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MADISON SELBY | Acrylic

“MOl‘\’\!” | cried, bolting into her loving M‘:’ h‘eu'd'wou'l'd' Sp’“\, pu'n'i'c
ermbrace. | wrapped My arms tightWy around her, \Dou‘.d, run through my bOdlj 5
my head. on her shoulder, creating a.damp spot and ‘ almOSt fE‘.t puin.

on her shirt where my tears had fallen. | didnt I those few das on My own | felt the Most alone

think | would: see oLt again- a young Wwoman could ever feel. Ultimately, never
We remained in the embrace for the again will |1gke advantage of the very thing |
following few minutes, genuinely hold. the most dearest admiration for—my mother.
enjoying the company of each other

after having been 3,000 miles away /Y\(\MQ\Q,W\ /Y‘(\MV\V\
from one another.

After the stress | expertenoed, it became difficult
for me to leave My mother. | refused to spend.the
night at aNYoNes houses or even be more than

a few hours without her. | began to experience d

separation u.m(.\.etu,
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Ve learngq that
precious mOriES re They Say the older you get you groy, out of yoyr
. 4 . old hapits but Wanting tg pe A My mothers sid,
J uSt that' P recqu. S one thing | Never want to lose
Memories g Plankets ©n colg Winter that Seuen yeqr old’s need for q Mothers hugs
e, SUpp Lymg that co . Iasses, Words, and loye Somenmes / imagme
SWweet delicqte carmel thqt Mmelts gny 00zes on What it would pe like if | could get ne last
your tongue are al( | have All we Parted ity chance 4 Iy chance 1 say g
Forgettmg those Memories Wouldq Mean tosmg three little 0
her Forgettmg the long cqr rdes tg MY brother
Na]ae’s, games When
@ Wrong turn

Never coy 4

e dacobs
the worg ‘Perfect
SCribe the

4 But the fCI.Ct that
Perfect is What mqge the




| MY CAT MEOWS AND ”l’“'l

“’"‘I* *Based 0 on thl/am akespeares“' enm ov s‘swearsshe l}rmade oi.truth e

‘fﬁ - Whenmy at ‘meows and throws hugé‘flts
£50. _' ~Forhertasty catfood, the bowl is already full
Of tasty chicken and fish-flavored bits,

Yet shestill gets angry as a bull. -

| believe she thinks me dumb,

Although my brain is far more superior than hers,
She decides to treat me like some sort of scum:
The fur ball cuddles against me, and lets out some purrs.
But why does she'yell for the smelly kitty treats?
Mayhaps she is yelling over her toilet box?

She always avoids the mounds of meat,

And screams and yells like she is the king of the rock..
Yet in the end, all the young kitten wanted,

Was the pocket pack of tissues she eagerly hunted.
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CARA PATTON / Graphite
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~ Acat erelng from its human,

who persists after the cat. : o
“Get over here!” \

The cat flashes a smlrk and shuffles off.

- "Stop running away"

~ The cat pretends its prominent ears never existed,
butit has reached a corner and

'.-..g uddenly is off the ground.

~ Immediately it wishes to leave.

- - j '"PIease don'tgo!” e s
ﬁ ~ The cat violently thrashes about. S e

GWEN BENNETT-BARE / Graphite
f "

i,
=N

ﬁ:‘l‘: *lnaswn‘tmoment the cat mistakes a hand for a small animal — % \{
N, ~ v 1l =
T proceeds to attack with the force of a thousand swords. Y N
r "Hrmph'" i . o
"1 The catdoesntleave itis entertained,
: i;'"
he h man looks at their bites and scratches and
|I-..|:_:._ %
I N**‘- - s
e o i i i T"h L\D
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ABIGAIL LAWRENCE / Recycled Materials



SLow

- He grasped my hand as the cool
solution gliéled against my skin.
Then, | saw hér_ oﬁ_ the screen.
She was. my own blessing until |
couldn't hear anything anymore.
The room was eerily quiet as the
realization overcame all of us.
The silent sorrow overcame me

and all | could think is “why?"

SAVANNAH DISNEY

ELYNDA GARCIA / Watercolor

JOSH LYNN / Watercolor

MADISON SELBY / Watercolor
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Cancer, the silent killer of over 7
million innocent people each year,
had just infected my grandfather.

Over the next month, we-visited him
in the hospital, each visit tougher
than the last. The lifeless shade of
eggshell white plastered onto every
wall, and the reek of sterility and
chemicals overwhelmed my father
and |, two people most certainly not
used to hospitals. | arrived at the
hospital every day with a freshly
prepared goodbye speech.

I'VE REALIZED THAT THERE
IS MUCH MORE PRESSURE
IN SAYING THE RIGHT
THINGS WHEN WHAT YOU
SAY TO SOMEONE MIGHT
BE THE LAST THING THEY

HEAR. My grandfather had become
as weak and fragile as a frail branch
on a winter tree. Numbness taking
over his creased hands, he grasped
my hand and clenched as hard as

he could, and let out the mumbled
phrase “licorice”. Almost instantly,
my father bolted out of the room and
returned ten minutes later, bag in his
hand, and smirk across his face.

Seized with a determination to do one
last thing for himself, my grandfather
hobbled out of his hospital bed

and snatched a striped, paper gift
bag from my father. Black licorice,
heavenly and mouth-watering,
brought my grandfather’s final smile
to his face. After devduring the last
piece of candy, he slumped back

into his bed, and shut his eyes. Hand
in hand, | expressed my last "l love
yous”, although | prayed that they
wouldn't be the last.

ALEX GRUVER

HAILEY LAUGERMAN / Photograph
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ANNA CHEN Watercolor

You pullm M to make me walk

Though walking isn't so good when I'm standing on the edge.
The stars don't shine there. They climb their way inside me instead,
making me cough up star dust and ashes.

You pull my strings to make me claw at my face.

Maybe if I claw hard enough, I can erase it and paint a new one.
I don't stop until there is red and flesh under my fingernails.
You release my strings. My hands fall to my sides

The stars inside me explode, turning to black holes,

Pulling every inch of light away from me.

I can't take it anymore and Iwonder if I

would turn into a black hole.

The string pulls one last time, but I fight back.

I thrash and pull until the strings fall at my feet.

Iwalk towards a table, a cup of calm

Waits for me. I sit without the strings. I smile
Without the strings.

And asIbring the cup to my lips Irealized

You can't pull my strings anymore. I cut the ties
And allowed myself to be here.I'm free.

Itake asip.

Proemise QU

“I promise, Princess. I promise.” His voice rumbles
deep in his chest. He cradles the back of her head and
holds her close as seconds turned into minutes and
he couldn't let any more time pass. He took her face
into his hands and brought his lips to her forehead,
to her cheek, to her nose, and her lips. The kisses
were quick and sweet, but they still held his love and
passion for her, and they lingered, the girl's nerves
tingled in every place his lips touched. She watched
him stand back up, take his bag and walk away; he
didn’t look back because he knew if he saw her tears,
he could never leave. The girl watched the love of her
life, she watched her best friend disappear into the
crowd of people that seemed to swallow him whole,
that seemed to take away her entire world, with only
a promise and a few memories to hold onto until he
comes back home.

Jusrna Sheale Weghan Srenmmel,
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CARA PATTON / Watercolor

B r
. JULIANA ARNOLD / Watercolo

Racksend

When it’s three in the morning and I have yet to fall asleep
My mind only wanders to the secrets you keep
The questions I wish to ask you but fear the answers would cut too deep
The mountains I climb for you even with the knowledge they're too steep
Barely reaching the top and you still wish for me to leap
Already standing on the edge I take yet another step forward and into only the air I seep

My adrenaline rushes through my veins in presence of hope, not fear
Although you're nothing of the sorts, all my thoughts of you are sincere
Clearly I'm in possession of the realest feelings for you but you act like they're unclear
You're with someone else in the backseat but making me steer
You'll act like you hate me then suddenly veer

AsIstart to give up,you say that you love me and that you want me here
AMW\/ Snededker

Dimensions 2019 | Hanover High School | Volume XVI | 9



Water.
Splash. Drip. Crash.

Her eyes see through everything;
she could never be obtained.

She is the mother of all of us,
yet is the killer as well.

Lived in water, is of water, die of water.

flle %ggeém/@/

A rekindled bond
unbreakable by will,
emits a happiness
unknown by some,

in the deepest region of souls.

Aeana (fillans
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MADISON SELBY / Oil

%hat are youW

Death, pain?
That’s common.
What about life? Love? Happiness?
Those are the things that keep me up

Because those are the ones taken away the fastest.

EMILY EHRHART / Oil
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[N K INGDOM
NIGHTMARES

In the kingdom of nightmares, ruled by none,
Freed from the reign of the tyrannous sun
Names of the night called out with a glisten

And told their tales to those who would listen.

Leo found justice and met his demise,
Corvus, the messenger, chose to tell lies,
Draco protected the apples of gold,
Delphinus marched through the treacherous cold,

Pegasus, in trouble, fell from the skies,
Eridanus would catch who failed to fly
Aireg, the savior, rode strong, brave and bold,
Aquila followed the oldest of old.

Few were forgotten while many met ends
Others taught fortunes of history’s bends.
Though many were lost, and some of them fell-
Every name had their own story to tell.

NICHOLASESHAW

OWEN SMITH / Oil

It grinned insanely, teeth sharp

as knives, face black, and its eyes
dead as a corpse.

tore Open, bleeding

A
out. I wag Paralyzey d his eyeg seem,

ed to
-I'could not foel: gouge

m EL‘HADDI
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Storms escort positivity and the warmth away,
Confidence and a staggering pride decay
Gales howl with a newfound purpose

The spires of progress have been TOVeriER,
Immobilized is the victim
of this egregious plague
A pestilence possessing a four-letter name
A passive force to which no emperor could conquer

The aura, of Fear ; humanity’s antagonist.

LUISERAMOSEGONZALEZ

OWEN SMITH /0if

OWEN SMITH / Oil
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' Sinm | watched as it approached us. Ra;.)idly;Without'_' =

any intentional glimmer of reducing speed. Seconds passed as
though they were hours, one, two, three, went by as it barrelled
forward. There was nothing we could do, no where we could move.
Astraight path, nota single question. Nota single doubt it
targeted us, hateful and angry. A mental brace for impact,
established. Sl We rocketed forward upon impact.

small shards of glass, flying through the air, thinly slicing our skin.= - =

| watched as every tiny piece impaled me in slow motion. | felt no
pain. Everything halted, there was no more movement, we sat still for
minutes, absorbing the recent occurrence. suddenly fire.

The golden feathers encased us all in a warm cocoon. Finally, the end.
We were all gone.

EUMNE GREENFIELD




~ THROUGH ITS TINY EYE
=R P (atchad steadily, my eyes, filled with curiosity and wonder - =
R Peering from across the room | also feared getting closer Ny
. Notonly my eyes gazed, for its stare found me from afar. Its oV
e ittle eyes, looking at me with the same inquisitiveness. The == = |
~~ momentmy eyes broke away, it would briskly scuttle to a _ )
new location. | craved to share this beautiful creature with the
~ World. | searched the house for family, running, light and fast, -
- Noone else was to be found. | returned, and it had relocated :
~ once again, my mind raced as | scanned the roomto find jt. = -
- Spotted. There, in the comer, sat the magnificent creature.
oy However, my trip proved not to be worthless. | slipped the
- rubber gloves up my arm, the yellow squeaking against my -
skin. Its eyes peered at me through several lenses, e
My hands enticed the little fellow easily, with it
gently crawling into my palms. My arms, fully extended, -
guided me through my home and to the door. It still watched .
me, through those tiny [ittle eyes, as | placed the glorious = A A R A
Creature onto the outside ground and waved goodbye. -

ELAINE GREENFIELD
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Paplessl | o

When | looked into your eyes

| saw an endless ocean

With tides and waves so sirong
| knew you could pull me in
And never let me go

When | looked into your eyes
| knew that if | looked too long

Your tides would surround me
" And cause me to drown

-l knew that you could take rhy life
~ I knew your waves could destroy
 Yetl could never look away;
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You pulled me under

Your waves filled my lungs

My tears of pain were meaningless
While drowning in your ocean

I was so in love with your sea

That | thought drowning
wouldn’t be so bad,

But now it's safe to say-

You weren't worth my last breath. '
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| was six when my father
was deported, too young to
understand what was going
on or why it happened. Helpless
and confused, | clung to the
gold pillow, small and rectangular,
he gave to me, for comfort, trying

i madied el e

to convince myself nothing would ':
change. | thought a couple - S
extra miles and more borders &} S
wouldn't affect us. | was wrong. - I
We visited my father's birthplace, <3 =

St. Lucia once, not long after
his deportation, but when the
airplane took off, turning my
father into a small black speck,
both my brother and I, clinging
to each other in tears, somehow
knew it would be the last time.
My mother did everything she
could in effort to bring him
back but nothing worked.

Soon after phone
stopped ringing, and
the promised gifts and
money never came in
the mail.

My mother and my brother gave
up hope long before | did. | clung
to my golden-tassled pillow as my
mother struggled to make ends
meet, and | clung to my pillow
when my brother became angry
at the world, but as time went
on, it became harder to hope.

One summer, my grandma took
me to the beach. My mother
couldn't come with us because
she couldn't afford to take
several days off. | brought along
the precious pillow which was
probably no more than ten dollars
at a local craft store; however,
when the time came time to
leave | decided | didn't need it
anymore. | tucked it underneath

(VO LNHESHGT 0 A S T S P S

the hotel bed, packed up the
rest of my things, and left it
behind, hoping it would again
fall into the hands of another who
truly needed it.

I work everyday not to reflect
on what could have been.
The pillow neverreally cushioned
me from my harsh reality, my
only choice continues to move
forward.

(Arongmoss
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| am no longer a toy.

I am no longer a past time.

I am no longer a mute plaything.
I am no longer silenced.

I now speak freely.

| now can use the word “no” without fear.

| am not a toy.

LG Dl
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| TAKE THE STEP AS MY FOOT SLIDES IN
BECOMING NUMB WITH PLEASURE
| LOWER MYSELF DOWN
VULNERABLE, PRAYING
THAT 'LL ACCEPT THE WATER

| SLIDE THE DOORS SHUT
THE SNOWGLOBE e

[ LET THE SOAP SEEP
| STOPPED ON MY WAY OUT AND REGRETTINGLY PEERED AROUND MY BACK
FORTHEY HAVE ONE THEY CAN SPREAD OVER
SITTING TIGHT AS A SILENT KILLER, e T
WAITING FOR ME TO GIVE. AND HEAR DARKNES’S, SEE SILENGE-SUDDENLY
STRONGER AND STRONGER ITS HEAT BECAME s
WITH ME UNWILLINGLY SUBMITTING TO A ROARING BEAST S01SEARCH FOR THE FEELING
PROFOUNDLY CONSUMED, SPREADING COMPANY, OF GAINING PLEASURE FROM BEING ALONE
BUT 'MNOT
AND | FOUND MY YOUNG SELF DOUBLED OVER WITHIT IN-HAND THE OLS CONTINUE THEIR DANCE, FORMING
FACES AND /i\g:gl\lc,lAEﬁB/-l\El\éD WEAPONS.
AND FROM A SMALL CORNER PLEADING FOR A MIRACLE e Do
T0 BRING ME A HERO HETIVEET
AS THE DUST CONTINUED TO SETTLE TO THE BOTTOM OVER AND OVER SEENGTHE FAbeR T UM DGECTAE
LURKING AROUND THE CORNER.
SOME LANDING ON THE TORTOISE'S SHELL ENGASED IN THE GLISTENING DOME | TR T0 BE LKE THE WATER
ALLOWNG OTLERS TODP A TOE
| INHALED THE REALIZATION. e R
KNEES T0 CHEST HEAD OVER HEELS, ALTHOUGH IT SHOULDN'T HAVE BEEN-  PREFER THE DARKNESS.
AFTER ANOTHER THEY ALL LEFT ME

THE CANDLE, ON THE COUNTER, FLICKERS
VIOLENTLY, | REAPPEAR TO THE THICKENING SPACE

THROUGH THE PILING ARRAY OF ORANGES AND REDS NOTICE.

| AM BURNING
THAT WOULD DISSOLVE MY SKIN SMOKE RISES- NO

GUSHES OUT OF MY ARM
AND MY LIFE. AND MY HEAD, WALTZING TO THE TOP
WITH THE OILS TWISTING JOVIALLY ALONG

EMILY HAMM NOW SCREAMING FOR THEIR

CHILD TOSTAY.

| LOOK DOWN TO FIND HER FACE, WISHING | COULD ANSWER HER PRAYERS
[F ONLY SHE KNEW | WOULD BE THE ONE TO DROWN.
THE AIR DISSOLVES IN US BOTH,
BUT | KNOW | WILL SEE HER IN THE LIGHT WHEN I RISE UP,
| CRAVE FOR THE COOL AIR ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE DOOR TO
CARRY ME AWAY
LIKE ALITTLE GIRL CRYING FOR HER MOTHER
T0 TAKE HER HOME.

EMILY HAMM
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LYDIA HOBSON / Collage

SAVANNAH FANCOVIC / Collage
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ARMED WITH DISTRACTIONS

I have a freckle on the palm of my Lleft hand, right in the center. A scar on the pinkie toe of
my right foot, bright whire and slightly raised. I have grown used ko Looking down, staring at
my hands, my feet, the floor. My sister and I have become moasters ab finding something to focus
oi, something to draw our alttention away from what was happening th front of us. From the
supervised visitations to mandatory counseling sessions, you learn to go to another place, any
other place. Our last visit was the worsk.

My mother had just qotten out of jail several monbhs earlier, and we were hauled to m
grandmthar's house. 1t was the thing we dreaded every week - visitation day. We cons!?ombl.v made
excuses, but saying we fell sick only worked once with my father before he realized our ruse.
Shuffling up the cracked stone steps, we braced ourselves. Qur uncle swung ik open, holding it with
one oubstretched arm as we filed W, We were immediatel surrounded--mom, éra\«dma, Uncle
Justin, Aunt Terra--all closing ba on us. We backed into l:ae refrigerator as warfare began. Magnets
dug our backs, smiling photos of us hidden in the shodow of me and my sister. Words were thrown
ok us like grenades, sirident and callous.

“Why wont you Just spev\c& time with your mokher? She Loves 3ou.!"

“Ibs just your father pultting ideas in your head!”

We let the grenades hit us, bereft of emotion. We sunle back inko ourselves.

I counted. 38 black tiles on bhe Witchen floor. 4 frecikles oh my right arm, 3 ok My Left.
Two Loonhey Toons band-aids on Sierra’s knees. She was clumsy.

My uncle grabbed my Jjaw, pulling me away from my distractions.
ook at me when I'm talking to \jou.."

Internally, I stip inko another place. I'm armed with diskractions.

SAIGE STEVENS
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1 Crunching of leaves,
multiple colors like a rainbow of forest colors

Shoes soaked with the morning dew,
coating the ground

Trees shade me from the sun,
covering everything above

Coos and calls echo through canopies.

The flashlight flicked on, blinding me momentarily,
sun turning off and moon going on

Coos and calls grow louder,
along with my heartbeat

The path ending soon,
my safety near

The car horn beeps and the seatbelt clicks,
on the way home,

Smell of forest coats my body.

ALLY MONTOUR

Living fine and living free
| just need some time to breathe,
Getting pulled down but I'll breach;
Soon I'll have it in my reach.
| don’t need to beg and plead
Just for you I'll always bleed.
Does that prove my loyalty?

MIGUEL CINTRON
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You push your heart into their hands
Ask them to take full responsibility
As if it were a puppy left at their doorstep

Or a flightless bird, away from the nest.

You say to view the faults, point them out
Yet love them regardless.

Or find the broken pieces

And configure it back like an expensive vase.

You wish for them to keep it warm
Envelope it with their entire entity,
Keep it close to theirs.

But they all take it
And carry it for awhile
Until the weight is much to bear

They drop and watch it shatter,
Turn on their heel and not once look back.

DAISY MENDEZ

CHELSEA VALDEZ / Papercut



One step
Two steps
Everyone worries about appearance
Everyone worries about their outfit.
One thing that changes that all is the shoes.
Different reasons for different people
The shoes make or break an oulffit
The shoes make one feel like they're flying on the court-
Rocking up to the court with the Jordans.
Reloading in the Adidas.
Running in the Nikes.
Everyone trying to fit in
Everyone desperate.
If you ain’t got ‘em
Then they sockin” him
They put you down
Everyone desperate
They want to get their hands on them.

CHRIS MAGANA

JOSH LYNN / Mixed Media

.

LYDIA HOBSON / Mixed Media
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IF T had boan born an onlyy child, rather Ghan an
entical twin, thinge woull b wuch Kifloront. Mayoe T
woUld't have beon Shomght of 4y “Ohe Sy one”. Magoe T
worldn't have boon. tnown. @2 “the weaker athlete. Mayle T
wouldl have et bam. Sierva: 4 frerton with her onn {uelinge
opinions, and. characteristics, none of whith @ be compared o
& carbon copy of hersdlE But Guty wt my (&

IEe alwwpp boon “Suige and Sierva”. Weve boan
ontiler. wiler Ghe (abel of “the twiny” Since birth ad &y
4 tage from whith we can't exeae. & e sentence. T3 Coughe
D be yoursdl€ when qou've bean compared. o someone. else your
wtire (2.

IEr e (e thinge Gt 4ot we thromh the
compparisons. Thanks £ %’& ﬁm&émé hair mmﬁw our
sistonce on never wearing the Sume oUGHE, andl our extromely
Aifferont fporsonalitiod and. pastimes, we have croatu Yonced
i whith were able t Wt be ourselves, not “one of the
twins” NWhether €2 on the volloylboall cowt, surromnded. by
my cowortery on the weekends, or XEng alone i wey room,

T now have folacos where L jus€ me. Siorra. T will alnoagp
live with the Shadow of wy Wster behind me. But thats
where i€ belowge. Bohind we. No€ something Gt covers wp my
accomplishments or mader who I am 48 4 foerton, but something
tat I cthoote o carvy with we.

Serra. Stevensy
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~SCOTT MOORHEAD:/Pen & Ink

ELYNDA GARCIA / Pastel
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AUBRE CALER / Charcoal ARIELLA STANSBURY / Charcoal KATHERINE CAPPS / Charcoal

Upon arriving at the barber shop, my
father and | walked in, and all eyes focused on us.

Rows of elderly’ white-meén,.smokjng cigats,
smelled of faint i musk¢ ‘and- "radial bias.
The barber told my father and | that they
did not cut “our people’s kind of hair”.

They did not have to say any slurs, they got their
_ point across.

,!,i:an’t pinpoint the first time | realized that my skin was
'{é"en as unfavorable. | can’t pinpoint the first time | realized
that my skin was seen as a death sentence. But even so, |
am affected by racial slurs, my
skin absorbing the prejudge of
a thousand generations. The
hate, slurs, and misconception
are all things I’'ve learned to deal
with; however, | use my voice
to defend my skin. Skin. Each
human has about six pounds
of skin on their person. Six
pounds. Using that knowledge,
it’s something that everyone
carries.

I don't know a single person
who doesn’t possess skin.

Some people are lucky enough to
be unaware of these experiences.

| consider myself lucky
to have skin.

ALEXANDRA GRUVER / Charcoal NICHOLAS SHAW / Charcoal

28 | Dimensions 2019 | Hanover High School | Volume



This year I'm dreaming of a better year
A year where | can Ig,ugh"myself to tears 4
' - -
> s
A year where people don't have t_o be afraid
i A year where powerful women are made

A year where hopes and (_:Ireéfris can soar .
A year where hatred stands no more

A year for lending a helping hand
A year for things to go as planned

Give me a year of more love and joy and light
Give me a year of less hatred and anger and spite

*

This year I’m seizing control of my fate
I'm in charge, the change awaits

g

N — e

HAILEY LAUGERMAN / Photograph

hello &
how are.you doing
what nice weather we’re having

glancing up for just a moment before their
eyes darted back to the cement path

nothing ever changed.
their voice
stayed monotone

it was never anything more or
anything less

just enough to say they said hi,
but never enough to actually care

and without a smile in their eyes
or genuinity in their voice—
they mumbled

have a nice day
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