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The perks 
of being a 
freshman

Torn-down  handprint 
wall stirs emotion

 The parking lot: home of speeding cars, food-crazed teens 
and…marching band students?  Due to the construction, the 
marching band is confined to the small, shabby parking lot 
behind Waylee for all in-school and evening rehearsals.  As a 
member of the band, I have experienced firsthand the trials 

Marching band 
deserves better 
conditions     

          I can tell from the sullen looks on some of your faces that 
being a freshman is still giving you grief. Don’t worry about 
it; we’ve all been there and have clearly survived.  Of course 
being at the bo�om of the ladder is not always the easiest thing, 
but you should all know that you are probably the luckiest 
class to a�end Portage Central. Therefore, I will provide you 
with facts that will support this theory:

1. Small freshmen have an easy time 
squeezing through hallway traffic.

2.  You don’t need to pay for gas yet.

3.  You have been provided with a 
“clean slate” to beautify by the time 
senior year rolls around.

4.  Some of you have older siblings or 
friends who will fill you in on teachers 
and shameless pranks against the 
freshmen (for fair warning).

5.  You don’t remember a time when 
there was 50-cent ice cream, so you don’t 
miss it.

6.   You can work on your 
physical fitness by walking to 
Waylee.

7. The school has been shortened, 
so you don’t have to venture into the 
back hallway.

8. You have the next 3 years to 
prepare for the “Real World.”

9. You are privileged to enjoy more 
years of cafeteria food.

10. You can use cool thoughts of a 
new school when the heat becomes 
too unbearable.

My dearest 
freshmen...

...I wish you the 
best of luck!

Omo Ogbomo is a staff writer for the Central Stampede.

Absent 
handprints, 
lost 
memories 

I knew coming into this year that parts of the school would 
be destroyed and demolished, never to be seen again. What I 
didn’t expect, however, was the disappearance of the only 
tangible evidence of my existence at Portage Central High 
School.

Due to the shortening of the hallways, some sections of 
lockers were moved.  One particular set was shi�ed to a position 
directly covering the handprint that I stamped on the wall as a 
freshman three years ago.  Dozens of others share my pain; we 
finally reach our senior year, only to find that in the eyes of the 
school, we are already gone and forgo�en.

My handprint was always a comforting sight.  It was like 
looking at a baby picture of myself; it reminded me of times 
when I was younger, freer and didn’t have to worry about 

preparing for college next year.  Sometimes, if the hall was 
completely deserted, I would crouch down to the level of my 
hand and compare my current hand to my freshman hand, just 
to make sure that I had grown out of being a freshman.

Now, however, all I see is locker number 2484.  It’s as if the 
school has erased my identity and assigned me a number.  Am I 
no more than a number now? Am I just another statistic for the 
school system to examine and analyze?  The greatest thing about 
the “Hand Wall” was that when one dips their hand in paint and 
carefully places it on the wall, they feel as if they have truly le� 
their unique mark at this school.  

Whenever I pass the wall now, I feel like an aimless 
wanderer without an identity.  Each time that I’m denied a 
glance at my handprint, I think even more about my worries 
and responsibilities.  Sometimes, I even begin to doubt that my 
hand was ever truly there. 

I could have at least been warned by the administrators 
that my hand was about to be erased from the world forever. I 
would have liked to come and say goodbye to the truest physical 
evidence of my existence. Believe it or not, I’m already forge�ing 
what color its fingers were.  I merely yearn to make sure that the 
paint is still truly there instead of chipped or rubbed away by 
the cold, heartless lockers. 

I just want to see my handprint one more time.  I may have 
taken it for granted before, but if I were allowed one last look at 
it, I would savor it.  Now I truly realize how much the handprint 
represented and what it meant to me.  Perhaps we can all learn 
from my unfortunate tragedy: never take anything for granted. 
Even if it is something as seemingly tiny and out-of-the-way as a 
handprint on a wall, you never truly appreciate the importance 
of something until it’s gone.

and tribulations of rehearsing 
on this expanse of pavement.  
While I understand life is hectic 
with all the recent changes, 
some actions must be taken 
to improve conditions for the 
marching band.
 The state of the Waylee 
parking lot can be quite 
disagreeable to marching band 
students.  The lot is not even 
the size of a full football field.  
As a result, this year we had to 
compress our show to fit into 
the smaller space.  Additionally, 
the uneven surface is covered 
in cracks and bumps that 
make it easy to roll an ankle or 
otherwise injure oneself.  Until 
last week, we had to either end 
evening rehearsals early or 

use car headlights to provide 
sufficient light due to the lack of outdoor lighting.  
 It is evident that our rehearsal space needs some changes.  
Those changes could come easily with the use of one venue: 
McCamley Field.  Recently, the band program petitioned to 
obtain use of the field for one evening rehearsal the week of the 
Central-Northern game.  Since no group has been permi�ed to 
use the field in over five years, the district denied the marching 
band’s petition.
 Perhaps the district was worried that the band’s one-time use 
would give other groups the desire to use the field.  However, as 
this is a time of change, exceptions must be made.  With the less-
than-favorable conditions of our current practice field, it only 
seems right that the band should be allowed a decent rehearsal 
space once in a while.
 Though we’re adapting well to our new Waylee location, 
some of the sub par conditions cannot be ignored.  The strict 
regulations on the use of McCamley Field can afford to be li�ed 
once. We’re not asking for much—just one night under the 
lights. 

A MARK 
FORGOT-
TEN?: Lock-
ers cover 
the vast 
expanse of 
the hand-
print wall.  

Alex McCarthy is Sports Editor for the Central Stampede.
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