside my other seniors, I was determined 
to win a State championship.

The day of State began at 6 a.m. I met with my clarinet section and had my last breakfast sectional 
with them. At 7 a.m. the band warmed up physically and musically then began rehearsal. Streamers 
blew in the wind, hanging from the band tower along with lights that lit up the morning, as following 
tradition, the seniors had decorated it the night before. This was my last rehearsal with the Marching 
Woodmen. We pushed ourselves for three hours, then it was time to run the show. This would be my 
last run on our practice lot. Someone from my section ran up and hugged me, and eventually the rest 
of my section joined our big, group hug. I began to cry. They all told me how much they’d miss me, 
which, of course, led to more tears.

After rehearsal, we began getting ready for our performance. We changed into our uniforms and 
the girls secured their hair in buns on top of their heads, all while singing and dancing to old songs. 
Once ready, we boarded the busses. The seniors each had a decorated name plate with a photo of 
themselves hanging above their seats. The bus ride was great; every time we ride the bus there are 
traditions led by the seniors. As we pulled into the Lucas Oil parking lot, the seniors, per tradition, 
sang “Somewhere Over the Rainbow,” as the underclassmen listened quietly. This song has so much 
meaning--so much tradition--behind it for the Marching Woodmen.

Physical warm-up came with its own ocean of tears, and this time, they weren’t all from me. Our 
band rests on traditions that have been passed down since the 1970s, so physical warm-up consists of 
many of these traditions. We break into our sections, by instrument, as section leaders lead traditions 
special to each section. From there, everyone in the band goes around, hugging each other. This is 
where the water works started and didn’t seem to stop. Everyone, from freshmen to seniors, was cry-
ing. This was the last performance for the seniors and the last time performing the show for everyone. 
We would be saying goodbye to Charlie.

After musical warm-up, it was time: the performance. All we had worked toward since June 
was being put on display. There was so much pressure; it was unbelievable. As we stood in the end 
zone, waiting to be called to attention, I looked up at the crowd. The stadium was filled. So many 
people were there to watch--this was State. Butterflies wrestled around in my stomach. “Band, heels 
together,” our attention call, was shouted out. “This is it,” I thought, as I pulled myself up to set. It 
was go time.

The run was not perfect, but with live performance, it was never going to be. Getting 180 people 
to have a perfect run would be impossible. But it was impactful, emotional and powerful. We left the 
field with smiles spread wide on our faces. Madelen, my friend and the center drum major, told me 
that that was it--that was the one. We felt pretty confident, yet nerves surged through us.

We each got milk after our performance then sat in the stands, watching the last two bands per-
form, trying not to let nerves overtake us. Then, all ten bands lined up on the field. This was it. I 
stood, surrounded by clarinet players from my section, all holding hands, heads down. I stared down 
at my marching shoes--the shoes I’d performed in at every competition since freshman year--the 
shoes I would never perform in again. One by one the announcer read the placements, pausing in 
between each, for what felt like an eternity. Photos with each band’s drum majors were taken and the 

audience applauded.
We weren’t tenth. We weren’t ninth. We weren’t eighth… Once the announcer got to third 

place, he paused, longer than he had been; it was Northview. That left Greenwood and Greenfield. 
“Ladies and gentlemen, please give a well-deserved applause to this year’s ISSMA Class B State run-
ner-up…” I squeezed my friend’s hand hard. My stomach leapt. “...Greenfield Central.” It wasn’t 
us. We all began screaming, crying and hugging. My mind couldn’t process this. I hugged the wood-
winds standing around me. Tears ran down my cheeks and didn’t stop coming. “...The ISSMA Class 
B State champion is the Greenwood Marching Woodmen.”

The audience roared in applause; our directors smiled wide--we smiled wide. One by one, in 
rank order, the other bands left the field. What was incredible was how the Greenfield Central stu-
dents had been trained. As the band between us and Greenfield left, they rushed over to us, high-
fived us, told us congratulations and a few sang part of our show. One of their clarinet players even 
told me we were going to make her cry. Once we were the only band left on the field, we played the 
Woodmen Warm-up, which is “Somewhere Over the Rainbow.” Of course, more tears came. From 
there, we walked off the field. As we got closer to the sideline, I saw the faces of alumni I knew who 
had come back--who had come home from college and their daily lives to support and cry with us. 
This program is so much more than a marching band.

Once on the busses, on the way back to the school, we belted out the lyrics to “We are the 
Champions.” And as we returned to Greenwood, the police and fire departments met us, lights flash-
ing, sirens wailing, and escorted us back to the high school. We cheered and waved out the windows 
to the stopped traffic. As soon as we entered Woodmen Boulevard, we saw the family, friends and 
alumni who were all there to welcome us home. It was incredible.

Once inside, we stood in the crowded band room and listened to the directors. We learned that 
this season we were undefeated. None of our directors had experienced this in their careers. Addi-
tionally, this season, we made school history in Bands of America by winning Class AA. This season 
was fantastic. Saying goodbye to Charlie was hard; this show let us perform with so much passion and 
emotion. I will miss getting to be Charlie Chaplin each Saturday. I will miss performing in general. I 
loved being able to lead this family. I loved the show itself. And I love this program.


