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Destanie Hargraves 

the end 
 

Breathe. I just need to breathe. In and out. Inhale, exhale. I close my eyes and lean my 

head back on to the wall behind me. I sit my phone to the side and put my hands over my face. 

Not even five seconds later, my dad opens my door.  

“Here I got you-have you been crying?” 

“Nope.” I don’t know why I’m attempting to lie to him, it’s very obvious that I have 

been bawling my eyes out for the last hour and a half. 

“Alright here’s the thing,” he sits on the edge of my bed and puts his hand on my knee, 

“You can’t lie to me, especially when you look like that.” he pokes my forehead and I can’t help 

but crack a little smile, but that smile quickly fades when the tears start flowing again. I put my 

head down and watch them land on my legs. 

 “Des,” he moves uncomfortably, he’s never been good with emotions, “what is wrong?” 

I take a moment to catch my breath again. I take one deep breathe in, and one deep 

breath out. “I think it’s getting bad again. I think it’s getting bad again and I know for a fact that 

something bad is about to happen.” I was barely able to finish the sentence without breaking 

down again.  

 “What do you mean? You have to tell me more so I can help you.” 

 I wanted to talk to him. I wanted to tell him everything and open up to him, but I 

physically am not capable. My body is shaking and I can barely breathe. I’m also extremely 

unsure as to how I can possibly explain this to him. I know that I can’t tell him about what is 

going on with the boy that I had spent the last almost two years of my life with. Not if I was 

going to tell him about everything else because I know he will make it seem as if all of this is 

only going on simply because of a boy. However, I know he won’t leave until I at least give him 

something. 

“Existing is just getting hard again. I hate myself and I don’t know how to live if I’m not 

living for someone else, and everyone I’ve been living for is leaving. Everyone’s leaving, and I 

don’t know how I’m supposed to make them stop leaving. I don’t know if I’m doing something 

wrong. I don’t know what’s going on and I don’t know why it’s all happening at the same time. I 

try so hard to make everyone that comes into my life stay. I try so hard to make them happy. And 

it has NEVER been enough.” At this point, I can’t look at him, so I put my hands over my face 

and just cry.  

I hear him move around uncomfortably, emotions have never been his thing. And 

honestly, I don’t expect him to know how to respond to this. My emotions and my issues aren’t 

his problem. 

“I’m not sure how to respond if I’m being honest, sweetheart. You know emotions aren’t 

for me,” I almost laughed, “but I can offer you a shoulder to cry on. I can hold you until it feels 

almost a little bit better.” 

I scooted over and leaned onto him. He put his arm around my shoulders and rubbed my 

back. I cried so hard that my whole body shook and my lungs felt like they were ready to 

collapse. I cried as if all of the tears would stop everything that was happening around me. My 

eyes burned and although they were wide open, they were so swollen that it seemed like I was 

squinting.  

Although everything still felt as if it was crashing down around me, and his arm around 

me was comforting, I needed him out of my room. I needed to be alone. I needed to be able to 



 

feel my emotions on my own without worrying about upsetting him. So, I sat up and wiped my 

eyes. If there was any time that my acting would come in handy, now would be it.  

“Alright,” it hardly came out without more tears falling, “I think I’m okay now. I think 

maybe I just needed to cry it out, ya know. It’s been a pretty long time since I’ve cried.” That 

was a lie. I’ve cried myself to sleep every single night for the past two weeks. 

“Are you sure, I can stay up here as long as you need me to.” 

“Yeah, I’m sure, dad. I’m super tired anyways, I’ll probably go to bed once you go back 

downstairs. Thanks for everything.” 

He stood up, stretched, and then headed towards my door. “You know I love you, right? 

I know I don’t tell you a lot, but I’m extremely proud of the person you have become.” 

No, I didn’t know. “Yeah, I know. I love you, goodnight. Tell mom I love her please.” 

“I will. Goodnight, I love you.” 

With that, he walked out of my room and shut the door. I stood up and plugged my 

Christmas lights in, and then shut my main light off. I laid in my bed and stared at the ceiling.  

How did I get here? How could I have possibly gotten here? I’ve done so much good. I’ve given 

so much to everyone. I’ve given so much to him. And this is where it has gotten me. A part of 

me believes I deserve better, another part of me believes I deserve exactly this.  

 I roll over and look at my wall. I look at all of the pictures of us spread across it. I look at 

the posters he made to ask me to homecoming. We looked so happy. I reach into the box I have 

sitting beside me with all of the things I’ve saved throughout the last year and a half. I pick up 

the dead rose, homecoming tickets, and bracelets. I hold them for a short time and then sit them 

to the side. I reach into the box and grab what I really wanted. The letter. The letter he wrote me 

for our one year. 

 I read it. I read it more than once. I read it over and over and over again as if that would 

make him love me like he did in this letter. As if the amount of time I read it would allow me to 

feel his lips again, or the safeness I felt while in his arms. Like it would allow me to feel my 

stomach explode with butterflies when he said I love you just one more time. But those 

butterflies were dead and rotting in the pit of my stomach and so was the love he once carried for 

me.  

 I held the letter to my chest and cried. I tore down our pictures and put them in the box. 

Every single picture I took down made the pain in my chest worse. But, I held on to the letter the 

whole time. Up until every single picture was in the box. I put the things I had taken out earlier 

back in and then read the letter one last time. Once I finished, I put it in the box with everything 

else. But I couldn’t close the box. I knew that once I did, that was the end of it all. The end of 

everything. So, I do the thing I’ve been dreading the most. I read the final message. The final 

message that I knew he sent, but I’ve been refusing to read.  

 “I’m sorry, but you just aren’t what I want anymore. Maddie’s different. She’s better. 

She makes me feel like every worry I’ve had is gone. Although it may sound a bit harsh, you 

don’t make me feel like that and you honestly never have. I think when we got together, I was 

just looking for a distraction. Something to keep me from thinking about Bailey. And you were 

there. And before you ask, I did love you, just not in the way you loved me. You were just too 

much, and the love I did have for you felt like a chore. Like I had to do it because you were 

already so messed up. I kind of felt sorry for you. Which is why I really need to end this now so 

that way we can both be happy.” 

 That was it. That was the final message. A year and a half and it was all pity. All 

selfishness. The pain in my chest is almost unbearable, but my brain is feeling so much that I 

can’t cry. I can hardly breathe. So, I put my phone down and push the covers off of me. I reach 

over and shut the box and then close my eyes. This is it. This is the end. 
 

 

 



 

Adrianna Gutierrez  
miss misunderstood 
 

There was this girl that was in 7th grade. Her name was Hailey Dodge and she had just 

moved to a new school. The second she got to that school she was heavily picked on by other 

students especially mean girls. They always made fun of her because she didn't know how to 

pick her outfits. She would take her lunch and eat in the bathroom because no one would let her 

sit with them. Not one person was kind enough to offer her a seat. No one did because they didn't 

want to get picked on for letting the weird girl sit next to them.  

They made fun of her because she would grab extra food from the bin where students put 

the items they weren't going to eat. They called her a pig.  

They told her she was trying to look like a dude because she cut her hair short. Everyone 

continued to pick on her because she never said anything to them. She always kept quiet.  

The teachers were also rude to her because she didn't do her homework assignments. 

There was only one teacher which was her English teacher that was kind to her. Her name was 

Ms. Harman. She let her sit in her class during study hall and sometimes even lunch when she 

was in her class. She never asked Hailey about her life but she always made it clear she could 

talk to her about anything. She let her do puzzles and draw. She even let her stay after school just 

to pass the time by. She wouldn't do much except help her teacher out with organizing things. 

Hailey didn´t ever really talk much to her but she enjoyed being there.  

Well, one day at school all students and teachers were called to the auditorium. No one 

knew why. That was until they heard what the principal had to say: Hailey Dodge had taken her 

life last night. Everyone was so surprised and a lot of people were upset. But they had no right to 

be upset because of how they treated her.  

Oh, they're upset because they feel guilty? Well good.  

Ms. Harmon was clearly so upset. She bawled her eyes out and had to take a moment 

away from her classroom. No one really knew Hailey or the life she had.  

 

When paramedics were in Hailey´s room they saw a note sticking out of her mattress: 

“I honestly can't take it anymore. I hate life. I hate the world. No one's ever been good to me. No 

one has ever loved me or told me they loved me. I didn't ask for this or to be in this world. I want 

out. This is my goodbye letter. And to all my fellow classmates I honestly do hope this haunts you. 

You bullied me and you terrorized me. You know who you are. No one knows me or my life. 

People bullied me because of my clothes and my shoes. Well I wore what I had which were 

mostly hand me downs or things from goodwill. That's because my family is poor. We have no 

money. And, we have no money because my dad's a drunk and my mom abandoned us. I would 

take food from the extras bin at lunch because when I go home I usually don't eat anything 

because we have no food. I try to fill my stomach so I´m not starving all day. People made fun of 

my haircut and called me a dude. I cut my hair to try to make myself happy and embrace who I 

was. And the one thing that made me happy, I got made fun of for it. And for the teachers who 

were mean to me for not doing my homework, that is because my dad is a mean and an abusive 

drunk. I spend all day either taking care of him or hiding from him. I wasn't in the right 

headspace to do homework all right? But no one cared to ask. I appreciate Ms. Harman. She was 

my angel and she kept me sane for the most part. That is why I stayed after school so I wouldn't 

be home all day with my dad. I´m sorry I didn´t tell you, but nothing would have changed. I just 

want to say thank you. So, I guess what I'm saying is don´t be mean to others because you don´t 

ever really know what they're going through.” 



 

Alyssa Lane 

behind the curtain 
 

Do you question life around us enough? This life where we get comfortable working long hours 

and feeling disconnected from ourselves. You have to, it’s what keeps a roof over your head and 

food in our stomach right? After a long day most of us turn towards our smartphones or television 

for entertainment, you can find a TV or smartphone in just about anyone's home nowadays. What 

most of us don’t realize is that we aren’t living anymore. We are zombies to these electronics, 

living an artificial life through watching others on television and what people post on social 

networking sites.  

 

“Zombies…? That doesn’t make sense, phones help us stay connected to our friends and family. 

It’s not that bad.”  

  

Phones can help us stay in contact with our loved ones, but on the flip side, what else do we use 

them for? Our phones have thousands of apps that distract you daily. When you are in a social 

setting and you look up, most everyone has their head hanging low, of course, over their phone. 

It’s clear we lost touch with reality and the world around us. These apps are used to distract you 

so you don’t realize you just spent up to 8 hours on your smartphone. That’s a lot of attention 

you’re giving to a screen. We are living in a virtual world essentially; our online persona means 

more to most people than the life we actually live. Nowadays the likes people get from making a 

post makes them feel like they have accomplished something, even if they’re in debt just to show 

off a Rolex.  

 

“Ok, maybe that is true for some people. What about movie nights? Or kicking back after a long 

day of work?” 

 

When you watch TV, you are essentially spending hours of your life staring at a screen to watch 

others act out what “reality” is in that program. You get home from work excited to finally be 

“free” and then you waste a weekend watching television on the couch. It’s a vicious cycle of this 

every weekend. I’m not saying boycott phones and television, we should all be more aware of the 

effects that these devices have on our mind. Why waste your weekend on the couch watching 

programs when you’re never promised tomorrow? As a collective we think we have all this time 

to just sit around and plan for a future and that we are guaranteed to wake up tomorrow. We’re 

not. We’ve been taught to believe that. These electronics are stealing our time right in front of our 

eyes. Programming your mind with all sorts of things you choose to consume. 

 

 “Maybe it’s the old soul in you.” 

 

Not only are we continuously distracted, we are also consuming genetically modified food every 

day. This is slowing us down even further, what we put in our body is what we get out. Our brain 

can’t function properly when being overloaded with junk food. Do you question life this way? 

I slowed down to see if she was still following.  

 

“Sometimes, what do you even do with this information?” 

 



 

Whatever you want, you decide what makes you happy. Does this way of life sound or feel 

fulfilling?  

  

She stared out the window from the car. It was just us, driving late at night, exploring places and 

thoughts. These were my favorite nights with her, no destination, just the journey. My favorite 

quote is by Bob Marley “Money is numbers, and numbers never end. If it takes money to be 

happy, your search for happiness will never end.” I’m trying to piece my own mind together. 

 

“Behind the curtains of life, I kinda get it now. ‘The Wizard of Oz’ kinda showed us about it,” 

she said as she nodded back.  

 

Exactly, subliminal messages. 

 

 

 

 

Brooke Gordon 

addict 

 



 

Donavon Butler 

the fog 
 

I don't know how I got to this moment. I'll make it out soon, but I don't know how close 

soon is. That's the real scary part. How much of this can I endure. What have I done to 

get here, god? I've wronged in my life but do I deserve this? My situation reminds me of 

my soul.  

 

Tied up, 

 

Confused, 

 

Bruised. 

 

Hungry, 

 

Cold.  

 

I can't make out the man's voice too much. My hands hurt from the rope, my head hurts 

from the thinking of when this will end, my nose burns from the smell of this burlap. I 

assume I’m in a van. The road is bumpy. Whatever I'm lying on is cold. I'm naked 

besides my boxers. As I start to realize what's happening to me, it all hits. My breathing 

rises, my heart is pounding so loud I'm afraid he will be able to hear it. The noise I began 

to make brought the image of demons drowning in holy water. I'm sure he heard this. The 

sound of a panic attack, how much worse could it get. I've never had one but, If I had to 

guess, I'm experiencing one right now. This didn't help at all. The more I panicked the 

more I was kicked, the more I was punched, the more water was poured on me. The third 

kick to my gut sent the air out of me, so the noise was gone. Instead I made the noise of a 

fish out of water gasping. At least I wasn't being hit anymore. I wish I knew how long I 

had spent in this hell on earth. I wish I knew when it was gonna end. Oh no, my heart has 

once again risen. As panic creeps on me once again, a tear does as well and a prayer joins 

too. "Dear heavenly father, Lord forgive me for my sins. Father if you bring me out of 

this situation you will see a difference in me." I didn't pray much, so that's all that was 

said. It was only one kick to the face this time. I heard shuffling in the front, I was 

assuming he was grabbing more water. Instead I heard the cock of a pistol. All I could do 

was laugh.  

 

BANG! 

 

 I woke up with the needle still in my arm. I smiled, and pushed the rest of the poison 

inside of me.  
 

 

 



 

Donavon Butler 

hell 
 

He was just a child when his innocence was lost 

Evil took over him,  

Love was nowhere near his heart 

Loss only cured him, seeing someone winning hurt him 

It was just a matter of time before it was over 

So, he searched for help, but he couldn’t find none 

Why was nobody there for him? Nobody wanted him 

As he sat with the gun in his hand, drink in the other, finger on the trigger 

It only took one more tear drop, one more sip for it to be over 

That teardrop never came, that sip never entered his mouth 

Instead a voice called out to him, deep and depressed 

Nothing phased this big bad man, but this voice shook him 

Get on your knees, pray to the underworld 

For the devil will save you, who is your god? 

Only I can give you eternal life 

Rain hit the window and the devil was gone. 

Unexpectedly, a knock was at the door and in came his lost younger brother 

Satan, thank you, saved I am. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Jonathon Stewart  

depression 
 

Some days you love life. Some days you feel a knife, a knife of hurt and hatred 

overpowering your command. It burns like hell and it's hard to tell what your next move 

will be and I feel myself unchain this empty emotion and it's in motion and it's driving me 

away. I need to break the chain. Tell me how to overcome depression, lack of the drug, I 

don't even want to get out of bed. I looked at the wall and said "life hurts. free me now. if 

you can't then tell me how to overcome this sadness and feel myself unchain this empty 

emotion and it's in motion and it's driving me away, I need to break the chain I need to 

break this hurtful worthless bribe."  What bribe? Here let me tell you. The bribe of giving 

you happiness if you try your best, or that temporary happy feeling of doing something 

good, but all that happens is you get put down, and the same thing happens when you're 

doing something wrong. What's the point? I give up! Why must I try again? I need 

someone. Please come pull me out of here! Be a love, let me try, be a dog or even a fly, 

just let me go, run away, and end this depression. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Logan Jenkins 

incomplete 
 

In this realm together   

Nothing to  

Compete in 

Ominously staring at  

Master 

Plotting a scheme to  

Level the playing field and  

Even the odds 

Total reckoning for 

Eternity 
 

 



 

Heily Maldonado 

mandala 

 

 

 

Mya Thames 

where i’m from 
 

i am from excitement  

I am from know it all 

I am from a small place 

I am from thinkers 

i am from dayton 

i am from the lowest 



 

Brandon Beatty 

dead 55er 
 

I woke up on the side of the road. 

There were cops and people looking over me. 

I look to my left and there was a puddle of blood and I yelled “what’s wrong?” 

They did not answer and keep messing with my body and cutting clothes off. 

I got up  

And I was dead. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Adrianna Gutierrez 

advice 
 

Make sure you clean your room spotless I want to be able to lick the floor when you’re 

done; Don ́t say hi to strangers do not be afraid to be rude; This is how you clean the 

bathroom these are what you use; Don’t be attention seeking especially towards guys it 

isn’t cute; No you can’t go out wherever you want no exceptions; Always show respect 

towards others to get it back; Don’t tell your problems or business to people you keep 

that to yourself; Go out more get some fresh air you need it; You’re not other people’s 

doormat; It’s not always great having a good heart it can suck; It’s okay to be selfish and 

care yourself every now and then; you never let family down you’re always supposed to 

be loyal to family; Don’t wear that out you’ll draw attention; Don’t dress like a boy; 

Always be yourself; Show manners when we go out; Don’t embarrass me; I’ll always be 

your best friend I’m here for you; You can do whatever you want once you’re 18; One 

day someone will love everything you hate about yourself. 

 

 



 

Jonathon Stewart  

fear 
 

I ask myself if I’m ready to go in the simulation. It’s time to face my fear. Why is my 

friends standing there why are they just watching me? I feel like they are just going to 

leave me. It’s like I’m trapped in a safe and the only way I can get out is when someone 

unlocks the safe. I feel as I let them down that's why they locked me in here but I didn’t 

let them down. Why are they doing this to me? I was there friend though everything. But 

yet its feels like they are leaving me to rot in this safe. What is this feeling I’m getting. It 

hurts like hell. They are just leaving me here instead of helping. But I helped them so 

much but they just leave. The safe feels like it’s getting smaller the more they go away. 

The further they are away it feels like the safe is getting smaller and smaller while I’m 

still trapped inside. It feels like they just forgot about me and went on with their lives. To 

them I’m just nothing they left me inside the safe it as if the abandoned me. To them I am 

nothing. I'm just a ghost to them. It’s like I’m just some stranger to them. It’s made me 

wonder what did I do wrong what did I do to them for them to do this to me. I was there 

best friend for years but no they just left me. Why did they leave me in the safe to rot? 

After what I did for them. I wake up from my nightmare and I hope they don't do that to 

me. It was just a dream just calm yourself. Just remember it’s just a dream. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Zayla Warner 

kicks 
 

All these shoes with a different story: The boy who you call a nerd wears his shoes with 

no care what brand or how expensive; the girl who is ‘popular’ wears her shoes with big 

pride only accepting the most expensive she can get.  

Right pair who knows what could happen. 

 

 



 

Donavon Butler 

mimic 
 

Tie your shoes and comb your hair, tuck in your shirt and walk in a straight line; boys 

don’t cry, stop crying; don’t show anyone your sad; if they bully you bully them back; 

don’t let nobody talk to you like that; don’t swing first; men don’t do the dishes; we don’t 

clean the house; we make the money and pay for the family; play sports, be a man, hit 

like a real man; you can’t do cheerleading that’s for girls; say sir and ma’am to your 

elders; always say please and thank you; open the door for other; give your coat to your 

lady; never hit a woman; work a man’s job; keep your hair short; don’t wear pink; are 

you gay?; you’re not allowed to be gay here; you don’t need a Band-Aid; it doesn’t hurt 

stop being a sissy; I’m making you a man; this is how a man talks, walks eats and sleeps; 

Can’t a girl talk, walk, eat and sleep the same way; Us men are better than girls; they 

can’t do everything we can; But why are we better, how are we better; You don’t 

question your father, he is always right; we are stronger and smarter than woman. 

 

 

 

 

 

Adrianna Gutierrez  
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When I was forty, I had a talk with my daughter in her early teenage years. Lately, she's 

been struggling at school. She really craves acceptance from her friends and even guys. 

She wants them to think she's cool and pretty enough. She always feels like she isn't 

equal to the other girls. When I noticed her behavior changing I sat down with her and 

she opened up to me. That's when I remember what my mom told me when I was that 

age. Mom said, “you’re wasting your time trying to impress others and make others 

happy. None of this will matter after high school so make yourself happen and live for 

you.” That always stuck with me and I went with it and had a great high school 

experience. Well, what was left of it. And that was simply because I lived for me and me 

only. I told my daughter that and she might not understand it now or be too stubborn to 

listen but it will stick with her just like it did with me. High school can be really toxic 

sometimes and you have to learn how to get through things and move on to something 

better. To make yourself better. Because at the end of the day, that's what really matters. 


