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i & had to duck as our LYCP crashed into the

' shore, pullets like heams of light piercing
the hoat The usually blue oceanwas
~ ominously red. I climped over the side of -
 the poat with my rifle aver my shoulder and
~ gropped in the bloody

water, S6r€AMS
~ echoed in my ears from every - -

~ direction. 1 tried to swim, but moved
~ too slowly with all of my gear. [had tomove = .
 up to the sand. I saw my friend whom [lost =2
trach of in the confusion. He crouched hehind
4 caver a few feet in front of me, | fired mx 5 v
“rifle up the heach, and in a split-secend ~
decision, dashed, trying to reach the cover =
with my friend. | was almost there wheaa =
) nullet ripped through wmy stom_at:h.  couldn't .
stand anymore and crumpled to the grq_und,
iy plond soaking the grains of sand under - -
e “Nathan, please help,” 1 called. My vision
- faded.'l ost consciousness.

q Orbicularis Oris

e

Latissimus Dorsi

OWEN SMITH / Pastel & Fabric- *

| gish 1 could convey to you something profound Lo ke to thin of an ary

. - ay of thmgs 'what"l’!'ﬁ doi :
aut 1 would come off as beins Dretenhgus Sra‘-:;;“.’r *OW, I need to water my Plants, or death 2
| could paint pictures of nafure of animals bra?mg : ¥ lﬁave no_desire t write a poem apoyt
= I a field but frankly natures hecome a cliche ny of These things o
Waybe Vll discuss some dire issue :’:zlf:ﬂ;u ll honf ¥You can pyll soinéfhing meaningfyl
Yhe world seems {0 be going up in flames l.’;/é'n:y"s ;neanmgless slew of words :
s sk Uin intelligent enough to cover suth @ Acverheen ane to write poetr S
nut | don't think 'm intelligent somplex matter Manifestos in my ming ; onnlywrlte
Se e
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" The darkness through the denth of the forest
Rad teneproys eyes and hair at a crest

- His heart as dark as a winter’s day

g _ Frozen and cold, leaving love astray

. Blizzard by blizzard, storm by storm
| And snowflakes, laugh, danve, perform
-~ His feelings hidden in hibernation -
~{onging for warmnth, a seasons migration
- Rad just like that, he tiptoed into spring
- Lavender, roses, and all sweet things

- His eyes catch a girl, eyes like the ocean

What
Shepherd’s life he’s heen ahsorhed in.
 Dragging his sheep, his sorraws around
Rud secrets and misery, all decrowned
_And replaced with verdure so fertile

R cap of flowers, and a kirtle

@  miihe shouts to the heavens ahove
| - Come five with me and he my love
"~ - The girl, she glances hack with a smile

N Rad says “why don’t you stay for a while?”

OWEN SMITH / Pastel & Resin

His heart, it fills with all things nive -

* Yo clear his darkness he needed spice

PRad he will never let ice fill his chest

The darkness through the depth of the forest.

Dimensions 2020 Hanover High School | Volume XVII | 3



5

o

! ALYSSA JOHNSON / 0j/ Pastel

Y
ok
LM

/ Qil Paste

1At

MICHUA

ALDQO

e

As the scent of freshly baked cookies
and the candle my mother boughta
few days before fills my nostrils, I scan

T =

under the Christmas tree in excitement
and see only two gifts under my side of‘i}'.
the tree. One is a small box that piques_i;f*

my interest. I unwrap the paper to e

reveal a navy blue jewelry box. Inside
sits a dog-tag-like necklace with my
initials. The necklace, silver and shiny,
causes me to tear up. Crying, I stare
blankly at the necklace, thinking about

how it actually means something to me.

Incredibly poor, my mother managed to get me a life-changing gift. The tears only got
worse as I began to put on the necklace and notice faint words engraved into the back.
The necklace stated, “My dear son, always remember you are braver than you believe,
stronger than you know, and smarter than you think.” This short statement enveloped
me into a world of warmth and comfort. The darkest days of my life begin to lighten up.

“I didn't know if you would actually like it, but I thought it was worth a shot,” stated my

mom, looking me in the eyes.

"Of course I like it, it's amazing,” I said back to her, trying to keep my voice steady.

The sweet smell soon takes my attention away, and suddenly I find myself stuffing :ﬁy -
face with homemade chocolate chip cookies. We sit for hours, almost all day, watching
poorly made Christmas movies and eating cookies with a warm feeling upon us until we

fall asleep that night.

Zachary Bealing
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ABIGAIL LAWRENCE / AcryI/c Pa/nt/ng

. These black dress shoes, whlle inanimate and ]ust pleces of blac 24

 are human. These shoes, like all humans, need love and attentﬁ%@en left
unattended they become cracked, weak, and forgotten. Polishing cracked
weak, and forgotten shoes is a struggle The same truth resonates w1th human
relationships. Though the task to preserve these shoes involves the sacrifice
of the beauty of my hands it is a necessary task. Relationships compare to the
shoes. Friends demand polishing, buffing, and edge dressing. This preservation
of relationship involves an often monotonous, dutiful sacrifice.

I try not to live in the past. I value empathy, and I polish my parade shoes. I guess
an old classic I may be. But if you have nothing to do on a rainy Saturday, ask

. your father for a relationship. Ask for his dress shoes if you do not own a pair
(You should purchase a pair.), procure some trashed Inquirer articles, some black
Kiwi, and then spit into the can, rub the polish on the shoe, buff after a minute.
Sit there, enjoy the smell, listen to your mother complain about it, and form a
relationship before you lose it. Make a nostalgic memory. Polish your shoes.
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AUBRE CALER / Mixed Media

é i ‘é ¢ 2 A COUPLE YEARS HAVE PASSED SINCE | LAST FISHED AT THAT

| ALWAYS STARED AT THE BOBBER INTENTLY, BUT COULDN'T POND. NOWADAYS, THE LAND IS PRIVATE AND CAN NO LONGER

HELP BEING DISTRACTED AND MESMERIZED BY THE BEAUTY BE USED BY THE PUBLIC. -THE'LAND OWNER HAS CUT-DOWN
OF THE POND. THE SMELL OF HONEYSUCKLE FILLED THE MANY OF THE TREES, AND THE POND NO LONGER GLOWS LIKE

AIR, TURTLES COULD BE SEEN PADDLING ACROSS THE WATER, T USED TO. THE WATER IS MORE GREEN THAN BLUE, AND
BUTTERFLIES, LIKE GRACEFUL BALLERINAS, FLAPPED THEIR ALGAE COVERS MOST OF THE SURFACE. NOW THE POND IS- A
NIMBLE WINGS TRAVELING FROM FLOWER TO FLOWER, AND DISTANT MEMORY, HAPPY WITH THE THOUGHT OF SPENDING

THE OCCASIONAL BASS LEPT OUT.OF THE WATER CREATING A TIME WITH MY BROTHERS, BUT SAD TO THINK ABOUT WHAT
SPLASH. FROM THE BANK OF THE POND | COULD SEE LITTLE THE POND HAS TURNED INTO. | HOPE ONE DAY THAT THE POND

MINNOWS, FINS RACING WHILE THEY CHASED EACH OTHER WILL BE OPEN TO THE PUBLIC, SO THAT | MIGHT BE ABLE TO
“ " THROUGHOUT THE WATER. TAKE MY KIDS THERE TO FISH ONE DAY, SO THAT THEY CAN
HAVE THOSE SAME GREAT MEMORIES THAT | DO, SNAGGING FISH,
ADMIRING TURTLES, AND SAVORING THE GREAT OUTDOORS.

MITCHELL BROWN

Al begose (Vo

MY DAD LANDED THE FIRST FISH IN ABOUT TEN MINUTES. THE FIRST MATE AND CAPTAIN HAD
TO LIFT UP THE FISH TOGETHER. ALL ONE HUNDRED AND THREE POUNDS OF TUNA SLAMMED
ONTO THE DECK AND SHOOK THE BOAT. THE SEA-MONSTER SLID TOWARD MY CHAIR LIKE AN ICE
SKATER ON ICE. FOR A SECOND | ANALYZED THE FISH. ROUND AND LONG, THE FISH'S TIGHTLY
STRETCHED, SHINY, GLOSSY GREY SKIN WITH SMALL BLACK SPOTS AND BLUE STREAKS TRACED
ITS CURVES. :

JUST AS THE FISH | HOOKED INTO WAS GETTING CLOSER, BEN, MY BROTHER, HUSTLED OVER TO
ME LIKE A BULL SEEING RED, ORDERING “GET UP RIGHT NOW, THIS IS MY FISHI" AS IF HE HAD
REELED IN THE FISH FOR THE PAST THIRTY MINUTES. GRUDGINGLY, | DECIDED TO LET HIM HAVE
THE SATISFACTION OF CATCHING WHAT | HAD CAUGHT.

THE CAPTAIN, IN A THICK SOUTHERN ACCENT, YELLED “IT AIN'T BEEN FYE' MINUTE AN' YOU
MAKE ME CLIMB DOWN TO HELP YOU PULL UP ANOTHA FISH". MY MOUTH HUNG OPEN IN

AWE WHEN | SAW THE ONE HUNDRED AND ELEVEN POUND TUNA HE PULLED OVER THE STERN.
HOWEVER, THERE WAS NO TIME TO RELAX, JONATHAN, MY OTHER BROTHER WAS STILL BATTLING
HIS FISH, AND HE WAS LOSING. HE YELLED AT ME TO CRANK WHILE HE HELD THE POLE TO
KEEP IT FROM FLYING INTO THE WATER. IN A MATTER OF MINUTES, WE THREW ANOTHER FISH,
WEIGHING ONE HUNDRED AND TWENTY FOUR POUNDS, THE HEAVIEST OF THE DAY, ONTO THE
DECK. SWEATING PROFUSELY, | COLLAPSED ONTO A COOLER AND POURED WATER OVER MY HEAD,
NOTICING THE PUDDLES OF SWEAT ACCUMULATING ON THE FISH-BLOOD-COVERED DECK.

TYLER NEWMAN
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All Watercolor Paintings on this page by ELLA KRENZER
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ALEX GRUVER / Ink & Watercolor

THE RIDE

RETURNING TO THE TUBE 110 A7 KNOBLES. WE GET INTO THE g TUBE AT THE ToP.
UY AUNT GETS IN FIRST 70 817 1 THE BACK. AND AS ' ABOUT To gf IN SHE FALLS
OFF THE BACK OF THE INNER TupE NOT ONLY DO WE BUST gy LAUGHINE, THE PEop

WHO SUPERVISE THE RIDE CouLpNT CONTAIN THEMSELVES EITHER. Ag SOON AS we
BOTH GET I, WE MAKE 0uR way DOWN THE RIDE, Z0oMINg powp THE TUBE. W 6T
AROUND ONE CURVE, MY FYes guie WITH FEAR AS 1 FEEL MY Bopy LIFTING 0UT 0
THE INNER TUBE. TOWARDS T BOTTOM MY AUNT §TARTS SCREAMING AT THE Top

OF HER LUNES,
AND ONCE WE 60T 10 ThE BOTTOM, WE BECAME AlRBoRNE THE WATER. CoLD ANp
TRANSLUCENT, SPLASHED ABoyT OUR FACES. AND WE COULD Fey OURSELUES SLIPPING
UNDERNEATH THE SURFACE My AunT SPRAWLING AROUND IN THE waTrn TO FIND THE
SURFACE AS 1 FLOATED BACK up. | COULD HEAR LAUGHTER Comng FROM ABOVE. My
CRANDMA AND SISTER $To0p AT THE END CACKLING WiTH No INTENTION OF SToPPING.
MY AUNT JENNA MADE 1T T0 The SURFACE BEFORE 1 01D, 50 Whe | 60T UP SHE

STARTED LAUCHING AND $AIp

AT THE FIRE WE REWATCHED ThE EVENT ON TH

GOPRO. LAUGHING ABOUT T U WE DECIDED T0 €0 0 0UR TENTS WESLEPT 70 THE
SOUNDS OF TREE BRANCHES CRACKING THE RAIN TAPPIN o OUR TENT ROOFS, ThE
ROCKS SKIDDING DowN T PAVEMENT. AND THE CAMPFIRE CRACKLING.

DANIELLE PITTENTURF

[ Vi
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ALEX GRUVER / Ink & Watercolor

THE COLD STUNG MY FxpogED FOREARMS. WAAPPING AROUND i LIKE A BLANKET,
PUSHING GOOSEBUMPS To Rige T THE SURFACE OF MY SKIN. WEARING AN 01D,
FADED JACKET THAT SCRATCHES AND PULLS AT MY ARMS WHEN | MOVE. THE WiND
WHISTLING AROUND MY £aRg OROWNS 0UT THE HOLLARS oF T OTHER THIRD
GRADERS ON THE PLAYGROUND

WY ERIEND TURNS TOWARD M ANp URGES THAT WE PRACTICE Jumpiyg OFF THE
SWINGSET. | AGREE. AND SHE Tugs ON MY SLEEUE T0 PULL ME TowARDS IT. THE MULCH
GRINDS UNDER THE $01ES oF gyp SHOES AS WE SPRINT 0UER 10 ThE SWINGSET. THE
SWINGSET'S 0L, WORN SEATS HuNe BY CREAKING RUSTY ChAINS. The ORANGE PAINT
BLOTCHES ACROSS THE WETAL FRAME HOLDING THE SEATS, ITcHiNg 10 BE REPAINTED
NEXT FALL. THE SEAT'S coLp gy SITDOWN, AND MY HANDS STRUGELE To GRASP
THE CHAINS WITHOUT FEeLINg LikE (M THROWING MY HANDS IN & FREEZER.

NIKING MY FEET To GET HSEY STARTED, 1 00N oy g IN A RHYTHY,
WE SWING HIGHER AND HIGHER AT e s pacy VENTUALLY. WE BoTH
LAUNCH OURSELVES ofr THE SWING. THE FEELINE 0f

ADRENALINE AND THE WIND RUSHING PAST MY FACE

EXHILARATES ME. uy FEETSLAMINTO THE GRoukD wND 1 v 7o ghougy
URDER 10 KEEP MY BALANCE, HEARING THE chuney o oy BENEATH ME. MY FRitp
LRNDS BESID M. A PERFE LANDING i HeR Togg, ghigue ERTOEAR

WE LAUGH AND SPIN ARouND. RUSHING BACK TOWARDS The SWINGS. THEYRE STI11 [
HOTION FROM WHEN WED Jumprp OFF, S0 WE GRAB AHOLD OF Tt SEATS TO KEEP THEM
STILL WHILE WERE GETTING BACK 0.
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Discord

An ochestro. that can qu—obe Pwdgd N discord,

And offered 1o share o
Alrough | coud nor o
IW\VSI’SM iton My own:

M\enwwmwmwmwm
lvwlwalkawmgsrwﬁmrw%?

wWinfer snow, like nofes on
Warmmasw%mm%%

AN awtumn breeze strums tig Wilw tyees-
You're M(j fovorite Kind of tease.

BVH’eTﬁg VW@S P'a%‘? SW

You can never oreak the har
AS ng) as tm alive, I'llalwagsm%

“Love QQ{T@W

_,/ msgrm\?mw w@%”

wish on o St for o Sgn
You're S0 new
\WWV\M

A force Wit iy
smrosk\nandlmla%aﬂ%
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Meadow sweer
lbamwarohmg%fw wfv\\leandP“PwVP”S“dw

Lineay upu'e olread bookedbvflcanWafrasWnds

2Cause | dont balave We were put m%elm not 10 e togetiner,
% Hioiscys Passion

Avtumn Gouvert-wey
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All Watercolor Paintings on this spread by ABIGAIL LAWRENCE
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&awaje o ﬁt&wg

When I was a young boy grown
Fantasy of flying home

The world in the sky

The beautiful sights that I'd never see

But then I grew up too fast

Younger days they’d never last

But the world in the sky

Those beautiful sights they waited for me

And when I never felt more alone
Sitting flat on my throne of stone
I'd look up above and wonder where could I be

And when all of the lights fade low
Losing sight of all that I've known
I’d count the stars from Venus and Mars that I could see

The courage of stars

Passed down in our arms

The dust that once made the world that we know

Will rise us up farther than we could fathom

Our dreams aren’t just dreams as long as we have them
Keep us at large

This courage of stars

Give us the strength that we need

For they’ll always be waiting for me

72% ﬁ%@ﬁ

5%90:/&/% up %wgz

My next-door neighbor, Dominic
Parker, roughly three years older
than me, picked me up, had me
stand, and said, “No matter how bad
of a shape you’re in, and no matter
how much it hurts, when someone
asks you if you are okay, you always
say “Yes’. Then, you’ll learn to pick
yourself up.” From that day forward,
physical pain seemed irrelevant to
me as it stood in the way of my goals
of becoming the person I wanted to
be. Toughness and resistance were
my tools in my progression towards
adulthood, and these fearful cries-the
only obstructions in my path.

Looking back, I never had second
thoughts about what happened. I
never questioned anything we did,
because in the moment, it helped me
heal and have fun. Every second I
stopped crying and got over that pain
became another second I could spend
in the sun, having fun.

I became scarred in far too
many places for me to count or
to remember how each of them
got there, but a select amount
of those scars have significance
to my life.

I am an intricate book, and my scars
are my stories. They may not be
clear, or have an obvious meaning,
but the stories that they became
can cut as deep as the wounds that
became them as well. And just like
these scars, the memories I have
because of them will not fade H*;g.s
...not before I do.




All Artwork on this page by OWEN SMITH

14 | Dimensions 2020 | Hanover High School | Volume XVII



-4 R — - ; i_ﬂ?ﬁ.. Y h.,.-'_.__.@—-':l.-.g
l...a_:l'-'--'l-‘--"' - .' SF ; e .' -..-Iﬁ-. B .- -rl'-.:'_'—lrw. '-T-u-q.-l —— !

i e s s e

Sl
p= .FII_L

Pt e
T .
ot o e R ~S
w - & RSP Ay

il g '\1__‘__‘_1_
" ¥ A | o .

gyt i IR i e

ZA4E |
e |
!
I

Mixed Media

;
f

|
PlA HOBSON

.F‘LY

¥
A)
i
—
—

LYDIA HOBSON / Mixed Media

ELLAKREN 2B R Dimensions 2020 Hanover High School | Volume XVII | 15



=
:r : "
.I - Fa Y '.
: OL,V,A KEEFERlI n - . -"'f " - F o : . _\- 1 : ‘.‘ I':, - =
X :_ - » 5 ity - & AET - i,{ =
16 | Dimensions 2020 | Hanover High School | Volume XVII i . .: ,I = ‘:L A i,

- . -



THE PUPPY WAS SMALL. MAYBE 8 WEEKS
OLD. WITH CURLY GOLDEN FUR AND
GREEN EYES. HER FLUFFY CHEST HAD A
DELICATE SPLASH OF WHITE. ALONG WITH
HER TWO BACK PAWS. IT LOOKED LIKE
SHE WORE SOCKS. AND | FOUND THAT
HILARIOUS. TINY. NEEDLE-SHARP PEARLY
WHITE TEETH GLEAMED WITH SALIVA

IN HER MOUTH, CONTRASTING AGAINST
HER BRIGHT PINK TONGUE. SHE WAS JUST
AS EXCITED AS ME IN THIS WONDERFUL
MOMENT. BARKING AND PANTING AT MY
MOM AS SHE LONGED TO BE SET DOWN.

SIGHING LOUDLY. MY MOM LET THE PUPPY
ONTO THE GROUND AND SHE TROTTED
ALONG THE CARPET ANXIOUSLY. SNIFFING
THE GROUND FOR ANYTHING UNFAMILIAR
THAT COULD POSE AS A DANGER TO HER.
AFTER SHE CHECKED THAT EVERYTHING
WAS SAFE. SHE LOCKED HER GREEN

EYES WITH PEPPER'S BROWN ONES AND
LUNGED FOR HER. SNIFFING HER FACE
AND HEAD RAPIDLY AS PEPPER GROWLED
ANGRILY. SHE DID NOT LIKE THIS NEW
DOG. MUCH AS A SIBLING IS JEALOUS

=

1
r——— P

All Paintings on this page by CHELSEA VALDEZ

WHEN A NEW BABY COMES ALONG. SHE HAD BEEN
AN ONLY CHILD FOR TEN YEARS. AND NOW. SHE
BECAME THE VICTIM OF A BLONDE FURBALL LICKING
HER FACE AND INVADING HER PRECIOUS PRIVACY.

AND THEN THE DOG. CARSICK FROM THE TWO HOUR
JOURNEY BACK UP TO MY GRANDMA'S HOUSE.
VOMITED ON THE FLOOR. MY PARENTS GROANED
AND RUSHED TO CLEAN UP THE NASTY MESS. BUT

I DIDN'T MIND. MY MIND RACED AS | CLUTCHED

THIS NEW PUPPY CLOSE TO ME. AND WHILE SHE
WRIGGLED IN MY ARMS, | BURIED MY FACE INTO HER
FUR AND WAS READY TO TAKE HER HOME.

I SAT IN THE BACKSEAT OF THE CAR. HOLDING HER
IN MY ARMS. THE SMELL OF VOMIT AND DROOL
BLASTED THROUGHOUT THE HEATED CAR. RAIN
POUNDING ON THE WINDOWS AND DOORS AS

WE DROVE QUICKLY TO GET BACK HOME. AS MY
THOUGHTS WERE LULLED TO REST BY THE DARK CAR
AND POUNDING RAIN. | FELT MY EYES CLOSE AND
MIPHA SNUGGLED UP BESIDE ME.
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I put my baby sister to bed, kissing her goodnight,
heari mother’s cries of devastation echoing

arin
ghroughout the dark hallways. Devastation at how

unfair the world is. Devastation at how this could
«T can never get & break,” she sobs,

Out the wi
win
come back, g happen to her.
will. Yet ag chaking all over like & leaf in the wind. I sit DY her
?h"el’y calm and gide, unsure of what to do or how to feel. 1 simply
o e house. Her f; lay my hand on her shoulder, listening. She crie
motions within out powerlessly, throwing her phone aside, “He’s
window with my Heart poundin tri ! saying all kinds of terrible things.”
s WhiSPgI” e, Crossed “%II turn my back
¢ akily. - Flease don’t do thgo the Inodin pecognition and get up to wash the dishes
‘He ’ s nOt 8, not a,i?lld clean the dining room, rem%irmng silex%ti.) Thle;
gilence ringing in my ears soon owns out by the
m comin A 4
y mom furi back 1) rush of the sink water: St'.l.ll SO sﬂent.
mut ers Ous y ) 1ifeless. No gounds of my mom singing aloud. No
My heart drore 3. Staring sounds of my step dad playing his football game.
ead. So 0ps into my g toOut at his blank No sounds of My sisters playing. gilence like that
211;11; i commalﬁytgee]ings and ?1%%%’ blood riSiga-I;king space of a graveyard.
émotion, remain ions r 1§ 6o my
I know.” Defeated, I let oﬁgla.e g Vi:zg.lﬁyu:;slde of me, I slightly turn my head to the dining room, half-
8, eXaspeI‘a.tedrgP t131’ of hoping_to see my parents at the table, dri ing
lnIIJ.I‘ud riated, my moth 18 E‘hen' nlllght.ly coffee as they lg,ltlllgh a'ii‘: I:)ld stomgs
eep hu1 other , pom their years as young & ts. There’s N0 i
v a.g I Il’lerrtu For OUPSCSI?I%S out in pure disbeli Pattering quie to the door, 1 check to see s
hing in S_a.ln mentally blshouts and rant elief, yet also truck, a beacon of hope, happens to be parked In
myself; this hlagsh}ti Why am Iaéfcl’k, VigoPOUSIyi 1111 a flery its usual spot. To My great disappol tment, his
appened shocked an eanin, space remains as empty as the life in the house.
countless timeg d hurt, I asi —
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 Sitting at the
face, I didn’t know ;
jour mom®*1 didn’t want to listen to anyone, 1 didn’t want to'go
d.:.Tea.'rsr‘_"gtill streaming down my face, I went upstairs to'get, p
'I would be able to face Deople! ' | on,
B 0y face red from the tears;
worse, but I sS40 tcare®All I cared about wag o JD0m; imagining hep

lett Ii'da.y:_‘oé, staring at, yogurt, running down my
) the best thing for

0 school,'1 just"Wa.r_itegiﬂtd’:'Sta.y_:ir_i_'_‘
eady for school. 1 had no idea how

e kitchen

What to say. My nana kept 'rea.ssi_ujing us that this would be

.Iattempted to pi;t__ma.kqup;qnf my eyes bloodshot from crying anq

'soon I realized it wag no use: I've never walked Into'school looking}
' * sitting in the h hat
o g O T o

ospital

= .

one'li
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MY DEFINING MOMENT

The feeling that ignites in my body when | move is unexplainable. The way that my arms rip through the air
and my feet move in sync with the music just makes me feel .. alive. This is how | know dance is my passion.
This is how | know my heart has chosen dance. I've aged fifteen years to become a dancer, deep down in
my mushy insides, buried past my ribs, | know it. | am certain of my destiny. | am certain for my future.

Jaelene Negron

THANKS,
UNIVERSE

The time had come, high school
orientation at a brand new
school, where | knew absolutely
no one. | woke up that morning
with a terrible feeling in my
stomach, struck with the fear of
the unknown. | rolled out of bed,
trudging my way to the bathroom,
to start getting ready for what
was bound to be the most
awkward hour of my life.
| did my hair and makeup to the
best of my ability, pulled on the
outfit | had bought the day before,
and walked downstairs to get a
cup of coffee.

I met my dad in the kitchen as he
made breakfast for my brothers
and 1. | gulped down some coffee,
warm and comforting, as he
reassured me that everything
would be just fine, but the
butterflies in my stomach were
telling me otherwise. Then, at
last, the time came when we had
to leave. Dragging my feet like
heavy potato sacks, | made my
way to the car, slouching into
the passenger seat. | took a deep
breath as we started driving to the
school, trying to calm my nerves.

[
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VALERIA AGUILAR / Charcoal

EMMA LANIER / Photograph

I hore, bub Gisine

On a Friday, dance pic day to be exact, I came home
from school to a house full of my relatives and close friends.
By this point my father was in hospice care, with a slim
chance of getting through this tough battle once more. He
had cancer, the horrific disease that infected his lungs,

and later, more. He slept in the living room, confined to a
beige hospital bed, reminding me of a sack of bones, weak,
delicate, and feeble. It hurt me to see him like this, but it had
become normal. I finished packing up my costumes, shoes,
and makeup. My mother couldn't leave him, so one of the
other dance moms offered to give me aride to the studio.
Eagerly, Ibolted halfway out the door frame before my
mother grabbed my arm and jolted me back inside.

“Go over and say goodbye.” my mother muttered in my ear.
My feet dragged behind me like anchors on

the bottom of the ocean. Leaning over the rail, I
continued with my goodbyes.

“It's okay, you can go. We will be fine... I love you.”
Iwhispered, choking on my tears. My mouth forced out
those words due to the fact that my mother had pulled
them out of me. Inever wanted to say goodbye, and at
eight years old Ididn't think I had to.

Sun ol

Irealized that it is okay to miss her and be sad. Some days

I still open the box and hold my locket to see her and know
that sheis always there, but as I stand with the locket in my
hand and the box lying open, I realize that I don't need the
locket to make myself think of my mom. All I need to think
of my mother is the memories that I have of her. I realize
that all I ever needed to remember my mother when things
got rough were the stories she used to tell, faces she used to
make, and words or phrases she used to say to my brother
and L. I think about my mother, the once saintly woman
towhom Ilooked up, and realized that the more you love
someone, the bigger the hurt and heavier the weight is
when they are no longer in your life. Now, looking back on
that time, I realize that I know more now than I knew then.
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ouse. |looked at my

#%. 4 the chair up,

decided to wak

. put doleful day
" 1 chair back, howeveras| attempted

{ to stand, the chair came with me.

f} Laughter flowed through
L the crowded roomand |
f- #30 | couldn’t help but laugh 54
[ <y 100 Prying the chair off .

*| of me, I sat the chair back -
4, in the lonely corner.

_ that day, yet another

rocking chai
»

Bt e
, Two Easters ago, we held our family

ring at my grandparent’s
ittle rocking

2 reminder of past happiness

-‘.ﬁ with my grandmother, sitting
* ¢ alone in the corner of the room an
S04 decided | wanted to try it out again.
) ,} My aunts and uncles made jokes
1 about me being too
% & |ignored the comments, picked
, and set it down on the
. '_;-.‘\-*,‘light-colored wood. It seemed as if
. ' nothing had changed. The seat, tight
v woven, felt familiar; however,
1+ 3. the feeling that arose as | sat init
L & different. | looked around and,
2 A although all of the same precious
55 4! items still rested in the same

one person who truly made

routine special was missing. |
e up from my tiny, -
dream and putthe

On .

large; however,

lace,

- KYLEE PRESTON / Digital Drawing

A

KYLEE PRESTON / Digital Drawing
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ABBY DUVALL / Mixed Media
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UPPeERVILLE
HORQE SHOW

0 Z:00 IN tHe MORNING, tHE COLD
HCTOBER MORNING OMELLED OF RRAIN
RND FReCH CUT GRRACY, EVERUTHING
OHILL DARK AND Wet: | PUT ON MY
BRITCHEY AND QHOW QHIRT ONLY 16
THROW MY PRJAMAC BRACK ON OveR
1OP &0 | RRCED DOWN THE OHAIRY,
QLIPPING ON MY OtINKY OLD MUCK
BOGTY 10 HELP PACK tHE CRAR, RY tHE
+3IMe We WeRe ON OUR WRAY 16 tHE
BARN, THE CAR OVERTLOWED WitH
COOLERY, OADDLEY AND BRIDLED, tHE
WHOLE CRR OMeLLED LIKe ORDDLE

 CORP AND Wet LERHHER.
XD We PULL INtO tHE BARN ALL

THE HORQED IN tHE FIELDL BECOME
ECOTATIC, PRCING UP RND DOWN tHE

- fenCe LINe, WHINNUING LOUDLY, |

QLD tHe HUGE MetAL DOGRY OPEN 10
REVEAL R LIt UP BARN, tHE OMELL
OF BLACK COTTEE OVERTLOWY tHE
QEAMD, I'M GREETED BY MR, MIKE
ORYING, THERE YR RRE, CRRLEE! |
+HOUGHT YOU'D NEVER (et HERE,

tHeN, | Went OVER 10 PRIOLEY'Q
OHALL 10 Qee THAT MY HORDE, GREY
AND BERUTIEUL, HAD R BIG OLe
OPGt 6F BROWN MUCHED INTO HER
Q1IDe, | BRING HER INTO tHE WROH
OHALL 10 OCRUB HER DOWN WitH
QOME QHOWOHEEN, TRYING T6 Get
HeR BROWN OTRIND OUt A-FHek QOMe
€LBOW (RERCE RND LGtS 6F BUBBLED
QHe (LIOteNED WHItE, :

CRRLEE LAWRENCE ;



1OP It 6FF WitH
# PERCH

FOoR tHEe FIRTY QEVEN YERRDY OF My LItE, |
LIVED WitH MY RUNT, MY QECOND MGHHER, BACK
IN CHINR, HeRr HOUQE WAL IN R OMALL RURAL
VILLAGE WHERE tHE FIRCT THINGD YGU WOULD
Qe YPON ENTRRANCE WeERE TIELDQ GF CROPY
RAND ROLLING MERDOWR, tHe RIR, OWeet RND
06Ft, PREQUED AGAINDT MY OKIN RND tHHe
NIGHT FILLED WitH CRICKETD, CHIRPING RAWAY
IN tHe FIELD

6N AN ABNORMALLY HOT AUTUMN DAY WHEN

1 WAC AROGUND FIVe, | REMEMBER HIKING R
MOUNTRAIN WitH MY RUNT RND HER ONE FRIEND
{HE HIKE | MORE LIKE R TREACHEROUR WALK,
Went 10 tHe CHILDHOOD HOME WHERE MY MOM,
MU AUNT, AND HHEIR 5 OtHER MBLINGS HAD
GROWN, | CAN't REMEMBER NOW WHY QHe HRAD 10
Vi01t HER CHILDHOOD HOME QINCE tHHE HOUCE,

~- RBRNDONED RND OVERGROWN, HADN't OceN _
RNUYONE TOR MRANY YERRD, GRACY ONRAGGED AND
POKED At MU LEGT R | TRIED, 6 NG PREVRAIL,
16 NAVIGRAtE MY WRY UP tHE MOUNTRIN,
TRAILING R feEW OtePQ BeHInD tHe YWO OF

~ THEM, MOREOVER, THE HERT MRDE
MY CLGTHHED OHICK T6 MY OKIN RAND
tHe PALMO G My HAND DRMP WitH
QWeRt | ANNOUWINGLY EXPREQOED
MY DICPLERCURE 10 MY AUNT:
EvenNtURLLY, MY RUNT, THOROUGHLY
DONE WitH MY WINNING, PRECENTED
16 Me R PeRCH, AN ADMIRRABLE
RHEMPT 10 KEeP Me Ulent, 00
BiG tHAT 3t COULD BARELY T3t IN
MY T3NY GRACR | ECOTATICALLY
RCCEPTED HER GENEROUD (3Tt WItH
R FULL GRIN ON MY TRCE, NEEDLEQD
16 ORY, | CONQUMED DOWN tHe PERCH
LIKE R OHRARVING LEECH (3VeEN
BLOGD,

ANNRA CHEN

NICHOLAS SHAW / Digital Collage
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Letting my mind wander once more to avoid makmg o o
my parents any more upset, I recalled seeing my mother Rl
walk out of the house and down the driveway that -
practically went on for miles. She made it all the way

to the end, crying the entire duration of her walk. I

desperately wanted to follow her, but I also didn't want
to look at her. I had so much anger towards her and at |

o] (i

S

.

Sarvs

=

(v

i love you." There still remains tension to this day, y: 1
i not nearly as intense. It's a dark stain always there to
.E.. remmd us what happened that night,

3 20

RIAN DISNEY / Graphite
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: Wlll the world walt for you to tread upon 1ts secret_s _
The dirt and wind the same as those who saw before '

A place shmmg, unchangmg hke a beacon :

Hurricane Maria: =
Hurricane Maria is considered a deadly :
hurricane because it was category five =
hurricane that devastated Dominica, the F ot
=+ Virgins Islands, the United States, and Puerto. -
.+ Rico. Hurricane Maria was on September &
""_ 16, 2017. The geographlcal location caused ¢ -
" Hurricane Maria to be more devastating than = =
it would have been if it had affected another
~location. From the valleys that accelerated the
=~ winds to the mountains that bounced in the
* eye, causing the accumulation of water, it was
a very difficult experience. It was very difficult
to find water and canned food. My parents had
to spend a lot of money when the hurricane
approached Puerto Rico because the stores
had expensive prices. When Hurricane Maria
arrived in Puerto Rico the winds started at six
in the morning. The winds were very strong;
it rained so hard that our house flooded with
water. Puerto Rico is still recovering. Never
again will Puerto Rico be the same after the
passage of Hurricane Maria.

ELLA SWEENEY / Graphite
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