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PRESENTS: 

 

nev·er 
/ˈnevər/ 
adverb 

1. at no time in the past or future; on no occasion; not ever. 

"they had never been camping in their lives" 

2. not at all. 

"he never turned up" 

 

eat 
/ēt/ 
verb 

1. put (food) into the mouth and chew and swallow it. 

"he was eating a hot dog" 

 

sour 
/ˈsou(ə)r/ 
adjective 

1. having an acid taste like lemon or vinegar. 

"she sampled the wine and found it was sour" 

2. (of food, especially milk) spoiled because of fermentation. 

"the kitchen smelled of sour milk" 

3. having a rancid smell. 

"her breath was always sour" 

 

wa·ter·mel·on 
/ˈwôdərˌmelən,ˈwädərˌmelən/ 
noun  
plural noun: watermelons 

1. . the large fruit of a plant of the gourd family, with smooth 

green skin, red pulp, and watery juice. 

2. the widely cultivated African plant that yields the watermelon. 
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Halle Spencer 

Things I LEARNED LAST YEAR 
I learned if you have to do something  

It's much easier to do something completely different  
 

When you’re busy with something 

It's hard to remember to eat  

It's hard to remember to shower  

It's hard to remember.  
 

It's a lot easier to lie to yourself  

Then to lie to others  
 

I learned people don't notice  

When you rot in your bed  
 

People won't notice unless its starts bothering them  

Until it impedes on their life 

Not because they care, because it's a burden to them  
 

I learned that people will treat you like a monster 

Like a bad person  

Like you’re evil.  
 

Until you’re gone.  

Then they swear they were your best friend. 

But you haven’t talked since the 7th grade. 

But they kicked you out.  

But they sent you away. 
 

I learned it's hard to cope with loss 

especially when it's your brother  

I learned it's hard to see people treat your brother like a criminal  
 

It’s hard to see people treat someone who’s an addict  

Like they are nothing 

Like they are garbage 

Like they are selfish. 
 

He was sick and no one cared. 
 

When he was gone i learned that everyone wanted to make it about them 

They are the selfish ones  

They are garbage 

They are nothing 
 

And I learned...  

I couldn't do anything about it. 



 

 

Maggie Ferrell 

The door 
 

Every night and day like clockwork, the residents of the home pass in and out of the 

stained, brown glass door while ignoring the sound of the screen slamming behind them. 

It has seen many arguments, many sad moments, and lots of happy times that will be long 

forgotten by the people to own it and pass. But the door will never forget. The knobs can 

be changed, the wood chipped and the glass cracked, but it is still the same door as it has 

always been; the door that kept intruders from getting in and babies from walking out. 

The small bit of tiles that cover the front, soon surrounded by all carpet. Everyone comes 

and goes, but the old, cracked light brown front door will not move. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

George Towne 

The Last Thing in life, not the last man 
 

I woke up and looked and tried to look out the window, nothing. I tried to get up by my 

blanket and felt like it was restricting everyone's movements. Paranoia quickly ran 

through my whole body because I didn't know why I couldn't move, you could say I was 

frustrated too. Only thing I could do was move my eyes, so there was only a certain 

amount of my room I could see. The ceiling and my window which was fully black like I 

was floating in the middle of nowhere. After wiggling my toes a little, I gained control 

over my body. I hurried to my door to get water, I felt tired from waking up. I went to 

open my door and when I looked down, it's just deep dark space. Like the only thing that 

existed in my entire life was just my room. I even try to put my foot down where the 

ground would be. Nothing. So, I ran back to my window, opened the blinds and still just 

nothing but darkness. So many thoughts ran through my head. Where had everything else 

gone? Did they die? Did I die? The only thing that existed was my room, nothing else. 

Not only that what am I supposed to do. Headspace. The only thing I have. There are no 

days no nights so I don't know how long it took for me to come to the conclusion to just 

see what was in the darkness. I couldn't sit here forever, if that even existed any more. So, 

I took one more good look out the window. I just was forced down into the abyss of 

darkness. As I’m looking up while falling all you see is rock and my room. Like it was 

torn out the earth. Soon enough I fell and couldn't see anything anymore. I didn't feel air 

resistance while falling.  I just closed my eyes. I had wished for peace, not nothing. 

 

 

 



 

 

Anonymous 1123 

Lost 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Sam Mena 

On Happiness 

 

Sam Mena 

Reverse 
 

I am free 

In this country 

Think I can do almost anything 

I want other countries 

See me 

But they don't 

violence 

Separation 

I am free 



 

 

Halle Spencer 

Blackout 

 
 

Halle Spencer 

Fairy 

 



 

 

Anonymous 1123 

What’s hidden between the cracks in 

the wall 
She opens her eyes.  
 

The room is bright. It’s morning. Without recalling when she fell asleep, the dried tears 

on her cheeks and her swollen eyes lets her know it was probably late. She stands from 

her bed and stares in the mirror. Exhausted and drained, she looks into her own eyes and 

contemplates. Same shit, different toilet. It’s a new day, but the same feeling is in her 

soul. What am I even doing here? 
 

A step and half out of the room, she turns to the left and peeks through her parents' 

broken door. Dad is the only one in bed. She knows exactly what that means. She slowly 

walks down the stairs and turns the corner to see the house destroyed: beer cans, plates, 

food, cups everywhere. She makes her way through the living room toward the garage 

door. Mom is sitting in the rocking chair, beer still in hand, as expected.  It’s 9: 52 a.m. 
 

She makes her way back up the stairs and right back into the bedroom. She hears the 

notification sound of her phone chime repeatedly.  
wyd?   

wyd last night?  

wya?  

Who were you with?  

You better stay in your room 

Here we are with this bullshit again. She responds and answers each question like it’s a 

quiz, giving into everything he wants. He consumes her. She is lost. 
 

With no plans, no friends, hungover parents, and not even him, her tormentor, she knows 

she will once again be stuck in her room all day. Grabbing her phone, she clicks on 

iTunes music, the only thing that makes her feel better. I guess I’ll get ready to sit in the 

room all day. 
  
As she sits on the little old stool in front of her vanity, she begins to do her makeup. She 

fakes a smile in the mirror. The music blares from her speaker while she does the only 

thing that makes her feel good. Her phone continues to nag her, the buzz before the sting. 

She gasps for air. 
 

She sings and raps her heart out. She tries on different outfits, thinking she can dance. 

She seems so happy. For the moment.  
 

But then, she finds her outfits. She finishes her makeup. All the songs she can think of 

have been played. Now, she sits. There is nothing to do, nowhere to go, and nobody to 

talk to.  
 

She crawls back into bed, all fixed up.  
 

She scrolls through her phone and waits for the same thing to happen again.  



 

 

Maggie Ferrell 

Parable 
 

There once was a very wealthy old lady, she cared for her family deeply and would do 

anything to make sure they were to be successful in life. Everyone in her life appreciated 

her deeply, and never would take anything from her, except for her eldest daughter. Her 

daughter thought that she deserved everything in life handed to her, but not because of 

her mother's wealth. They weren't always well-off, they used to have to work for 

everything they wanted; endless hours for just a few hundred per paycheck.  

 

That is until the mother struck it rich with a stock she had invested in many years ago. It 

had come as a shock to her, she couldn't believe it for a very long time after hearing the 

news that she would no longer have to live the life she had before, and could provide 

greatly for her children and family to come. But over the years, the mother's daughter was 

bleeding her dry, feeling that she deserved what she wanted as she wanted for the years 

that she had nothing. The daughter would do anything she could to get this money, going 

as far as stealing valuable things from her mother to trade in, in order to get herself 

something nice, or whatever she thought was most important in that specific time. It 

saddened her mother greatly, to think that the life she provided was not enough for her 

daughter, that who she raised her to be was hidden within' all the finer things in life.  

 

One day the mother went to check her bank account after not being able to pay her bills, 

wanting to see what the problem was because her checks had never bounced. She was 

shocked beyond words when she saw that every penny, every dollar had been drained 

from her account - and transferred to another. She demanded immediately to know what 

had happened, and why the bank let someone into her account, and she was struck with 

grief when they had told her that it was her own daughter. The mother was not surprised, 

but was deeply upset, knowing that deep down her daughter could rob her blind in that 

way. When the lady had gotten home that evening, her daughter was nowhere to be 

found, but a note was set on the dining room table. It was from the younger girl, telling 

her mother that she had fallen in love with someone and decided to move across country, 

deciding that her mother wouldn't mind if she 'borrowed' the money.  

 

A few months later the mother sat alone, dirty and hungry as she reflected on the past 

decades. She would live the rest of her life as she was raised, poor but hardworking, this 

time with no family to put her trust into. The people she loved most were the easiest to 

take her for granted. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

C-M-K 

Puppet 
 

 
 

 
 



 

 

Haley Timbs 

Where I’m from 
 

I am from a crazy family 

I am from a hard past  

I am from Indianapolis  

I am from sunshine gardens  

I am from crazy childhood 

I am from struggles 
 

 

 

 

Kaylynn Jones 

Where I’m from 
 

I am from Iowa  

I am from Indiana 

I'm from a broken family 

I'm from trust issues 

I am from uncertain love 

I am from hope 
 

 

 

 

Halle Spencer 

diamond 
 

Food 

Nutritious, healthy 

Nourishing, adding, filling 

Drink, feed, abstain, fast 

Monitoring, weighing, starving 

Disgusted, ashamed 

Enemy 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Anica Rose 

I Remember 
I remember the feeling of sand on my feet the day my dad got married. The ocean 

swaying in the background, the cool breeze of a Florida evening whipping my sun-

bleached hair around. 

 

I remember my first day of school and how my mom had to leave me there all by myself. 

The smell of crayons and my newfound independence. 

 

I remember the day my grandma died, the way the room felt like all the air had been 

sucked out and the red-hot burn of grief. 

 

I remember when my sister was born, the feeling of holding new life in my hands and 

accepting that I was no longer the baby. 

 

I remember the first time I walked into my house, carrying a metal statue my mom had 

given me and looking in awe at the space that was ours. 

 

I remember the first time I met my best friend, running around at recess feeling the mulch 

below my feet and the elementary school air blowing around me. Not a care in the world. 

 

I remember summers at my dad’s house in Michigan. Orange sunsets and warm summer 

air, sitting in the driveway listening to Dave Matthews band never wanting to be apart 

again.  

 

I remember the day my cat died, cold clinical air and the thick smog of sadness. 

Watching her fight up until the last second and wishing she didn't have to go. 

 

I remember the day I found out my mom was sick. How I didn't understand and got angry 

at the idea of watching her deteriorate in front of me. 

 

I remember the day I met my boyfriend; the night was lit up by fluorescent lamps and the 

cold AC of his car hit my face while we talked about nothing and everything for hours. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Cecilia Craig 

This is 17 
 

This is 17. 

 

17 is a roller coaster. A roller coaster with ups and downs and twists and turns. A roller 

coaster where the downs seem never ending and the ups never last as long as you want 

them to. The twists and turns are so unexpected as if you’re blindfolded. You have no 

idea what’s coming. It’s scary, not knowing anything that going to happen in the next few 

years. Not knowing what you’re going to do, what you’re going to become. It’s 

terrifying. 

 

17 is when everything seems unpredictable and you have no control over your life. 

You’re in the mid of your teenage years, where everything is full of hormones and 

confusion. You’re trying to figure out who you are while also trying to live up to high 

expectations set by your parents and yourself. These high expectations seem to weigh 

down on you, crush you, and make you feel like you can’t amount to anything. You feel 

as if you let people down, when really all people expect from you is to try your best. 

 

17 is having freedom to hang out with your friends and feeling like you can do whatever 

you want, but really that freedom is limited when you still live under your parents’ roof. 

Because of this, you may not listen to your parents and even disobey them. You feel like 

you have the freedom to sneak out at 12 in the morning to smoke pot with your friends, 

but really all you wanted was to be at home sleeping. Not wanting to be embarrassed by 

your friends, you tell them your mom tracked your phone but instead what really 

happened was you called her immediately saying “Sorry I snuck out, can you pick me 

up.” You craved acceptance from these cool people, but in reality, you were terrified of 

being caught by your parents, or even worse, the police. 

 

17 is being addicted to your phone. Or maybe just being addicted to the escape your 

phone gives you. Being on social media, scrolling mindlessly for hours. Not a single 

thought goes through your head. Scrolling through peoples’ Instagram stories, seeing all 

the fun they have with people that aren’t you. Scrolling through TikTok seeing accounts 

recommended to you of people who you used to consider friends. You feel like you’re 

missing out on so much fun when they’re going to parties and drinking, meanwhile 

you’re sitting alone in your bed. You sometimes think, “If social media makes me feel 

like garbage, I should just delete it.” And sometimes you do, but when you get bored you 

crawl right back to it. Social media is an addictive, never ending cycle. 

 

17 is being scared of turning into an adult. You realize your teen years are almost over, 

and the thought of being an adult terrifies you. Moving out, paying taxes, working a full-

time job. All these things you’ve never had to do before makes you feel so unprepared for 

the upcoming years. It’s scary, but you know you have to do it eventually. It’s only a 

matter of time before you turn into an adult, so make your teenage years count. 



 

 

 

17 is being filled with anxiety. Generalized anxiety, social anxiety, OCD, PTSD, phobias, 

and so much more. Being a teen, there are so many things to be anxious about. Seeing old 

friends that you now come to hate, not being able to be in loud spaces, or maybe just 

thinking you’re never good enough to amount to anything. All these thoughts swirl in 

your head constantly, it seems never ending. You feel as if your head would explode 

from all the anxious thoughts. Like maybe the world would end if you couldn’t get them 

to stop. But you realize you have to stop it. You don’t want these thoughts to control you, 

so you won’t let them. You have to take a breather, a moment of calm, and think maybe 

this isn’t as bad as you make it out to be. You can get through this. Your anxiety doesn’t 

define you. 

 

17 is when depression starts to creep into your life. Maybe the loss of a family member or 

friend, school weighing down on you, or even nothing at all. Depression is funny like 

that, it comes at the most unexpected moments. Life could be going alright but then all of 

the sudden, boom, here comes the depressing thoughts. It makes you feel worthless, like 

maybe you could have just been better, things wouldn’t have turned out like this. 

Depression is when you are so mentally exhausted that you can’t get yourself to do 

anything. Depression is when sleeping away the day seems more appealing than just 

getting out of your room to eat. And depression is especially when just living everyday 

seems like a chore. You sometimes think, “How could I have let things get this bad?” 

You feel so guilty and you blame everything on yourself, even things you couldn’t 

control. That’s when the suicidal thoughts come in. You’ve hated yourself for so long, so 

you start to believe everyone else hates you too. You think to yourself, “Maybe things 

would be better if I just weren’t here at all.” You try to commit suicide, but your attempt 

is unsuccessful. You mom realizes how bad the situation had become, and takes you to a 

mental hospital. All she wants is to support you, and she loves you more than you will 

ever know. People care about you and love you so much, and you realize that that alone 

is worth living for. 

 

17 is a roller coaster of emotions full of up and downs and twists and turns. And yes, you 

decided to point out a lot of negative things, but things aren’t as bad as they seem. Life 

gets better when you understand that the bad moments are only temporary. Maybe, just 

maybe, there are more ups than you realize. You have so much life ahead of you. You’re 

in good health, you have supportive friends and family, and you have goals for your 

future. What more could one ask for in life?  

 

This is 17. This is me. Now. 

 


