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     I come from Wisconsin the land 
of cows and milk, and I am lactose 
intolerant.
     The real problem lies in that I love 
the taste of dairy - mac and cheese, 
ice cream, chocolate, or milk shakes.
     You name it, I love it. As some 
might conclude this leads to some 
uncomfortable situations.
     Lactose intolerance is defined 
as the reduced ability to digest lac-
tose after infancy. According to a 
governmental study 65% of the hu-
man population is lactose intoler-
ant. While, most people are shy to 
admit their lack of significant en-
zymes, I will boldly proclaim that I 
am lactose intolerant, however, that 
doesn’t necessarily make the ail-
ment any less pleasant.
     Many have suggested I take a 
magical pill that allows me to digest 
dairy without the discomfort. Pro-
duced by Lactaid the “pill” provides 
fast acting support for lactose intol-
erants who want to indulge. What 
most people don’t realize is that the 
“pill” is not for everyone. Some of us 
(me included) must seek that free-
dom in less desirable ways. 
     For those unfortunate few who 
can’t take the “pill” I have devised 
another method for users to get 
those tastes.  Ezrie, my little sister, 
happens to be a heavy consumer of 
dairy which means that not only do 
we always have a supply of dairy 
in our house but I have to regularly 
overcome the excruciating pain of 

watching her enjoy these products. 
I admit that I am not perfect. Some-
times the lure of dairy becomes too 
much and I succumb to the cravings. 
     Luckily, I devised the one bite 
rule. When I see Ezrie or another 
family member eating a dairy deli-
cacy, I run to the kitchen, grab my 
utensil, and allow myself one bite 
of bliss. It is amazing how long 
one bite can last but, as the saying 
goes, all good things must come to 
an end. Because of the one bite rule 
moments of weakness are no longer 
followed by extensive periods holed 
up in the bathroom.
     I perhaps am lucky because when 

I was a baby my parents seemed 
aware of my insignificant digestive 
tract and kept me dairy free from 
the very beginning. My parents ex-
perimented by giving me soy baby 
formula which, for obvious reasons, 
helped my mood. 
     From Kindergarten to Fifth Grade 
I lived in Wisconsin--the land of 
dairy products. I grew up in a town 
whose local economy relied on 
dairy farms. The high school mascot 
was the cheesemakers, the local fes-
tival was named Cheese Days and 
the town housed a cheese museum. 
In Wisconsin cheese is a big deal. 
Growing up in such of a hostile en-

vironment taught me at an early age 
the power of saying no. 
     However hard I try there are times 
when my self control weakens and 
a period of overindulgence ensues. 
Though these times are a shameful 
part of my past, I consider them a 
necessary segment of my journey. 
For the sake of my personal pride I 
will not go into detail on these tragic 
moments of life. The details will stay 
between me and the bathroom. 
     The good news is that new dairy-
free products are introduced regu-
larly in my life. I’ve tried vegan 
cheese, coconut yogurt, soy butter, 
and cashew ice cream. These prod-
ucts are somewhat helpful. They’re 
better than nothing and with a little 
imagination I can almost pretend 
I’m eating the real deal. 
     My support system from my par-
ents has been vital to keeping me 
(mostly) dairy free. In the world of 
vegan food, my mother is a saint. 
As a newly proclaimed vegan she 
still possess an optimistic approach 
to making dairy free products. Her 
latest concoction was a pumpkin 
ice cream alternative and it wasn’t 
half bad. It pleased both my stom-
ach and taste buds. I excitedly tried 
to tell my dairy loving sister Ezrie 
how great this dessert was and how 
a void in my life was now filled but 
she wasn’t impressed and simply 
rolled her eyes at my state of eupho-
ria.
      Nonetheless, I remained unde-
terred in my plight to discover a 
world without dairy and with every 
passing day, I get a little closer. 
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    I have 99 days until May 1st. 99 
days until I have to decide my fu-
ture- future college, future state, 
future debt. Only 99 days to get my 
life together. Part of this path, the 
one that will hopefully lead me to 
a college decision by May 1st, is ap-
plying for scholarships and making 
sure that I actually have money for 
college. 
    I started applying for scholarships 
my junior year and came away with 
only $4,200. Granted that is a total 
far greater than most juniors, but 
now it is senior year and applying 
for scholarships is getting harder. 
First, there is more pressure to win 
big bucks. One of the problems with 
this is the fact that college tuition 
has risen but the amounts of schol-
arships have not.  Even if I do win 
eight $10k scholarships on average 
I will still have $49,620 in tuition 
and fees left. This isn’t even taking 
into account the second big problem 
with scholarships: that even if I ap-
ply for all of them I am not guaran-
teed to win any of them. This stinks. 
No one likes to spends hours pour-
ing over an application or an essay 
only to have their hours of hard 
work overlooked for a better schol-
arship candidate with five more ex-
tracurricular activities. 
    Last year I spent at least eight 
hours applying for one scholar-
ship. Of course it was a scholar-
ship I didn’t win but I still skipped 
sleepovers, parties, and movie 
nights just to finish a scholarship. 
Sometimes I spend so much time 
worrying about the future and all of 
the debt it will entail that I forget to 
enjoy the present. At what point do 
I stop worrying about future Chey-
enne and start caring about present 
Cheyenne?
    I don’t think I’m the only student 
asking this question yet, most of my 
friends and I still take time out of 
our busy lives to apply for scholar-
ships. The third big problem we 
face is of course our future debt, a 
number that will never totally go 
away but simply get smaller with 
every scholarship we win. It’s crazy 
that our society as a whole doesn’t 
blink an eye at the idea of 22 year 
olds with hundreds of thousands of 
dollars of debt after college. What 
happened to a society where you 
pay for what you get? But, there is 
nothing I can do about it but apply 
for more scholarships and hope it all 
works out.

by Cheyenne Mathews
Editor in Chief

The Search 
for College 

Money

illustration by Mey Tuinei

Nobody gets a fuzzy feeling from 
doing the dishes but they still have 
to get done. The sooner we come to 
grips with that the better off we’ll 
be,” O’Brien said. 
    Kayhi senior Alexis Biggerstaff 
said that whether or not she pays at-
tention in class depends on the sub-
ject, the time of day, her mood and if 
she is passionate 
about the subject. 
    “I typically do 
pay attention to 
English and His-
tory because I 
find those classes 
interesting,” Big-
gerstaff said. 
    Biggerstaff 
doesn’t advise 
sleeping in or dis-
rupting class but admits she is guilty 
of those endeavors. Freshmen and 
sophomore year Biggerstaff said 
were the years she slacked the most 
but, as she has gotten older she bet-
ter understands the importance of 
learning skills that will help her suc-
ceed in the workforce. 
    Administrators, teachers, and stu-
dents alike all agreed on the impor-
tance of relationships in the class-
room between teacher and student.

    At the beginning of the year Mar-
shall told the Kayhi staff about the 
3 R’s (rigor, relevance, and relation-
ships) to apply to the classroom. Out 
of the three, he stressed building 
healthy relationships between stu-
dent and teacher.
    Biggerstaff agreed saying, “If there 
is passion for the teacher, class, or 

subject then there 
will be a greater 
desire to pay atten-
tion in the class.”
     O’Brien said, 
“Teachers have the 
responsibility to 
engage students. 
If not in the tra-
ditional way then 
find other ways. 
There has to be joy 

in the classroom. Students have to 
like the teacher to some degree.” 
    The teacher’s job is to teach the 
subject, encourage a positive learn-
ing environment, and serve as a pos-
itive role model to students but at 
the end of the day the student holds 
their own keys to success. 
    “If you don’t do what your sup-
posed too, then you’re screwin’ up 
your own life,” Biggerstaff said.

““Teachers have the 
responsibility to en-
gage students. If not 

in the traditional way 
then find other ways. 
There has to be joy in 

the classroom...””
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Senior Leif Svenson
“When I get bored in class 
I either talk to someone, do 
some hard core thinking or 
check stocks on my phone.”

Math Teacher Jen-
nifer Karlik
“I don’t believe in letting 
students get away with not 
paying attention. I get re-
ally excited and teach loud 
next to them. I say, ‘Isn’t 
this fun!’”

Freshman Payton 
Simmons 
“I talk to my friends when I 
get bored in class.”


