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For me, photography isn't just a hobby - it's how I view the world through a lens. 

The details and inferences that you can pick up when looking at a photograph 

isn't something that's possible with any other medium. Photography, in essence, 
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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 of our fifteenth 

issue is ‘endings’. 

It is perhaps ironic that we picked the theme ‘endings’ for an issue that begun 

seeking submissions at the beginning of the year, and that is published in the first 

weeks of spring, a time that signifies new beginnings with the birth of baby 

wildlife and sprouting of flower and fauna. Nonetheless, the poems of this issue 

cleverly and critically call into question the very notion of ‘endings’. Whether the 

topic is a romantic relationship, trip to the beach, or the end of a chase, the 

poems work to detangle the contradictions of an ending, which paradoxically 

seems to always signify new beginnings and a sense of continuum: the end is 

rarely revealed to be the end. 

I was impressed by the emotional wisdom of this issue’s writing. The feelings felt 

at a point of closure were often spotlighted as a springboard from which the rest 

of the poem could take shape. My immediate hunch when confronted with the 

prompt ‘endings’ is pessimistic, with my mind jumping to the well-rehearsed 

idiom ‘all good things must come to an end’. Yet the poets of this issue proved 

endings to be neither solely bad, nor solely good. Instead, they deftly detangled 

the array of emotional depth that an ending might entail, including aspects of 

relief, heartbreak, rage, and acceptance. Overall, this issue’s collection of poetry 

pays testament to the many contradictions and ambiguities of endings. 

It is this emotional intelligence and attention to nuance that proves the voices of 

young people to be sharp, illuminating, and reflective in equal measure. As a 

magazine that solely publishes the work of those 18 and under, HEBE provides 

an important opportunity for young voices to achieve the recognition they 

deserve. 

Be sure to keep an eye out for our sixteenth issue, the theme for which is 

‘dreams’. Submissions for this sixteenth issue will close on the 31st of May, and 
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the magazine will be released in July 2021. More details can be found on our 

website: www.hebepoetry.co.uk  

Amelie Maurice-Jones, HEBE editor   

http://www.hebepoetry.co.uk/
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Ether 

 

Beneath our ugly topography is a core the colour of curdled milk, 

Dense with fire and fighting and foolishness. 

If you could run your spider fingers across it 

You would snag your skin on a hundred agonies all at once; 

A paper cut of human nature. 

 

Spheres rotate, bely the ache for change, 

And tremble at the thought of the stitches being ripped out. 

Unthread the architect’s handiwork, return to factory settings, 

Screw the world into a ball and throw it in the bin. A green one. 

We don’t want to make things worse. 

 

For the greater good, under the new hood, 

We can make something of this patchwork life. 

Things don’t end – they stand still. 

So we move. 

Not along, but upward. 

 

 

Charlie Bowden, 17 
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I am a college student in Basingstoke who recently discovered a love for writing 

poetry after spending years studying it at school. I am an avid history fan and aim 

to incorporate various historical influences in my writing, from Mary Tudor to 

Margaret Thatcher. I also record episodes for a politics-themed podcast for my 

college aimed at A-level students. 
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OF ENDINGS AND BEGINNINGS 

 

The End 

Is much akin to endless stealing 

Neglecting past or present gifts 

Make a life devoid of meaning 

But past regrets with ifs and whens 

Decorate the throne 

Sadness and despair still 

As valuable as gold 

The chirping of the birds is 

All there's to this world 

Now princesses and tiaras are not 

Synonymous with hope 

We had fairy tale endings 

Once upon a time 

There's a fine line between endings and beginnings. Read this poem again, 

starting from the final line. 

 

 

Akrivi Farmaki, 17 

I enjoy writing poems in my free time and I'm currently studying to become a 

doctor.   
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NEVER ENDINGS  

 

Walking along the old railway line 

lively in my memory, 

willow bushes shelter Rose Bay Willow Herb 

that flanks the open track. 

While I stride onwards, 

I make a circlet of willow  

and place it on my head 

and enter the dream 

for I am Queen of all my imaginings 

 

My imaginings never end, 

neither do my dreams. 

 

Pushing past overgrowths of brambles 

that bow down 

as if they seek to mark my rule, 

onwards I go,  

sweeping past turns and stiles, 

where shadowed trees crown my head with laced light  

that dances through their leaves 

who fall into my cupped hands. 
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The possessing light of the sun 

blinks my eyes,   widens them,    pushes me forwards 

in continuous presence, 

as I carry myself 

into dark undergrowth 

and  step  a  few  slips 

and stop 

for here is the path of my close, 

but endings are mere interruptions, 

for the line seems without end: 

turn around and they are the beginning again, 

and can lead you anywhere 
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WALLS ARE STONE HEDGES 

 

where we breathe, 

walls are stone hedges, 

skeletal 

borderlines 

between north and south, 

upper- and low-land, 

outcrops and pitching hills competing, 

all dozily dropping 

into sloping fields, 

yet they do not yield 

what price they pay. 

Stand or fall they never change 

from stone to stone 

while on their way 

down the hill; 

a neighbour at their kill, 

sees the falling walls roll away, 

and spends all their day 

building up the horizons again 

in the drooping rain  

endlessly 
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Aurora B.E. Blue, 11 

Still writing bags of poetry. As Shakespeare once said, "Thought is free." Nobody 

can restrict our imaginations. 
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Open Child’s Pose 

 

never did I show you the lemons and figs 

blooming on the branches of the trees that were planted 

in the corners of my Nicosia Garden, that were watered 

by my dead grandmother, or slice them for us 

into two segments each 

 

never did I leave you with forehead kisses 

and with lavender buds underneath your pillow 

and with almond milk and honey on your nightstand 

and (crouching by my dead grandmother’s bed) 

sing to you noumi noumi ni 

 

and never did I trace the Lefke meadows or the Athalassa willow trees 

with my hands across your back 

up until you fell asleep  just before I left 

 

so I’ll see you when I’m stoned and in 

my dead grandmother’s bed 

you placed the needle there mid-stitch 

just before you left 

you gave me a terracotta pot 
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and seeds for me to sow 

but when you’re not here 

they never grow 

 

I’ll see you when I’m dreaming 

on my dead grandmother’s bed 

our three pink candles melted out 

just before you left. 

I extend my legs out to you 

open child’s pose 

I never left,  

they never closed 

 

 

Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her), 17  

I am a lesbian artist and poetess from Istanbul, Turkey and Nicosia, Cyprus. I 

make feminist, body-positive and sapphic art revolving around themes of the 

occult and spirituality. I recently created the Sapphic Enchantress Tarot Deck, 

and am working on a series of illustrated poetry zines. I also sell original 

bookmarks, stickers, necklaces and art prints on my independently managed shop 

at www.ayshemira.com, and am also open for commissions. Follow me on 

Instagram @illustrationwitch. https://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-

witch-shop 

  

http://www.ayshemira.com/
https://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
https://www.ayshemira.com/the-illustration-witch-shop
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Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her), 17  
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Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her), 17  
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Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her), 17  
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Adam’s First Wife 

 

I remember the blue box. 

It contained a condom and sexism, mostly. 

Capability seems to be a funny thing, I’m not capable enough to understand the 

implications of that pretty piece of startlingly red lingerie—but—but I’m capable 

enough to clumsily shove a condom on a dull blue dildo, in front of several other 

eleven year old girls wracked with nervous energy and a sense of unease.  

 

Did you know, Lilith represents chaos, seduction and ungodliness?  

Sometimes, when the words men and pleasure blur together unpleasantly, I think 

of Lilith. 

I sit in a grey chair and listen to the dreary voice of a man and picture Lilith. It’s 

like a game show. 

I place them both behind these gaudy yellow podiums, Lilith written messily over 

one and Mr. Grey Suit written neatly over the other. 

For every comment Mr. Grey Suit makes on how women should behave, Lilith 

responds with an eye roll and something deliciously inappropriate. When the 

vision of Lilith falls away and all that devilish intelligence to combat his stupidity 

disappears, I feel empty. 

 

I remember the first time I heard vulgar words drip from a man’s mouth—I 

remember the way they seemed to cling to his filthy lips. 

“Come on, baby, show us a little something!” 

I remember Lilith appearing behind him, her lips curled in disgust.   

I remember the way anger curved over her hips  
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and swirled like a hurricane around her legs.  

I remember channelling that anger, letting it rip through me. I remember 

thinking definitively, that this is the end of a never-ending cycle— the cycle of 

allowing acceptance to wash over me when presented with my expected 

subservience to men.  

“Fuck you!” 
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Summer Always Ends 

 

Our bell-like laughter 

echoes across the cliff faces. 

I breathe salt-water. 

 

I nearly trip down the algae infected 

rock face in my haste 

to feel the sea swallow me whole. 

 

Vaguely, I feel my mouth— 

 

“I’m fine!” 

 

“Careful, you idiot!” 

 

I choke on the giggle. 

It seems to tumble past my lips before I even realise. 

 

 

 

Uncertainty underpins her voice 

as her foot brushes against the ocean. 
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I feel her hand latch onto mine. 

I hear the faint click of a camera far too 

old for us to own and be so fond of. 

 

The three of us stand silently staring 

from this concealed cove out into the large expanse  

of nothing but the terrifying ocean. 

 

We’re nothing but tired 

sacks of skin, desperately clinging 

to each other for security. 

 

Trust is a fickle thing, 

easy to give but hard to earn. 

I’ll trust these two flesh bags  

with my very being.  

 

I let the dopamine take hold, 

if only for a moment, 

and drop my silk white dress to brush 

against the water. It swishes satisfyingly  

through the tiny waves that bash lightly against it. 
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“Shall we head back? We have to end this cheeky rendezvous  

with Poseidon at some point.” 

 

I tilt my head idly towards her 

and fiddle absentmindedly with the now 

wet silk of my dress. 

 

“Five more minutes, just five more minutes.” 

 

 

Danielle Burger, 16 

I am in year 12, which is going agonisingly slowly in the confinement of my 

room. Thanks, pandemic. I started writing poetry around 11 to cope with 

everything and anything. It’s pretty fun. 
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On da Street 

 

There’s new people on da street 

Everyone follows the same type beat 

Attention seeks the prey 

He lures dem in  

Takes the Goodness away 

Doesn’t care about the consequences in the way 

 

There’s new people on da street  

All fishing for that little piece 

‘Fame’, my man’s got dem hooked  

He knows what makes us levitate  

Making sure that no one knows  

If they sub to him - what’s at stake 

 

There’s a lot more people on The Street 

By that I mean originally- 

Some have somehow kept hidden  

Linear makes sure we see straight  

No need for the telescope he says 

(What’s ahead of you is the ’same’ anyways)  
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My friends, I fear to say that this street- 

It’s over populated and won’t stop growing  

The Maker cries as he says  

‘On this path, there’s no light or glowing’. 

And adds ‘Mr. Turmoil awaits you and Mr. Sly’.  

                                  **** 

It’ll be your deathbed that may spike your soul's eyes. 

 

 

Josh, 16 

The name’s Josh.  I started writing last April and have incorporated poetry as a 

rage outlet and as a useful necessity to life (in my eyes).  I write poems mainly 

around: Truth, Disappointment and Love.  
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Josh, 16 
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THE SECRET OF THE WOODS 

 

Old cold dark trees 

thick as wet winter leaves 

like solid walls, thick as bricks 

like one family, thick as thieves, 

smell like damp soil, 

dark like ice dungeons. 

 

100 little people all huddled together 

 

 

trapped in a secret shadow 

from long ago 

bound tight, kept as if for forever, 

waiting slowly, in clothes 

tattered and torn, 

for a holy prince of light 

to free them once again 

from a long, cold night. 

 

I am outside looking inside. 

My light waits long and slow, 
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for twelve years is twice my age 

and spells of trolls  

are darker still. 

Shall I turn the page? 

 

This spell can be broken 

for I have the token, 

a light inside me. 

It’s a heavy page, 

hard to turn 

but if I can, it will be open 

and 100 little people shall be free. 

 

I think I will turn 

for I can tell 

the book is cracked 

like the skin on the end of my finger. 

 

my light will 

shine in. 
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LENS OF THE SUN 

 

looking through the lens of a teardrop 

is 

sunshine,  

nobody knows where it goes,  

but it soaks through us 

because its skylines are always in the distance 

whether beyond seas or behind hills; 

we can move beyond what we can see, 

sometimes, as sky reflects sea, meets the sea; 

 

 

the sky looks upside-down. 

 

so the sun gives light and warmth freely, 

but earth asks us to just stop building. 

the less pollution there is, the more birds are heard,  

the more nature there is, the more birds are there. 

 

you sometimes ask what shape is the sun?  

if you look straight up at it through a cloud you see 

it must be a prism. 
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for the sky is made up of all colours. 

it’s like a rainbow, 

or the prison of a teardrop. 

 

 

Esme Alice Blue, nearly 8 

I have appeared before on Hebe and also have won poetry prizes with the RSPB 

and had poems agreed with the Young Poets' Network and The Arthur Ransome 

Society - I am also a co-editor for the journal for Junior members of that society. 

I like to write a lot of Haiku and nature poetry. 
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WAITING FOR THE RAIN 

 

Past dragged me into its venomous tracks, I couldn't escape, 

Those days felt like they had been recorded on a tape, 

So crystal clear they are, 

I drifted into that world that is away from this one, very far, 

That world is full of grey and blue, 

 

 

My vision blurred, my thoughts too. 

 

 

Amid the puddles, pools, and hawker’s cries, 

Those who took cover or were just passersby, 

We sang to the melody of each rain droplet, 

I saw the seekers down our tree, curse the rain or fret, 

Some smiled, perhaps, to their tune, 

Those last moments on the Banyan were just a granted boon. 

 

Tears seemed to be the only language I knew, 

The gloom encircled me, guilt only grew, 

How many tears should I shed? 

To wake him from the world of the dead? 

The world seemed black, full of despair, mystic, just a lie, 
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I knew he wasn't far, I would find him, I would try, 

I searched far and wide, in vain, 

Until I knew I would find him, up the tree, still waiting for the rain.  

 

 

Tanvi Nagar, 16 

I am a student of class 12 at Delhi Public School, Gurgaon. I have been writing 

for the past eight years and am passionate about public speaking, travelling, 

playing sports and reading. I have contributed to national newspapers like ‘The 

Times of India’ and ‘Hindustan Times’; magazines like the ‘Neev Magazine’ and 

‘Children’s World’ and anthologies like ‘The Last Flower of Spring’ and ‘Riding 

on a Summer Train’ by Delhi Poetry Slam; ‘The Great Indian Anthology’ by Half 

Baked Beans and ‘She the Shakti’ by Authors Press. I have been the Editor in my 

school and have authored four books titled, ‘Metamorphosis’ ‘A Treasure Trove 

of Poetic Wonderland’ ‘A Bountiful of Rhythmic Stories’ and ‘My Book of Short 

Stories and Poems’ and two research papers which were published in the 

International Journal of Multidisciplinary Educational Research. I have won the 

Eye Level Literary Award 2018 by Daekyo, South Korea; the Create Change 

Challenge 2020 by the University of Queensland, Australia; the Millennial Essay 

Writing Contest by UNESCO and Takthe; the Haryana State Badminton 

Championship 2013-14; and have worked with organisations like The Global 

Leadership and Education Foundation and The Faridabad Education Council to 

serve the community. My website is tanvinagar.com.  

  

http://tanvinagar.com/
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Swetha Prabakaran, 16 
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The Winter of Frost 

 

-walks among snow-daubed trees, 

evenings dimmed to quietened sleep, 

hidden inside my delicate shell 

I shield my eyes, 

safe inside my ice, 

secure in this hoar-frost-bound world, 

but winter must end  

and I feel it; 

spring means lighter day-lengths, 

bright-greening scents of growth. 

unsure, I will drift between 

frothy blossom and recall the chill, 

remember the Twilight gone-away …  
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Dead Lines 

 

dead lines, 

these countless phenomena, 

letters, alphabets, syllables, words, 

paper-light verses hidden 

until their published revolution is 

raised in every headline, 

seen on every page, 

imprinted in every thought; 

every Beachd-smuain*,  

the eradication of language, 

of the Celtic world, 

the unpunctual epoch of prose 

 

 

that has prompted to plunge peoples into tears, 

to break culture with outside pressure  

whilst hovering over a manuscript, 

restraining emphasis, 

balances the weight of tension; 

pursue whichever thread desire conjures, 

visualise your conclusion, 
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don’t get lost on rambling lines that will never,  

ever,  

end like air or thoughts that lead onto 

layers of cadence, 

coating over broken syllables. 

 

don’t disregard the dead line 

 

neglect will only raise the price 

you are willing to pay in the future 

 

 

*Idea, in Scottish Gaelic 

 

 

Martha Iris Blue, 13 

Writing poetry allows my thoughts to speak more clearly and gives room for my 

brain to breathe, I think. Winter is always an inspiration to me, through both my 

art and poetry. 

I particularly find inspiration in everyday people, often sketching them and what 

they are doing (so beware, I may sketch you!). I am more at home in nature and 

therefore am naturally concerned about any issue surrounding climate distortion. 

Inspiration in the natural world comes thick and fast, meaning my poetry and art 

is often full of nature, I love rainy walks where I can think clearly and write better 

(though from a dry spot!). I can often be found either reading or writing a story!  
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Descending Trails 

 

Dark bellied clouds 

 

 

Scud over desert 

 

 

Skies, while 

Winds howl like  

Beasty flies 

 

Where there’s no green, 

 

Hallucinating, perhaps 

I could hear the 

Flattering of leaves 

 

Soon, the dusted path  

Converged into the trails 

And came to halt, 

Rising the anticipation 

of a proximate fall 
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Faster I ran, 

Away it went 

Merging into 

golden sand, 

Sizzled under the intense 

Light band 

 

The blurred sight of 

Moving caravans, 

Was joy to my eyes 

 

Gradually, peaceful silence  

Infested my mind. 

 

 

Now, I was assured   

my journey was awaiting 

its end time. 

 

 

Aditi Joshi, 17 

Creativity in any form allures me and writing especially, gives me immense joy. 

As a poet my constant source of inspiration is nature, my surroundings and all 
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those random thoughts that pop in my head. This poem represents me and my 

perspective on "endings".  
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Everything Will Go Back To How It Once Was 

 

Darker roots grow in to take 

in some cerebral corner-fold; the 

book page rolled between the absent 

space between index and thumb, like 

the gap between my nose and lip. 

 

Bleach-stripped hair, limp-hung and  

dulled, like bark ripped from tree trunks by 

children in search of sticky beetles 

or worms. Skull-tight yellow, worn 

bone-dry by time and vanity. 

 

I slit the brittle ends with pinking shears, 

crossed fingers bent through the metal loops and 

knotted with sudden resolve. I sever 

what is dead and leave 

a keratin graveyard about my feet. 

 

Air settles atop the nape of my neck, exposed 

like photo paper to harsher light. Gentle fissures 

of white trace like roads, tarmac-pure, 
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papering cities over skin-tight folds and 

filling the cracks with cheaper bronze. 

 

Pave the quiet spine of my scalp, down 

my arms and drip metal from my finger beds  

that claw out the dull brown,  

peroxide-woven, 

drain-circling the pupils of my eyes. 

 

 

Katie Saunders, 17 

I’m a sixth form student from London who wants to study English at university. 

I write poems exclusively between 2 and 4 AM and harbour secret dreams of 

living in a cave in the mountains, subsisting on Sylvia Plath and foraged berries. 

  



 


