
Jada L. 

Writer’s Reflection: 
My dear me, from me poem, was a very emotional piece. I expressed a lot about myself I 
would never express, however I think it was necessary. I wrote this piece because I tend to 
sacrifice what I want to make others happy. I rarely am happy with my choices, however I fear 
what these people would think of me if I just stopped and left. No matter how many times my 
family tells me to think about what makes me happy it never sinks in. The memories I have 
chosen are memories that I remember the joy and happiness I felt. I said that is how I should 
always feel, because you should always be happy. One of the many reasons I got the 
courage to write this is because I know there are people out there who face this same issue. 
People who don’t have the confidence or the gut to make choices that make them happy. 
They are stuck behind that door too scared to step outside. Yes it is scary, but they are our 
people beyond that door, and I hope by reading this it can inspire them to think more about 
themself and open that door. 

Dear 25 year old me 
By Jada Lupher 
 
Dear 25 year old me,  
 
Are you happy? 
Do you have that amazing job, 
and the amazing group of friends you always wanted. 
Do you have that beautiful house you and Lauryn sat dreaming about for 
hours. 
Do you have that life we sat dreaming about as the teacher's voice would fade. 
As the surroundings  faded. 
When all we could see was us. 
Our life with family, 
our life with friends, 
our life with only the people who really cared. 
Do you remember coming out of a haze when lightning struck and took us 
through the halls. 
Do you remember walking down talking to people. 
Talking to people who only cared when it was about them. 
You gave them everything, 
but for what. 
You thought they were worthy. 
worthy of you time  
worthy of your respect 
worthy of your kindness, 
and most of all worthy of your loyalty. 
You never once thought about your happiness. 
You wanted to make sure that people didn't think you were alone. 
That you were just some quiet nerd, 



when that wasn’t even close to who you truly are, 
because at that point there was no one who fully knew you. 
So I hope as an adult you have stopped. 
Stopped giving in to false kindness. 
Stopped telling us to change. 
Stopped comparing ourselves to others, 
because this is not right. 
Do you remember how great you felt stepping off the stage after your first 
recital. 
That strike of adrenaline that made you feel fulfilled and proud. 
That feeling is how you should always feel.  
Wasting time talking to people you think that you “click “ with is ridiculous. 
Settling for “ok” is not the answer, 
because at the end of the day who cares who people think you are. 
Why worry about judgement,  
you have everything you need, 
creativity, 
love , 
and kindness. 
So just stop because none of these words mattered, 
the only thing that matters is that you know, 
that you are enough. 
 

  



Lizzie A. 

Writer’s Reflection: 
I wrote the poem to dig a little deeper with myself. When people ask me about myself, my mind 
goes blank. I wanted to include important memories-good and bad- in my poem. A lot of times we 
try to forget about the embarrassing or guilty moments, but they’re actually incredibly important to 
making us who we are as people. For the brainstorming and draft, I wrote down some things that 
were really important to me and thought about the emotion that came with them. I tried to focus on 
things that were really emotional for me, as well as what I’ve learned. I wanted to have the effect 
that if I looked back I would remember not just items, but feelings, and lessons that I may have 
forgotten. I wrote down those memories for the first draft, and I kept pretty much everything in. For 
the final, I took my favorite lines and created the new piece based off of those. I chose short lines 
to help create rhythm, so the audience reads it similarly to the way I do. 

Dear me, 
Do you remember the music? 
How we used to hate practice 
Sitting when we just wanted to stand,  
Creating sound someone else wanted to hear 
Do you remember 
How the notes became you 
Your joys and sorrows 
How people started to listen- 
Really listen- 
For the first time 
Do you remember  
How music became an escape  
From the world moving like a highway 
While we rolled down a two lane road? 
 
Do you remember  
How we wanted to change the world 
Not through meetings, 
Money, 
Fancy suits and screaming matches, 
But through cupcakes, 
Smiles too, 
Through a big heart 
That we gave to everyone 
Leaving barely enough for us, 
Not knowing  
That scotch tape and band aids 
Are not the same 
As never being broken in the first place 
Do you know now 
That being broken 



Can be more beautiful  
Than the glue piecing you together? 
 
Do you remember  
The feeling of being forgotten  
By men with egos  
The size of hot air balloons 
Who see green for money,  
not trees 
Did you stand up to them, 
Like we promised? 
Or were you trampled 
By the weight of hot air 
And lies? 
 
Do you remember  
Laboring over pots and pans, 
Burnt fingertips and melted butter,  
The feeling of a blocked shot  
Squeaky noises and tiny paws 
The things that calmed us down 
When the world seemed too big  
For us to change? 
 
Do you remember  
How the weight of the world was on our shoulders  
So much to do 
While the clock ticked and 
The earth rose  
to the same temperature  
As the oven we loved 
We wanted to change that 
Do you remember? 
We wanted to change that 
So did you? 
Or did we? 
 
From, 
14 year old Elizabeth  

 
  



Gabe G. 

Writer’s Reflection: The writing workshop was very enjoyable, because I was able to write 
about experiences I’ve had so far. I hoped to write something that would still be meaningful to 
me when I look back in the future. I felt using personification to describe the shine of the 
moonlight, really zoomed in and made you feel like you’re there too. When I was thinking 
about what to write, I just wrote about what I felt is close to me, to show what these 
experiences mean to me. It is very important when writing, to write about what makes you feel 
good and what best expresses yourself. Writing about your life and your experiences is nice 
because you know the details and information involved, so it can be really enjoyable. 
 
 

Dear 25 year old me, 
 
Do you remember those vivid images inside your brain when you’d think 
about your future career? Yeah, me too.  
I really do hope that you enjoyed your life as an adolescent and young adult 
because adulthood can get very stressful, can’t it.  
I’ve always wanted to do something that I love when I grow up, but life isn’t 
always as easy as pie, so you have to work hard for what you want. 
Sometimes at night, I stare out my window into the starry gaze of the moon 
and all the stars along with it, I do it just to imagine and ponder life’s 
questions. 
My family has always supported me throughout everything I’ve experienced, 
has yours continued to do so? I hope to find out one day. 
It’s so interesting when you think of the best day you’ve ever had and then, it 
just gets topped by another day and another, continuously until your heart’s 
content. 
Finally, I want to say, Thank you Gabe, for sharing all of these moments that 
I’ve experienced and the ones I haven’t. I just want to say I hope you enjoy 
every moment for the rest of your life. 
 
Gabe  

 
  



Adam G. 

Writer’s Reflection: 
When I wrote “Dear, Me”, I hoped to create a piece of poetry that in the future I could look back on 
and remind me of things that I had forgotten. To write the poem, I started in the brainstorming 
phase and wrote on a few notecards. Then, I turned each memory into sentences with the smaller 
details and wrote my rough draft, from there there were just simple tense and punctuation 
changes left to create my final draft. In my poem, each stanza was 5 lines long. Inside each 
stanza, it was similar to a paragraph, the first and last lines were summaries of the stanza and the 
middle lines were details. 

Dear me, 
  
Never forget that time you went on the Lochness Monster for the first time 
You were scared, but you didn’t want to show in front of your friends 
You were shaking and shivering like you were as cold as ice 
Then whoosh, you were off into the dark tunnel 
Never forget how amazing it felt at the end to conquer your fears  
 
Do you remember that time you went to the beach with 45 members of your 
extended family 
Even with the biggest house on the block it still felt a little tight, but that was a 
good feeling 
All those times you bodyboarded and jumped waves, you felt like a king of the 
world 
And at the end of a full day, you’re eating in the salty air watching a beautiful 
sunset unfold 
Do you remember now that amazing week with your massive family 
 
Do you still love that rope swing tree in Aberfeldy 
The one hanging over the river with the swift water flowing beneath 
The tree that your sister beat her fears on and you recorded that awesome 
video on 
The one with all those helpful foot and hand holds built by the local children 
Do you still love the sensation of flying until being jolted back to life with the 
cold water 
 
Do you still have your trophy from science fair regionals 
The trophy you won from the science project we did on milk 
Remember how excited you were at the volunteer shelter when you found out 
you made it 
Then getting all dressed up and excited for the big day 
Do you still remember the scared look on your face when they announced 
your name 
  
Never forget the time you went white water rafting with mom 



It was mid October and it was peak season for white water 
You had gone to the best place in a thousand miles for a 13 year old 
And don’t forget the water splashing over your face when you went over the 
level 5 rapids 
Never forget that experience, including the comforting Olive Garden you 
traveled to after 
 
Don’t you forget about me, 
13 year old Adam 

 


