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Anna Grace Shows 

 
Sweet Dreams 

Braxton Breland 
 

Sleep is a gift most take for granted 
Having fun and staying up til the crack of dawn 

But all I do is yawn. 
 

I have INSOMNIA, and it’s hard to sleep. 
I try to lie down,  

But my brain says, “GET ON YOUR FEET! 
 

The doctors gave my pills ,and I thought at last I  had some hope; 
But all it does is make me yawn and mope.  

Sometimes two to three pills make me dream. 
 

After THREE days on edge, my body gives; it’s finally time to hit the bed. 
Then here comes the alarm ruining my sweet dream. 

“Back on your feet!” is all that I hear. 
 

If you have INSOMNIA, 
 

you know what I mean 
 

I hope and pray my next dream is near.  
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Autumn 
Ashton Hughes 

 
 

Autumn,  
A beautiful time of year 

With the cool breeze 
Dancing through my hair 

And the leaves lay on the grass. 
 

That sweet smell 
Of pumpkin pie 

And turkey 
Roasted and stuffed. 

 
That calming feeling 

Of families getting together 
To celebrate this wonderful time. 

With a feast  and connecting with each other. 
 

The crisp cool air 
Running through lifeless trees 
And the perfect temperature 

Not too hot, not too cold.  
 

But there is no breeze. 
There is no cool. 
There is no smell. 
There is no family.  

 
 

 
It’s all gone. 
It’s all gone. 

There are no more trees 
To make the leaves. 

 
It’s heating up. 

Everything’s dying. 
othing left for us 

To see.  
 

There is no us.  
No humans.  
No people. 

And it’s all because of me.  
 

And you 
And everyone else.  

Yes, it’s true. 
This is disastrous.  

 
We destroy our earth 

And now we look 
to the stars and think,  

“What will we destroy next 
 

 
 

Autumn 
Jya McLeod 

 
Roses are red 

Violets are blue,  
Autumn is now 
Coming to you 

Autumn  
Cameron Rankins 

 
Autumn is dead,  

This season I dread, 
Can’t wait for summer 
hopefully, it won’t be a 

bummer.  

Are You Ready? 
Elijah Stokes 

 
Time of joy 
I’ll be ready 

for Autumn ‘cause  
I’m a Southern Boy.  

The Leaves 
Colton Johnston 

 
The colors of the leaves 

In the fall 
Are a reminder  

Of when I was born. 

5 



On “The Passing Day” 

Glenda Hartfield 

Mama became ill Christmas of 2017 and stayed in a nursing home for several weeks. When she came 

home, I did my best to care for her  by helping with her diet, paying  her bills, and  doing some housework. We 

learned a lot about low sodium foods. We learned that biscuits and chicken and dumplings taste horrible without 

salt! She got a little better, but she was definitely slowing down, forgetting things. She spent her days in the 

recliner looking at catalogs and especially loved to order from Publishers Clearing House.  We laughed when 

she actually won a prize. No prize van or  knock on the door. Just a check in the mail! A whopping ten dollars. 

She probably spent a hundred  times that ten dollars buying their merchandise over the years even though the 

papers said her “chances of winning were not increased by making a purchase.”  

Mama also liked to write even though she couldn’t spell worth a flip. On a grocery run, it took me thirty 

minutes studying her grocery list to figure out “root beggars” meant  rutabagas.  In spite of her spelling 

difficulties, she had written stories and poems over the years about her childhood  in the country, her kids, her 

grandkids, and her faith then she’d put  them in a scrapbook. 

Eventually, Mama needed more help. We moved in with her in November of 2018. Just two months 

later she was diagnosed with liver cancer. We went to a lot of doctors, which Mama hated. Did I mention Mama 

was scared of traffic? A few years ago my nephew and  I went a hundred miles out of the way taking every back 

road known to Google Maps and a few it didn’t  just to avoid the interstate taking her  to Vicksburg so she 

could see her son who managed a quick side trip on business. When we had to go to Jackson for an MRI (also 

something that she hated), the doctor prescribed a little something to help.  

 In May of 2019, we had a backyard wedding for her grand daughter Merry and a surprise birthday party 

for Mama. She told everybody, “ I’m seventy-nine and feeling fine!”  Memorial Day she was surprised by a 

visit from her youngest son Paul and his wife Kelly from Texas, their daughter Jessica from New York, and 

from Chicago their daughter Megan with her husband and  baby Isaac.. She had never seen Baby Isaac before 

then; he was our family miracle baby born very prematurely. We had a great summer never realizing just how 

little time we had left.  

After those special visits, Mama tried the chemo pill for about three weeks. She was so tired and weak 

that  she finally said, “If this is all there is, I’d rather spend it without the medicine.”  By the end of June, she 

was getting weaker by the day. She told me, “ You’d better tell folks to come by if they want to see me, “ and 

they did- siblings, children, grandkids, cousins. In the South, we visit.  

On July 11, Mama almost left us. Her sugar dropped dangerously low. She couldn’t talk or 

communicate. We got some sugar in her and she slept. In the middle of the night she just started talking to us. I 
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guess that is what they mean when they say somebody rallied on their deathbed.  The next morning one of her 

sister’s grandchildren came over with her newborn son. Mama spoke to her and smiled at the baby and patted 

his chubby  little legs.  

That afternoon she went to sleep and never regained consciousness. On July 13, at 5:35 p.m., she passed 

peacefully surrounded by her family.  

The next day we all sat around sharing Mama and Daddy stories, looking at family pictures, and 

scrapbooks. In the midst of the many conversations, I heard a scream. My daughter just yelled out, “Look!” She 

was reading Mama’s poems and ran across one titled, “The Passing Day” 

This passing day is just about gone,  
Everything is still and quiet,  
It’s beauty was shown. 
 

It was a hot summer day in mid July,  
As I sit here thinking with a sigh- 
It’s just about dusk; the day is far spent. 
The day was good, and I’m happy and content.  
 

And I thank you God for the passing day 
And hope for more dear Lord, I pray. 
 

Zilla Nell Blount 
July of 1998  

Mama wrote that poem twenty-one years earlier. Was she  just writing about the end of a beautiful 

summer day, or did Mama know of her “passing day”?  I know that she wrote from the heart, and sometimes the 

heart knows things our heads don’t. Mama passed in mid July, just about dusk. Her beauty was shown in the life 

she lived. She was happy and content. I thank you, Lord for each passing day with Mama, my family, and my 

friends. I  hope for many more.  

 

Zilla Nell Smith Blount 

May 5, 1940 -July 13, 2019 
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Legacy 

Glenda Hartfield 
 

Patriarch                                                Matriarch 
Daddy and Buddy                                     Mama and Nell 

His near gloating about the grandkids’ talents and intelligence, 
Her weedling for spending money to fill bags with Avon and Little Debbies,  

The clangor of family Christmas celebrations; gifts piled high around the tree. 
Four children, Fifteen grandkids, greats and great greats filling the room.  

Enjoining their children from damaging the Blount family name. 
Though livid and mortified when we erred, their love  abounded.  

Fifty and two years of wedded bliss and sometimes bluster;  
No one would indict them of a loveless marriage; 

A perfectly patent picture of love; 
Mom and Dad 

Love 

 
 
 
 

When Life Gives You Lemons... 
 Briauna Havard 

 
Life throws many curves in people’s paths,  

but being humorous can save  a lot of anger and aggravation. 
In order to make the best of things,  

your attitude has to be adjusted. 
You can’t help what happens,  

but you can control how you respond to it.  
So when life is crazy, 

 just sit back and enjoy what is right.  
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Effect of Positivity 

Cloe’ Knight 

Have you ever heard the phrases “Look at the glass as half full not half empty” or “Stay happy, it will 

work out in the end”? Although these sound silly, they can have a large impact on people’s lives and cause them 

to have better results in many different areas of their life. Being positive can improve areas of your life you 

didn’t know needed to be improved. These areas are working in a team, being a family member, and being a 

student. 

Being positive can help someone be a better teammate. While working in a team, being positive can give 

you a sense of open mindness you didn’t have before. Positivity also plays a vital role in being a more 

encouraging teammate. We all know that working in a team can be stressful, but a University of Kansas study 

shows that smiling or even faking a smile can reduce heart rate and blood pressure during stressful situations. 

This supports the idea that positivity contributes to good health. 

In addition to being a better teammate, being positive can also help you become a better family member. 

When the word family is said, some may think of a team. Being a positive family member has most of the same 

benefits as being a positive team member. However, there is more of an emotional bond at stake when a family 

member is involved. A study done by doctors from Harvard Medical School and the University of California in 

San Diego found that individuals who associate themselves with cheerful people have a much happier 

demeanor. The saying “Happy Wife, Happy Life” may just be true in this situation! 

The last area of life that positivity can affect is your school life. School can sometimes cause a person to 

become stressed and lose initiative. Staying positive, smiling, or even faking a smile can cause you or a fellow 

classmate to regain initiative. Being positive can also help people achieve their goals. Gabriele Oettingen, a 

professor of Psychology at New York University, says “High optimism will predict high effort and success.” 

In conclusion, positivity can reshape people’s  outlooks on life if they let it. Being an optimist and 

staying positive does not require much time of effort. Something as simple as a smile can create a more joyful 

environment for you and the people around you. Lucille Ball once said “Keeping busy and making optimism a 

way of life can restore your faith in yourself.” So maybe at the end of the day, the glass IS half full not half 

empty. 
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In the Eye of the Beholder…. 

Darian Billiot 
 
Beauty is not only in people. 
Beauty is in art, music, animals, plants. 
Beauty is something that grabs your attention.  
 
 
 

Defined 
William Adams 

 
Being compassionate. 
My definition  
of beauty 
 

 
  
             In My Eyes 
 Camron Dennis 
 

Beauty means someone is pretty 
And we may begin to feel a certain way about them.  

 
A painted picture can be pretty. 
And we like the painting a lot.  
But a person can have beauty on the inside. 

 
Loving, caring, respectful, sweet.  

 
 
 

             Cat and Mouse   Donteria Bradley 
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On Beauty 

 
“Everyone on this planet is born with the gift of beauty.” 

 Donteria Bradley 
 

“Everything has beauty, but not everyone can see it.”  
Carleisha Bolton 

 
“Beauty is when you look at someone or something 

and you feel an overall sense of happiness.”  
Matt Stringfellow 

 
“Beauty is an emotion towards something or someone.” 

Hunter Hill 
 

Beauty can’t always be seen; sometimes it takes more than just the eye.” 
Briana Griffin 

 
Beauty is not how something looks, but how something is done.” 

Samantha Ray 
 

Beauty; it’s all about the way you present yourself.  
Noone will notice your beauty if you do not have confidence in yourself.” 

Jalaisia Sumrall 
 

“Beauty is how you assemble yourself.” 
Taliyah Jackson 

 
“You can be really cute, but have an ugly personality. That’s not cute.” 

Omarian McNair 
 

“Anybody can be beautiful.: 
Briah McCarty 
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A Christmas Parody  
(Rockin’ Around the Christmas Tree) 
 

Glenda Hartfield 

 
 

 

 
 

Walking around the halls of PC 

With a  Dr. Hines shuffle and hop 

Dr. Hines missing, nobody can see  

He’s at the door trying to eavesdrop. 
 

Walking around the halls of PC  

Let the new principal they bring 

Let us wear flip flops and be a chill  guy 

So there won’t be eye rolling. 
 

We will get a sentimental feeling when we hear 

Hines’s  voice ringing, “ Get off my grass, 

and deck the halls with command strips only!” 
 

Talk is  around the halls of PC  

He’s got that superintendent pay 

Everyone whispering and wondering 

If he’ll come back to see us one day. 
 

We  will get a sentimental feeling when we hear 

Hines’s voice ringing, “Get off my grass, 

and deck the halls with command strips only!” 
 

Walking around the halls of PC 

It’s a bittersweet last work day 

Everyone singing this parody 

In the old fashioned  PC way! 
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 The Best Friend I Lost Because of Me 

Briah McCarty 

              A few years ago, I, Briah, was in Head Start. I met a girl named Nia. I had already been going to the 

Head Start when one day Nia started coming. As soon as  I first saw Nia, my first impression was “One day that 

girl is going to be my best friend!” The teacher told everybody her name and Nia told us about herself. Nia 

came to me and asked me, “What’s your name?” 

 I responded, “My name is Briah.”  

Nia asked, “Can  I sit by you, Briah?” 

I told Nia, “Yes you can sit by me!”  

Then we started talking. Everyday we would come to Head Start and be happy to see each other. We 

always had a smile on our faces when we saw each other. A few days after we met at Head Start we found out 

that we lived right next to each other. Everyday after Head Start we would go change out of our uniform and we 

would go outside and play together. After we met we started becoming best friends. At Head Start we would not 

play with anyone but each other, and we would not play with the other children where we lived at all. We 

played with each other.  

Nia and I became best friends. We went to all of the same seven schools. We went everywhere together. 

We went to the same school till the middle of the 6th grade when I moved to my hometown McLain, 

Mississippi. Nia is from Los Angeles. Throughout Head Start and until the middle of 6th grade, we had been to 

seven schools and were best friends. We were always there for each other. In the 5th and 6th grade I played 

sports. Nia was always there to support me, but whenever Nia yelled my name and said, “Let’s go, Briah!” I 

thought Nia was trying to  embarrass me.  

So one evening after my track race I came home. Nia was staying with me, and Nia was telling me, 

“Briah you did amazing tonight.” 

I screamed at Nia, “Leave me alone!”  
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Nia asked, “Briah Why?” 

 I replied, “Because you are embarrassing me.” We had stopped talking to each other because of my 

attitude and what I said to Nia. While we were not talking I moved back to my hometown. When I moved, I 

started thinking about what I had done to Nia. I did her so wrong.  

One night after my football game and  I got home,  I looked at my phone and I saw eight missed calls 

from Nia’s mom. My mom stated, “Briah I have to tell you something. I need to talk to you like ASAP!”  

I asked, “Mama Why? What’s going on?”  

My mom answered, “Briah, Nia died today because of an asthma attack.” 

 I cried, “No, Nia is alive. This can not be real. Mama no! Really?”  

My mom restated,  “Briah, yes, really Nia died. I'm sorry.  

I turned around and ran to my room.  I cried, “No this can't be real why did this happen? My mom 

knocked on my room door and condoled, “Briah it’s going to  be okay.” 

 I responded, “Mama no it’s not going to be okay.”  

My mom asked, “Why?” 

 I replied, “Mama,  I didn’t get to say my goodbyes to my best friend in the whole world, and we 

were not on good terms because I told Nia she was embarrassing me at my track race, and I had a bad 

attitude.” 

My mom stated, “It’s going to be okay. I  promise. Nia is going to forgive you and Nia is in a 

good place and well taken care of, I promise.” 

All I did was cry. After Nia died,  I changed. I started being bad, hard-headed, and I would not 

listen to anybody. I’m in the 9th grade, and I’m the same way. I have not changed back to the real good 

Briah. Ever since Nia died, I have not been the same, and I feel like it’s all my fault Nia died. The point 

I’m trying to make is that if your best friend is supporting you and yelling your name and other things, 

just let them because they love you and are trying to support you throughout your life. They are trying to 
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show you how much they love, care, and how much they want to be in your life. That’s not 

embarrassing you, that's supporting you. I lost a best friend after I hurt her feelings, and I found out the 

first of 2019 that is was my fault because one of my old friend spilled the beans and showed Nia’s mom 

the message where Nia said, “Briah really hurt my feelings; all I was trying to do was support her, and 

Briah said I was embarrassing her. I love Briah so much; I was not trying to embarrass her. I promise I 

was not trying to. I do not want to be in the world anymore because I’m losing my best friend. I’m going 

to run away and die.” 

 My old friends said she had to say something because she’s been holding that secret in since Nia 

died. After Nia ran away, Nia was running knowing she had asthma, and Nia did not have her inhaler. 

In my mind, she died of an asthma attack but because of me. I thought  everything was all my fault. Do 

not do like I did. Please do not. Just listen to me; you will not lose a best friend like I did. I lost the best 

friend I could have ever had just because of my attitude and my mouth. I’m in the 10th grade going to 

the 11th grade right now. When I look back to all this, all I remember is my best friend Nia. As I got 

older I had to realize that her having an asthma attack was not my fault. 

 Nia’s mom would always tell me, “Briah, Nia dying and having that asthma attack was not your 

fault.”  

I had to realize already that she was sick, and always was in and out of the hospital. It took me 

awhile just to realize that it was not my fault. Me, today, I am trying to  change to be a better person, and 

to be that person I was before Nia died. I know she would be proud if I were that good Briah again. 

A message from me if someone special, friends, or family are there to support you. They are not 

there to embarrass you, they are there just to be a supporter, and to show you how much they care about 

you and your life. Another thing, everything is not always your fault. Do not say everything is because 

it's actually not always your fault. I had to learn the hard way, and realize everything is not my fault. 
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Your Days Are Numbered 

Donteria Bradley 
 

When You’re born, your first day begins. 
Be careful with what you do with your days. 

Spend your days with God. 
When you are doing wrong, your days 

are being spent the wrong way. 
God put you on this earth, and he will 

take you out when he is ready! 
 

When someone dies, their journey starts with God. 
Their days on earth have come to an end. 

We are all not at home; 
We are all supposed to be in heaven with our father God. 

When God is ready to call you home, he will. 
In reality, we are all homeless. 

 
Spend your days focusing on the best; 

never focus on the worst things in your life. 
Bad habits make your days become 

shorter and shorter. 
We don’t know when God will call us home. 

All we know is that we have to live out our lives. 
 

God put people on earth for a certain reason. 
He knew what he had to do. 

And he knew why he had to do it. 
God loves each and every one of us. 
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Keep The Faith 

 
Donteria Bradley 

 
Faith is something that we have 
Faith is something that we keep 

Faith is something some are seeking 
 

We just have to stay strong 
And keep moving on 

As long as we have faith 
We will always make 

Sure to continue to praise 
God for what he created 

 
In this trying time right now 

We do not need to frown 
We will always have God around 

 
The virus can’t stop us from calling God 
He is always happy to hear your voice 
God is always here in the time of need 

And also in the time of grief 
 

He will help you if you are sick 
Please do not  think it is a trick 

God kept you on earth for a purpose 
Not for you to always worry 
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Quarantine 
 

Donteria  Bradley 
 

Q is for QUIETNESS that is in some streets today 

U is for keeping Us together 

A is for AGGRAVATION that most of us feel 

R is for RESOURCES that we have to use 

A is for ALONENESS that a lot of us are feeling 

N is for NOTHING that most of us are doing right now 

T is for spending TIME with  

I is for the COVID-19 ILLNESS that some are suffering from 

N is for NUTRITION that we have to focus on 

E is for EVERYONE who are taking safety precautions 
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Be Mine? 

Anna Grace Shows 

 

  On February 14, 2015, Mackenzie was lying on her bed listening to her playlist and doing some last 

minute homework. Her older brother Morgan was in his room playing video games. Their mother, Heather, and 

their father, Big Don, were sitting in the living room watching a powerlifting match. 

 As Mackenzie is in her room, she glances up from doing her homework and notices a floating shiny 

casement. At first, she doesn’t believe her eyes. Eventually, she slowly arises from her bed and walks toward 

the opening. Morgan runs in and trips over Mackenzie’s shoes that were lying on the floor. When he falls, he 

accidentally pushed Mackenzie through the window. As she was falling, she grabbed Morgan’s hand. They 

were both trying to avoid falling in, but eventually they both ended up falling in.  

 The two siblings fell into a whole different world. This world was definitely far from normal. When they 

began walking, there were two dragons swooping down trying to  get them. The atmosphere was very dark and 

gloomy with fire and lava surrounding them. Morgan looked at Mackenzie and said to her, “ We have got to get 

out of here and fast.” Mackenzie, knowing that her older brother was right, agreed.  

  As the two were approaching a tunnel,  a figure appeared. It looked like a man. The figure was wearing 

a black tux with a red vest and red bow tie. The figure wouldn’t show his face, but he spoke to Mackenzie 

saying,  “ Hello, my name is Lucifer, and welcome to my world.” Morgan replied, “We are lost; can you help us 

get home?” Lucifer told him that he could, but they had to make a big decision that would last them an 

eternity... 

 

 
Katelyn Hillman 
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My Least Favorite Holiday 
 

Olivia Rogers 
 

My name is Olivia Rogers, and  I haven't had very many events take place in my life that  caused a 

significant impact except  one thing. At the time I lived in northern Alabama. This meant that we had nice, 

warm springs  and summers, but by the time that fall and winter came around it was pretty cold. This took place 

in October on Halloween. My friends and I were dressed up as movie characters. Each of us dressed as the 

character that we had felt we personally resembled the most; we went all  out that year  and  had every little 

detail perfect. Each of us carried a pillowcase to fill with candy because there were plenty of houses in our 

neighborhood and the neighborhoods a few blocks over that were very generous with candy. I used the term 

neighborhood loosely. Each house had a nice bit of forest separating them from the next. My house had a 

particularly large expanse of trees separating it from that of my friends. We often walked to the small park in 

our neighborhood before separating-my friends and I walking to our houses and our other friends walking in the 

other direction to their own. 

This particular night it was a bit warmer than usual, and we were sweating in our costumes carrying our 

heavy sacks of candy. We decided to call it a night and head in early, so we headed to the park and parted ways. 

My friend and I started the long trek back toward our houses down the road that had only a few dim street 

lamps. Trees that ran along the side of the road were more tightly packed and none of the light from the street 

lamps made seeing into the trees any easier. We were panting ready to get home so we could count our candy 

and see how lucky we had gotten when we heard a branch snap in the forested area. We stopped to listen. We 

could hear footsteps coming through the trees like someone was trying to get to the road without being heard. 

My friend whispered, "Maybe it's just an animal-a deer or something.” I nodded and tried to calm myself down 

“I’m just being paranoid,” I thought. “Maybe we should walk faster,” I suggested. My bag is getting pretty 

heavy and I'm ready to get home.” 

My friend agreed, and we sped up our pace only to hear another branch snap closer this time. Scared, we 

took off running down the old sidewalk aware of the crunching sound of leaves advancing behind us. We 

reached my friend's house, and he ran up his driveway leaving me running so fast towards my own home that I 

hardly felt my feet touching the concrete. Instead of looking back,  I only ran faster. I saw my porch light and 

practically flew up the steps onto the porch. I grabbed the spare key from under the flower pot and threw myself 

inside slamming and locking the door behind me. I breathed a sigh of relief, peeked out the small window next 

to the door, and my heart dropped. A silhouette of a person was standing in my front yard.  I yanked the curtains 

shut and ensured that the back door was locked before calling my mom. She and my younger sister were on 
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their way back from trick-or-treating and would be home in about five  minutes. I sat in the storage closet in the 

living room shaking and crying and waiting for them to get home. Finally, I heard the front door unlock and my 

Mom calling my name. I burst out of the closet and into her arms still crying and explaining what happened. 

She didn't believe most of it; she just told me that it was most likely an older kid trying to mess with me and 

marked the rest down to an overactive imagination. I was never so sure, though. The person I'd seen in the yard 

was way too large to be a kid. Halloween has since been my least favorite holiday.  

 

 

Hope 
 

Timothy Popwell 
 

Whenever I get home 
 to the refrigerator I roam 

 in search of hope 
 for  a delicious can of Coke. 

 
 I grab one, two, three, four. 

 How I long to have just one more! 
 Five, Six, Seven, Eight! 

 I love how cokes have that caramel taste! 
 

 That is until the doctor came. 
 Only I was left to blame. 

 Drinking sodas must be stopped 
 for the amount of sugar in me was overclocked. 

 
 If I had not slowed down, my kidneys would fail 

leaving behind a simple internal blood trail. 
If I kept going past the point of no return, 

 I would be a dead man for sure. 
 

Now, Coke Zero is all I drink. 
 that I've stopped drinking sodas is what you may think; 

 However, this case is much to the contrary, 
for I'm returning to drinking sodas-- probably. 
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