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Editor’s Note  

Welcome to HEBE. We are an online magazine that publishes the work of poets, 

photographers and illustrators aged 18 and under, and the theme for our eleventh 

issue is ‘change’. 

Young poets, photographers and illustrators were encouraged to be creative in 

their interpretation of this issue theme, and there were no limits as to how it 

could be developed. Initial ideas of inspiration that I provided were: changes in 

our environment, how we respond to change, and whether we can resist change. 

When we first decided on the issue theme last year, we could not have anticipated 

how pertinent it would be when we came to publishing issue eleven. Given all the 

current uncertainty, it has been really heartening to spend the last month reading 

poems and viewing artwork that explores themes from how we embrace change, 

to how people adapt in the face of it.  

Our biggest takeaway from the work we received is that things are always on the 

move and changing, nothing last forever. We hope you will also find inspiration 

in these poems and photographs. 

In times like these, using creativity as a form of escape, release, or a way to gain a 

new perspective on something, is all the more important. Reading and producing 

poetry is something that we can continue to do from the comfort and safety of 

our own homes, and for that, we should be thankful.  

Be sure to keep an eye out for our twelfth issue, the theme for which is ‘energy’. 

Submissions for this twelfth issue will close on the 31st of May 2020, and the 

magazine will be released in July 2020. More details can be found on our website: 

www.hebepoetry.co.uk. 

Becca Stacey, Managing Editor 

  

http://www.hebepoetry.co.uk/
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a sonnet for change  

 

they named me amaal- hope- as in plural. 

not hope as in singular- just one hope  

that we little people chase to feel full- 

scrambling to reach the end of life’s frayed rope 

but hope as in permanent, state of mind 

type of hope. the hope that simply exists  

as living a life of a different kind, 

not writing wills and ticking bucket lists. 

my identity: not amal. amaal. 

 so that i can seeآمال.  أمل. مش

that not in singular i will stand tall 

but root myself in the pure state of me. 

            for once i despised the beauty; my name 

           but through deserved change i never feel shame 
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change  

 

change for her  

was a diversion in the morning route to school because of traffic, 

a sibling moving out of the house after getting married, 

a quick bowl of cereal because there was no time for eggs in the morning. 

 

change didn’t mean  

running with only the clothes on your back out of a burning house, 

bombs peppering the earth like the screams tumbling out your mouth, 

not being able to pack your bags and fleeing south  

into the closed arms of a country  

that wanted nothing more than to be rid of you  

even after all the terror and pain and suffering you’ve been through  

all the camps and ruins and graves you’ve been to  

all the fake smiles and real tears you’ve seen through  

with one and a half million others being able to say “me too” 

and none of their dreams ever able to come true. 

 

she cries for her home, 

now mere rubble buried beneath the shells 

that rained down one sunny morning, 

the bombs that turned the blue sky grey 
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and the smoke that broke her heart in two. 

she cries for her dad 

who wished for a better life  

before he laid down to sleep on the ocean floor. 

she cries for all that she’s lost- 

memories, 

friends, 

teachers, 

dreams, 

freedom  

and that precious thing we call innocence  

that died as soon as the sound of the planes roared over her head. 

 

 

as the sun rises over a foreign country, 

she cries  

because the world forgot the change  

that haunts her every moment of every day.  

 

 

Amaal Fawzi, 14 

As a person living in Lebanon, I am exposed daily to the Syrian Refugee crisis 

that has been happening for the past 8 years. My second poem doesn’t even 

begin to brush the surface of what they go through every day, but I’ve done my 
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best to capture it. In my free time, I eat, write and try to do my homework, 

sometimes all at the same time. 
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Autumn Ballerina 

 

I dance peacefully 

with autumn’s balance and grace 

like leaves on water 

 

 

Esme Blue, 6 (nearly 7) 

I like to make poetry - usually about animals - I really like animals, like cows, 

guinea pigs, horses, pigs. I like to take photos of things I see in the natural world! 
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Esme Blue, 6 (nearly 7) 
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memory poem 

 

deep thoughts drip freely like drops of wet on a rainy day, 

pooling as undeveloped reflections that transmute into lurking broodings; 

poetry surges towards a clarity, streaming through my head, 

becoming floods of words pouring from my soul. 

 

showers of this rain rhyme through my brain, 

changing why? into puddles of unused metaphors, 

thundering syllables, old ideas dripping into rivers of simile, 

soft waterfalls of assonance 

and lapping along lakeshores of alliteration. 

 

 

Martha Iris Blue, 12 

I like reading and writing poetry, sewing and making art. I am also interested in 

the natural environment and issues surrounding climate distortion. I also like 

climbing and hiking and have bagged a Munroe on Skye, Bla Bhein & 7-mile 

walk/climb on the Storr. I have walked the Gritstone Trail, a local trail of around 

36 miles with my father. I have climbed England’s highest mountain Scawfell 

twice and Snowdon 4 times and others such as Tryfan and Glyderfach. The 

natural word is a prominent inspiration for me. I also enjoy taking photographs 

of the natural world and have recently been shortlisted in the Shepton Mallet 

Snowdrop festival. 
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Looking Glass  

KSHH, CLASH! 

 

I am shattered and broken  

I offered a glance beyond the beatific facade: I obliterated your vanity  

Stripped away the jovial masquerade  

A fallen God, dispirited  

Not fiendish yet merely sincere  

Each morning her glaring countenance intrigued My tenebrosity  

She would recompense with tears and perturbation  

Precision I did not posses. 

Her, My wobbling image of sorrow  

To shards of crystal ferocity reflecting the splintered flooring  

 

Now I am a cascade. 

Gushing scintillating fragments  

Observing a young girl rise from beneath sputtering water from her lungs 

exhaling breath from the animosity  

While she unshackles herself from her glass prison 

First sight of light. 

 

 

Rebecca Elder, 17 
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Plaster Love 

 

As Vulcan’s molten hand 

Knocked on their door, 

The boy sought comfort, a 

Safe haven, in his mother’s arms. 

 

O boy, o poor boy, 

Your stoney flesh, 

Your exoskeleton, 

Still bear pain, 

 

Your cheek moist with 

Dusty tears. 

Your despair locked in time 

By Vesuvius’ great howl. 

 

Caked under ash, 

Devastated, yet pristine 

Like the marble skin 

Of David. Killed, 

 

Yet preserved forever 
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By unrelenting Death. 

The sorrow of the boy, 

The love of a mother, 

 

Kept forever safe by their slayer. 

Eternal life in their demise. 
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my dog is Korean 

 

개마고원 is the Korean name of the Kaema Plateau, the location from which the Poon-Sang 

dog breed originates. 

 

my dog is korean. 

he came in a small crate 

that we picked up from the airport. 

a ball of pure white, 

a pearl in an oyster. 

his curious black eyes 

darted from face to face. 

his pink nose 

vibrant and deep as a hibiscus. 

 

on the drive home my mother told us 

“his name is dol-i! 

(돌이!) 

his breed is called the 

poon-sang! 

(풍산개!) 

they hunt tigers 
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in the snowy mountains of korea.” 

from then on, 

as the council of children in the backseat decided, 

the little white pearl named 돌이 

would now be named 

hunter. 

 

hunter looked unlike 

any other dog in the neighborhood. 

wherever he went, he fascinated. 

people would ask 

“what kind of dog is he?” 

and i would hesitate to 

manipulate my tongue for those foreign sounds 

because i knew that i would be met 

with a look of confusion every time. 

 

hunter didn’t have many friends. 

i was worried 

that the other dogs didn’t like him. 

maybe they thought 

he looked too much like a wolf. 
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too primitive, 

too rigid. 

his sharp ears 

slicing. 

while their floppy ears 

drooped. 

but then i learned that hunter simply 

kept to himself. 

his breed, 

i was told, 

didn’t like socializing. 

 

i remember the first time 

it snowed 

when hunter was around. 

he ran outside, 

he leapt and bounded, 

chasing the snowflakes. 

but when he stopped, 

he disappeared. 

his white coat seemingly melted into the powder. 

a statue, 

a sculpture made of ice, 
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a snowman’s best friend. 

we were amazed at how well hunter blended in. 

we would pretend that he was on the hunt 

high in the kaema plateau 

(개마고원) 

creeping up on a tiger before striking. 

 

as the years went by, 

hunter never lost excitement for the snowfall, 

always eager to hunt for those tigers up in the 개마고원. 

but as the years went by, 

his fur changed. 

white to golden brown. 

it went from a mountain of fresh daikon radish 

to the yellow hue of its pickled counterpart. 

soon, we were easily able to distinguish 

the blazing sun amongst the fluffy clouds. 

 

i wonder now if hunter misses his coat. 

he still gallops in the snow 

as energetic as that first winter. 

but if he were to travel to 
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개마고원 

and say he was a 

풍산개 

would anyone believe him? 

would the tigers 

spot him creeping, 

a lion amongst snowy sheep, 

and laugh? 

would his fellow dogs, 

 

his fellow pearls, 

gaze upon his golden coat 

and disregard his heritage? 

 

perhaps 돌이 belongs in the 개마고원, 

his milky sheen quietly submerged within the snow. 

but hunter 

and his blond fleece 

belong here 

with me. 
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Jeffery Keys, 17 

Fulfilling my quota as a typical teenage boy, I'm often playing video games, falling 

down the YouTube rabbit hole, and hanging out with friends.  Other than that, 

though, I'm passionate about creative writing, film analysis, philosophy, and 

social justice. 
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The Theory of Evolution 

 

From reptile to mammal, from monkey to man, 

Sugar and alkalis determine the species’ survival, 

Evolutionary filters fading with rise of medicine, 

Remaining theoretical, not entirely confirmed. 

 

Though the human life span lacks the millennia, 

Necessary to see Darwin’s hypothesis in motion, 

Inspecting fossils elevates speculation above theory, 

Along with the radiant minds that evolution created. 
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Antiquities 

 

Stairs softly creaking, one-way journey to the attic, 

Yellowed by dust and time, a doll of porcelain, 

Tears glazed on the frozen visage abandoned, 

Moth bites upon skirts marking an evolution. 

 

Morphing from a treasure to a forgotten relic, 

Socket devoid of its blue sphere, obscured vision, 

Doll discarded, a careless girl blinded by the new, 

Antiquity ever reposed below the eaves in seclusion. 

 

Sorrowfully sobbing, whispering hushed apologies, 

Fear of cursing other playthings to like desertion, 

A wish to become as sisters again. Possibilities? 

Perpetually parting paths and a mooted reconciliation. 

 

 

Penelope (Penny) Duran, 17 

I think of myself as a global citizen and have been educated in the German 

school system. I was born in Texas, currently live in Germany, and have 

previously called the Philippines, New Zealand, Egypt and Poland home. 
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I Dreamt a Dream That Dreamt of Me. 

 

Did I awaken throat-moist 

and hear rejoicing laughter beside a stream – 

stream-bubbles bubbling within bubbles 

and see a drift of twisted black crow-feathers 

sliding, scavenging 

beneath a pale sickly yellowish top-wood corn moon 

passing a dangle of skeletal overhang 

in helpless plenty 

underneath a petal-thin, bruised-black, stand-still stillness? 

 

A quiet ripple ripples quietly in the shadow of crab apple trees, 

whose fruit hang like frozen eggs, ice-tight in their feather-weighted jelly 

reflection, 

but overhead a soft-feathered, bruised-blue, fox-caught-still, new blue tit 

buds in 

fledgling flight, lolling like a leaf over the edge of its nest, 

God – wrought I thought … 

 

I follow the now static stream 

and a golden haze sets me into a mid-meltedness of yellows, 

within an emptiness of late-light moon-walk hollowness – 
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a downward journey as cold air runs from house to house, 

and i feel like i am dropping downward, 

downwards into a vast world of emptiness, 

an emptiness that fills with smog and illness 

and august may fall upon us like dust, 

soon will come the blind cruelty of pain, 

a feeling that all do not know nor care for me 

 

i am hot with the sweat of fleeing children 

i rush downwards and i feel all the wrong, 

unnecessary pain of knowing 

as december may blanket the world with snow again 

and then the upward journey 

for november may be just december in disguise 

but my thoughts are all mine, all mined 

and kept secretly in a secret box under my bed - 

open it and I will explode 

 

along the alleyway of bewilderment is terror in the june grass, 

thoughts on a knife-edge kept stock-still, 

something towers above me tattooed in grey tiger-skin colours, 

i shudder in cold winds towards a blue afternoon 

and the sun has leapt - if all the voices in my head were one … 
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Green Bottle 

 

chlorophyll-green, stemmed rough, 

full of hope, colour of peace, 

look through and see a wild, vivid world 

of secrets revealed 

 

blues and greens 

 

chrysalis 

cocoon 

 

standing on a wall 

 

 

Aurora B.E. Blue, 10  

I have had a keen interest in writing (poetry) after my dad read 'SEA FEVER' 

(John Masefield). I like to make art and have had a number of pieces exhibited. I 

am severely interested in climate degradation. 
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Aurora B.E. Blue, 10  
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the decay of was 

 

is it that the sky is grey? 

or is it white 

blackened by the ethereal space beneath 

the sky’s flesh. littered with stars, 

a field of death, frozen in time.  

long enough to be considered  

art. 

 

i wonder what played on that 

mind exhausted of sixteen long years. 

was the sky not painfully blue? what grey? 

perhaps words were like a game then, 

just as life was. i guess. 

 

 

Aram al-Masharqa, 18 

I’m a student living in London, but was born in Palestine. I’ve been writing 

poetry for a few years now and recently turned my focus to the interactions 

between urban space and the self. This poem is in two sections, the first having 

been written in 2016, and the second in 2019, as a response. 

  



  

 

 
HEBE POETRY                                              CHANGE, ISSUE ELEVEN, APRIL 2020  

 
  28 

 

Martha Iris Blue, 12 
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did you know that i miss it sometimes? 

 

i would give it all back to get off at that stop again, 

to knock on her door and be greeted by a dazzled smile, 

to trace the ottoman songs and the smell of onion pie back into her kitchen. 

i had a virtual sense of safety that she would stay. 

 

i would give it all back to sleep under that white and blue ceiling again, 

to feel the century-old flowers on the grained wall, 

to sleep under the aegean sun while the breeze returns to the bay. 

i had a virtual sense of safety that i would go back. 

 

i would give it all back to be that girl again. 

she had an impulse to cut her hair short and never come back, 

condemned to carry the celestial heavens for eternity, or two years. 

i had a virtual sense of safety that she would go there. 

 

i would give all the possibilities back, 

to never close one more door again, 

to paint the walls back green, 

to watch the skies go red while summer ends 

 

i know it’s too late. 
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and maybe i’ll throw away that dress. 

still, i have a virtual sense of safety that i will keep it all. 

 

 

Yagmur Naz Kaynakcioglu, 16 

I’m a Turkish/ Greek poet with a love for the words that I don’t know and the 

places I’ve never been to. Although my favourite place to write is the ferry in my 

hometown. 
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Late 

 

It is twenty-five to nine in the morning and I am 

running slightly late as I always am.  

It is twenty-five to nine in the morning and overnight 

the condensation on the window has frozen 

 

I finish assembling the outside version of myself from clothes abandoned 

in a laundry basket from last Friday. The light 

in the room has gone from pink to silver and  

makes me think of snow.  

 

Outside the window there is a bird and I speak 

to it, say hello, Mrs. Magpie. She sits 

outside on the window sill and sings. I want to 

sing back to her. 

 

I touch the window glass and watch as the 

frost melts slowly leaving a silhouette: the 

warmth the glass gave the winter air. The magpie is 

gone, flown away to somewhere else. 

  

And it is eight fifty-three in the morning, and I am  



  

 

 
HEBE POETRY                                              CHANGE, ISSUE ELEVEN, APRIL 2020  

 
  32 

late again 

 

 

Jane Yarnell, 18 

I'm a first-year student in Sustainable Development at St. Andrew's University, 

and spend most of my time either in the library or at dance classes, in which I am 

invariably the worst dancer, but usually the person having the most fun. I'm 

autistic, and wrote this poem in part to explain my experience of time as an 

autistic person -- there are so many interesting things in the world, I tend to lose 

track of small details like what time I need to leave to get to lectures on time. 

And yes, I am usually slightly late to my lectures (and everything else). 
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What Michelangelo Left Behind 

 

David said he missed the evenings most 

Buildings streaked red against the dusk 

As the sky drifts in and out of sleep 

A scent of darkness wanders as night drops down 

(smoky rain thrums against the soil) 

And in a breath gives into the yearnings of the earth 

 

He knew that he was not supposed to be 

But someone carved a beating heart out of the lifeless rock 

A priceless, worthless masterpiece 

And still he longs for more than bleached, white words and silken winters 

 

He begged me not to fade in time 

Or give in to history’s lucid haze 

Collecting dust as the world washes over 

(spectators gawk in stony silence) 

 

He told me that there is no beauty in marble 

That he wished to blink, to breathe, to dream, to cry 

And that I was a wonderful, human thing 

And I smiled as those words painted a thousand dancing suns on my cheeks 
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But when he wept from his calcified heart 

I did not wipe his tears 

 

 

Gráinne Condron, 16 

I used to write because I thought I noticed things no one else did. Now I write 

because everyone else notices them too.





 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  


