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&& Poetry by @m

L.ong and L.ost

A donnet

The light shone bright like stars in outer space
The beams that flowed from faces to the moon
My heart beats quickly as the words are strewn
A fake smile stretches across my face

My eyes well up with tears that softly race
Without you here my heart grows too immune
Our separation never will attune

Our love, so strong, can never be replaced
But as I see the happiness in you

My sadness buried deep beneath the love

Our relationship will stay strong all through
Our family will stay tight all above

So, with sorrow, I now do bid adieu

But not for long, migrating like a dove.
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Lite Emerges 41

ingpived, by William Cadlos W * “Qpring and AU

Rattling from the strong, rooted tree
the frigid wind whips her

rocking, blustering, struggling
survival is skeptical

The cool sun reflects
a blinding light shines, dividing the sky in two

Days are minutes shuffling by
she grows impatient

the grass is vivid, the leaves fresh
itis her time

a crack snaps through the dry fabric
fracturing her capsule in half

Limp and lifeless, her body flutters

to the ground, warm and unfamiliar
light brightens and humid air lingers
she lays in the center of the new world

Her feet kiss the dirt ground
Stumbling to gain her balance

She straightens her crystal wings
demanding attention

Without thought she lifted in the air-
floating on the hot wind

filled with new life

the world awakens
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APRIL BURGESS / Pastel

HANA LIGHT / Paste

AUTUMN BRENDLE / Paste
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\ DEVIN BROWN
Self-Portrait / Charcoal

rowing up, my mother would

have at least one cup of
steaming hot coffee each morning.
| recall waking up at the beginning
of each day and smelling it as |, half
asleep, stumbled down the steps to
take a shower before school. There
were times when |, reaching the
bottom of the stairs and rubbing
my eyes awake, glanced around the
corner to catch a glimpse of my mom,
both hands hugging her mug, taking
sips of her escape. She always got
comfortable at the same spot on
the couch with our three schnauzers
tightly curled up against her. With the
lack of noise and company, | imagine
my mom had a million thoughts going
through her head those mornings.
However, | know she was in heaven
during those moments because of the
way she drank from her mug, eyes
closed, smile on her face, and an
increasingly warm heart.

As a child, | despised coffee.
Nonetheless, | tried my mother’'s
coffee on occasion to see if | liked
it, but it always seemed like a bitter
stream of mud sloshing down my
throat. | don't think any child enjoys
coffee very much and if they do
they're probably lying in order to feel

SIPS OF

older. Maybe children tend not to
drink coffee simply because they don't
need it, maybe they are so innocent,
content, and full of energy that they
haven't had to force themselves to
drown in coffee just to stay awake.

By the time | grew into a teenager,
| started to drink coffee every now
and then, eventually falling in love
with the drink so much to take it any
way | could get it: black, full of cream,
hot, cold, whatever. But the question
still stands. Did | truly like coffee or
did | adjust to the taste because |
needed more energy to survive my
youth? Or, perhaps this question has
no significance at all. Maybe the only
true reason | started drinking coffee
had been to be more like my mother.
After all, sitting down to drink coffee
with her never failed in leading to
interesting conversation and quality
time spent together.

During one of our conversations over
coffee, | learned that my parents
decided to keep my mom at home
full time instead of working when my
brothers and | came into the world
to assure that we would be properly
raised. Incredibly, she gave up her
dreams to stay home with us all
those years. Always fascinated with
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by Devin Brown

the medical field, she wanted to be
a surgeon or at least work with a
surgeon. Although the decision had
been made long ago, my mother,
consistently knowing what is wrong
when I'm sick or hurt, would have
made an excellent worker in the
medical field.

Now, every time | sit down to enjoy
a cup of coffee, | think about my
mother and all she has sacrificed for
me. Even when she's gone, | know
I'll be able to drink some coffee and
it will remind me of who she raised
me to be. | know that everything she
has done for me can be remembered
and cherished as long as | have coffee
to drink. To add to this, | think it's
possible that my learning to enjoy
coffee is symbolic of growing up
and maturing. | used to think coffee
tasted like mud and, in the same way,
my life, at that time, had an impact on
the world as much a puddle of mud
would. Now, I'm older and, because
of listening to my mom's teachings,
| have contributed more to the world
as my love for coffee has increased;
however, | am not half of the caring,
nurturing person my mother is.

Perhaps | need more coffee...
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HANA LIGHT / Cut Paper

gl

The Arrival
py Ashlee Caler
Based off «Words” by sylvia Plath 0 )

' park and eerie the days come,
death following in the hours past.

Blisters and boils.
Bleeding and pussing,

Tt is here. i

Barricades are fomed"One Less

doors ére locked, by Ashlee Galer i

w a g . : o ; :_‘_

children hiding in the shadows. Sh e ' Vs the h i é?:
e adows play on e horl

The night has come I gathermy pooks and 80 on

A The streets empty of life Mo

for death to reach its peak, 'm jnvincible. e

An independent soul

Bodies are stacked A quiet h.fe of loneliness = - e .
An emptiness grows deeper in my Lyl g |
Broken, beaten. R A

jnnocent plood will be shed.

draped over others in holes

the smell of rotten flesh hits the air I hold my silence Jike a gun
XNo one is safe Each word catching in my throat
» The scene of my death forever repeating
gilence reigns.

I

For the bubonicplagué'

rorld gone
s gone from my chest
d left alone in my mind
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I went back upstairs
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KERRY ALMEIDA / Neelum

SeasSons
by eelnro Nrpjad

the wind blows, the trees sway
leaves come sailing down
night gets lo ger day by day

bro wWn
r\den and gl’ay

the sky is dark

the ground Wh ITQ
grass nowherg 10 be seen
winter is ﬁ

[e02reen L |
owers spring EN GARCIA / sejf. -Portrait / Tempera
ﬂbiue sky, beautiful and bright
birds Chll’p in Joy nd leave at night
spring IS
purp le and light
the sun rises and brings light
refreshing cool breezes fill the air
the feeling of happiness everywhere
summer is ue
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allin this haveﬂ is native,

except the mark of a show,
and the tools he equips.
all can live in PeaCe,
and all reliant on one another,

except for the savage acts of survival,
but those we can grant

the surroundings may be cruel

but the feeling of joy overwhe

EMILY ALBRIGHT / Dave / Mixed Media . :

-

TH / Self-Portrait Tempera

RYLEE SMI
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YEAR

A Sonnet by Renee Eisenberg
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Inhaling, I felt the muggy, summer
air form into clouds and make
their way into my lungs. Some of

the clouds evaporated and splashed
my face as if trying to send me a
wake-up call. To my right, infinite
evergreen blankets roar down hills,
and lay motionless behind the barren

= crescent of road.
ole. Momoriey =
magnificent
&/é& Pwﬁ& being sits
patiently,

by Cheyenne Graham 1,ands draped

over the steering wheel, gazing out
into the vast distance before us...my

_ mother. Her red-velvety hair folds

‘ down into a perfect edge, pastel skin
sheens beneath the sun’s glossy rays,
prussian blue eyes hidden behind

a shield of sunglasses. We have

U2 forcefully drifting out of the car
windows, splitting into our ears in
unmeasurable amounts of pleasure.
Fizzling, our fountain drinks sit
entrapped in the cup holders,
dripping past Rutter’s acclaimed
label. With no set destination, no
bother in sight, no one except my dear
friend leading the way to destiny,
nothing between us and bliss except
old-crusty backroads.

Unbory
[

Glimpsing, my mother swiveled her
head between me and the road, gazing
at olr features, smiling and chuckling
all at the same time. My peripheral
7ision catches her in the act, which
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causes my head to snap towards her
direction, “What?” I asked anxiously

She smiled gently, “ Hah, nothing

really, just looking at my beautiful
little girl, and thinking about how

much I love her.”

My facial expression tried to convey
her statement as being “sappy” or
“lame”. I couldn’t let my mother
know that I had a soft spot, because
what ten-year-old has one anyway?
However, even though my aura of
mellowness stayed strong like an ox,
a smile couldn’t help but seep through
my lips. Blushing, I turn towards
her, trying not make eye-contact,
hesitating between thoughts, words,

and feelings, I finally just said
.

“You know what, mom? I really
love you too.”

A warm sensation flooded m
body, feeling as if my heart
sat cradled in safe arms. I
didn’t want to speak, didn’t
want to think, didn’t want
to feel anything except love;
I didn’t want to toy with the
moment, just wanted

to let it happen.

My mother is my confidant, my
teacher, my human tissue when I
need to shed a few tears, and we

drove on..

Now, this moment is just an
unforgettable time capsule, faintly
projected in the corners of my ‘
junk-box of a brain. Her soft-
melodic voice slowly swifts in my
eardrums, her honeyed aroma still
tingles beneath my nose ring, her
characteristics trace my DNA every-
so-often. My mother’s presence is still
greatly yearned for in my life, but I
can’t close my eyes to reminiscence
forever; I have to keep them open to
actuality.



PORTFOLIO OF

' y
Tribal / Acrylic Painting

Photograph / Creative Intentions

:pnw,-- * ‘
:ﬂfo ‘QCB' EI'IHTEH.T..

- Injustice anywhere £ ‘ “
o hAY'mHRIﬂBE

ml' s atieal o e .~ .

MAFfH]A

’I_Eermnﬂfﬂ d|..'1 mHU

.‘_1".

Hate / Collage

-I'
o
~
e
<
1%
©
O

Circles / Watercolor on Yupo
Dimensions 2015 | Hanover High School | Volume XII | 17

——



- athing thatdoes not ho\d you~— -
“cannothold you*-*'
fortisjustout of reach
“how cana love be SO S’G’Oﬂg
“forit has not touched- yo

’why is reason SO \ost on.
yothing thatis always inali
* and yetit does not need t0
_ it does not need to See you
_and it does not need the brrght lig

e for you to fall deeper and
- until you have fallen SO far, =

e ‘rr"' For

“they tell you to hlde the
. they tell you that itsjusta
~But most don’r—reahzemep

?RIANNA ANGELES / Collage

its hard for everyone to see
you go by faking smiles just
you go by being who everyone

but you really just g0 by

you are not your lness

o~

\
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IR Setting Sun

IR Inquiring Eyes

- b

2 Facing Decades i%.| Reflections

PHOTOGRAFPHY AND WRITINGS BY

The Yesterme

Inspired by Lewis Carroll “The Jabberwocky”

Feathering through the fickle fall flutterfrees So the yestermes searched through the flutterfrees

The sun glows gallantly and glistfulfree that were left to be yelperbees and flutterfrees
Out comes the leafs of light levanies followed under those yertermes, free

Singing their song of mysteries Soaring, in all it glory, the yesterme, began to sing
Yeltering yestfully the yelping yesterme sat What do you sing for? Is it for the litterbling?
on its perch They decorate their homes, their abodes, with their

What's a yesterme to do with litterblings
something to search? Found under the sudden ring

Of land so distant and big
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Walching from
some heights

Watching from some heights
He sees the water ripple;
Looking for dinner’s great delight
Watchful, cautious, but mutually unaware
That [ was so near.

Turning left I saw,
His great blue plumage;
Wild and fanciful in the surprise
Moving hardly, he slowed,
Curious of what I'd do.

® Regal in the Reeds King of his lake, he thought,
There could be no threat to compare;
But there [ am, this strange beast.
His wings unfold, but flight he does not take,
Folding back into his sides,
Beginning again in his hunt,

He searches for toads, fish, dragonflies.
Anything would do,
For his stomach’s great roar;
Wading in his long stilts
Moving the water, he searched.

This great patron of nature
Did not see me as his threat
For him, the king of the lake,
Could be challenged by none.

% Alert Behind Solitary Blades

PiCked Apart Stories Piously prying upon the Was it gold or just fool's gold
Inspired by “Words” by Sylvia Plath thoughts that we once despised

the question remains unasked
Memories cascade through The thoughts that we once and unanswered

pinhole lenses gepenidediotiy

afraid of knowing and unknowing
S . Written by our own selves . :

Picking the picked apart it A e

R Do s . Placed upon a shelf and crowned .

Choosing what *our own kind , it's dust all the same

To see in an old light : Wolrship to the gods of yesteryear g} c}?}fsn;?mories built in the
a new light The truth fades and their crown

remains picked apart stories
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Survivor

by: Chantel Bankert

(In honor of my mom who had breast cancer and beat 1t) 4 W Mé
When we found out
We were all shocked ’ f % é) rm
To hear the words As

the b
i y Toby Talamantes
“I have Cancer.” wind
blows,

These words made us shut down and cry. the Sky
You felt like giving up darkens,
But you didn’t. the storm An

growls and cries “hg

. . brell
You fought in cold hatred. ; el
T s The clouds gather, y o u
Sick et and fear beckons.
ickness, nausea and tiredness. you cower and hide, from th_e

from the thunder rain, my voice _

Yet, you pushed through, finished Chemo. unabated. calls out, against Ui

But the fight wasn’t over.
Radiation followed, making you tired.

You may have felt alone

But you weren’t.
You had all of us-
Your kids, family, and friends.

We all helped out
! Doing the household chores,
Painting your toenails,
And cooking dinner.

Now that radiation is almost over
You may feel relieved,
But the healing process takes time.

We will stand beside you.
You are strong and a fighter
You are a survivor.

We love you, Mom.
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Not Smart Enough

ART WORK AND WRITINGS BY




WHEN IT HIT ME

Gradually, the sunlight shone through my window,
and my tired eyes slowly opened. Facing another
day of kindergarten always excited me, my young
brain craved new knowledge, and my inner woman
adored the idea of independence. My brush flowed
through my long, blonde hair and I put on my
favorite Pooh Bear dress, purple with all of the
characters pictured on the skirt. I happily skipped
to my grandma’s old, beat up station wagon in
front of my house. Smiling, my mind wandered
what might occur that day; coloring, playing games,
making new friends, and much much more.

Moving closer, the blur turned out to be a man
wearing all blue, charging on a silver bike with
tall wheels. Iturned my body and faced him., He
reached me, slamming into my rib cage, and my
thin, delicate body smacked onto the ground,
taking my breath away. Within seconds, my body,
bleeding excessively from my arms and legs, and
my Pooh Bear dress smashed into the sidewalk.
Trying to regain consciousness and scanning

my surroundings, I saw a blurred image of a
teenage boy riding his bike and quickly turning
the corner on my street, probably in an effort to
relieve himself from my grandma, running and
screaming, and her wrath. Breath gasping, heart
pounding, world spinning, I barely could decipher
my grandma aggressively sprinting towards the
man down the street. The man rode swiftly and
my grandma’s body, diminutive and frail, stood no
match for the young, fit man and his sports bike.

My grandma returned to me, cussing and panting,
and decided she should take me to the hospital.
Hands shaking, thoughts blurred, my words
wouldn’t come out. I'd never gone to the hospital,
and had absolutely no desire to go. As we drove,
my skewed mind attempted to make sense of all
that had happened in the last twenty minutes, but
could only remember bits and pieces. Upon arrival
at the hospital, my grandma explained to the nurse
what happened to me. The nurse looked at me,
her eyes, concerned and blue, and escorted me
back to her office. The nurse checked my vitals.
Everything seemed to be normal, but the shooting
pain in my wrist and my pounding headache made
it impossible for me to comprehend the nurse. She
took notice of my deep pain and sent me to the
emergency room.

In the emergency room the doctor, Dr. Smith,

laid me on a bed made with all white sheets and

a small, course blanket. He examined me and
immediately noticed my wrist, bruised, swollen,
and crooked, and ordered an Xray. Blood oozing
from my head, he also informed me that an MRI
would be ordered to be done immediately. Dr.
Smith walked me to the MRI room. The dim
lighting and the massive, dark MRI machine, a
neverending tunnel, almost led me to burst into
tears. Dr. Smith informed me of exactly what
would happen. With the massive helmet secured
to my head, the doctor placed me in the MRI
machine for about 30 minutes. As if this all
wasn’t terrifying enough, my grandma and Dr.
Smith had to leave the room. Sweating, despite
the cold temperature in the room, and drowning in
terrifying thoughts, I wondered: What if I got stuck
in the machine? What if the door locked and I got
trapped? Could there be something on the other
side of the tunnel? What if it was aliens? What if
I suffocated in the tunnel?

As it turns out, I survived the accident and even
the MRI. Injuries, X rays, doctors appointments,
and many MRI nightmares, although just a small
part of the recovery process, I did just fine, I
certainly did not expect enduring a day in the
emergency room rather than a joyful day at
kindergarten. Looking back on the event, I haven't
seen the man riding the bike since the day of the
accident. Although mortified by the accident at
the time, I realize now how much my grandma
loves about me and how fortunate I am to be taken
care of so well, during both the good times and the
difficult ones. Even though I almost always insist
on doing things independently, I know that it’s
okay to need help sometimes.

Not Athletic Enough
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by AmaLeA WiLLiams B

On April 15, 2000, my
mother, three months
pregnant, my father, and

| visited my paternal
grandfather, Baba, at his
home in a gated community
located in Paradise Valley,
about five miles out of
Phoenix, Arizona. We called
to inform him that we had
left our home to see him, but
to our surprise he did not
answer his phone; however,
we assumed that he sat
outside in his backyard
enjoying the beautiful
Avrizona spring day.

As we approached the
entry gates the security
guard on duty said that he
had not seen him yet that
day, which happened to be
normal seeing it turned out
to only be about 11 o’clock
in the morning. Grasping
the Peanuts themed coloring
pages that | had carefully
doodled on that morning,
we drove into his driveway.
Upon arrival at his home
my mother and father saw

a single piece of white

copy paper with, to my
three year old mind, hastily
drawn scribbles. My parents
hurriedly read the scribbles

-*‘JI:' YAt

while running in through
the unlocked front door to
the dining room table where
another piece of paper with
more gracefully drawn
scribbles awaited their eyes.
My mother, shocked and
stunned, cried while my
father slowly turned to walk
towards Baba’s bedroom,
note barely held in his
shocked, paralyzed hands.
Opening the door | saw

my grandfather, sleeping
peacefully, on his twin bed
with a gun delicately placed
near his head. Immediately
my mother rushed me to the
neighbor’s house with a box
of everlasting gobstoppers
and three of my favorite
Disney movies. Meanwhile
my father called all of his
five siblings and emergency
Services.

I stayed at the neighbor’s
house until my mother, so
soft and fragile, came to
bring me back to Baba’s
house. To me the somber
scene seemed almost calm,
as | sat watching my father
and a paramedic carry

my limp, bloodstained
grandfather out on a
stretcher. My mother, still
hysterical, sat on the floor in
front of me unable to watch.
I still had some gobstoppers
left so | decided to offer

her some hoping that it could
calm her down; she took two

and slowly put each of them into
her mouth. Just then my father
walked back in and my mom
stood up to console him in a long
embrace. As he came to sit next
to me he hugged and kissed me.

I had not yet realized that his
father, the man Tim Williams
had been to me, is gone from

the physical world forever. My
mother stayed in the middle of
the room, still dealing with the
overwhelming shock.

As the day went on people came
and went from the home, yet
when a young man, that | had
only seen in pictures, who looked
very much like my grandfather,
walked into the front door of

the home no one noticed him;

I seemed to be the only person
who could see him. He slowly
moved to me and knelt down,
with a familiar smile he looked
me right in the eyes and said,
“Amalea, before you’d been
born I happened to be in a lot

of pain, the type of pain that |
thought I could never get away
from. The day that you entered
the world | went to the hospital
to see this beautiful baby girl that
my youngest son had brought
into this world. I had been very
hesitant to hold you because both
my physical and emotional pain
had become too much, but your
father insisted. I finally gave

in and the moment you hit my
arms all my despair and agony
vanished. | held you for what
seemed like hours, the only thing
on my mind, you. But sadly over
the past three years my mind
became cloudier and cloudier and
my body ached more and more
each day. Up to this point the
pain had been tolerable because

I knew once a week a beautiful
blonde haired, blue eyed girl
would run through that door and
the first thing she would do is
rush around the house looking
for me.”

The young man, dressed in a
button up shirt and khaki pants,
then came closer to me, lifted his
hands, soft and gentle, pointed
to my heart and said, “I will
always be right here, and if you
ever feel down or you need
someone to talk to | will be with
you forever.” As he stood up he
kissed my forehead and walked
over to my mother, gently put
his hand on her ever expanding
stomach, leaned down and kissed
the bulge that would soon be my
sister. He then straightened up
and slowly started to disappear
into a globe of light. The orb
that had once been this strange
man split into two, one going
right into my heart and the other
disappearing into my mother’s
abdomen. Right then my mother
twitched; the baby kicked for the
first time.
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Sugar Skull / Mixed Media Collage

Splatter Hair / Digital Art
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Taurus / Mixed Media Collage




to come
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