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ol CONCEPT

Dreamer’s Oasis is a poetry book based off of a collection of poems written by one of my close friends, Rhys Werny. Rhys is currently study-
ing Psychology and Anthropology at the University of Temple.

These poems focus on the struggles of mental health, and how spirituality can be used to escape mundane life. The emphasis on the im-
portance of mental health is so important, especially in times of a global pandemic. We all have become “dreamers” of what non-pandemic
life is like, and we crave human interaction, traveling, dining in, and other luxuries that we had and took for granted pre-COVID. Nature is an
underlying theme to many of the poems; because nature is always there for us, and always has been. Nature will continue to be beautiful
and impressive as long as we treat it with respect, and it has served us so well this past year. The powerful force of simply spending time
outside and being one with nature is amazing, and is described so elegantly throughout this collection of poems.

Appealing to the youthful generation, this poetry The vibrant, trippy, and abstract illustrations attract
book is like a portal to another world, with themes a more youthful audience, who do not typically read
of love, nature, and mental health, and a whole poetry as much as older audiences.

spectrum of emotions that they can interpret and
apply to their own lives.
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Spirituality plays a large role in the poems as well;
offering a meditative solution to problems we can not
change, and learning to accept ourselves. These poems
are grounded in human emotions and connections,
emphasizing that all emotions are valid and important.



MARKET ANALYSIS
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Poetry has been making a comeback with young adults Home Body by Rupi Kaur

recently, largely due to Rupi Kaur’s widely successful poetry Milk and Honey by Rupi Kaur (self published in 2014)
books. She reintroduced simplicity into poetry, with her easy to

read yet thought provoking poems. | think that the same can be

done with illustrations and poetry to attract a wider audience.
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02 EXPLORATION: Sketches related to each poem (for spreads)

THE PINK PETAL
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SKETCH DEVELOPMENT FOR SPREADS
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TOTAL PAGES: 3¢
DIMENSIONS: 15 1n x 15 in (190 mm ¥ 130 mm)




SKETCHES FOR SPREADS ADDING VALUES

J ) " ” ~
.(("//'// rt aesihefic threu oh Jink work 1 bodres o

waler /'Ian,),'(’ N\ Yo gshew vnevevran™ 7N
¢fhar elc wents {('i’,fk.(‘ Gl'f‘ fr'alln.d/ 'QFC', ”.QC/:\‘

v -
-3 :jMI/RI C'IZ&I/./Q furt of r/cpl_?‘ ob'!(cfj' ard Onfr‘rzaig




COLOR SKETCHES FOR SPREADS

NTHE PR PETALY

.C(rll'ﬂ/ t aesthefic through link wock In bocres 0~

water /r;a,-,,yw- N\ Yo gshaw wme vevman™ 7n
cfher e le wents (('h(k—C, Gir, Lw’ﬂ‘/, '.‘}rel ma_j,c\
® Similar Chasiea furc of pcopll, obicels, and onimals
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O3 DESIGN: PRELIMINARY PEN OUTLINES
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PROCESS

One pink, one blue, both taking
on perfect circular shapes, the blue spirit
frantically tears away with a sickening force
and an audible crackling that causes it to
dissipate into the air.

The pink spirit is left haphazardly
buzzing around the street. looking for
anything to distract itself. It grabs a fallen
pink petal and an ink pen tossed onto the
curb probably by some schoolboy fed up
with his calculus homework. It encrypts
the petal with the message I now reread
in my mind. puzzling together the purpose
of my vision.

Even love guided by pure spirit tears
away at some time or another, let

infatuation not carry one away ﬁ
from the beauty of solitude.

d
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A smile strikes my face without a second thought as I scramble
back down the stairs onto the street. Even though it is pitch black. I feel
the presence of the petals, spinning me around with gentle power and
even with a hint of love.

Let this love be the kind that drives me forward, in a way that
falling for his diamond tricks will never scar my intuitive being.

I wander down the silent street in my still, windworn jeans,
wrapping my arms around my body in a delightful self-embrace. for the
spirits have a subtle way of comforting guidance.




FINAL SOLUTION

A woman’s beauty is like fine w_ine, :
it gives them quite a distinct buzz, But surely
it takes time to acquire the refined taste.

Hers is the scarred journey yvhich she must endure
with strength, all beside her know of her
divine intuition and wisdom.

° She, draped in an ornate robe, carries
a full heart to everything she does.
I take the orbs of water she has
offered and sigh with content.

Her femme fortitude is what is
admired the most by so many,
I feel the healing essence of
° her soul uplift my spirit. @

She believes in star adrenaline and moon madness a5
she gazes upw:lrd. She is the lavender woman
by my bedside holding orbs of water.

Some days I feel myself walking with magic, some days 1
feel magic rushing through my sparkling veins.

Swirls of light spinning around my transcendent spirit as
walk along a uniform path made of stardust and lollipop fantasies.

magnetic power, men from all over the

The single blue strand of her delicate hair creates a .
world bow to her colorful being. ’

I'look up into the d(’clp blue sky and see black birds
laughing, soaring above all the confusion and hatred that

Her feminism is a gateway to all that >
ag v exists on the ground below.

is resurgent, all that is smoldering; °
A usurping of control from the 4
ugly beards of homophobic men.

Divine feminine energy coursing through my
muscles as [ walk with each step pounaing a circular
power into the accepting Earth.

Never knew I could find such a love for myself
and my existence, why is it that I always chased down
the magic in other boys...

2

; I release my arms back into the strong wind and
feel my heart beat to the sound of my healing breath,

I rediscovered my light. C
Some days I feel my self walking with magic, some ’

days I feel magic rushing through my sparkling veins.

Children surrounding me splashed each other
with a memorable Jjoy, the white sand resting peacefully 1
and unbothered, nature’s soothing toy ¥

I had journeyed from afar to find The Tree of Imagination
A mystical being who delighted in my thought of divine decoration

I imagined brilliant blue flowers growing out of my messy head Theltree! a 2 2

. - ; tree’s voice whispered in my ear as I saw many eyes

As anything colorful and bright made me feel less dead chl}'u_l%]lil on 1;13' so;_nr, but then'T was brought back iht;
5 5 o 1€ gh branche: 1 -

I reached into the wide hole of its sturdy trunk and found S 1¢s of the tree right near the hole

a detailed ocean pendant Patterns and swirls of pink and blue spun around my

I

g »owerful spirit. I lauel P . <l |
A wave suspended in the glistening air, rubbing its surface homeed ot laughed as I had found love for myself, {‘
!

10 need for anyone to hear it
made me feel transcendent

The Tree of Imagination smiled at my creativity,

then slowly set me back on the ground. 1

Journeyed back home, subtly feeling the |
universe’s gentle presence all around (

Suddenly, I found myself floating on top of crystal
blue water, the sun beaming down on my chest,
it could not be any hotter
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I cling to my obsessions with a

growing fear

Two sides of me split throughout

the years

An infinite imagination growing

with light

Turns to a downward spiral in the early
night

A string of butterflies hangs from

my hand

While a scream rests beneath

the land

I gaze up to the clouds, transcending into
the blue

Yet my capacity for love, I've only allowed
a few

Daydreams of beaches and forests take
me away

Frozen terror trapping me in my head all
the same
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As she dreamily walks along the foggy moonlit beach alone,
a distant memory tangles her hardened face into a warm smile.

The thought of holding hands with a creation of the universe
was enough for her to conflate unbridled happiness with vulnerable
imagination, colors exploding in her head as she synchronizes the
outward spirals with premeditated movements.

I am the sum of my memorics and :
long for connection .

But the peoplejust drink away

heir rejections

1\’\"hen 3vill be the day my soul takes l
its final rest

Endless pain in my mind and body,

all a test

To the universe do I owe my
unconditional gratitude

Yet to my family I am nothing

but fiery attitude

I have portals to beautiful worlds
inside of me

I want someone to pick away at my
walls unseen

Just once [ want to grow wings and fly
with the birds

Locked in on buzzing screens, my
story unheard

Her arms swirl in a circular motion with rapid speed: an obnoxious
but beautiful laughter that she then lets escape her salty lips thereafter.

One l)ink. one blue, both takip,
on perfect circular shapes, the blue Spirit
frantically tears away with a sickening
force and an audible crackling that
causes il to dissipate into the air.

The pink spirit is left haphazardly
buzzing around the street, looking for *
anything to distract itself. It grabs a fallep
pink petal and an ink pen tossed onto the
curb probably by some schoolboy fed up
with fliS calculus homework. It vh(‘r\-pts
the petal with the message [ now reread
in my mind, puzzling together the
purpose of my vision.

Even love guided by pure spirit
tears away at some time or another, let
infatuation not carry one away
from the beauty of solitude.
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.. The sun and the moon had
'heir name is Nuum, a being of ne il
‘ll can be toggling between a clawed arn,
a hopeful smile on any given d

a l).’lll_\_
utrality

rm and

ay or night,
Animpartial guide to it all, the
meeting point of water and fire.

\ clashing, but there is no point without the
gl:ﬂ\\:lll that comes from the inevitable conflict
ol'mismatehed identities. For unfathomable
identities take form in an infinite universe
\\II'Il\llll watching over cach one’s rogress
and journey through time and space. Don't be
fooled, Nuum can be quite unpredictable as it
) can smile when you spiral into a mental pit of
{ darkness and neglect and can become enraged

as you fall in love within a lakeside cabin in
“ the middle of nowhere.

| « N

A smile slri_k('s my face without a second thought as I scramble
back down the stairs onto the street, _Ewn though it Is [])ilch black, [
{oel the presence {)flllgll)t-lals, spinning me around with gentle power
and even with a hint of love.

Let this love be the kindﬂllml drives me forward, in a way that
falling for his (li;unpn(l tricks \)lll never scar my intuitive being. I
wander down the silent street in my stll, windworn jeans, wrapping
my arms around my body in a delightful self-embrace. for the spirits
have a subtle way of comforting guidance.
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