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1 Patrick Meyer, "Dancing Flowers"

2 Rylan Johnson, "Beach Day"

3 Tucker Brigham, "The Lake"

4 Juno Jung, "King of the Rust" 

5 & 6 Madi Graham, "Let Me Tell You a Story"
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7 Charlotte Patty, "The Sunny South"

8 Cheyenne Young, "Unfurl"

9 & 10 Ty Manley, "Watching and Waiting"

11 De'Ondriia Fallen, Untitled



The sunny South with its warm rays. 
My dog sits still as he enjoys this moment with me. 
The coos of the doves are silenced as I hear my voice say, "play, play. . . " 
The flowers dance, the river stilled, and soon I am singing like I have                    
been singing for years.
The strings of the banjo calm me and I feel peace, peace and joy beyond   
imagination.

PATRICK
MEYER
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DANCING FLOWERS

4TH GRADE
R.L. NORRIS ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

Unknown, The Sunny South (detail), circa 1889. Oil on canvas. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta,
Georgia.



There are people on the horizon, frolicking in the deep, blue ocean.
You can see houses with red and blue roofs scouting the sea.
Crash! Cool waves hit the beach like a bat hitting a baseball.
Children scream in the distance louder than a busy highway. 
The salty ocean smells like fresh fish at the market. The scent of sea   
 creatures makes me crave seafood.
The salty air hits my tongue every time I breathe. Down the path I         
 long for licks of ice cold lemonade.
My hands are tightly locked around the hot, metal handle on my umbrella.
At the beach, I feel calm, and happiness swims over me every time I wake
to see the beach looking at me.

RYLAN
JOHNSON
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BEACH DAY

5TH GRADE
R.L. NORRIS ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

Gladys Nelson Smith, Afternoon at the Beach, Chesapeake Bay (detail), circa 1930. Oil on canvas. Purchased with funds 
from the 2011 Morris Museum of Art Gala. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia. 

 



THE LAKE

The lake is a place where you spend the day
Getting kissed by the sun as you swim and play
Going tubing with your friends until the sky turns black
No one can wait for summer to come back
Sunset boat rides to the dam and beyond
Mom calls us in for dinner, and we reply, “Hold on!”
As the day comes to a close, we call it a win 
We can’t wait to get up and do it again!

TUCKER
BRIGHAM
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6TH GRADE
EPISCOPAL DAY SCHOOL

John James Porter, Slate Mills, Virginia (detail), circa 1850. Oil on canvas. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia. 



Long-done King of the rust
Now-gone by the coffin of dust

Sculpted from the nature's sorrow
Inspired by the tyrants furrow

Three despots' time were gold
As the hours pass, the hold

Long-gone Kings of the furrow
Later with immortal memories, they flow through.

JUNO
JUNG
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KING OF THE RUST
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7TH GRADE
LAKESIDE MIDDLE SCHOOL

Clyde Connell, Untitled (detail), 1991. Cast paper with mixed media. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia.
 



George was furious. All he wanted to do was go to the movies.
Charlie promised Mrs. Tanaka was going to pick him up and drop
him off. They’d even feed him! She wouldn’t have to worry about
dinner or anything. And it wasn’t like he hadn’t done his
homework. He felt his blood boil as he recalled their conversation.

“Georgie, I’m happy you’re friends with Charlie, but you can’t go
to the movies on Saturday. Your brother is visiting from college
this weekend, and I need help getting the house ready.” Her tone
was gentle, but it didn’t leave any room for argument. He rolled
his eyes.

“But Mooooom,” he whined, “we’re gonna go see the new karate
movie! And afterward, Charlie said Mrs. Tanaka is taking us to
hibachi! We never eat hibachi.” He couldn’t understand why his
brother coming home was so important. It’s not like he took
George to hibachi. 

His mother took a breath and shook her head. Her tone was
serious. “George. I said no. You are staying home this weekend.”
George, in a fit of rage, yelled at his mother.

“YOU ONLY CARE ABOUT HIM ANYWAY! I WOULDN’T BE
SURPRISED IF YOU SAID YOU’VE NEVER EVEN LOVED ME! It’s.
Not. FAIR!” he screamed, throwing the door open and running
out, slamming the door behind him. 

George ran and ran, not stopping until he reached the park. He
sat down on a bench and sniffled. He didn’t mean anything he
just said. He was just . . . just so mad! He really wanted to go to
the movies with Charlie. And now he was here, thinking about all
the things his mother had said to him. She won’t miss you
anyway, the voice inside his head sneered. You can just run away
and live with Charlie . . . they won’t mind. 

The more he thought about it, the more it made sense to him.
Why wouldn’t they want him? He could help around the house
and help Charlie with his homework. He sat on the bench, lost in
his thoughts until an old man walked up.

MADI
GRAHAM

"LET ME TELL YOU A STORY"
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8TH GRADE
EPISCOPAL DAY SCHOOL

Clyde Connell, Untitled (detail), 1991. Cast paper with mixed media. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia.
 



"The youngest brother was the king of clothing. He
was foolish and boasting, claiming he had 'the finest
silks in all the land.' He showed off his clothing and
outfits at parties, becoming jealous when his brothers
were given attention. One day, when the clothing king
got especially jealous, he decided it would be better to
have no brothers at all. He visited a local sorceress to
enchant three matching shirts so that he could trap his
brothers. 

'Is this truly what you want?' she asked, her tone
guarded as she looked into his eyes. 

'Yes! A thousand times yes, I can no longer stand them!'
The king was eager, clasping her hands and nodding
his head quickly. 

"The witch simply nodded, a glint in her eyes. Her tone
remained even: 'Very well. If that is what you wish, so
be it.'

"He took the shirts home and presented them to each
of his brothers. As soon as each brother had his shirt
on, they shrunk as chains appeared on their necks.
They screamed out, joining hands so that the others
would not have to suffer alone. 

"A crack of lightning struck as the witch appeared. Her
eyes glowed white as she boomed, 'Now you will never
have a home, for you’ve given yours up for greed. Carry
them as a symbol of your foolishness.'"

The man went quiet. “Do you understand? Now go do
what you must do.” George jumped up and hugged
him, silently thanking him before going home to
apologize. No matter what, family will always be
important. For they are your one true home.
 

His skin was the color of copper, with freckles dotting
it like constellations. His stark blue eyes were
surrounded by ringlets of pure white, fluffy hair. He
flashed the boy a smile, a twinkle in his eyes that
made him appear young. His voice was soft and
melodious.

“May I sit next to you, boy? I’ve been walking all day
and could use some rest,” he said, gesturing to his
ragged shoes. 

George gave him a puzzled look. Why would that old
guy need permission to sit? It wasn’t George’s bench,
so he shouldn’t have to ask. Mystified by this stranger,
George’s voice was quieter than usual. 

“Um . . . s- sure I guess. Hey mister, what’s that thing
in your hand? Is it . . . like some sort of cookie tower
thing?” He pointed to the strange object the man was
holding. It looked like . . . well, three people. They had
chains around their neck and some weird stripe on
their head. The three people were in a sort of triangle
facing outward. Each had a crown on their neck. The
man laughed. It was a very loud and boisterous laugh,
unexpected of a man so frail looking. George was a
little startled.

“Hahaha!! This is not edible, boy!” the man said, taking
a seat. “You’re quite curious. Any reason you’re out
here alone?” 

George played with his hands, mumbling, “I got into a
fight with my mom . . . She said that I couldn’t hang
out with my friend this weekend because my stupid
brother is coming home from college. I don’t care
about my brother though!! I don’t care about either of
them!”

The man nodded as if he understood. “I see, I see.” The
air around him sparked with energy. “Let me tell you a
story.” He held the statue up, beginning his tale. “Long
long ago . . .

"There was a land with four kingdoms, each ruled by a
different king. They were all brothers. The oldest was
the king of architecture. Stoic and calm and looked up
to by all. The second brother was a king of delicious
foods, known for his easy-going and jolly manner. The
third was a king of precious jewels and metals.
Despite his flashy kingdom, he was the quietest,
following the decisions his brothers made. He was the
kindest of all of them. 
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THE SUNNY SOUTH
As a child, you overlook the importance of relationships
Getting upset over things as little as a bag of chips
But as your innocence diminishes, and your body grows
You wish your biggest problems were made out of potatoes.

You lose one person and nothing feels the same
As time moves, the cycle starts over again
People grow old, time moves fast 
Old problems seem less vast.

Family dinners and holidays don't feel the same
Without your mother yelling your name 
I used to throw my head back in aggravation
Now I grieve the separation.

I sit on a bench with my dog by my side 
All I have left is the love he provides
Though things feel unbalanced and my mind feels lost
With my dog I feel happy, but at what cost?

I’ve watched everyone pass on, leaving me alone
I watch others live happily, while I feel unknown.
My problems now feel overly immense.
I miss my innocence.

CHARLOTTE
PATTY
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9TH GRADE
WESTMINSTER SCHOOLS OF AUGUSTA

Unknown, The Sunny South (detail), circa 1889. Oil on canvas. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia.



The beach at this time of day rolls around the way a ball of yellow yarn       
unfurls in circles.
I feel like I'm being wrapped in a quilt of sea foam and sunshine. A quilt
with the finest cerulean blue fabric, hand picked from the clear blue surf.
Or maybe the clear blue sky of birds coming back home

I cannot pinpoint a feeling, so I describe the beach like this:
The tickle of a popsicle as it runs down your arm, 
or the laughter resounding out onto the shore from a tug-of-war game

My quilt has green zigzags from the palm trees that sway in the whining
wind, reaching towards the cream colored shingles from the houses
nearly a hundred feet away from me.
The beach feels like the hot sand on feet that you swore would be fine
bare, seaweed and fresh air.

Perhaps the feeling isn't unfurling, maybe it's the winding of a new quilt
every time I lay against the sand, falling asleep to the sound of children
filling their buckets with sun rays and starfish.

CHEYENNE
YOUNG
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10TH GRADE
LAKESIDE HIGH SCHOOL

Gladys Nelson Smith, Afternoon at the Beach, Chesapeake Bay (detail), circa 1930. Oil on canvas. 
Purchased with funds from the 2011 Morris Museum of Art Gala. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, 

Georgia. 
 



How did it come to this?
It’s been so long, do I even remember?
Yes, I do, how could I ever forget,
The day I lost everything.

A day of ceremony,
Smudging for a fruitful harvest to develop only.
Some moving with the music of our tribe,
Cheerfully singing songs we’ve transcribed.

The tribes’ children and I danced around the fire,
Watching as the flames danced much higher.
Oh, what I used to cherish,
Now when I see it, I see the death of those who perished.

But the flames are not at fault,
Trapped in the hands of those who assault.
Those with steel and guns in hand,
The hands of white men who steal our land.

Oh, how we ran in different paths,
Running as they freely killed with wrath.
My feet moved with my mother’s fingers in hand,
Knowing we were all damned.

Then she pauses, and I turn to see,
An image that made my heart bleed.
A sword through her chest, and a gun at my head,
And tears weren’t the last things that I shed.

I woke again, though I wish I wasn’t there,
As the image before me was too much to bear.
My home burning, my people dead on the ground,
Everyone’s gone, there’s not one sound.

TY
MANLEY

WATCHING AND WAITING
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11TH GRADE
DAVIDSON FINE ARTS MAGNET SCHOOL

Clyde Connell, Untitled, 1991. Cast paper with mixed media. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia.
 



All except the white men, chanting and cheering,
Picking through our women’s gems and earrings.
They raise my father’s tomahawk in the air,
And brought it down upon his head they stripped bare.

I try to look away to no avail,
I couldn’t move, forced to see every detail.
And I stay like that for who knows how long,
Waiting infinitely for my spirit to go where it belongs.

Watching and Waiting,
The white men steal our possessions.
Watching and Waiting,
They toy with the bodies of the deceased like an obsession.

Watching and Waiting,
Our home reduced to ash on the ground.
Watching and Waiting,
Bodies decay so they’ll never be found.

Until one day, when help does come,
Sounds of footprints, I don’t know where from.
They stop before me and reach down,
And at last I’ve been found.

We leave on a boat, I don’t know where,
From time again, we stop here and there.
Until we came to a dock we did not pass,
Next thing I know I’m trapped behind glass.

I try to look around to see where I've come,
But then I realize why my soul’s been trapped so long.
A relic in my reflection far from where it belonged,
And with my soul, it had bond.

Watching and Waiting,
People come and go.
Watching and Waiting,
I cry for help but they do not know.

Watching and Waiting,
They lecture about my tribe.
Watching and Waiting,
They acknowledge how we died.

Now I sit here in this eternal loop,
Watching as people come in diverse groups.
I’m surrounded by my tribe’s remains, feeling forever alone.
Because I know I will never truly be home.
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"UNTITLED"

As he sits and paints this portrait of me 
I look into his eyes to see what was and what could be 
The love I have for him is unexplainable 
Looking back on how our relationship has been attainable 
I’ll sit here and tell you this 
James, my best friend, these words are for you 
Reflecting affections decidedly true 
Your humor and wit is what keeps us on track 
Your spirited laugh I always laugh back 
Getting things built is the thing you do best 
Your know-how and skills surpass all the rest 
You take time to listen and then empathize 
There’s trust in your soul I can see in your eyes 
I admire the support you give me each day 
Boosting, bolstering, buttressing the way 
We go to the movies, it’s one of our treats
Munching on popcorn, snug in our seats 
I’ll watch any doc with you by my side
Up on the screen, we see life magnified 
Real life stories to inspire and adore 
Politics, history, nature and more 
When you're out for a stroll, I now realize 
At the top of your list is great exercise 
Our lives joined as one our love has no end 
Our trust is our bond together we spend 
Conquering hurdles onward we bash 
Spontaneous fun, a little bit rash 
We make the best plans when things might get tough 
I know that you're made of real hearty stuff 
My James, my precious you light up my life 
Each day I'm excited that I am your wife

 

 

12TH GRADE
LUCY C. LANEY HIGH SCHOOL

DE’ONDRIIA
FALLEN
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Carrie Stubbs, Charleston Bride (detail), 1948. Oil on canvas. Morris Museum of Art, Augusta, Georgia.





MORRIS MUSEUM OF ART

1 10th St.
Augusta, GA 30901

WWW.THEMORRIS.ORG

AUSTEN


