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We, the staff of JAVA 2008, dedicate this edition of the magazine to Mrs. Ann Garrett, beloved
MVTHS English teacher and Librarian. Mrs. Garrett unfailingly encourages the intellectual and
artistic growth of all students and she continually reaches out to each young mind to strive in all
areas. Mrs. Garrett remains young through her own insistence on perpetual learning.

Mrs. Garrett has taught at MVTHS since 1994, where she heads the Communication Arts Depart-
ment and serves as a mentor to teachers seeking National Board Certification, a distinction she
earned in 2001,

Mrs. Garrett holds bachelor’s degrees in English, a minor in Library Science and Master's degrees
in Education and School guidance and counseling, and is currently pursuing a degree in English as a
Second Language (ESL).

Mrs. Garrett and her husband, Dr. Pat Garrett, former MVTHS superintendent, live outside Mount
Vernon. They are the parents of Joe Mackie Garrett and wife Britte Garrett as well as Katie
Garrett, and are the grandparents of Maia Garrett.

Mrs. Garrett, from every student whom you have encouraged, inspired, and lifted up, we thank

youL.
JAVA 2008
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Bridges
Leah Conner

I wanted you to tell me,

to fight the night’s rays,

fight the moon,

it's your punching bag.

I wanted to fly you to me,

run to me, come to me,

soar through the ocean so majestically
on your pelagic chariot

that I've made up for vou.

Because | loved young.

| carved the sky,

the clouds so high,

so you could look up and see
beauty.

I dug the moon's face,

so you could always see a smile
in the darkness of the night.
Because [ loved you so young.

And the tides run into their sandy shores
when I pull them in,

so you may feel the water

tickling your toes, and laugh.

Then you may run the land

and spread the ocean, so.

Because | loved you so.

I had time, young time

to show,

to befriend the sun,

so it would shine down for you.

Burn for you.

Bridges I have built, and you know why.
Come to me, I'll show you what's been done.
Because you love me so.



The clouds absorb the city lights

while I search for your pillow to rest my head on,

for you to help hold me up,

these feelings are stale, aged, mature beyond our years,
and you aren’t soft anymore.

you've let yourself scoot away from the presence of love,

vou've pushed yourself away from the true feelings you're scared of.

Crumble, Crawl, Indulge, Ignore.

You, we, amazing, dving, this world, words.

Come together, the lights and waves,

the passing floor tiles, smeared make-up,

Finding passion and adornment,

finding love within a friend, an object, myself.
Discovering pebbles that create the whole, the surface,
rearrange and mix, shuffle, fly.

Poetry

Untitled
Mbollie Burdett

[ wish I could live at sea
With the slow rolling waves
Endlessly falling upon one
another.

The salty air

Relentlessly caressing my
face.

Feeling this newfound glory
Experiencing freedom for the
first time.

To be in a whole new world
Without moving an inch

To be like a fish

And drop to the depths

Of a pool of happiness,

To swim eternally

In a sea of bliss.
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All T Want Is All You Got

Jordan Haarmann

Friday night lights,
Leaves no room for fright.

You are about to be at war,

With an opponent that shall be no more.

We must fight ‘til death,
Until we prove we're the best.

Total focus every play,
And you know you cannot give it away.

If you think you're hurt, you're not,
All I want is all you got.

Prom Night Thrown in a Creek
Ethan Randolph

I've found the truth in this memory
Yet life leads us to who we are

And you know

Air doesn't come easy

As you let go of the knife

With anger taking over

It's taking

Marking my foolish attractions
Blood red

God I'm red

Compassion, love was never enough
Thinking it through

Your worst is my lush

Your best is my relief

Over analyzing

Your cold immune heart

Wondering if I'll ever make a difference
Wondering if I'll ever ...

The Monster?
Mrs. Laura Warren Ing

What happened to the little boy?

The decorated soldier?

How could such an All American guy
become such a monster?

He captained his ship with one hundred sixty-
eight

unwilling passengers straight into an iceberg,
bent on going down with it.

But did he have to?

Did we forget he was somebody's son?
Somebody's brother?

Or a child of God?

Surrounded by millions cheering his demise.
He died alone.

Maybe afraid.

Who knows, even monsters get afraid.
Even monsters are mortal.

We slew a monster today;

but did it solve anything?

Did we learn anything?

Doubtful.



Untitled
Alicia Sheldon

The drowsy eyes of morning
Blink to welcome day.

Misty ghosts of night linger

To hear a sunrise song.

Pink and vellow silk

Melt into familiar blue,

And the overture of early hours
Fade to a jazzy tune.

Good and evil battle out

As blue skies run to gray.
Heaven'’s tears well up

And break the hearts of time.
Majestic darkness drinks up gray
When the symphonic finale begins,

A whisper to the world that soon the day will end.

Untitled
Ashlyn Downey

Pen and ink




A Tribute to My Better Half
Brittany Ezell

Thank you wouldn’t be a kind enough word
Acquit me from your hands, and
Transport me back into vour head
Then faithfully steal my words
Await on me all the day

Just to whisper words into space,
To unconditionally love,
Something that isn't arduous.
You and only vou

Could obtain a ceiling of stars,
Just for me

Conquer Troy and build me a city
To make me smile

You and only you

Could | promulgate these words?
Give me a lifetime of thoughts
Just to make you laugh

Tell me I'm a dork

Then surprise me to the fullest
The bottom brick of the pyramid,
That needs to be there.

Midnight Friend
Loretta Hicks

The vast celestial heavens bring
Many wonders to mind

Each individual star

Shining and sparkling like

A diamond in the sky,

They slowly rotate

Above my head, leaving me

In awe over how wonderfully made they are.
The luminous moon casting

Its light to the far

Corners of the earth,

Serving as my nightlight,

Each star dancing

Across the sky as if

Sending me a sweet lullaby.
Now | close my eves

And slowly drift off

My rnind still races

With many wonders

And thoughts.



Poetry

Enjoying Nature
Brianna DiGiovanni

Come walk with me by the brook,

Let us enjoy the water lapping on our feet,

The sun shining down creating delightful warmth,

The pebbles so round and smooth, gistening in the bright light,

Let us talk with the gentle sound of flowing water in the air around us,
What a peaceful sound it is,

Let us lie in the grass and listen,

Until day fades to night,

And the light goes dark,

The watch the stars come cut.

“Rosasharn”

Sarah Fairchild
Digltal photography
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The Tears of Life
dJosh Strothmann

Life lets the clouds cry,

And release all they hold within,
Sprinkle, mist, downpour,

Sheets & torrents shall come again,
Flooding to mark the ground.

Causing ripples keeps the river,

Moving, charging, gaining momentum to break the dam,
Change and tweak the mold that's given,

Push out sheets & torrents my friend,

Loving to touch the sound.

Dribble, gurgle, drip, and splash,
Playing music to shape the world,
Fear will settle, simmer, glow, My Hiding Place
But laugh and you'll feel forgiven, Janell Crow
When they douse vou in the tears.
Trees like waterfalls of green,
Sights and sounds so serene.
Stepping over sticks and plants,
Blowing wind makes bright leaves dance.
I find that tree, for deep in the wood,
Where 1'd sit and rest every day if [ could.
All alone, just me and creation,
Where birds, squirrels, and deer make up the
population.
Life in the world completely disappears,
[ lose myself, my strife, my fears.
The scent of honeysuckle, oh so sweet,
Summer Breeze The grass and brush grabbing at my feet.
Kelley Willmore The place [ go when life’s fast-paced,

My tree, my sanctuary, my hiding place.
The warm mid-summer breeze,

Flowing between the wind flowers.
The smell of honey- suckle
Dancing around your nostrils.
The sound of the wind birds singing their song
Can be heard throughout
The field.
The variety of colors places
Different images from the flowers into vour
Thoughts.
The borderline of the field is lined up
With big thick as trees as their
Branches touch one another.



Poetry

Both inside and outside of the hands that
write themselves

some old

cancer of skeleton and creativity

tents open around the veins of

rivers of roses that

circulate, to the beat of

some hunger for fresh tastes

the intake

of all the static and Technicolor
landscape

that falls through, past the hinges &
through that summer green door of perception
where always it's the warm

wax sun dripping light

on to the reality of clean and
sensitive senselessness that is

our praising palms.

[ mean

in the old veins of your cold left
digits

lies the magic of any habit

as in our daily repetition

we breathe fresh oxygen

or we die

Nighttime
Liz Clifton
Pencil



