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When our hearts  
are bursting with glee

And we long to proclaim  
its bliss,

We search for the cheerful sun
To share its radiant kiss.

When our hearts  
are scourged by love

And we long to find soothing,
We search for the  
cooling evening

To calm our  
perpetual brooding.

When our hearts are confused by the mind
And we long to find clarity,

We search for the  
numerous stars

To guide us through night’s vanity.
When our heart feels guilty and shameful

And we long to undo the past,
We search for a new morning

To hope what is done will not last.

poetry
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A HEALING SKY

LOGAN SWAIN • ART BY NAT PHAN



In addition to memorization of poetry and the study of  
literary elements, students in seventh grade Advanced 

English used iPads to create original iMovies of their favorite 
poems. Their creations may be viewed on the Washington 

School YouTube channel by scanning the QR codes above.
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The Delta is a warm, 
welcoming family,
Where small towns 

 greet happily.
The blues is a saxophone,

Playing with a sad tone.
 The Mississippi River is 

a winding snake,
That has become a 

great fishing lake.
Crops along Delta roads 

are a checkerboard,
Giving us a daily 

reminder to praise 
the Lord!

The Delta is a wide,  
flowing lake;

On its surface, the sun  
does bake.

Beneath its rim
Are catfish and bream.

Cottonmouths sliver
Across the river.

Magnolia trees wedge
Along its edge.

Sun up and sun down
Reflect colors all around.

The wind sings a song
Of blues all day long.

Seeds sink in the center
And float before winter.
The farmer drifts across  

its surface
Bringing in the harvest  

is his purpose.

DELTA METAPHORS

Miriam CochranHAYES AZLIN

sixth grade

nathan cantu, jaylon carouthers, maggie fabick, jacob mallette, jessica ramsey, sarah 
wicker, barrie wright; based on John Montfort Jones’ photograph, “Itty Beans.”
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THE DELTA
The Delta is a 

fragrant breeze,

Flowing swiftly 

through the trees.

A wave, a smile, 

a happy face;

And all the good things in this 

place.

A glass of homemade,  

sweet iced tea,

A field, the sky, a 

honeybee.

 A sign of love, a touch

of grace;

The Delta is a warm 

embrace. 

KATIE EVELYN FRATESI

THE DELTA
The Delta is a pool table,

Flat, yet able.

It has much green grass

And pockets of class.

It takes some skills

And gives many thrills,

Bouncing off the rails;

You should visit many of the 

Delta trails!

AMBER KAUR

THE DELTA
 The Delta is sweet tea;

If you came here, 

 you would see.

Everyone here is just so 

sweet;

Everyone is a  

pleasure to meet.

No one dares to ever pack;

For if they do,  

they always come back! 

Like sweet tea, the Delta 

makes everything good;

If you’ve never been to the 

Delta, you definitely should!

SPENCER ROBERSON

DELTA
The Delta is a piece of paper;

Down here we have lots 

of water vapor.

 You can fish in all of the lakes

And eat a ton of Doe’s 

steaks!

 The Delta has lots of  

mosquitoes,

But it also has some very  

good burritos!

 Here, we rarely get snow,

But the very best crops,  

we can grow!

PAUL HORN

THE DELTA IS A 
BLUES SONG

The Delta is rhythm and blues 

with B.B. King leading  

the pack,

Singing and playing his  

guitar, Lucille,  

as a matter of fact.

 Mississippi Slim also knew  

the blues,

With his funny hair and  

his mismatched shoes.

 We must not forget  

T-Model Ford;

When he sang the blues, you 

were never bored.

 Some of the great blues  

artists are long gone,

But some are still here  

to carry on!

GRAYCE REDWINE

THE TEAM
The Delta is a team;

We are much different  

than we seem.

We play the life game,

And we know our  

friend’s name.

Home base is never so far

That we can’t reach it  

with a car.

We never leave one behind

Because we are all so kind.

So if you hear a scream,

I’m cheering on 

 my Delta team!

WILL GIACHELLI
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REFLECTIONS ON VAN GOGH’S 
THE STARRY NIGHT

upon a cliff
The mountains drizzled  

with blankets 
Of white cotton, or is it snow? 

The wind at its peak of  
coolness 

As it blows; 
Don’t you know?

The village is just up ahead; 
Its steeple like a beam of hope. 

I tire from the midnight glow, 
Rest my head, 
Time for bed.

ALDEN MCKAY

starry dreams on a starry night
A village in the night. 
Not a soul is awake, 
Except a man and a  

candlelight. 
He’s painting a picture a  

camera can’t take. 
The stars in the sky  

are glistening, 
To the wind he is listening.

As the city sleeps, he dreams.  
He dreams of what flying with 

the stars would be like. 
The reflection of the  

windows gleam, 
Everything is shimmering  
except the mountains  

with no light. 
Even in the darkness  

the structure is striking. 
God made the mountains for 
the man’s famous painting.

CAROLINE HALEY

the silver lining
As I walk, I come across  

a tree — 
A dead tree atop a 

 sleepy town.  
I begin to realize that life isn’t 

always perfect. 
People vanish, lost like the stars 

in the sky, 
Unknowing as an aimless  

wanderer in the dark,  
snowy mountains. 

Although, there’s hope  
for the lost; 

There’s always one star that 
shines brighter than the others, 
A building taller than the rest.  

That’s where the found go, 

If you’re lucky enough.
GRACE ANNE COPELL

REFLECTIONS ON REMBRANDT’S 
THE STONE BRIDGE

over the moat
Mossy stone bridge  
on a gloomy day; 

A path that leads far away. 
A fisherman’s boat  
peacefully floats 

Along a smooth, calm,  
sparkling blue moat. 

The clouds are high above, 
And leaves move slowly 

 like a dove.
I walk along 

 the stone bridge’s path, 
Where I see the fisherman  

perform his craft. 
The trees sway and dance; 
The clouds move in a slow 

prance. 
I take a deep breath  
and enjoy this time 

While I let my eyes climb. 
The image of a brilliant mind; 

A love of nature  
like no other kind.
MADDIE HUNTER

art as poetry
seventh grade advanced english
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a peaceful place
When in this spot you’ll stand 

 and stare. 
There’s beautiful nature 

 everywhere. 
A man and woman are in a 

boat; 
Hopefully, it will stay afloat.

The clouds are looking 
 a little gray. 

I hope and yearn it will go 
away! 

The trees are flowing  
with the breeze, 

Rocking the boat gently  
with ease.

The stone bridge is sitting on 
the lake. 

I bet it wasn’t easy to make. 
The peaceful water is crystal 

clear. 
If you’re in this spot,  

there’s nothing to fear.
RAYSEAN LAKE

REFLECTIONS ON MUNCH’S 
THE SCREAM

the wait
I stand waiting on the walk, 

Waiting for you to come. 
The ship waits at seaside  

for me; 
Couples kiss and hug  

goodbye, 
But I don’t see you.

I wait in my new blue dress 
To tell you goodbye today. 

I must decide to go or to wait. 
With or without you, though,  

I must go. 
You do not come …  
I’m screaming inside.
ANNA KATE BENNETT

a wondering,  
wandering man

A man astonished, 
The sun sets on his face. 

He does not want darkness  
to come 

Because he is on a bridge 
And may fall if not careful. 

He decides to just sleep there, 
But questions this plan. 

So, he wonders what he 
should do. 

Wandering, wondering, not 
knowing what to do, 

He screams.
 LANDERS MOSS

loud silence
There are people around but 

no one can hear. 
No one will listen; no one  

is near. 

They cannot hear him; 
His thoughts are trapped 

The sky is gloomy, 
and the town is dark. 

This scene is not a playful park. 
How do they not hear what 

he is screaming? 
What this poor person is saying 

No one can hear; 
It’s amid all lost in their cheer; 

Why can’t anyone hear 
 his fear? 

What is going on  
around here?

ASHLEY  
ROUNSAVALL
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FRIENDSHIP  
Finding a good friend is  

very rare  
But with certain people it’s 

hard to share.  
Maybe there’s one 
maybe there’s two  

But if you have them you’ll 
never be blue.  

Through thick and thin we 
have each other’s back  

To make sure we stay on 
the right track  

When people are against us 
we won’t ever fear  

Because we will always be 
standing here

EMILY MANNING

GROWING UP 
When I grow up I want to 

drive a bug
Hopefully I’ll have a little 

pet pug
I can’t wait to go to college 

Before I’m a lawyer 
I have to get more  

knowledge 
If I want to keep food in the 

fridge I surely don’t  
want any kids  

I always want a place to go 
I’m going to live  

in a big city fo’ sho’
MYA BATEMAN

Clockwise from top left: Caroline Haley, Malia Nichols, Maddie Parkerson and Carly Mascagni.
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HELLO, I AM BATMAN 
I want to throw Bane  

in a trashcan 
He is my evil enemy 

He wants to be the end of me 
But he can not stop me 
He can’t even drop me 

I will take him out  
I can make him fill  

up with doubt  
When I save the town 

And throw Bane  
to the ground 
BRETT BROWN

The peanut fell 
down the stairs

It rolled and tumbled 
down and down

It tumbled down and 
hit the ground 

The clown cried at the foot  
of the stairs 

Now the clown’s best friend  
is in the ground

PHILLIP FONTENOT

MOON
Water, reflecting 

The majestic moon in water 
Glistening at night

ZACH DICK

SUPERMAN
I am man of krypton  
I do the unthinkable
I don’t have wrinkles  
They experimented  

with protons  
I am always on call even 

when it’s global
COLE BURNS

The sunshine’s very bright 
I like to stare at the sun 
At night it goes away
CARSON BRANTON

NEW DAWN
Across the land  

the wolves roar
And now the winter  

face has gone
Across the mountains  

the eagles soar
The furious tusks of the  

wild boar
The stirring of animals  

wanting more
The beginning of the  

new dawn
The new world waiting  

outside the door
The old world used  

as just a pawn
NATHAN CANTU

My name is Will Johnson but 
my friends call me captain 

I fight crime 
on the streets of NYC 

I throw a shield with a big star 
on the front 

And I wear a spandex suit 
that’s blue

I live the life of an ordinary kid 
But when crime is  

on the loose
I run to fight the bad guy and 

kill him with my  
superhero friends 

And the day is saved 
I am Captain America

JAMES WORD

ROAMING DUCKS
Ducks are roaming 

 in the sky
They circle and circle 

 in the air
Calling as they gracefully fly

Ducks are roaming  
in the sky

From time to time  
passing by

Do not move for they  
shall flare

Ducks are roaming  
in the sky

They circle and circle  

in the air
CONNOR JANOUS

AM I DIFFERENT?
Some people say  

I’m different
because I am shy  

and quiet.
But they don’t know me!

Some people say  
I’m different

Because I am a “gamer.”
But they don’t know me!

Getting to know me  
is not easy.

Yet it would be worth  
the effort!

But they don’t know me!
LUKE ROSS

STRAWBERRY GIRL
Hair as green as weeds.

Freckles that look like seeds.
Red and smooth from  

forehead to feet;
Sooner or later I had to eat.

Anyway, she was  
pretty sweet.

SAMARA CROUSE

“AHS”
American Horror Story  

is very fun 
Tate Langdon hitting  

on everyone 
Violet crying in the night

It gives Vivian such a fright 
Dr. Ben flying across the states 

Just to mess with his fate 
This season is starting  

to get really weird 
It is everything that  

I have feared 
It is as quiet as a mouse 

Welcome to the  
Murder House

JESSICA RAMSEY
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SUMMER 
So fun and relaxing 
Under the giant sun 

My friends are laughing 
Mom is sitting down 

Everyone is enjoying the time 
away from school 

Ready for Fourth of July
WILL JOHNSON

SUMMER
Schools are letting out 

Ice cream cones 
 begin to drip

Summer is such fun 

ANA CARPENTER

SUMMER
Summer is almost here 

So there is a lot of cheer
Blazing sun 
Endless fun
Sun tanning 

Always fanning
Sitting by the pool

Waking up without school

PRESTON BRIDGE

FOOTBALL SEASON
Football season is near 

Before I know, it will be here
Practicing and running  

in the hot sun 
I play the game  
because it is fun
Thursday night  

we will be ready 
It takes a lot  

but we will be steady
To beat them like a drum 

We will fight as hard as we 
can to make them  

look like a bum

JOHN MARTIN WALKER

FOOTBALL
Focusing 
On the top left corner 
Opportunity to take my team 
To the finals 
Behind me, fifty thousand 
football fans 
All fans watching the team 
Let’s go for a touchdown 
Losing is not an option

JAY PATEL

Seventh-grade art students Maddie Parkerson, Malia Nichols, Carly Mascagni, Cameron Moore, Raysean Lake, Hunter Ray, Myers Morgan, Sam 
Adkisson, Bailey Nichols, Kathleen Tucker, Michael Tucker, Cortney Alford, Mackenzie Fedrick, Caroline Haley, Alden McKay
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My alarm clock sounds at  
6 o’clock

I roll out of bed and put on my 
socks.

I ride to school with my lovely 
sister.

I attend my classes, but we 
don’t play Twister.

When lunch rolls around
The grill makes a loud sound.

I finish my lunch with one 
minute to spare

Then finish my classes while 
sitting in a chair.

When I get home I am 
ready for bed.

I fall asleep as soon as 
my pillow meets my 

head. 
MIRANDA JOHNSON

BUSY DAY
I’ll wake up at six

with hair to be fixed
I’ve got makeup to 

apply
and hair to be dried.

It’s going to be a busy 
day.

As I walk through the 
door

I’ll brace myself for
the learning that 

awaits
which may include a 
speech on the United States

or maybe I’ll learn about how 
chemicals work

(which will be 90% of my 
homework)

or maybe I’ll lean about 
constants in math

which includes facts upon 
facts.

It’s going to be a busy day.
It’s half past three

and lucky me,
the homework is here, as 

guaranteed.
It’s going to be a busy day.

When I am finally done
I might eat

Then finally go to sleep.
After all, it’s been a pretty 

busy day.
ABBY DRIGGERS

I wake up listening to the 
music

I straighten my hair
before I get my clothes out of 

the chair.
I brush my teeth

Then wake up my bro.

I hug my daddy; it’s time to 
go

Head to school
don’t wanna be a fool.

I head home
gotta do my work.

I take a shower
then go lay in my recliner.

It’s time for bed. 
ANNA COURTLYN RODGERS

I have a bus to catch
some food to eat

a bell to beat
some books to get

homework to do
teeth to brush

clothes to put on
backpack to carry.

This heavy pack I carry
is making me

stress out
but making me strong

every book in there
has to be read

and they won’t read 
themselves

so I have to go
I have work to do.

MILES PIERONI

I’ve got to get out 
of my warm bed,
into the cold air.

Got some breakfast 
to eat

Run back into my 
warm bed.

Take a very hot, 
relaxing shower

Read a devotional, 
think about the day
Go to school, ugh

Run for soccer
Eat a very yummy 

supper
Watch some un-

educational T.V.
Go back to bed, warm and 

comforting. 
TREY FREELAND

The rolling loud wind
Calling out in the darkness

Winter nights scare me 
BROOKE JACOBS

There stands the statue
I stare into those stone eyes

And hear, “Don’t blink.”
AVERY KERR

Seventh grade art students Maddie Parkerson, Malia Nichols, Carly Mas-
cagni, Cameron Moore, Raysean Lake, Hunter Ray, Myers Morgan, Sam 
Adkisson, Bailey Nichols, Kathleen Tucker, Michael Tucker, Cortney Alford, 
Mackenzie Fedrick, Caroline Haley, Alden McKay
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MY SUMMER
Longer days to relax and  

be free, 
Friends old and new are a 

sight to see. 

Endless nights of company 
and stars, 

Back roads, dirt roads and 
mud riding far.

Stifling hot days looking for 
some shade, 

Working in the fields, I have to 
get paid. 

Green crops, tractors, water 
and sun,  

Wishing I was poolside, having 
some fun.

Fields of beans, corn and 

wheat, 
A natural environment with 

blistering heat. 

Hard work during the day, 
Nights and weekends,  

I can play.

Sunburned, sweaty, but an 
unforgettable season,

I find time to relax and be lazy 
for no reason.

A summer on the farm – hot, 
strange, yet sweet

Something in life that you just 
cannot beat.

Roasting, scorching, beautiful 
and bright, 

Rough, dry, calm and quiet at 
night.

Grassy, clammy, dirty and fast.
A country summer, fun at last. 

HARPER HORTON

THE LAST HUNT
Avery, my dog, is sitting  

by my side
waiting to take the  

long boat ride.
Mallards, widgeons, and  

blue wing teals
really give me the chills.

Using my Rich ‘N Tone calls,
I can’t wait for the  

ducks to fall.
Sitting with buds, making the 

one last shot,
He said, “Y’all this place was  

a hot spot!”
GARRETT STIGALL

From left: Aaron Van, Doty Scott, Alexis Oliver, Evan Burke and Mary Wright England.
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TIME
At age five, 

We learn of the alphabet.
At age twenty-five,

We live on our own in an  
apartment on Main.

At age forty-five,
We listen to our children bicker 

and bicker.
At age sixty-five,

We wonder how much longer 
our lives will last.

For we cannot stop time,
Yet time cannot stop us.

BRANDY TRUONG

AN INTROVERT’S  
MEMOIR

I like eating alone
The quiet serenity

I like walking alone
No shoulders bumping 

into me
I like reading alone
No one there to dis-

tract
I like being alone 

This I know for a fact
It gives me time to think 
And set my mind free

But when I see
A mother and her baby

Two lovers side by side
Friends joking with  

one another
I wish

That alone
Wasn’t so

Lonely
CARLEY MIDDLETON

PERFECT
She was beautiful,
the girl I was sure 

was the one from my dreams.
I noticed her years back,

three seats away,
in my fourth period Geometry 

class.
I watched her from day one,

I read and memorized her  

expressions.
Day by day, I fell more in love

than the day before.
That’s when I started to ask 

myself,
“Have you ever seen anything 

more perfect?”
 No, because not even the sea 

compares to the colors  
in her eyes,

and not even the songs  
of the birds

compare to the sounds  
of her laugh.

That’s when I started  

to ask myself, 
“Have you ever heard  

anything more perfect?”
 The nights were getting longer,

and the days colder, 
when you first returned my hug;

I had never felt so warm. 
That’s when I started  

to ask myself, 
“Have you ever felt anything 

more perfect?”
The evening of our wedding,

you held flowers in your hands.
You donned white, but all I 

could process
was how you ambled down 

the aisle.
That’s when I started  

to ask myself,
“Have you ever watched  
anything more perfect?”

 As I watch you smile  
in your sleep,

hear you giggle at my jokes,
feel your embrace,
and see the sparkle  

of your eyes
day by day,

I have started to figure  
it all out.

 Nothing compares to the way 
you make me feel, 

and I know that I 
was not wrong all 
those years ago
when I was sure I 
had fallen in love 
with perfection.

CALEIGH HAYNES

LOOKING THROUGH 
THE FIRE

Looking down  
I see the fire

Suddenly I start  
feeling tired

My eyes are burning
My stomach is  

churning
My throat is dry

And I ask myself why
Then I realize that  

it’s the smoke
It used to feel like it was 

 just a poke
Now I realize my mistake

I look at my friend and see his 
expression is blank

Now I can see the light
It is so bright

I try to fight but it’s just no use
I look and watch  
my friend Duce

As he falls
But all I see now are blank, 

black walls
ROBBIE WEBER
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FOREVER A PART OF ME
Every day I sit here and  

think of you,
 And some days wonder if 
you’re out there thinking  

of me too.
 You and I were just the same,

It was so perfect,  
like a picture in a frame.
I just wish our moments 

wouldn’t have gone by so fast.
So I wouldn’t have to say our 

time together is in the past
But since it has been what’s 

felt like forever
I always thought that it would 

get better.
But I still shed a tear,

Since you’re not here.
My heart won’t let you go,

So I need you to know...
That your memory still  

burns like a fire,
With each one it grows  

higher and higher.
As I sit in these flames,  

my feelings get attacked.
And I close my eyes, and pray 

that you might come back.
And I hope you know that you 

will forever be a part of me.
A part of me that  
will never leave.

But I just want one more  
night with you.

So for one last time, I could tell 
you that I love you.
CALLIE SHEPHERD

HALLWAYS
Today I found myself  

in a hallway.
Walking quickly; why  

in such a hurry,
I do not know.

Every part
Of my day

Is time.

“Time is of the essence”
Twenty-four hours

In a day, and yet, not enough,
Hours in a day,
Days in a week,

Weeks in a month,
Months in a year,
Years … in time.

So if that’s the case …
Why do I, no, we
Rush so? Pointless

Really.
And in that moment, it was 

clear.
My pace slowed,
Now I know why.

Walking slowly, because  
I’m not in a hurry.

Today, I found myself in a  
hallway.

ALEX FRATESI
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