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It’s hard, I get it. These words are coming 
from people who you care about and admire, 
but you shouldn’t trust their opinion more than 
your own. No one knows your efforts and feats 
you’ve gone through to get your work done, 
and for it to be done in a manner that journalism 
hall-of-famer Dr. Jack Dvorak admires. 

And now you’re writing your senior column, 
an open letter to your 14-year-old self, and truly 
to anyone that needs this advice. 

It’s only fitting that I end my career at the 
Hyphen with an entire column of advice, more 
than the 250 words you’re limited to every other 
issue. 

And I can’t finish without thanking those that 
helped me get here. 

Dad, I know it has been hard, and I know I 
haven’t always made it easy on you. But I made 
it, and I hope I made you proud. I’ve never met 
someone so hard-working and encouraging as 
you, and I’m lucky that I had you to help me 
through the times I didn’t think I’d get out of. I 
love you more than I can fit into these 1,000-
plus words, I wish I could articulate that. 

Mr. Scott, thank you, from the bottom of my 
heart for showing me that there is more to life 
than the walls of Jeff High and the city limits 
of Jeffersonville. If I hadn’t taken your class, 
I wouldn’t have the goals for myself, and the 
confidence and poise I now carry myself with. 
Not to be too sappy, I know that makes both 
of us uncomfortable, but really. Thank you for 
everything and showing me the ropes to my 
future career. 

Finally, to my friends. I can’t address you all 
by name but if you have a special place in my 
heart you’ll know. I try not to let a day go by 
without telling you. Thank you for the encour-
agement, for the shoulders to cry on, for the 
times where we color and watch cartoons and 
pretend that we’re not growing up. For the times 
we’ve done things we shouldn’t have, but we 
get through them together and promise to never 
do something crazy again, until we do. These 
are memories I will cherish with me for the rest 
of my days, things I will tell my kids about. I 
only hope I have helped you as much as you’ve 
helped me. 

I guess that’s it...my last column for this 
newspaper. It was a lengthy one, but it wouldn’t 
be a story by Emily Tully if it wasn’t. I am 
thankful to be given this platform, and I can only 
hope I used it accordingly. 

The goal was to educate, empower, encour-
age, and to spread love. Just as it always will be. 

long time. You came in to this school a very 
awkward and shy 14-year-old, and you’re 
leaving a (hopefully) self-actualized, more well 
rounded ‘adult.’ (Is 18 years old an adult? You 
can vote and buy cigarettes and own a weapon, 
but you still want to cry when you go to doctors 
appointments by yourself. Right?)

You meet, or reconnect with people you 
wouldn’t expect. Chloé, Hanna, Hazel, and 
others will make each day brighter. It’s a world 
of a difference from the loneliness you felt 
your junior year -- it’s refreshing. It seems like 
things are falling into place. 

It’s so mind boggling to think of what a 
change in mindset can do to a person. When 
you came into high school, things were in black 
and white. Everything was tiring and it felt like 
everything around you was hazy. 

Sometime during your high school career, 
you give in and go to therapy. Admitting that 
things are wrong is the first step, and you 
make it all on your own. Be proud of the small 
victories that get you to where you’ll be when 
you graduate. 

Talking is the best decision you’ve ever 
made. It gives you courage and strength, that 
you have always had in you, but were too 
scared to show. Coming to terms with mental 
health, and being aware that things get better 
with the correct treatment options, is a vital part 
in your trial of self growth. 

Now, life isn’t in hues of gray and black, but 
instead full of vibrancy and colors. You love 
yourself and the situation you’re in; feeling 
content isn’t something you’re used to. It’s a 
huge step and I hope you realize that. 

With this newfound confidence, though, 
comes doubt. This happens in something that 
you care the most about. It’s senior year and 
you are a managing editor of the newspaper, 
something you’ve been striving towards. You 
are the only girl, which might cause you trouble 
down the road. There are some patches where 
people doubt you, which makes you doubt 
yourself. 

It is so important not to feed into this. 

At the beginning of the year, you seem kind 
of lost, not knowing what path you want to 
take. Luckily, you end up in Mr. Scott’s first 
period journalism class. You’ll hate interviewing 
people, and regret taking the class at first. But 
little did you know, it will make your time at this 
school so much better. 

Junior year, you join the Hyphen newspaper 
staff, and you’ll be very uncomfortable with 
those around you. You had your circle of friends, 
but you all were kind of the outcasts in the 
class, not a part of the group that ran things. But 
you’re new and learning the ropes. 

Eventually, you start to enjoy the subject 
more and more, realizing that this is what you’re 
going to do with the rest of your life. 

It’s comforting, really, knowing that you 
have a plan and something that you’re good at. 
The class itself was strange, but you do your 
work and you do it well. Scott helps you with a 
lot; in the class and out. Through these conver-
sations and lessons, you find your passion for 
news, politics, anything that can make a differ-
ence in the world we live in. 

(P.S. The world gets…more odd. A reali-
ty TV star is now the president of the United 
States. It’s going exactly how it seems it would.)

During this year in school, though, you 
lose most of your friends. This leads to a lot of 
soul-searching and a journey of self-growth and 
realization. 

And it sucks going through a few years 
of high school without many friends. It feels 
lonely, isolated, different. You’re going to try to 
make new friends, but it’s not the same. You’ll 
miss your old friends, and you’ll attempt to see 
how they are doing by keeping up with mutual 
acquaintances. You’ll find they’re great, which is 
bittersweet, but you want them to be happy.  

Now it’s senior year! You have been waiting 
for what seems like forever for this year. 

Four years is a long time. Like, a really 

“High school is going to be the best four 
years of your life!”

It won’t. It’s not awful, but it could have 
been a hell of a lot worse. 

Sorry to break it to you, but those who think 
that statement is true must not have had much 
to look forward to after graduation.

Now, this doesn’t mean you want to be one 
of those “edgy” kids who wants to hate school. 
You should try to make the most of your time 
here at JHS. 

But you won’t understand that at first. It’ll 
take a while for you to comprehend this, and 
for you to find your place. 

You will, though.
Freshman year, your parents will get di-

vorced and your sister will move away. You’ll 
be on your own for a while. It’ll be a year 
full of struggles that you have to get through: 
problems with your physical health, mental 
health, friendships and family. You had to grow 
up quickly. 

If there were words to make this part easier 
for you, I would say them. I wish someone 
could have said it to you, but you will manage 
and get through it all, no matter how much you 
might tell yourself you won’t.

Sophomore year is kind of a blur. It seems 
like you spent all those nights awake and 
anxious for nothing. Your grades are as good as 
they need to be, so keep focusing on those. Not 
much else matters in high school, despite what 
everyone says. 

It’s fine if you don’t go to football games, 
or socialize with every one of your classmates. 
At 15, Jeff High is basically where you spend 
most of your time, so do what you need to do 
without worries.Get your good grades and what 
you need for college and get out. 


