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Celebrate your inner 
Bohemian - welcome to 
the writers and artists 

edition!

WRI
TER&&artist 
edition
A collection of the drawings, photos, paintings and writings of Mexico 
High School students. Thanks and congratulations to all of our photog-
raphers and artists and to the singers and dancers that can’t be captured 
in black and white, we salute your talents and well!

A  Descent Into Madness
by Memphis Batts, 10 

Madness is my master, my God, my love.
Lord madness and insanity are twins.
Insanity a snake, madness a dove.
Insanity loses, while madness wins.
Oh lord lord madness, is all that lies above.
How can I believe, when hell lies below.
Have faith in madness, when push comes to shove.
When you see the beast, say I said hello.
Bags under my eyes, tell no lies, no sleep.
The insane and the mad, go hand and hand.
When I see my peers, not even a peep.
Madness led me to the forsaken land.
My life, madness is all I have to show.
I’m sorry God, madness is all I know.

 photo by Alexis Clifford, 12

anonymous

   If the world is a puzzle, poetry 
is a collection of pieces colored 
black and blue, bruises that 
have stainped my heart and 
mind. This specific piece was 
birthed in the darkest crevices of 
my consciousness and has man-
ifested itself as short phrases 
that contain my very sanity. But 
I treasure it nonetheless. Every 
part of me has a place on my 
puzzle which is not perfect, it is 
burned, scarred, and frayed, but 
it is mine and that is what makes 
life beautiful; imperfection.
by Olivia Benton

Quicksand
The line was drawn, a
blemish in the sand.
Created with a
stick, too fragile, too
weak. Crafted by a girl,
too fragile, a dip
in the sand. The line
was drawn.

A shameless creature
was sick and lonely,
weakly restrained by

questioned morals. 
Morals
that were ignored for
her. For the naive.
Devious was the
lone creature.

The shifty creature
saw the line, the blur
in the sand. Crafted
with a stick that could
cause him
no harm.
Crafted by a girl.
She would cause him 
no harm.
The blemish in the 
sand.
The shifty creature saw
the line.

The girl welcomed the 
creature.
Open hand, open heart.
She trusted too easily.
The creature crushed 
her.
She loved too easily.
She reached out devot-

edly.
Open hand, open 
heart.
The girl wiped 
away
the line.

The girl opened her 
eyes.
Hideous light.
She cried for help.
Begging.
She hid from her-
self.
Beautiful darkness.
The girl closed

her eyes.

Fistful of sand.
Fire in her belly.
Sand burned to 
glass.
Glass fragments.
Blood-stained sand.
Proof she survived.

painting by Parker Allen, 11



The Growl is the student newspaper of Mexico 
High School. It produced by the journalism stu-
dents under the advisement of Ms. Jami Williams, 
instructor. The Growl is produced and distributed 
on the last Wednesday of each month through The 
Mexico Ledger. For advertising information please 
call: 573.581.4296 x. 2726 during school hours.

Conner Baclesse
Ja’Niyah Brookins
Adam Buck
Bailey Crum
BreAsia Estill
Jackson Lamb
Hailey Long
Kambreya Merriman

Autumn Moore
Braylin Parrott
Jordan Shelton
Emily Smith
Myah Smith
Gage Walker
Madison Wheaton
Dakota White
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Darkness and His Fawn
by Sedny Sorm, 10

The shadows caressed her with soft menace. 
Her hair made her glow like the sun at dawn. 
His shadows found her beauty so precious. 
He wanted to paint her, the lovely fawn. 
His eyes lingered on her molten brown eyes. 
He stilled as her mouth twitched into a smile.
Her large brown eyes flickered with true surprise.
He smiled back and they both stared for awhile. 

Oh, how lavish would they be together.
His eyes were shining, lit with quiet joy. 
Brushing of fingers, the only tether.
She could see past him, the quiet scarred boy. 

She blushed at his alluring arrogance. 
She matched him with relrentless elegance. 

The Loss of an Angel
by April Mills, 10

Tears of pain as I wept & sorrowed,
Swallowing it up for fakeness but in spite
Everywhere I went it was sure to followed. 
A place I called home that had warmth & light 
Now has been condemned with darkness & fright. 
For each step down the path is constant fear, 
Every day without you, is unpleasant sight
A reminder that loneliness is here. 

Oh for every time I glimpse at your small grave 
Life without you was such an unespect, 
Its taken a lot for me to be brave.
But your one angel I’ll never forget, 

You will always be my first best friend,
I hope someday we meet again, till very end. 

Grandpa’s Chair
by Brooke Teel, 10

He used to sit there in his rocking chair.
Pat his knee and I would sit on his lap.
Why does this life have to be so unfair?
At the end of the day life is a trap.
Now I will have to rock all by myself;
His scent still covers the silk of the chair.
Now they’re gone, the imprints he made himself,
The pain of him gone I can’t even bare...

I save his seat for the day he comes back.
I hope I can hug him again someday.
When I close my eyes I get many flashbacks,
I thought he was going to be okay...

We have made so many memories there
And my heart is there in my grandpa’s chair.

Am I 
by Ella Raines, 10

Am I my body or the curves I hate? 
My body gets sick and scraped, no control...   
Am I my blonde hair or the food I ate?   
Am I my eyes, the windows to my soul  
Or am I people’s opinion of me? 
The way people whisper in others ears   
Is this the way my life has to be?    
Am I my crookedcroocked smile, am I my tears?

I can not be my mind, it feeds me lies. 
Am I my family, thicker than blood?
Am I the fake hellos or the goodbyes 
The deep waves in my soul, the raging flood?

You know how long I’ve waited, how I try 
Tell me God, who am I, God who am I ?

May Craven, 12

Owed to Emma
by Rhae Azdell

All this time without her feels very long
I miss all the joy she would always bring  
I sit in class and think about her songs 
Laid in bed thinking, she won’t get the ring
I think about all the times she was strong 
Sometimes about all the things I did wrong 
I am glad she found her almighty king 
I´ll always miss her little heart of tang 
She always had a little thing of zing 
And just like that, she was gone in a bang 
I bet she has the most beautiful wings 
All of this time without feels so strange 
I wish she didn’t go and leave her things 

The Dream
by Caleb Prater

Sitting in class not able to stay awake
As I head off into daytime dreaming 
Wondering what my mom is able to make 
I watch the teacher my mind is scheming 
I would nail Connor with an airsoft gun
Multi shots I can’t miss; he zigzags around 
I would sneaksnaek up on him he cuts and runs
I would chase him through the woods like a hound.

When I catch him I threaten to dunk him
Into the pond on the front property. 
I would make him beg for mercy as he swims 
And tell him it’s my own monarchy.

Caleb, Caleb, Wake up I hear her say 
She says she will hit me with an ashtray.Morgan Craig, 12

Abby Doedli, 9



GO BULLDOGS!
from a loyal 
supporter of 

local education.

GO BULLDOGS!

Go Dawgs!!

Building a strong foundation for the 
community supporting our students!

68 years...
and counting!

A proud supporter of 
the Mexico Bulldogs!
millertiremissouri.com
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A Poem for a Friend.
by A.C. Chitwood 

You can change your name from one to another
And I’ll call you my sibling, not sister nor brother.
But you are afraid of the father and mother 
Who sit in your home and call you the thing 
That you’re wanting hidden, concealed in your mind
But you are too kind
To try and change it.
Yes, you are afraid and so you restrain it.
The thoughts in your head, oh how they must spin
As you sit in your home trying again and again
Telling yourself that it is a phase.
Does it really help you? Does it numb all the pain 
That you feel as you hear your undying name
Being called from the hall with an unknowing tang?
The people you know their minds, sure, are grown
But yet they might have shown 
That they may disown 
The child they’ve raised
All because of a preordained name.

What do you do with the body presented?
Do you leave it alone? Do you try to fix it?
Do you add tissues to the space needing mass,
In the mirror, are you seeing impasse?
Do you long for something, a change here or there?
Longer eyelashes, perhaps different hair.
But how do you do it? Oh, how do you bear
The comments from others, whom you thought you could trust
If they leave something, do they leave disgust?
Please never act on the impulses driven
When somebody tells you that you aren’t forgiven
Because you are different, that you aren’t okay
Just because you want to be ‘they’.

I wish I could be there to see you fight.
Through morning, through eve’ning, through dawnlight, through night.
Every day is a battle to stay alive
I see you do it and I see you thrive. 
You’re making friends that you don’t jeopardise. 
The ones who hurt them, you terrorize.
You may be young but your words are so great. 

Greatness does not matter position or state.
You help your allies with limited wait. 
I thank the ones that make you remember 
That you are a human through January, through 
December.

You tease and you folly, you laugh and you joke.
I know you have weak days but still you don’t 
choke. 
You’re wanting to put all your troubles aside
Just to help the ones who are on the inside.
But you still need help and you still need caring. 
You deserve all the things that you’re sharing. 
I know the thought’s daring. I know that it’s rough,
But you need to realise you’re more than enough. 
You are the moonlight, guiding through dark.
You are a racecar that cannot be parked. 
You’re a great firecracker who waits to be sparked. 

And you can change your name from one to anoth-
er. 
You’ll be a great person; sibling, sister or brother. 
Keep being you and you’ll be remembered.
Keep being you and you’ll never be censored. 
You can change your body or leave it
Your view can be however you need it. 
Make sure you’re happy, make sure you laugh.
Make sure you don’t 
make jokes just on behalf
Of another who you may 
not like. 
You, as a person, are so 
unlike
Every other who claims 
to be great. 
You humble yourself, 
you show no vain trait.
You may not know it, but 
you are ornate. 

Mary Test, 10

Ahrajh Givens, 12

Don’t forget to buy 
your yearbook! 



We are   
totally in 
favor of 
dogs on the 
couch... 
especially 
Bulldogs!

2715 East Liberty St.     Mexico, Missouri
573.581.6767

Paid for by Kate Becker

There is no 
such thing as 

having too 
much 

optimism! 

Mexico 
Optimists

support the 
Mexico 

Bulldogs no 
matter how 
big or how 
small the 

paws!

Em
ily

 Ye
o,

 1
1

Em
ily

 Ye
o,

 1
1

Em
ily

 Ye
o,

 1
1

Em
ily

 Ye
o,

 1
1

Jor’Daii Cooks, 09

The staff loved this particular 
piece, Raven, by Jor’Daii 
Cooks. The entire drawing 
is made by writing the word 
“raven” in different styles us-
ing different placement of the 
word to create the drawing.
The staff was impressed first 
by the concept and second by 
the execution of the drawing.

It is hard not to be im-
pressed by junior Emily 
Yeo’s work. Her shading is 
sophisticated and practiced 
and her use of light and 
dark is illuminating and 
carries a forethought  that 
blows our minds! These 
two pieces in particular 
capture that mystery that 
makes art so alluring. 
Knowing that these are 
simply strokes of a pencil 
and blending is well, mind-
blowing!

Rhiannon Hoyle
Senior Rhiannon Hoyle has been one of our favor-
ite artists to watch over the last three years. She is a 
senior and will be moving on, but we couldn’t have an 
artists and writers edition without including her. The 
wings on the hummingbird - those are clock hands. 
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