
Whitney 
Grummon

She kick started a fire 
in my soul

Teaching me a tool to 
cleanse my mind

That’ll last a life time

That’s how I will re-
member her

Not to mention the 
presence of a passion-
ate soul with a hand 
reached out for those 
who needed the lift

I write out to you, Ms. 
Grummon 

I will never forget your 
keen blue eyes

I will always hear your 
voice every time I read 

Edgar Allan Poe
Your spoken word per-
fected in my mind, the 
raven he writes about

You hardly knew us
But your generosity 
I’m sure, helped my 

mother far more than 
you ever knew

But that’s not how I’m 
going to remember you

Passion-filled blue 
eyes, spoken word, lov-
ing, tall personality, 
thin, always reached 

those in need

Your voice when I read

The Raven

Dante Ponce Rangel
CHS Class of 2014 

Golden Light
And her gold hair flowed behind her like wings,

but not like a dove
More like a robin in spring:

always on schedule, grabbing the early worm, reminiscent of 
a mother, watching over those who needed her.

And behind her glasses hid her smiling eyes,
finding amusement at the murmurs and dawdling of 

conversation between teenagers
Guessing and listening to their gossip and lies.

She made me realize that not all hippies were unproductive
she was the epitome of such,

looking to make a change in the world, chanting free love
rather than letting the world go to waste and losing her Midas touch.

I met her in soccer, I may digress,
a freshman looking to escape exercise.

So when she decreed that we would run for 45 minutes around muddied CMS,
I groaned and pitied myself, oh how unwise.

But over time, it became less of a chore:
I made playlists, laughed with friends, and continued to jog by.

And she stood there, cheering us on, a true mentor,
but sophomoric me couldn’t see it at the time and I ask myself why.

When I joined her class, she remembered my name,
calling out “Alex” rather than the whole thing. 

And I was surprised when she smiled each time the bell rang,
making a grueling class bounce my mood like a spring.

We were free to speak our mind on each subject
Like many teachers try, but it was enough.

And she would only assign when she knew we weren’t rekt
finishing assignments that were tough,

not loading piles upon piles of books unread. Thereon, 
that queen changed my whole life,

from the golden light of Ms. Grummon 
tinting my film strip of black and white.

- Alex Roden, CHS senior



To the Woman I Never Knew,

I have a few questions.

Who was your first love?
What was his name?

What was your favorite color?
Mine’s blue.

Did you ever have a favorite student?
I hear all teachers do.

Did you think you looked pretty with your hair pulled 
back

Or down, tucked behind your ears?

What was your favorite part of motherhood?
I bet your children long for you.

 Can you still hear the music you loved, deep in your soul
Same as you did when you were here?

How many protests did you go to?
Do you wish you had joined just one more, on the day 

you passed?

I’ll ask you now,
Can you see how much you’re missed?

Flowers at your classroom,
References I’ll never understand,

So many notes written, so many tears shed.

I felt like an outsider,
But I cried nonetheless

For a loss I did not grieve
For a life I did not know.

But I know now
As if it does either of us any good

That I would’ve loved you,

So I’m crying once again.

- Ellah Foster, CHS sophomore 

How do I describe what happens to someone so full of life, so 
full of joy, who exudes bravery and strength when she comes to 
the end of her life?  

It is senseless, yet so profoundly realistic that life is finite and 
we truly only get to do this one time.  

How do I pay tribute to someone who was a cornerstone 
for many, an integral part of an institution, and the person who 
helped others feel that life was without limits, that boundaries in 
space, mind, and heart are worthless and that we are all better 
than we feel or portray? We have so little to offer and so much to 
gain when talking with those who are inspiring and courageous, 
who are righteous rightfully, who fight the good fight and love 
deeply those who are worthy like a beautiful, intelligent daugh-
ter and a brave, charming son and a loving partner in this earthly 
life and beyond.  

How often do we cross paths with greatness not necessarily 
great in the world mind, but great because she plants seeds in the 
minds and hearts of all who come across her, and whose seeds, 
over time, flourish into great ideas, gentle souls, passionate crea-
tures who just want to make their sower proud?  

Where do I store the memories of rosé in the rain in France in 
a room scented by mushrooms and moist potatoes in a cave that 
has existed for centuries? 

Where do I put the great conversations about prominent writ-
ers such as Steinbeck and Hemingway because these men inspire 
us to read, to think, to be literate, to feel something beyond our-
selves every time we read their words? 

How do I save the endless conversations about our children 
and their growing up to become beautiful adults who will truly 
make the world a better place because they are in it, given time 
to grow through being nurtured lovingly and sometimes with a 
heavy fist? 

How do I hear the giggles, the laughter, the inappropriate 
jokes about a certain professional basketball player who happens 
to have funny mannerisms and gorgeous arms and makes us feel 
girlish and childish and silly? 

How do I contain the number of times we solved all the 
world's problems, including those in our own lives and those at 
our workplace, only to realize that we can have more influence 
and impact on those who are closest to us and through them cre-
ate a better world? 

Where do we hide from the early morning uglies, the natural 
glow of women of a certain age, the change in our skin, the dys-
function of some very important systems, the comfort of cotton? 

How can I not hear you swear like a trucker, be pissed off at 
injustice, or share the silence of morning? 

How can I hold the smiles you gave me, the vision of you 
in button-up pajamas, and the joy shared amongst friends over 
wonderful talks in a classroom, in a bar, on a bus, on a plane, in a 
metro, in a hotel room, in a shared bed, or in wandering around 
old cities that have seen far more than we can ever imagine?  

Life gives us so many challenges and yet, so many gifts. I 
would not trade this challenge if it meant I had never had the gift 
of knowing you, Whitney. I will hold you forever in the heaven 
of my heart and will always be eternally grateful for our time to-
gether here on Earth. 

Rest well, my friend.

- Suzanne Marden, CHS French teacher 



Fare Thee Well, Whitney

Teaching in a traditional public high school can isolate a person from his colleagues as opportunities to watch 
each other teach, or to actually collaborate on a lesson to be delivered to both teachers’ classes, come along very 
infrequently. When Whitney Grummon first started working at Carmel High we were both having our students 
read Cannery Row at the same time. My Biology I class was reading the novel to support our unit on marine 
biology while Whit’s freshman English class was studying the literary aspects of Steinbeck’s little masterpiece. As 
Whitney and I had several students in common, they soon pointed out to each of us that they were being asked 
to read the same book for our two different courses.   

I stopped by room 21 one afternoon to talk to Whitney about our shared interest in Steinbeck and we ended up 
discussing our perceptions of Cannery Row for over an hour. My main interest in the novel was the protagonist 
‘Doc’ who was the romanticized version of Steinbeck’s best friend, the marine ecologist and author of Between 
Pacific Tides, Ed Ricketts. Whitney was equally impressed with the novel’s analysis of the ‘whores, pimps, gam-
blers, and sons of bitches’ who are the supporting characters. Both of us appreciated the novel’s design, which 
focuses on the present as Ricketts philosophy of non-teleological or “Is” thinking advocated: the only thing which 
matters is now because you can’t change the past and the future is impossible to control.  Live for the moment, 
or as Ricketts defended his thinking by asserting, “Is things are.” 

I had been taking my students on field trips to Ed Ricketts’ Pacific Biological Laboratories on Cannery Row 
since 1987 and asked Whitney if she would like to team up and bring both of our classes to wrap up our units on 
Steinbeck. That is when I first got the chance to watch Whit teach and truly relate to each and every student who 
was present in the Lab that day. We asked the students to read several passages from Cannery Row in the very 
building that most of the events took place before helping them discover the subtle message behind each anecdote. 
I saw the real joy that Whitney found in teaching that day as she exchanged ideas with our students and encour-
aged them to think about science, 
literature, and life in general.   

We repeated this Cannery Row 
adventure with our classes several 
more times over the years while 
adding other aspects to the tour 
such as visits to the Aquarium 
for scientific dive shows and guest 
speakers at Ricketts’ Lab. Whether 
she brought her APLAC students or a 
group of freshman, Whitney always 
related to their needs and gave them 
a needed voice to express themselves. 
To ensure that we kept our trips to 
the Lab light and fun, we always ate 
our lunch there and made a toast to 
Ricketts and Steinbeck by drinking 
(root)beer milkshakes. This was the 
‘G’ rated version of an excerpt from 
Chapter 17 of Cannery Row where a 
friend of Doc’s says, “You love beer 
so much. I’ll bet someday you’ll go in 
and order a beer milkshake.”    

     
Whitney and I also connected 

with our shared love for the Grateful Dead. As faithful Deadheads we would trade stories of the 
many concerts each of us had attended along with tales of Jerry Garcia and days gone by. As I was ten 
years older than Whitney my history of following, and photographing, the Dead dated back to 1971 when I was 
a sophomore in high school. I gave Whitney a picture of Jerry that I took at a concert at Winterland, in San 
Francisco in 1972, and she proudly hung it on her classroom wall for all of her students to enjoy. In June of 2015 
my brother was able to buy four tickets for the Dead’s 50th anniversary, ‘Fare Thee Well’ tour in Santa Clara. As 
Whitney and Haven didn’t have tickets, we sold them our extras and I watched mother and daughter joyfully 
dancing to Sugar Magnolia under the ‘Jerry rainbow.’ I will always have that.    

I didn’t participate in the annual CHS Desert Trip for a long time because I used my spring vacations to take 
my Subtidal Marine Research students on a week-long dive trip to the Channel Islands each year. When I finally 
had the time to join in, Whitney was one of the other staff members on the Desert Trip crew, and I thoroughly 
enjoyed watching her work her magic on students who were clearly looking for meaningful connections in their 
high school experience. She gave that to them, and so much more.   

Whitney was my sounding board when it came to politics as we were both a few standard deviations to the 
left of the societal bell curve. I appreciated her willingness to listen to my rants while considering her similar 
concerns and objections.   

I got the opportunity to dive with Haven shortly before she went off to Duke. I can see so much of Whitney’s 
spirit in Haven and know that she will somehow learn to deal with this tragic and unexpected loss. Life is so 
precious and all of us need to live each day to the fullest.

    
Fare you well, fare you well
I love you more than words can tell
Listen to the river sing sweet songs
to rock my soul*

- Jerry Garcia, “Brokedown Palace”    - Mike Guardino, former CHS science teacher 



Three years ago science teacher Jason Maas-Baldwin asked me to model a “Buddy Intro” on the 
Carmel High desert trip by having me introduce Whitney to the group. MB, I owe you big time 
for that. Big time. 

Part of my intro was to tell a story. It was about the time I was helping Whitney coach soccer 
during a game versus Pacific Grove, and I was chewing on the P.G. coach while he was chewing 
on me. After a few back and forths, Whitney glanced in my direction and bellowed in one of the 
most authoritative voices I’ve ever heard, “DON’T ENGAGE!”  The power that emanated from 
her tiny frame was astonishing. I stopped engaging. Instantly. 

That was one of the ways I got to experience Whitney.  She was powerful, concise, and direct. She 
called it like she saw it. No sugarcoating. I admired and respected that so much. I know I am a 
better teacher and coach because of her influence. 

- Bill Schrier, CHS social studies teacher 

At the beginning of my year of having APLAC I got 4’s on all of my responses and timed writes. If you’ve heard 
about the essay grading scale of 1 to 9 in English, you know that a 4 isn’t ideal. It isn’t even passing. Ms. Grummon 
would leave a note about word choice or syntax here and there, but never went into enough detail that I could 
actually study my mistakes. 

Instead, I would go to her classroom at lunchtime. I have fifth period APLAC anyways so all I would have to do 
was just stay after class. It was usually empty, as she shooed away people that distracted her from her work, but 
she allowed me to pull up a chair right next to her perfectly organized desk, and we would go through my essays 
and analyze together everything that I had done wrong. 

Teaching six classes a day, her prep was completely dedicated to her classes as well, so lunch was the only time 
she actually had to herself. But she used it to help me correct my essays in the green ink she used—she thought red 
looked too harsh for how many mistakes I had made. It became a routine, even if I was just the sole student quietly 
working on homework from other classes in her room; it just became comforting to be in each other’s presence. 

I get 7’s and 8’s now. She saw the potential I carried and utilized it, something that no other teacher has done for 
me before. And I love her for it.

-Taylor Desmond, CHS junior 



The Whitney Grummon Book Club. It was nothing official, not a real book club with 
scheduled meetings and reading assignments and refreshments. More of a “Hey, you 
read this yet?” kind of thing.

Whitney wanted her fiction to be loaded with truth. She loved Huck Finn, the voice, the 
dialect, the moral ambiguity; she loved Gatsby, the idea that, try as we might, we can’t 
rewrite the past; and she loved The Grapes of Wrath. She once told me during one of 
our lunchtime conversations that she was fascinated by the intercalary chapters in Stein-
beck, that in these moments the author’s true voice came out and everything you needed 
to know about him and his view of the world was right there, laid out before you. I nod-
ded and mhmm’d. Then I went to back to my class to Google intercalary.

When Whitney raised a book in her iron grip and pumped her fist, she’d say, “You’ve 
got to read this.” It took just one recommendation from Whit to realize that her word on 
books was gospel. 

Just this fall, her recommendation was The Nix by Nathan Hill. True to Whitney’s core, 
the book takes into account multiple perspectives, among them the voices of a ‘60s anti-
war activist and a professor of literature, the latter an educator jaded by diminishing 
societal expectations for student accountability. So Whitney. She had high praise for 
The Nix—not only for its artful immersion into American protest culture, but for its 
stylistic quirks, its unforgettable 10-page sentence, its multiplayer online gaming dweeb 
perspective, with whom Whitney somehow found common ground. Stepping into other 
people’s shoes? Again, so Whitney.

Years ago, we were talking about The Road, Cormac McCarthy’s bleak take on the end 
of world...with a whimper, not a bang. Whitney said, “You think that’s dark? Read this.” 
She was holding up a paperback copy of Blood Meridian, McCarthy’s opus, a western set 
in the U.S.-Mexico borderlands. Lots of bleak images, killings, humanity at its worth. It’s 
a vicious book, but Whitney could see the beauty in it anyhow: masterful language, set-
tings populated by crude nouns and haunting adjectives. Mike Deckelmann, who taught 
with Whitney at both North County and Carmel, loved Blood Meridian, too, and you 
could pretty much guarantee that Whit would love anything Mike loved.

The first book Whitney pushed on me might be the one that says the most about her. We 
were both teaching the same AP class when she introduced me to Kent Haruf ’s Plain-
song. Another multi-perspective read, it’s set in smalltown Colorado where a number 
of everyday people find their lives intertwined because of unfortunate circumstances. 
There’s a teen girl, a couple of boys, a teacher, of course. There are also the McPherons, 
old bachelor brothers, gruff and direct and a bit set in their ways. They’re also kind and 
big-hearted and willing to give their time and their sweat and their spirit to help others. 
I cannot think of the McPherons without thinking of Whitney. They’re perfectly Grum-
monesque.

If you knew Whitney Grummon well, you’re part of a special club. Perhaps she handed 
you a book at some point; she never shared what she couldn’t recommend. Maybe she 
gave you a receptive audience, a place to share, someone to hear you. Whatever Whitney 
Grummon imparted upon you, her time or her wisdom, know that there was a piece of 
her self in all that she gave. 

What a remarkable gift.

- Mike Palshaw, CHS English teacher 

Spencer Swartz

Oh, we miss you, Miss.

creator of thought

oppression you fought

perfection you sought

you taught us a lot

Miss, you will be missed.

- Spencer Swartz 
CHS junior 



“Whitney heads West”

anyway there were never any Lady Padres on her soccer 

field, only Women and her women we were and her warriors 

we were and her long gold ponytail always lead the way and she 

cried out OPEN YOUR EYES from the sidelines and let us laugh 

when we needed it and made us run even when we thought 

there was no need and made us maybe even an ounce as Strong 

as Herself—she who knew strength was a friend of tears and al-

lowed this warmth to wash her weathered face when she called 

her own daughter’s name at our Last Game or watched us lose 

in the rain. 

Everyone I know can string two sentences together worth a 

damn thanks to this woman, can call alliteration and synecdo-

che friend rather than foe. 

“you missed it, today Ms Grummon made us sing!” a few 

of my favorite things: her dry wit, endless work ethic, sarcas-

tic exasperation. Her immense heart half hidden beneath quick 

tongue cared for two loud and long lipped beagles and children 

alike, her door always open though her hands seldom free she 

welcomed me and mine to giggle and pine after things we’ve now 

forgotten and wish we could laze inside of again. The sun she 

painted over the door, the night I spent Solstice Eve in her home, 

the last time I saw her and her eyes welled with tears—“Seeing 

you, it’s like Haven’s here.”

always she wRote Rs on the whiteboaRd in all caps, I re-

member that. Or I recall too when she found us watching Fifty 

Shades of Grey, and mockingly called it porn, which we de-

served. I learned to love poetry too thanks to this woman who 

asked us to do our best to interpret Langston Hughes and our 

young selves in tandem, who tediously graded every asinine 

timed write we slap-dash wrote and wasted her time with. Her 

sister called her Rabbit as in Pooh Bear and rightfully so. One 

day maybe I will do the same as you, grade papers and plead 

young people to read and write with care. For now I have this 

passion and the fire of your memory aligned with my pen, until 

I am graced enough to know you again. 

  
 

- Avery Yeatman, CHS Class of 2015

I moved to California the summer before junior year at CHS. Ms. Grummon was one of the 
first people I ever contacted, as a new student in her AP Language and Composition class email-
ing about the summer assignment. I think it was her third year at Carmel High, or else was soon 
after her tenure, because I remember her telling the joke that “Now I have tenure, I put my nose 
piercing back in.” She was so funny, witty, and an excellent instructor—she helped me discover 
my written voice and love of sarcasm and helped me reach the “9” level of writing with ease.

New to CHS, I remember being so nervous to come to Ms. Grummon’s soccer team tryouts: 
“How much should I be running? When do they start?” She was reassuring and encouraging 
always. I was happy, at the end of the week, to hear her say she wanted me as her varsity back-up 
goalie and a general field player. She had a way of yelling “COME ON, LADIES!” that wasn’t in 
any way disappointed, just impatient—we know what to do, what are we waiting for? Beating 
P.G. in the rain in a shutout, one of the team’s and my best games, remains one of my fondest 
memories.

I did not spend every break or lunch hour in her room. I was coached mostly as a goalie by 
Mr. Schrier in my only year playing soccer at CHS. My closest and most frequent interactions 
with Ms. Grummon came after the first week of senior year, when I asked for her to review my 
college essays I’d started writing. After I sent her an exciting tale of my first ever paintball adven-
ture to be sent to a safety school, she asked me to come in to her room to ‘sort some of this out.’ 
Her next words were invaluable to me to this day: “Gaby. You are not paintballing. Who are you? 
What inspires you, what excites you, what are you so curious about that you want to spend four 
years studying it? Now write about it.”

I went home and thought about it. I wrote another essay. She read it and smiled at me. “Gaby, 
this is you.” She went on to help me edit a dozen more essays now that the hardest part was over 
of finding not just my voice, but my identity. Thanks to her advice and patience, I got into most 
of the sixteen schools I applied to.

When I left the soccer team my senior year, I lost the chance of getting to know her and my 
teammates more. But even in college I would email her excerpts from my readings that reminded 
me of her. One of my favorite responses of hers: “Sarcasm will always have a place in our hearts”

There is no sarcasm in my heart right now when I say I was crushed to hear the news of Ms. 
Grummon’s passing. I did not spend every break in her room. I did not play for her soccer team 

“To be a feminist, 

you simply have to 

maintain the belief 

that people of all 

genders are equal and 

deserve a level playing field 

in terms of opportunity. 

When you think feminism, 

think Frida Kahlo, 

think Daniel Radcliffe, 

think Ms. Grummon.” 

– Elizabeth Harrison

CHS Class of 2015

To the teacher who changed me in more ways 
that I can describe: thank you. To the soul who 
departed this earth years too soon: I miss you. 

And to Whitney Grummon, who I am blessed to 
have had in my life, and who I will remember 

until the day I die: I love you. May your 
effervescence and grace be celebrated for a 

very, very long time. 

Rest easy, Grum. 
I hope you like the view from the stars. 

- Gianluca Douros, CHS senior

for multiple years. I did not interact with her much at all outside of 
an academic standpoint when enrolled in her classes. But I can say 

this: In the short sum of the amount of time I did spend with her, 
she helped me struggle through and realize three things I’ll never 
let go of: my voice, my identity, and my unwavering persistence to 
raise my own bar. No one else was able to drill into me this spirit. 
Others helped grow these in me; she inspired them first. 

My best wishes and big hugs go out to Haven, Ms. Grummon’s 
daughter and my favorite singing buddy, and the rest of her family. 
I wish I’d done anything more for her in thanks for what she did for 
me. May everyone at Carmel High keep Ms. Grummon, her humor 
and wits, in their hearts.

-GABRIELLA LAHTI, CHS Class of 2015 

Ms. Grummon,

I only knew you for seven months, but in that time I have come to love you so much as my English teacher. I appreciate 

you immensely as a person and a teacher and absolutely loved our afterschool conversations; I’m so glad I got to have 

them with you. You were always so supportive and helpful to me and your other students, and I loved that about you. 

Out of everyone that I know, I would have never thought that cancer would get you. Now I’m crying again while typing 

this, but I can’t help that. I and so many others miss you so much already; our English classes won’t be the same without 

you, nor will they ever be the same again. I’m so happy that I got to be in your class, and I’m sad that the last thing that 

I probably said to you was to “have a good break,” not knowing that I would never see you again. I didn’t realize until 

today how close I really got to you and how important you were to me, but now it’s too late for me to tell you and I wish 

I could have told you before, but I didn’t, which makes me sad. Although we are all grieving, no one can disagree that 

this terrible event has only brought so many students and staff closer to one another. You’ve made such an impact on 

the whole school, and you will live on at our school through us. Your memory will live in our hearts forever, and you 

will never be forgotten. We love you, Ms. Grummon.With love,

Your student, Emily Bahu, CHS junior 



You were such an inspiration.
From the way you talked

To the way you helped your students learn.

The world dealt you a terrible card,
And now that you’re gone you’ll be remembered in all of the best ways possible.

Everyone here will remember the wonderful woman you were.
You were kind,
Influential,

Caring,
And you always made sure your students were using their full potential.

Even though I never got to be your student,
I will always remember the wonderful woman that I’ve heard about.

I’ll remember my sister telling me how amazing you were,
And I’ll remember you as the amazing person that you were.

Everyone here is mourning,
And they will continue to mourn because of the loss of you.

You were one of the best teachers on campus is what I heard.
You were one of the nicest,
One of the most influential,

And everyone will continue to remember your legacy.

You will be missed greatly, Ms. Grummon,
So we will try and continue your legacy,

But those will be some pretty big shoes to fill.

We miss you greatly, Ms. Grummon.
Rest in peace.

- Erika Pellett, CHS sophomore 

Whitney always went above and beyond for my students who have 
learning and retention challenges. She always went the extra mile, 
spent extra time, and always made sure they had everything they 
needed to feel successful. She was always so responsive to their needs 
and made sure they were accessing every resource possible to ensure 
their success, confidence and mastery of the material.  
– Adriana Giacomelli, CHS special education teacher



Sitting down at her desk after running 
around campus, Whitney Grummon, a beloved 
teacher at Carmel High, speedily types emails 
while a student asks about her literary analysis 
essay. Grummon, in the midst of a classroom 
filled with posters of Cesar Chavez, quotes 
from Benjamin Franklin, and the chattering of 
students, helps her student with a bright smile. 
This constant action is a classic example of the 
scene in the room.

“I was drawn to the teaching profession be-
cause I wanted to help other people find their 
voice and to articulate what they feel is impor-
tant,” says the mother of two. “I feel okay at the 
end of the day.”

The former teacher of the year is incredibly 
good at what she does and has been decorated 
accordingly, winning both Mentor of the Year 
and Teacher of the Year. 

“Whitney Grummon is a consummate 
professional, supportive co-worker, and phe-

nomenal teacher,” says Barbara Steinberg, with 
whom Grummon shares the co-chair position. 
“She is a tremendous asset to Carmel High.”

The University of Colorado graduate’s 
daughter sits close to her mother’s desk read-
ing, two graduates are showing Grummon 
pictures of their summer travels, and a former 
student enters into her room addressing her as 
“Grumm.” The previously decorated Mentor of 
the Year’s classroom is a melting pot for all stu-
dents, teachers, beanbag chairs, bookcases full 
of endless copies of Into The Wild, soccer balls, 
and uniforms. The classroom is always welcom-
ing to new ideas and new people.

“My mom is always there to help me 
through a hard day, no matter how many other 
commitments she has,” says Haven Parker, 
Grummon’s daughter and soccer team member. 
“She encourages my family to try new things 
and does her best to ensure our success in ev-
erything we do.”

The English teacher also influences her stu-
dents outside the classroom as the girls’ soccer 
coach. She makes an incredibly strong connec-
tion with her team and makes lasting friend-
ships with both active students and graduates.

“She takes everyone under her wing and 
treats everyone with the same kind- hearted 
compassion and understanding,” says Olivia 
Doskey Mulvaney, a former student and girls’ 
soccer team member. “She’s not only a mentor 
or teacher or coach to her kids, she’s a mother 
who cares about all aspects of their lives and 
wants to help them grow and learn.”

Grummon has not only been giving her 
students a voice, but is a crucial part of giving 
nature a voice. She was part of an environmen-
tal group which helped shut down Rocky Flats, 
a nuclear power plant which is now a field in 
Boulder, Colorado.

“We went up, all piled into someone’s 
pickup truck, and all drove to Rocky Flats; and 
the goal was to hold hands around the entire 
plant. That took hundreds of people, probably 
thousands.”

That wasn’t the only protesting Grummon 
has done.

“A good friend and I traveled in my VW 
bus from Maine, where I was living in 1988. We 
collected signatures for [National Organization 
for Women] petitions at the foot of the Wash-
ington Monument and then marched with over 
100,000 people on the [Washington] D.C. mall. 
It was the first of many marches I would join 
and helped me to understand the tremendous 
statement that a chanting and moving sea of 
people can make.”

Doskey-Mulvaney, who will likely be a life-
long friend with her mentor, only has glowing 
remarks: “She just gets it on a very real level. 
She understands her kids like very few teachers 
and parents can.”

Whitney Grummon has made a substan-
tial difference for Carmel High School, giving 
a voice to her students, to the environment, 
to women, and to many other causes. She is a 
friend to all and a mentor to all of her students.

 - Jaydon Zimmerman,
 CHS Class of 2015

Hi Ms. Grummon, 

Thank you for everything that you have given me. You 
have had such a positive influence in my life. In junior year I 
was depressed, and coming to your class third period lifted me 
to a higher state every morning. It was a relief, like “OK, I’m 
in APLAC, everything’s better, it’s alright.” It was like a sigh, a 
breath of fresh air. I remember those journal entries we did every 
morning. I didn’t always write about the given topic for the full 
six minutes. After a while I usually scribbled down all the things 
I was overthinking about at the time, ramblings about a boy, and 
I’m pretty sure you knew that. I remember you said you have 
a cat named Flootsie and that made me laugh so much! And I 
remember this time you said that you and your husband exchange 
essays, and you hand them to each other, and you described the 
essays, if they’re like “Aaaah!” or “Eaaaaaah ;/” and that you 
gave an essay to your husband by Alex Poletti, a satire about 
sacrificing humans, and it was really funny that day. 

And you looked at me and saw into my soul, the good and the 
bad, and you accepted and loved all of it, and I wish that I talked 
more to you, though I think you know me and you knew me and 
you always will. Thank you for seeing me for who I am when I 
forgot my light, when I forgot who I am. 

You made English fun, you made everything fun. Every 
activity we did in class was exciting and cool and calming, and 
never in your class was I ever stressed or alarmed. I felt safe with 
you. I always will. 

Thank you for all the love you have spread around. You 
smirked at life with love in your eyes, and I will always admire 
your peaceful wisdom. Your growth helped grow me, and I hope to 
be as peaceful and wise as you are. 

Thank you for everything you have given me. I love you. 

- Sophia deBellis, CHS senior



To one of the best people ever on to step foot on this Earth,

I guess I’m writing this, hoping that somehow you can see it because I don’t really know what else to do. I can’t eat the soup I just made, 
I can’t do my missing assignments, and I can’t write the fiction I was supposed to write because reality is just too hard now that you’re gone. 
You were the person that made me feel inspired, made me feel like I had a say in this world and I should try my best to use it to make the 
world a better place, just like you did. You were the epitome of perfect. Epitome is a word I learned in your class, just like another one of my 
favorite words: nonchalant. Every day you came into class with a smile, even if you were putting up with so much. And the days that you 
didn’t come in so excited to see us kids that I’m sure annoyed you, you tried your hardest to finish what you needed to get done and still 
enjoy it. I remember you would hear all of the gossip and ask me what theme I was making my party that weekend. You are my favorite 
person; you have been ever since the middle of last year. 

You probably don’t remember this, but a bunch of kids were absent one day during one of those multiple-choice timed reads, and you 
told the kids that were absent to come in at office hours. I walked in about five minutes late, and some kids had already started. You told me 
to sit down and start, so I did, then six minutes later you took my paper away when the time was up. I protested, saying that another student 
walked in thirty seconds after me and you let her take it during the next round, but you said it was my fault for walking in late and snatched 
my paper out of my hand. I was upset, not because of the test really, but because I held you to such a high standard, the highest I’ve ever 
held anyone really, and I started to doubt the unlimited amount of respect I gave to you. During break, I went in to your class, something 
I had been doing frequently, trying to find excuses just to converse and hang out with you, and I explained to you how it was unfair that 
I didn’t get the rest of the time everyone else got, and with a frown on your face and an upset tone, you gave me the paper and said, “You 
have five minutes.” I took it, turned it in, and said thank you, knowing something else was still on your mind and not being upset anymore. 
I had sixth period with you that day, something I always looked forward to going to, and after five minutes in class, when everyone was 
sitting down and writing their journals, you started passing around papers. When you reached my desk, you tapped me on the shoulder 
and in front of the whole class, not caring at all who was watching, said, “Hey, I’m really sorry for this morning. I was in a really bad mood. 
I shouldn’t have treated you like that.” I was taken aback, and I said that it was okay. You opened up your arms wide and asked, “Are we 
cool now?” and after I said yes, you gave me one of the most important hugs anyone has ever given to me, one of the most influential. In 
that class room, you were the authority, you were the person we all looked to when we needed help, the person we all looked away from 
when we didn’t do our work, and for someone of the highest authority, in front of your whole class, to apologize to me, a student—well, 
that showed the highest level of moral value that I have ever seen in anyone to this day. 

You told me that “Once these kids leave Carmel, just watch, they’re gonna get it” when I was pissed off because someone called me 
a “beaner” or threw around the hard “r” like it was nothing. You talked to me when my aunt passed and somehow did what nobody else 
could do at the time and make me feel better. I don’t know why cancer has taken the two most important and influential people out of my 
life, and I don’t think I will ever know. But what I do know, and what I forever will know, is that there’s a lot of people in this world, and only 
a few like you and my aunt, and I am going to spend the rest of my life trying to inspire people the way you did to me and to all of your stu-
dents. With the assignments you assigned and the reading you made us do and the way you treated anyone who walked in your classroom, 
you were the person that not only made me inspired to change the world, but showed me I had the chance of doing it. You brought out my 
rhetoric, my feelings I had tried so hard to suppress, the good in me, and I will thank you until the day I die and after for that. One day, Ms. 
Grummon, I’m going to change the world for the better, and I want you to know that wherever you are, I will be changing the world using 
the message to humanity you taught me. You showed a lot of your students a level of intelligence, compassion, and integrity that I don’t 
think we had ever seen before, and I hope you know that I am a hundred percent positive that if everyone in the world had you as a teacher 
or mentor at some point in their life, there wouldn’t racists, terrorists, sexists…whatever you want to call them. But I know not everyone will 
have the privilege of having someone like you as a teacher, and that’s why it’s up to the people you have inspired to carry on your message 
and make this world a better place. 

I’m going to miss you so much. I’m going to miss coming into your class when I’m “going to the bathroom” to talk, I’m going to miss 
reading a book and thinking of recommending it to you, I’m going to miss walking past your classroom every day and waving and jump-
ing as much as I can just to get your attention and see your smile, and I’m especially going to miss hearing you teach, hearing you inspire. 
I haven’t cried about anything other than myself in a while, and here I am, with my door locked and my dinner on my nightstand that I 
know I won’t be able to eat, sobbing. When I feel terrible about something, when I feel so sad about leaving someone or some place, I ana-
lyze where I’m emotionally at that moment, then think of how special a person that person must have been to make me feel this way. Ms. 
Grummon, you were so special, the special of the specials, the best, and while I am devastated right now, I know that your presence will 
still exist when I look around. When I see someone smile, when I see an act of kindness, when I see intelligence used for positive change, 
when I see the world and its people fight all that you hated and progress together, that’s when I’ll know you’re still here, and that’s when I 
hope you see the good that you’ve done, because. ultimately, that’s you. That’s someone like you teaching their kids, students, and friends 
the way that you taught us.

I’ll assume that you’re in a place like heaven, where everyone is head banging to the Grateful Dead, everyone’s treating  each other the 
way you did us, and everyone has a Cesar Chavez poster on their wall. Because, Ms. Grummon, if there is a heaven, some place where the 
best of the best people go for doing good to this world during their time on it, I am one hundred percent sure that you’re up there, either 
dancing with Marley or reading a book with Steinbeck. 

So keep watching, Ms. Grummon, because I know that you can still see me, just like I will always see you, and I will spend the rest of 
my life making sure that everything I do is good enough to make you nod your head or snap your fingers in approval. I would do anything 
to be back in your class sixth period cracking jokes with you, listening to you teach, but right now I don’t know how to get there. What I 
do have a rough idea of is how to impress you and make you proud, and that is what I plan to do, because making you proud would mean 
I’m doing something good, and something good for the right reasons. I can’t wait for the day when the world is full of people like you, but I 
can try my best to be a good person, teach good values, and inspire good actions. I hope you can somehow read this, but if you miss it, stay 
tuned to watch the people you have inspired change the world, and know that whatever progression we make as a society, it wouldn’t have 
been made without someone like you. 

Grumdawg, I’ll miss you and love you forever. 

Sincerely and with as much love as I have,

Enrique J. Rios-Ellis, CHS senior 



The Grateful Touch of Grummon 
by Hannah Lee, CHS Class of 2016 

A stretched smile that could reach from 
Durham to Carmel adorns Whitney Grum-
mon’s face. Two days prior, she was saying 
her goodbyes at Duke University after help-
ing her daughter, Haven, move in.

“My husband and my two children are 
my world,” she states proudly. “They are ev-
erything.”

The English teacher’s love for her children 
has not only bettered her as a teacher, but also 
helped her become a relatable character and 
a mentor

In the classroom, Grummon’s genuine 
personality shines as she is known for push-
ing her students past their boundaries while 
hosting a cordial environment filled with 
thought-provoking posters and music.

“She always goes above and beyond just 
teaching material in her class, letting her stu-
dents read outside or playing her hippie mu-
sic as we work,” adds Ari Freedman, a former 
student. “But the best part of her class was 
definitely the extremely amicable environ-
ment that her room is shrouded in.”

She found a career passion in teaching, 
but along the way developed another source 
of pride and joy: her children.

“It’s a cheesy answer, but it’s true. My 
own kids are my greatest achievement,” the 
mother of two adds.

There is no better testament to her person-
ality and benevolence than that of her own 
daughter, Haven Parker, who went through 
school as Grummon’s player and student.

“Her best quality is definitely her selfless-
ness,” the recent graduate says of her mother. 

“Being away at college has made me appreci-
ate just how often she has put others before 
herself. Everything she does is beneficial to 
those around her. Having her behind me, giv-
ing advice but not forcing anything, definitely 
allowed me to accomplish everything that I 
did in high school.”

Outside of school, Grummon serves as 
the girls’ soccer coach and as an avid sup-
port of the field hockey team. When it comes 
to sports, the same passion and devotion is 
shown on the soccer pitch.

“While I’m playing, I can always hear her 
supportive words,” CHS soccer player Emily 
Adler says.” She is one of the reasons why I 
love playing soccer.

Given the roles of mentor, teacher and 
coach, it is no secret that Grummon is ex-
tremely involved with Carmel High School. 
Yet, she is still able to find time to dedicate to 
her students, whether it be giving tips on an 
AP rhetorical analysis or spending countless 
hours writing letters of recommendation.

“I kinda fell into it, but teaching 16-year-
olds is really fun for me,” Grummon says. 
“They are confident in who they are and 
they’re bringing everything they have.”

Despite moving from various states and 
going through different experiences, the Uni-
versity of Colorado graduate remains happy 
with where she is today and her journey to 
this point.

“I don’t regret any of the decisions I’ve 
made,” the Connecticut native confidently 
states.

The students of Carmel High School have 
made vast gains from the influence of Whit-
ney Grummon, and although students come 
and go, her unmatched zeal and ardor will 
always remain.

Some years ago, Whitney was 
walking in the hallway, and when                          

   she saw me she said, “Dawn, your son 
doesn’t know where he lives,” and she was 

 chuckling with that recognizable laugh and huge grin.  

She then launched into a story about how her daughter was 
learning to drive, so Haven was in the habit of doing the driving 

to and from Aptos. I had something going on in the afternoon the 
day prior, and my son Connor didn’t want to stay late at the track 

 after practice, so Haven offered him a ride home. Of course, she would.         
Whitney got in the back seat and observed as her daughter tried to 
navigate the driving and getting proper instructions from my very un-

observant son, who until that day had just sat as a passenger without any
concern for navigation in general. I believe Whitney said it took them about 
thirty minutes of driving around in old Monterey before she suggested from 

the back seat that Connor give Haven a few location references, such as The 
Big Safeway. Connor was safely deposited at home about ten minutes later.

     I remember asking Connor about this that evening at home and, of course, 
looking forward to the laugh we both would have. His response to me at the 
end of our conversation and laugh was something along the lines: “I hope I
get to take English from Ms. Grummon. Haven and I were laughing at each 

other, and it was so funny, and we were taking way too long to get me 
home, and Ms. Grummon knew to just let us screw up so that we 

could figure it out. She must be an awesome mom, too.”  

And my insightful son totally nailed one of Whitney’s 
positive qualities right then and there, didn’t he? 
I have taught in many schools and met many 

people thus far in my life, and Whitney Grummon 
  is definitely in my Top 5 list of amazing human 

beings. I feel blessed to have known her. 
  - Dawn Hatch 

          CHS math teacher  

One day after class, Ms. 
Grummon asked me to 
stay behind because she 
wanted to talk to me 
about one of my papers. 
When the bell rang, she 
sent everyone else out 
of the room and looked 
at me for a minute just 
smiling before speaking. 
She didn’t need to talk 
to me about my paper, 
she just wanted to ask 
me if I was alright. She 
said that I looked upset 
and wanted to make 
sure I was okay. 

I still think about how 
considerate she was 
that day. Not only did 
she genuinely care about 
one of her students, 
but she felt the need to 
make sure that I wasn’t 
embarrassed by calling 
me out in the middle 
of class. I don’t know 
any other teacher who 
would be so considerate 
and kind. 
  - Sam Lewis
    CHS senior 



Ethereal energy transformed the storm into a golden gallery. 
Was it the passionate protesting on the morning of March 14th 
that cleared the evening sky? Was it an ineffable act of nature? Or 
was it she, who graciously gave the light to her students? 

Thank you for always stopping in the halls to say hello and 
talk about life even if you had somewhere important to be. Thank 
you for keeping the flower pot I gave you even after the flower 
died. Thank you for blessing me with a beyond beautiful smile 
on the day of your passing, a little after 4 p.m. as I drove past; I 
know it was you. Thank you, from the world, for the passion and 
inspiration that we will all take along with us and, when in doubt, 
ask, “What would Grummon do?” And, Ms. Grummon, thank you 
for giving all of us your light. 

- Coral Barrett, CHS senior

“If you can’t laugh in life…”
 A Whitney Grummon Story

Somehow we started talking about life and sometimes it can just be cut short so 
quickly—just like that. It was a light-hearted-sounding conversation, but under-
neath it was a much more solemn exchange. But, nonetheless, she smiled on, bob-

bing her head. 

“Oh that’s just crazy. You’re not gonna die young. You’ve got too much life to 
live,” I said. 

She didn’t look up from the essay she was marking in green pen. “Well, my sister 
and I both are susceptible to early-onset Alzheimer’s. We have a little plan, just 

in case.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, if I go first, she’ll take me and herself out of the misery. We just would 
never want to suffer like that.” She had finished the last essay and had started on 

another. 

“Wait. That’s so morbid!”

She just laughed. She always laughed a real laugh; it was never faked. 

“I don’t think that’s very funny at all….”

She took her glasses off and looked up at me with her clear eyes for a several 
moments, completely straight-faced. Her eyes grinned, and she started to laugh 
again. “Sam, you know…? If you can’t laugh in life, you’re gonna cry a lot.” She 

stared at me for a few seconds longer and glanced back down at her papers. 
“Now, go to your class, you silly boy.” 

She always called me that, silly boy. I think maybe I reminded her of her son or 
something. Maybe not. It never felt like she meant it in a demeaning way—just a 

loving, mothering way. 

- Sam Campione , CHS senior


