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Our Mission

These last two years have been unlike any other. The events and circumstances have

i mpacted the young and the old, worl dwi de.

been impacted by these tough times. For many, there have been times where life seems
hopeless. However, during some of the darkest of moments, light shines forth, bringing
hope and renewed energy to all that it touches.

This edition of Whisper is a compilation of thoughts and ideas brought forth by not only the
tough times, but also by the small glimmers of hope. It is important to remember that
everyone has a voice and the ability to make a positive impact on the world. Change comes
forth when positive choices are made, starting with our expressions and actions, regardless
of how small they may seem. Each of our voices can make an impact, one whisper at a
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The Dreher High School Literary and Arts Magazine is a collection of literature and art
submissions created by students and staff at Dreher High School. The magazine editing
team reserves the right to edit manuscripts for clarity, grammar, spelling and mechanics.

All works submitted are original works reviewed and selected by the magazine editing team.
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oBreat heo
By Saniya Tucker

In and out

In and out

My head to the ground

Aknee pressed into my neck

In and out

In and out

The flashing lights blinding me
Voices yelling over the blaring sirens
Aringing in my ears

In and out

In and out

A crowd recording and shouting
In and out

In and out

I tell them |

| tell them | need air

In and out

In and out

Breathing is a basic human need

canot b

Artwork by Grayson Moss

They wono6t stop
They wondot | et me
In and out

In and out

. ol njusticeo
Why am | surprised? J

Il dm not a person to

This skin that | was born with carries the
label of criminal to them

| did nothing wrong
They are supposed to protect
But not when it comes to me and my

t hem By Katie Smith

Injustice is wrong

However, so popular

brown skin Though it helps no one

In and out

I an.d'out Why is hate a thing?

My vision slowly turns black

Thisis it When we could instead have peace
In and out And harmony too

In and out

| try one last time and shout
I CANG6T BREATHE!

But Di fferento

By Sierra Chavis -Conner

0Same,

All humans are the same. All with the same rights; rights to love and be loved; to pursue
their happiness; to be free and equal.

However, all humans are different, whether it be sexual orientation, race, gender, or religion.
We all want to express ourselves. We are all different, but we have the rights to embrace our
differences, and to be proud of our differences.

No human should fear losing their life when met with the ones who are supposed to protect

them. But, the ones with darker skin tone fear the day they are pulled over for going 5 miles

over the limit. All because the cops have a previous misconception that puts these innocent
peopleds |ives in danger. They should be pr
consequences of their differences in skin tone.

No person should be afraid for their life when expressing their gender identity or sexual
orientation, j ust because someone el se doesn
|l eaving their house because they werendt bor
their comfort in their gender, but their comfort causes discomfort and fear in others.

A Muslim woman shoul dno6ét be afraid to wear h
to go on her family vacation, instead of dreading the moment she gets pulled aside because

of her religious beliefs. She should look forward to bringing her child on his first flight,

instead of fearing the comments that are made; false preconceptions.

All humans are the same. All are equal, with skin and bones, blood and a heart. But, all
humans are different. We should be able to embrace our differences and to be proud of our
differences.

Without fear.

OHi ndrancesbéd
By Aaliyah Terry

The losses of our loved ones
The tears and cries of our families

Does having the same color of blood really matter?

Does having the same thoughts and dreams really matter?
The heartbreaks of our country Does having the same feelings and lifestyle really matter?
And yet é Do deaths caused by fellow humans  really matter?
We stand I f they doé

We stand tall to our hindrances Which ones?

We stand tall to our beat downs and Do | have to choose?

breakdowns The right or the left?
For we are humané The up or the down?
However The dark or the light?
Does being human really matter? The black or the white?
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Artwork by Gayle Boyd

oDi ssipatingéd
By James Glasgow Il

The word dissipating means the act of disappearing or cause to disappear. In this
painting, you can see two figures disappearing more and more in each frame. | see this as a
representation of love. Two people try to find such a thing and sometimes force it into a
definition of its own. Love is a powerful feeling, which no one person can depict on its own.

This painting symbolizes the fate before their own eyes, as everything can end before
it even starts. Time is key to everything, and if you rush the timetable of love, it can fade
away . However, as the saying goes, 00One
you seek will not always seem to be out of grasp, but also the lover you once pursued will
never find another to complete the task. It is all a part of life and how you handle it will be
the deciding factor.

This painting leaves you with an empty feeling or a void perhaps. Same sometimes
happens with a partner. You are left with that everlasting feeling that maybe something is
missing. You go on for months, even years, coping with this fact. Living with the underlying
arguments, falling out and separation periods. This is where you reach the second frame.
The relationship, at this point, feels like a blur. You sit there, wondering about the dreaded
fact that maybe you have wasted those important years of life chasing something that was
not meant to be caught. This is the factor that very much needs to be brought to the light,
but you continue to ignore it. You drag yourself through more years with this partner. It
comes with a whole lot of good but a lot of bad as well. Finally, you decide enough is
enough. You feel it is time you put your foot down. You bring to the table the elephant in
the room that neither of you want to address. In return, you are met with a bigger deception
you could ever imagine when you attempt to leave. You have now entered the third frame.
All of the lies and the mistreatment come to the surface. Just like that, it all ties into one,
and you are left with that void. The same feeling you receive when you look at this painting.
All is gone in one single moment.
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0 Me 6

By Jamison Welch

Our story begins here. By the lake. A sunset paints the sky. A man and a woman
simply enjoying the moment. And then, there is me. Undoubtedly, | am there, as | am in
many places. | see what is there. Two people embracing a time and place that is peaceful
and untouched by the world around them. They sit. They rest. They relax and forget. They
forget the troubles, and they forget the stress. They forget the loss, and they forget the
pain. It is bliss, for them. But, in an instant, it is gone. They are gone. This place, the lake
and the sky, so kissed by the setting sun. It is all gone. Where did it go? Away. These people
are long gone from here. They, like many others, have found me in other places. But, they
left me then, too. They have known love and loss. The place faded. The lake dried, the
mountains rose, and the valleys fell. The sky was splashed with new colors. But, here |
remain. Undoubtedly, | am still here, as | am many places. Simply watching. Seeing the rise
and the fall. Seeing time smear together around me as ages pass and eons fade. Empires
thrive and crumble, the same as before. But, the story remains the same. | am here. Soon
enough another pair will come to join me. Maybe here. Maybe not. They will join me in a
peaceful place. They will forget all their troubles and worries. But, they too, will slip away.
Leaving only me. Only me. Me.

oThe Pull of the
By Catherine Akhvlediani

St or mé

t r e as Embece kiope anH peace, till death do us part
As the storm howls closer, we hold no despair

Thestomaisceming; vee feel itipling cpse
The winds are strong, and rage is their host
The land will crumble, the waves will crash Perhaps the rage of the wind was never truly there
The sky will darken, but here we will stand People will rip and tear and pull, if only they understood
The people are fleeing, calling out in fear They divide themselves more than a storm ever could
Young ones are shaking, releasing their tears We stand above the waves, clasping our hands together
Here we are standing above the crashing waves The storm will die with us, our souls joined forever
Here we will remain, for the last of our days

We have no intent to flee, my companion and |

For if we ran, where would we hide?

The storm, as mighty and stem as it is

Is really no match for the hate people give

We stand here together, with love in our hearts




OAnnabell afds Missingbod

By Jack Lamey

Her spirits had told her otherwise.

Annabella looked at the evil eye, its luminous figure glowing in the dark night sky.
The eye would soon be hers. The eye she could reach to give herself the powers she had only
heard of in her wildest dreams. She could achieve her desires by just grabbing the object.
Alysia had told her to not interfere with her own righteousness.

oOYou are ready, | oved one! 6 Alysia had said befor
obstacles and training necessary to make the clear transition from human to god. All you
must do now is grab the eye located on the highest of hills, at the most obscure point in the
night, when no one else is watching. The touch of

triumph over good. But, | shall warn you, my dear, to not let your inner conscious interfere
with goal the you have worked ever so hard on to complete. Kindness and generosity will try
to overcome that which is greed and evil, but you can show the world that darkness always
prevails. o

Annabella gazed upon her cold body. She caught sight of her exhausted hands, her
sore elbows, and her dysfunctional ankles. This was the moment she had been waiting for. A
few months ago, she had formed cahoots with Alysia, the goddess of the dark. She had been
raised solely off of the morally wrong. As a baby, Annabella was only fed raw vegetables in
the foster care home she where she lived. When she grew to be around ten years of age, that
home enrolled her in a fight club where children neglected by the world could seek revenge
on the cruelty they had faced by violently attacking any passing stranger. Annabella was no
stranger to the face of evil. She had only gotten through life with the purest of dark
emotions stoned in her heart. Every sunny day she stayed shut in her lodging to brainstorm
new ideas for conflicts between humanity and plagues to inevitably haunt those who were
charitable. At last, parts of the life she had suffered for all her life could bestow misery for all
mortals.

Back on the top of the hill, Annabella could clearly glimpse the evil eye staring back at
her, just as she had expected from Al ysi ads
kind -natured environment in the world was all she had ever wanted. Annabella tiptoed across
the rocky gravel of the hillds pavement, her
out to grab her prize.

It was only after a few minutes of enjoyment that Annabella suddenly froze in place.
An unexpected phenomenon had happened that she could not explain. Boils started to pop
up all over her skin. Her face began to disintegrate into flesh and bones, and she felt her feet
becoming stale. She could not even bring herself to comprehend the sights of the next
event. The woman became surrounded by two exact replicas of herself, both reaching for the
same ball that continued to sit in its place, unmoved by the howling wind and the fretful rain
pouring down. One of the replicas then grabbed the ball from its position and held it to her
chest, |i ke a mother cradling a newborn.
but I have stuck with you your entire life. | have frowned upon all of your choices, from
always choosing violence as the solution to your problems, wreaking havoc on the world
because of your experiences! é

oOYou dondt know me! 6 Annabella shouted
you pathetic mouthed lout! | have no time for imposters on my special day. Give me the evil
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OAnnabel |l
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eye, right now, so | can join
the gods in becoming the
woman | always wanted to
be: One who could restore
the face of the Earth
through pure
to have to break it to you
this way, but from
tomorrow on, the innocent
eeppte wfdhe wosldvwdllbe h a
transformed into

bloodthirsty hooligans!

ev

e
before | br eak
doppelganger said nothing.
She looked at the other
replica with raised
eyebrows, and the replica
simply nodded and
disappeared. Annabella,
however, did not have time
for foolish games. She
wanted the eye that could
make her become one of
the most powerful beings
in the universe. She could
not understand why two
more of her had bothered
to interfere with her special
night, nor did she take the
time to question the
ipawars and spirit dfthe g t he wor k of God to create a

replicas. All she did was charge. With every little bit of strength in her, she sprinted towards
e doPpBlgangerthdding the eVilley %nd trénBitne t8 & junf fo BriatcH tie VA &yé dhd
push the filthy spirit from the cliff. But, in a split millisecond before she snatched the eye

Artwork by Layla Davis

from the replicads hand, the replica disappeared. An
had happened before she fell off the cliff in a frenzy, becoming no more than a body
engulfed by leaves and the dead carcasses of rats, squirrels, and raccoons. She, or what was
left of her, had lost.
0Girls!6é6 The mom shouted from across the deck of
time spent on the diving board! My goodness, if you jump when someone is still trying to go
to the ladder, you could hurt yourself! Alyssa, give poor Annabella her ball back! | cannot
a! Qperfd iR mEeEmintitdsTatéhing yBu¥ddIs wrdBfe ¥n thB Gebp ekdbH¥ pdBifver a

stupid bal ! Do you know the pool hasndt been cl eane
di sgusting stuff at the bottom of t hat pool ! 6

= At the bottom of the pool, sitting inside of the drain was the red eye, looking to infect

0 Y 0 U th&Haftdof ihnBcent éhildrer with irlé evivant  me t o be,
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oVoi cesbo

By Kyra Grindley

0A6 woke up to find herself in a bathtub of
headache, an intense feeling of nausea and countless voices telling him to leave the room it
was in promptly. Some of the voices were kind, sweet, and loving.

&qu\di ng

..

oCome on, Honey. You have to get out. 6

With others insulting it for not being quick e u
we have to tell you? Do you not know how to get u a

The voices just got | ouder and | ouder. O0Ad6 cou n
of the room or from his head, but it was c¢cl ear th i
getting out of the tub she realized that he had been soaked in coffee from a large mug in the
corner of the room, next to an umbrella and a gigantic apple. After they took a step back and
looked around it noticed a rat bigger than the mug she had just been in, with the arms and
legs of a human. The voices in their head had gotten louder in the time that she had gotten
out of the mug, telling it to get out of the room, but after a quick glance he noticed that there
were no doors only two windows. O0OAO6 opened one o h
up to jump without breaking something, or possib I
Getting |l ouder and | ouder o0Jump, jump, jumpo the [
only way out.

OA6 was skeptical but wanted the madness to stop,
Maybe theyo6ll stop, 6 she said. Hi s heart was racing
heard. It started to climb onto the edge of the window. i T S ST

OYES YES YES! 6 the voices said yelling, almost screaming.

ONOW! 6 said one of the voices, |l ouder and deeper that the others, and with that 0Ab
jumped. The farther they were from that room the less voices it heard, the quieter the voices
got, and the harder her heart pounded. He could feel the blood flood her ears, as it got closer
to the ground. Then the momentum suddenly stopped. The thumping stopped. The feeling 00 ppress i ono
stopped. The voices stopped. )

By Emily Clark
OForgotten Memoriesboé Every time | died | came back to life. It was an endless cycle as far as | was aware, and
: I always retained my past memories. | wasndt smart,
BASyahey Devin coul dndét be anything else but brilliant. I was di ff e

His eyes sparkle, his teeth shine, his skin glows, and my heart is merrily singing. His the sun. Sometimes | was born noble. Sometimes | was as poor as the dirt | walked on.
arm pulls me in tight, his breath comforts me, and | can feel his heart beating softly. We Sometimes | died before my life could begin. | was born oppressed. | was born with every
grasp each other for warmth, he smiles, | smile, and I can hear the church bells ringing. We privilege. | was born perfectly average. Even though technology evolved, many things did
| augh, we hug, he inches closer, he |l eans in, heds ng@ggvous, and he shows me the most
beautiful ring; it was costly. _ _ _ : . .

As time went on, it became easier to accept what | was born with. | would live again,

We were at the duck pond, my favorite place, C aglofidusly’ ThéReWAL® hee®td rash thihgd. Whék Bid dhéllife fnatter? k tbok many
was summer, not spring, we got married a month | at er pundeddlof yead blfordl wondefe@ abBlt dthBrs. IWRaY did those both@Spressed do when
nervous to marry him, his family didndt approve, theyvBufti i€ ghd nevker lidethgain® Théirdilyaife was d§Manded by Sthers; when they
convinced me to go through with it, or was it my brother? had no chance of overcoming their circumstances. Even if one did, what about all the

Who are you again? | have a husband? You must Qifiers % ltgvpuid scare mey knpwang Ry oplylife i siggedagaimst me. Of course, that would
married. Where is John? Heds my fianc®, | need hi m h&amyonlyfearosingegverygme! dicel come baekiocrlifeend where he
went ? Youdre not him! Youdre an i mposter! Oof ficer of ficer! I need hel p! |l 6ve been tricked.
What s going on? Why are you in my house? Wh a 't this thing? Why are you crying?
12 13
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0 My
By Abi Good

Experi e

She stared at a river before
Knowing it could take her
People on that screen saw
Happiness

It is a facade

Did you know that?

Is she ever really truly sad in the

worl ddés eyes?
Until she lets the river take her
But

Him

He saw

He saved her

She held a knife in her closet
Last June

The river of red could take her
Then her phone rang

It went away
ltds in
And heds
He saved her
5.13.20

the depths
still her e

My dear friend,

For many years, you have been sad over your parents passing. You have been
devastated over your boyfriend leaving you repeatedly. Today, you sit in the middle of
nowhere, smoking a cigarette with your head down in a puddle of tears, which blend right
in with the rain falling from up above. From here, | can see that you cannot live without
your addiction. You have thought of taking your own life. You think of your life is unlivable,
S0 you turn to the substances to dull out the emotional pain; the substances that will surely
kill you one day.

For weeks now, | have been watching you. All | ask of you, all | want for you is to
| eave this horrible addiction behind. I
died before you. You are not a soul who has lost against the battle. There is time to turn
your addiction around before you head down a road of worse substances, and getting
caught up with the wrong crowd. You can do this. | believe in you.

f

you dondt ,

Love,
Amy Arellano -Alvarez

14

ol sol ati onbo

By Russell Jones

Emma and | are excited for this new step i our |
small town Summerville, located in South Carolina, to a private lake area in North Carolina.
The weather up here is nice, although it is a bit more windy and cold than we are previously
accustomed. | worry that the more time we spend here, the more we are becoming isolated

from the world.

n

Sometimes Emma will spend a lot of time alone, and she hasn't been communicating
about whatdos really going on in her |ife. |
disappeared because | never go out. Most of my days are spent waking up early in the
morning and going for a short run, reading a book in the hammock, or going out on the
boat, either alone or with Emma, when she feels up to it. | feel as though the lake house has
changed me, but not nearly as much as it has changed Emma. My feelings for others and
compassion that | once had are gone. | spend my days doing the same activities with no real
meaning in |ife. Sadly, Emmads situation i

We have both spiraled down the pathway of depression, and the journey out is hard.
Il dm not sure what | am supposed to do. On
take responsibility for Emma. But , |l donot
thing is certain, the feeling of being cared for is gone. | need to find my way back to how |
was before we moved to this strange, lonely place. | thought | made the right decision, but it
has turned out to be a horrible mistake. |
controlling my every move, and making me suffer as long as | can. If | can ever find
motivation to live again, that is the day my life will be reborn.

f eel as
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oOoHer o
By Samuel McConnell

The wave of fear rushes over me
The t hat
The t hat
| fall to my knees, hoping to find comfort

| feel it all falling apart

The stability is rotting within my mind fear she wil/| real

There are no boundaries fear maybe | dm wro
No place to call my own

There is only her

I can %e%l tgorse tt}o%gnts cgrplinag Irapidlyb e
She is the only option; she has to be right

i f
t his

Hoping that | would just keep falling

i kM2YRE LREL wh8' halknd the
Because at this point, |
¢ Wrehe |l 6m wr ong

candt afford'Hi't“o be

a
ca
Because she is
And,

She feels right, at least | want her to feel

not , me ans

at point , |

Wr ong
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