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The Past, Present, and Future: It All Comes Down to This 
By Curt Grimes 

       

     At the end of the school year, eve-

ryone always talks about how short it 

was.  I'm looking back right now, and 

I just don't feel the same way.  Be-

tween school, work, and church, I've 

done a lot this year.  In English class, 

me and every other senior (that did 

what they were supposed to) wrote 

over 35 pages worth of research pa-

pers.  I had a number of musical pres-

entations for church and school during 

the Christmas and Easter seasons.  

During this time I've gotten more fa-

miliar with my job in Crystal Lake.  

Looking back, I remember things that 

happened early in the school year, and 

they do seem fairly distant.  A lot has 

been accomplished this year. 

     My memories of my first year of 

high school seem even more distant 

now.  These memories are full of 

people I used to know and situations 

that were funnier than ever.  I didn't 

know anyone, nobody knew me, and it 

was the perfect opportunity for me to 

start a new reputation.  I was getting to 

know people for the first time, people 

I know nearly inside and out today.  

I've had a blast here these last four 

years. 

     With less than two weeks left, I'm 

left with trying to realize that what is 

about to happen is a culmination of 

everything that has happen the last 

1368 days-- from my first day in high 

school to my graduation.  It all comes 

down to this.  I've accomplished a lot, 

but I have to remember it's not over 

yet.  I still need to work as much in 

this last week as I did in week one. 

 

 
 

Ahhh…. freshman year… 

 

     As high school wraps up for me, 

something that's been in the back of 

my head starts to become a little clear-

er.  I'm starting to realize that I'm going 

to be more on my own than I ever have 

been before.  I'm not going to have 

Faith as my crutch in my life when 

something goes wrong, as it has been 

for seemingly forever.  Pretty soon I'm 

going to be making new friends and 

learning in a much different atmos-

phere.  It's going to be difficult at first, 

but I need to always remember to "Be 

strong and courageous. Do not be terri-

fied; do not be discouraged, for the 

LORD your God will be with you whe-

rever you go" (Joshua 1:9).   It   is   He  

that  provides  all  the  

 

comfort I need, and He'll be with me no 

matter where I am. 

     I'd like to apologize for being a senior 

rambling on about what's going through his 

head at the moment, but hopefully a few 

other seniors can relate to how I'm feeling.  

Some late nights in the past four years I've 

envisioned my whole high school career as 

climbing a high, steep, rocky cliff.  (Of 

course, there is the most beautiful oasis at 

the top of this cliff.)  Juniors, you're proba-

bly starting to realize that the end is in 

sight, and you'll soon be pulling yourself up 

over the ledge at the top.  Sophomores, 

you've already made some progress, but 

there's still a whole lot of work to do.  You 

have to constantly be reminded that there's 

a prize at the top for all this pain.  And 

freshmen, you're just trying to protect your-

selves from all the falling rocks from eve-

ryone else climbing above you.  Looking 

back, I have made a lot of progress in my 

life, both educationally and spiritually.  I'm 

thankful for the opportunity I've had at 

Faith. 

      Also, thank you for reading all of our 

articles this year in The Beacon.  It was a 

new thing for everyone this year, but I real-

ly enjoyed it.  It allowed me to say some 

things that I normally wouldn't be able to 

do, because I could plan out in writing ex-

actly how I wanted to state my opinion on 

something.  Even if you don't enjoy writ-

ing, if you have an opinion, I'd encourage 

you to take Journalism next year.  We had 

a small group of writers this year (me, and 

three other people -- Paul, RJ, Taylor -- 

who I LOVE ♥), and it would be amazing 

to have more next year.  I look forward to 

seeing what happens! 

 



May 15, 2009 
Volume 1, Issue 15 The Beacon PAGE 2 
 

 

Thanks for the Memories 

By René Castillero 
 

      It has been four short years since we 

were freshmen, and now we stand 

amongst ourselves as seniors who have 

all been brave comrades. Together we 

have braved it all, even suffering the 

infamous pause button starting in 

freshmen year. After successfully at-

tending Faith Lutheran High School for 

the last four years, it is now time for use 

to graduate. Some of us are rather ex-

cited to leave this place, yet others are 

still very comfortable with calling this 

home. Whether you want to leave or 

not, we all have on thing in common: 

we had fun. In all our years, we have 

collected masses of memories.  

     As all students begin, we started as 

freshmen. It was our first Walcamp ex-

perience. While at camp, one of the ma-

jor attractions was the archery range. 

All of us freshmen had walked up the 

line and shot our arrows. At this point, 

the freshmen class was made up of all 

guys with one petite girl. Sarah was 

already in a fairly grumpy mood and 

she might as well decided to have taken 

her anger out in the archery range. All 

the guys watched Sarah pick up her 

bow and arrows and make two out of 

three arrows in the bulls eye- something 

the guys had wished to accomplish.  

      During sophomore year, we all be-

came pretty comfortable in  our  school,  
 

perhaps a little too comfortable. Fifth 

period was a study hall for RJ and 

Scott; they spent it with some other 

students and Mr. Ernst as the teacher.  

One of Mr. Ernst's rules was that we 

could not talk to each other. Now, its 

understood that you cannot keep best 

friends from talking to another. After 

many confrontations with Mr. Ernst, 

Scott and RJ decided to use the com-

puters across the room. On these com-

puters, the two chatted to each other 

and typed out their conversations, trad-

ing off the shared key board. After 

about twenty minutes a role-play di-

alogue was formed, and named Zant 

and Gano. Mr. Ernst finally caught 

them talking on the computer, but gave 

up trying to stop it after attempting the 

read the typed nonsense.  

     As juniors, Curt and Kerri had 

found one particular class period en-

joyable. Never did they find what was 

written on the board during Anatomy 

class, but more so what was on the 

floor. Curt and Kerri were found on 

countless days huddled on one of the 

lab tables claiming the floor was made 

of lava! Hopping from table to table, 

this game would go on for the entirety 

of the period. Currently during Calcu-

lus, Curt and Kerri enjoy torturing Mr. 

Ernst  endlessly.   These  two  buffoons  
 

have had many adventures in their 

classes, not only creating memories for 

themselves but for the teachers as well. 

     Also during junior class, the seniors 

had the honor of having Mr. Grenz as a 

theology teacher. Mr. Grenz was more 

entertaining than our current Theology 

teacher (just kidding Mr. Schulze). Mr. 

Grenz was frustrated with the little 

amount of homework that was being 

turned in and created a deal. If the en-

tire class turned in their homework, he 

promised to award us with ice-cream 

(or was it pizza); we very much en-

joyed our food. Also, Mr. Grenz would 

treat his sociology class to a good 

game of Baggo or golf in his class-

room.  

     This small school newspaper will 

never be long enough to fit the me-

moirs of the senior class. Each and 

every one of us have enjoyed our years 

here and will always remember the 

interesting people of Faith Lutheran 

High School. We may have enrolled 

unwillingly and hoped to transfer to 

another school, but now we all see the 

great blessings that have come from 

attending this small high school. Sure-

ly, God will bless the next Senior Class 

in the future as we have been blessed 

today. 
 

 

Move Information 
By Taylor Wright 
 

          With such a small student body, not much is ever kept secret for 

long.  As most of us have seen first hand, howeve  r, as information 

spreads its integrity and truth tends to become skewed.  In regards to the 

school's move to Crystal Lake, many different ideas regarding moving in-

formation have been circulating. "All I know is we're moving to Crystal 

Lake, and its a longer drive for me...but it's cool cause I get to listen to 

more music on the way" says Dru Mallegni.  This article is intended to 

help get important dates and facts straight.   

     The month of June will be a time for Immanuel's school to move out of 

their old building while we prepare similarly here in Marengo.  Volunteers 

will be needed to help pack and box items throughout the month.  Similar-

ly, donations of packing supplies would be appreciated as well.  The tenta-

tive dates for the actual move to Crystal Lake are July 24-25.  Thrivent 

Financial has gifted the school with a monetary donation to help tidy up the new location, but volunteers will be needed to 

do the actual cleaning.  July 1-15, volunteers will be asked to aid in tidying up Immanuel's school before Faith makes it of-

ficially home.  Doing repairs, cleaning floors, painting, and much more will be taking place at this time.  During this time, 

the Marengo office will still be opened, and it will be the last thing to be moved.  At the current location, the office will be 

open until July 31.  A few days later, it is tentatively set to reopen in Crystal Lake on August 3.  For questions, or to volun-

teer, please contact Ms. Charlotte.  Remember, this move will affect all of us, so please do your part in making it as smooth 

as possible! 

MOVING SCHEDULE 

June 
Boxers needed to pack items in 

preparation for move  (Marengo) 

July 
July 1-15: Volunteers welcome to help 

clean up the new site  (Crystal Lake) 

July 24-25: Actual move expected to occur 

July 31: Office in Marengo closes 

August 
August 3: Office reopens  (Crystal Lake) 

August 26: School begins (Crystal Lake) 
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Isabel’s 
By René Castillero and 

Taylor Wright 
 

     For years we have underesti-

mated family sit-down restau-

rants because we believed they 

were all an expensive waste of 

time. You could spend up to an 

hour and a half at one of these 

restaurants and spend up to twice 

as much money than you would 

at a fast food joint. However, our 

dinning experience at Isabel’s 

Family Restaurant challenged 

our original judgment.  

     Our journalism team traveled 

down to Isabel’s last Friday 

morning. Upon arriving around 8 

o’clock, all five of us were im-

mediately seated together in a 

spacious round booth.  After be-

ing seated, our waitress, Chrissy, 

was already standing at attention 

waiting to take our drink orders. 

We males decided to order the 

best morning beverage next to 

coffee: a coke.  

     The longest part of our stay 

was probably searching for our 

meals. Their well organized 

menu gave a good display of 

their food and prices. What made 

the breakfast choice difficult was 

the variety of food but with a 

very fair price. Our group simply 

could not make a decision, the 

waitress had to leave and return 

about five minutes later hopping 

we had made a meal selection. I 

(Rene) settled on the pancake 

platter, and I (Taylor) ordered the 

blueberry pancakes, Paul selected 

the biscuits and gravy, Curt 

picked the country fried steak 

with fried eggs, and finally Ms. 

Krohe settling on the breakfast 

sandwich. The table decided that 

it would be fun to time the cooks 

and waitress to see how long it 

would take before our food ar-

rived. We ordered our food at 

8:15, and then only enjoying a 

short conversation because we 

were surprisingly interrupted by 

the food being placed in front of 

us only seven minutes after or-

dering. 

     The food itself was excellent, 

served hot with a nice cloud of 

steam. The large pancakes nearly 

covered the plate and stacked 

two or three high with fresh blu-

eberries to top them. Ms. Krohe’s   

sandwich    was    beautifully 
 

(Continued on Page 4) 
 

People in Ten Years 
By Paul Duda 
 

  

     When a senior class graduates, the seniors go their separate ways and begin their lives.  

Lots of them take off for the summer or even the whole year and others go straight to col-

lege. Most feel that they need to break free for a while, so they go on a party and sleep 

binges.  Lots of us want to move out of the house as soon as possible and start our lives.  

I, however, want to take a guess and see what the students of the senior class will be doing 

in ten years.  I am just guessing what I think the students of the senior class will be doing 

with their lives in ten years, this is not fact just fun.  
 

Curt: A scientist that invents something amazing or the strictest stay-at-home dad ever in 

history, possibly raising the next president. 

Justin aka Bob Johnson: A rucker on the road with the most tricked out eighteen 

wheeler, fry cook at Mickey D's, or trying to pass himself off as superhero (Justincredi-

ble). 

RJ: Trumpet player in either London symphony or Chicago Symphony, worker at Taco 

Bell, or Kerri's sparring partner. 

Kerri: The next female Chuck Norris, artist, stay at home mom that beats on her hus-

band (RJ), or the next Doctor Quinn.  
 

(Continued on Page 4) 

 
 

Always Available 
By Curt Grimes 
 

     Often in life we have to wait for something to become available to us, or we aren't 

allowed to do something.  Grocery stores close at night.  The library has limited hours 

on Sundays.  Salons have even more limited hours.  It can be difficult to get a haircut 

on a Sunday!  You don't get mail on holidays.  Food isn't allowed on roller coasters.  

Satellite television doesn't work when it's raining outside.  You can't use a cell phone 

in hospitals.  Call someone and you might get a busy signal.  Eventually the battery on 

your phone will die.  Things just aren't available to us all the time.  How inconvenient 

is this? 

     God, on the other hand, is available to us 24 hours a day, 7 days a week, 365 days 

a year.  He is around every single moment of your life.  No matter where you are, 

whether it is at home, in a hospital, or in a library, God is there.  David reflects on 

this:  "Where can I go from your Spirit?  Where can I flee from your presence?  If I go 

up to the heavens, you are there; if I make my bed in the depths, you are there.  If I 

rise on the wings of the dawn,  if I settle on the far side of the sea, even there your 

hand will guide me, your right hand will hold me fast" (Psalm 139:7-10).  God has 

been, is, and will continue to exist.  "The eternal God is your refuge, and underneath 

are the everlasting arms" (Deuteronomy 33:27).  This means that we can pray to Him 

wherever and whenever something arises.  You don't have to kneel down to pray.  

You don't have to pray only before you go to bed or before you have dinner with the 

family.  We can pray while we are driving.  (In fact, try turning off the radio one day 

and just use your driving time to talk to God.)  We can pray in line at the grocery 

store.  We can pray on the phone with a friend.  Most of all, every moment of the day, 

we can have comfort that God is with us and loves us more than we know. 

        

Your love, O LORD, reaches to the heavens,  
your faithfulness to the skies. 

 

PSALM 36:5 



May 15, 2009 
Volume 1, Issue 15 The Beacon PAGE 4 
 

Isabel’s 
By René Castillero and 

Taylor Wright 

 
(Continued on Page 3) 
 

built not having any blemishes 

on the vegetables. Paul’s dish 

could have easily spilled over the 

plate, he had four huge biscuits 

smothered in a creamy white 

sauce. Curt easily had the largest 

breakfast; he was served a well 

cooked large breaded steak com-

plimented with eggs cooked to 

perfection and separate plate for 

two slices of golden brown toast. 

     Most restaurant critiques have 

a part in their review for com-

plaints, but none of us have a 

complaint. The service was ex-

cellent, food delicious, and all 

with a very calm atmosphere. We 

cannot give any bad remarks be-

cause we were too distracted by 

the amazing breakfast. We even-

tually decided to leave Isabel’s 

well nourished and ready for 

another day at school. The jour-

nalism team endorses this family 

restaurant and would definitely 

advise that everyone visits Isa-

bel's upon their next trip into 

Woodstock. 

     Isabel's Family Restaurant is 

located in Woodstock just north 

of the intersection of Route 47 

and Route 120.   
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People in Ten Years 
By Paul Duda 
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Sarah: Dolphin trainer at Sea World, gymnast, cheerleader for the Dallas Cowboys. 

Scott: Video game designer, world champ chicken nugget eater, beating RJ in whatever 

job he does.  

Nathan: Fighting in some country as a soldier, work at Menards. 

Joe: Pig wrestler at county fair, mechanic, stole mom's recipes and opens his own restau-

rant but his customer service made it fail. 

Heavy: Great politician, English language teacher, garbage man, or the greatest stand-up 

comic, or guy who waits by the mailbox for a welfare check. 

Myself: Funeral director, greeter at Wal-Mart, music shop owner, stalker of Taylor 

Wright. 

Rafael: Pop singer, Britney Spears manager, import/exporter in foreign goods. 

 

     So there it is, my overview of what I think everyone will be in ten years.  I hope this 

makes some people laugh and I hope no one gets upset because it is a JOKE!  If most of 

this comes true, I will be amazed and rolling on the floor laughing.  Try to do well in life 

and have a job that you enjoy.  If you want to be a janitor and you enjoy it, then be a jani-

tor and dance around the halls with your mop and other cleaning supplies.  Even if its the 

most horrible job in the world, do it through Christ and be the best you can be. 
 

 

The End of the Road 
By Paul Duda 
 

     It has been four long and 

fun-filled years at Faith 

Lutheran High School for 

me, but all great things 

must come to an end.  This 

year, like the past three 

years, has gone by ever so 

quickly.  There have been 

so many great moments and 

some not so good moments 

this year.  Like life, you 

take the good with the bad, 

but good always outweighs 

the bad.  The class of 2009 is a very diverse group of people who I call my friends.  

They will all move down many different avenues but will have many memories they 

will not soon forget.  Some of these people, believe it or not, may never meet again, 

but that too is just the way life works.  The Class of 2009 will not soon be forgotten 

by Faith Lutheran High School.  We, the second class to graduate, will become a part 

of this high school's history.  We started as nerdy little freshmen and, I don't mind 

saying, we have become fine men and women.  We are survivors and will move on to 

the next challenge in life.  We enter a world with many unbelievable obstacles and 

very troubling times, yet thanks to so many caring and involved teachers, we have 

been equipped with the strength to endure.  It will not be easy, but we will set out to 

succeed.  I totally expect to hear great things about my fellow graduates in years to 

come.  Do not fail me now, I believe in each and every one of you.  The brains, com-

ics, dreamers, believers, and the people we can lean on for help will always be there.  

We all have a part and none will be left behind.  You know it is true, sometimes you 

just have to go home.  When you fall you stand back up, brush yourself off, and re-

member where you came from.  Talking to the Man Upstairs will give you the power 

to move on.  There is not a failure among us.  Somehow we all came together as a 

group, but we will move on as individuals with our own unique style.  We have butted 

heads, prayed together, laughed together (as close to a family as one could possibly 

get), and driven each other to the point of madness, but when the chips were down we 

supported each other.  So to each of you I will leave you with one parting thought, 

there is a huge world out there and each of you is a star.  Make me proud of you and 

shine.  I do not know how to end this article but with a tear in my eye; I will miss each 

and every one of you.  God will guide us into our futures.  I love you all, thank you, 

and God bless. 


