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Poetry as an Emotional Language
by Sarah Evans

Poetry is an often overlooked and misunderstood medium. Sappy, 
cliché, overdone, corny, confusing, pretentious, and even boring—
poetry has worn several unbecoming monikers like these due to 
modern understandings of the art. Often related with love letters 
and Hallmark cards on the corny end, and high school English 
classes and Shakespeare on the other, poetry has become confused 
in the minds of modern thinkers, unable to be seen for what it is: 
an emotional language we all can understand.

One of the common complaints with poetry is its cryptic nature. 
The meanings are often uncertain and up for interpretation, or 
eluded to through nuanced figurative language, leading many peo-
ple to believe that it’s just not “for them.” Poetry is not alone in this 
enigmatic perception by the public; abstract art stands alongside 
it. Non-representational and non-subjective artworks often turn 
people off due to their lack of grounding in the visible, the physical, 
the concrete. Those who stare at them, searching for the “meaning,” 
often leave confused, uncertain, and frustrated as the painting does 
not “make sense.” This idea of a work being something to be de-
coded—the audience responsible for deriving a perfect “meaning” 
and a complete understanding of its purpose—is where the trouble 
happens for poetry and abstract art. These two mediums exist in 
attempt to relay ideas that clean and concise prose and realism just 
cannot.

What I mean is, in order to fully embrace poetry, one must look 
at it not as a code to crack, but as an emotional language. Human 
emotion and its illogical nature is something everyone has under-
stood since the moment of their birth. We know that sometimes 
emotions overtake us, sometimes they feel like they’ve left, some-
times they vacillate back and forth, sometimes they feel constant 
and ceaseless. We all know how it feels to be so contented that 
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our smiles are stuck on. We all know how it feels to be scared of 
something we know we shouldn’t be. We all know how it feels to be 
angry enough that our stomachs burn. We all know how it feels to 
be torn between our minds and our hearts, between knowledge and 
perception. This last feeling is the one poetry seems to be founded 
on, moving readers through the intuition they naturally possess, 
something more deeply ingrained in humanity than the hold of 
logic.

In plain words, when you next encounter a poem, pause and forget 
what your English teacher told you about finding the theme or the 
author’s purpose—they are there to aid you in analysis—and deci-
pher what it means for you. Read the words, follow the flow of the 
lines and punctuation, hear the sounds, all with the sole intention 
of feeling them for yourself. The author crafted the piece with their 
own emotions at the forefront and are, in turn, allowing you to feel 
your own in response. If you open your mind to the idea of making 
your own meaning, reading the language with your background, 
and letting your emotions take hold, you will find that poetry is for 
you. For poetry is for everyone with a heart.
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Again
by Madison Dobson

What is real?
What is mine?
What do I feel?
Where’s my sign?

I’m scared.
I’m lost.
To know if feelings are shared…
There’s always a cost.

I give my hand
So readily.
You make your choice
So steadily.

Pain.
Regret.
Contain.
Forget.

Time passes.
Time to heal.
Time passes.
Time to feel.

To feel comfortable with me.
To feel, finally, free.

And then…
You smiled again
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Diamonds
by Tatiana Maher

To posses a diamond is noteworthy.
The beholder is marked as special.
But about the thing that is the vessel?

The glisten of the edge.
The hardness in its line.
It tells you it sustained pressure
And survived.

It tells you it had what it takes
To contain the burden of beauty
To stand up to great forces
To become what everyone wanted it to be.

But how many were lost
In the pursuit of that one diamond?
For how many was the pressure too much
Until they 
bowed
cracked
turned to dust?

Undeserving of preservation
Undeserving of value
Undeserving of being more than part of a rough.

And even then just a hindrance
Disclosing the true gems
With the rest of the rejects, it blends.

Weakness made it fallible.
Weakness made it forgotten.
What happens to the broken pieces
That were never given or gotten?
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Ephemeral
by Sarah Evans

It is often believed
That the word is bleak:
Bleak, short and sweet, 
Condemning each mortal to death and each dream to sleep. 
A sleep, deep enough the dream can never dissever itself 
From its inevitable end. 
Yet the word,
That misplaced, misused collection of letters
Means not the end.
Ephemeral
Is only transitory. 
Ephemeral
Means the death of one fertilizing the life of the next,
Each soul’s lost love teaching them of the rest,
Each failed dream warranting future success. 
Ephemeral
Speaks of the steps between triumph and light and life
Not barrenness, not death, not end. 
Ephemeral 
Is only transitory.
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Art Inspired Poem
by Rebekah Martin

Howling against the cool crisp air,
Gleaming glistening stars light up
As droopy eyes lazily drift, in a glare
The moon pensively gazes like a
Mother tucking her child into bed
Wishing for soothing dreams ahead
As droopy eyes lazily drift, in a glare
As a cool breeze bashes blissfully
The wind whistles a good night
While speculated stars shine bright
As droopy eyes lazily drift, in a glare
The moon whistles a serene night ahead
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Midnight Thoughts
by Jack Goldstein

Shadows are defined as the moon grows brighter, the light
of which my thoughts are born. 
Midnight light, the pure white, exposing and tantalizing.
In solitude my thoughts roam.

The night brings peace and silence, 
dark hours of solace and placidity. 
Valleys of today, tomorrow,
of a place where time doesn’t exist.

Black begins to possess my mind. 
Grim, the peace and silence are now overbearingly loud. 
Gardens of unkept sadness, 
growing senselessly about and rooting deep into my subconscious.

Cracking thunder strikes the garden tree, 
lifeless and aflame, it too goes black. 
Limb by limb the fragile tree burns down,
casting hues of red and orange– my anger.

Creeping away, the midnight light begins to fade. 
Dark turns to light, 
shadows drift away like forgotten memories.

Illumed thoughts of the night drift too,
by the morning light. 
The blackness, orange and red, are waiting to rise again with the 
moon.



11

Sunrise Poems
by Emily Harris

I love how the sky lights up,
As if its full of joy.
I love how the golden tendrils,
Spread across the zenith
Like little beams of hope.

I love how the pinks,
And the oranges,
And the purples,
All blend into one.

I love how the sky is a canvas
And the sun, it’s artist.
And I love,
How it greets me every morning
With a smile on its face.
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The Woman in Command
by Ariana Funtow

We wake up and take a breath
Saturday morning, no energy left
Tear-stained pillows from yesterday’s pain
We sigh, then remind that it’s a new day

We can’t help but reflect on who we are today
No word could describe what happened yesterday
We refuse to believe that it’s always us
A cry for help is that too much?

Our only regret is not being ourselves
Too many walls up compared to everyone else
We conceal to not feel, it’s hard enough
A queen-like kingdom with nothing to stuff

He says it’s you, not me and like always you agree
How dare you bow down to his every need
To him your a doll that he plays with all day
When he decides it’s time, another comes his way

We are glorified objects that they clearly enjoy
Producing babies like children’s toys
Staying in the kitchen, such a stereotype
Man has deemed this as our only sight

We will not be silenced
We we will not be hidden
Men find this as a joke
They expect us to behave while we struggle and choke
But we will rise and conquer all at our hands
We will make history, they will call me, “The Woman in Command”
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The Ballad of Scoliosis Steve: 
New York’s Finest Sign-Spinning Sewer Turtle

(Roundabout)
by Craig Moore

Hot enough to make street birds
fall from the sky, this day goes on
and on.

They hurt me enough the first time to
make me think this isn’t worth it and
that was before I was made to stand on this corner.

Busy enough to make this street bird
turn right around and climb back down
under the asphalt, under the city,
beneath this roundabout.

It must be perpetual motion, or nuclear
power, that keeps these cars spinning-dancing,
taunting the boulevard and dizzying passerby’s.

Every time I come back up here they go
faster and faster. I wonder if they ever stop?
I wonder if they do it because they’re like me;
because they have to?

Leave this roundabout? I couldn’t.
I’ve been made to spin like my life depends on it.
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Hope
by Rebekah Martin

Hope
We cling desperately to her,
Yearning for a light at the end
Gazing at her glistening grit-

Illuminating the desolate dark
Like a child beaming light on a bend,
A rainbow shining after Noah’s ark

She’s perpetually present
Even when we cast a ruinous trend,
Asking where our dreaming desires went

She’s a light at the end of a tunnel
Smiling at our dire devastating descend
Ever-present with our heads in a funnel

Seizing our cynical adverse thoughts,
For an honorable hope to depend
Appraising her for bridging the dots
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DONE
by Ariel Galbreath

I would rather face the absence of death than
depend on any man

Why do we need men?
They don’t deserve my fragile soul, who
passionately weeps for a quick glimpse

affection
I deeply apologize to my soul, I put you in
various situations that should’ve been shut

down
I just wanted to ignore the red flags
But I promise little soul, it’s over

I’m done being taken for granted and being
slung around like a rag doll.

I’m done being the “easy” second choice
I’m done being that woman who was never

able to let go ,the women the town snickered
about, since they knew she was being cheated

on.
I cannot lose myself again for an irrelevant piece of shit man.

I know my worth baby, and I’ve progressed too far to ever look back
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A Quiet Observation
(Made by a Firefighter at 7:21 AM)

by Allison Lennox

Morning breath of fog and tears,
Faint cold smoke gasps for fresh air,
Sunlight dancing on the glass,
Pieces that reflect the past.
 
Splintered wood that’s black and charred:
Tired aching frame at rest.
Ashes settled into dust
Waking in the early sun.
Ghostly sparks adorn the walls,
Colors take their canvas hold-
Hopeful day still kept in dew,
Sparkles flick from shards of light.
 
Glowing house of glass and ash-
Voiceless from the shrieking night-
Iridescent frozen blaze,
Promise of a softer life.
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Interview with Sarah Evans
by Rebekah Martin

Recently, I had the chance to interview Sarah Evans, a Senior at 
J.W. Mitchell High School who is an aspiring writer and artist. She 
is the head editor for the school’s literary magazine, Off The Ranch 
where a few of her poems, artwork, and prose are published. Her 
poem, “Mary Janes”, and her story, “The Ever Gold”, are some 
of her works featured in the school’s literary magazine, Off The 
Ranch. Evans has recently been awarded the title of Poet Laureate, 
where her job is to write poetry for events at the high school 
such as the upcoming senior night of excellence. Her diligent and 
dedicated efforts to poetry are what awarded her an immensely 
prestigious title. She highlights what the role of poet laureate 
means to her, “The embodiment of the written word and sharing its 
importance to people who might not typically read poetry or enjoy 
it.” When asked what inspires her love of poetry she points out, 
“Mostly nature and highlighting the beauty in the ordinary.” Evans 
is most excited to have the opportunity of “Setting the precedent”, 
as the poet laureates, where she has the opportunity to have more 
of her work recognized.
As the poet laureate, Sarah has a responsibility to bring awareness 
to poetry within our school and within the community. She 
thinks that Mitchell could, “I think if we intertwined poetry into 
events where students often see them like ranch videos or the 
website.” Poetry for Evans is an integral part of life, it is her way 
of expression as well as through her exquisite artwork. Poetry 
has affected Evans’s life in a variety of ways, “It is an outline for 
feelings and I have always loved reading and writing and having 
another level of control over the language and experimenting 
with that is a good mental experience”. The poets that she draws 
inspiration from are, “I like Syliva Plath, Walt Whittman, and 
Auden. I like Sylivas Plack’s use of emotion it is very potent and 
abstract and I would like to get better at that. Whitman and Auden 
also have a lot of inspiration with nature, which is something I 
relate to entirety.” Nature is a pinnacle part of her poetry, such as 
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”Creation’s Call, and “Vulture and Crow”, when asked what she 
does when she has a bout of writer’s block she suggest, “Well 
I actually found that after reading things after reading a certain 
writer’s style and when I have writer’s block my mind sort of 
reaches back to things I have read recently.”
Evans will be heading off to FSU soon where she will pursue a 
major in Art, and continue cultivating her craft. Her suggestions 
for other poets are, “It doesn’t have to be dramatic or sappy all the 
time. I feel like it should just reflect the way you see the world.” 
Even out of highschool her poetry and art wll still inspire people 
and maybe one day she will be a household name.



19

Interview with Wendy Richters
by Craig Moore

“Don’t be afraid to be censored. 
If you feel like you need to write something, 

you should write it.”

-Wendy Richters
Applicant for 2021 JWMHS Poet Laureate

Channeling inspiration from Hughes, Sexton, and beat generation 
poets, JWMHS Poet Laureate applicant Wendy Richters works to 
create poetry that has the power to express emotions in a way that 
is completely unique from any other artistic medium. In a recent 
interview, Wendy detailed the development of her appreciation for 
poetry as “a lot of expression of emotion and being able to provide 
a sense of how you feel to your audience.” Various English and 
literature classes introduced Wendy to a range of her favorite poets 
and movements, generating an interest that grew deeper and more 
personal over time. Wendy explained how doubling down on her 
poetry creation this year provided “a lot of emotional support after 
I went through a lot of loss. That’s why a couple of my poems were 
written from the perspective of and about death: I don’t think that 
death is a morbid topic, I feel that it’s something that needs to be 
talked about more in society.” Wendy’s creative approach to poetry 
does well to represent the positive effects that this craft can have 
for an individual. In the event of writers-block, Wendy suggests 
putting on headphones and listening to large orchestral music for a 
sense of inspiration.
While Wendy believes that the Off the Ranch magazine is a step 
in the right direction, she believes that the school could be doing 
more to represent poetry to the student body. For one, she has 
expressed interest in incorporating live performance in the form of 
slam or readings, “similar to how our school has a jazz band that 
performs at different events, having a poetry slam to go along with 
that would be really nice.” Along with that, Wendy articulated the 
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role of the poet laureate in the school as the embodiment of the 
inspiration that comes from reading poetry, succinctly described 
as “a beacon, an inspirational source.” Above all, Wendy promotes 
the emotional benefits of poetry for both writers and audiences and 
helps play a role in shaping the role of poetry in our school and 
community.
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Interview with Leila Sujanani
by Jack Goldstein

“It’s made me more confident as a person; I can always find ways 
to express myself through poetry, I can turn to it to find solace 
when I feel alone.”
Leila Sujanani, a creative director and writer for Youthbeats’ Off 
the Ranch publications, frequently spends her free time writing 
poetry. Leila views poetry as a form of ultimate self-expression, a 
way to “process and express myself when I don’t have the words 
to write full sentences.” Inspired by the whimsical and fantastical 
style of Amanda Lovelace and Lewis Carrol, and the confessional 
stream-of-consciousness style of Rupi Kaur, Leila likes to capture 
the human nature through her poems in a metaphorical way. She 
likes to “study people and write about what I see in the world.” 
Writing does not always come easy to Leila, in times when she is 
experiencing a writer’s block she likes to “turn on a compilation 
of pirate adventure music and write whatever comes to mind,” 
regardless of if it makes sense or not. Her advice to other people 
who are experiencing a block, or just having trouble in general 
finding their style or voice is to “explore different styles and leave 
your comfort zone.”
In regard to how Mitchell represents poetry, Leila believes 
that it is not held to the standard that it should be. Even though 
“we are making improvements” with programs like Youthbeats 
and most recently poet laureate, we still have room for even 
more improvements. While programs like Youthbeats and poet 
laureate are great for people who love to write and have the 
time to participate, “changing the English curriculum to actually 
participate in real creative writing” would extend poetry and all 
forms of creative writing to all students. With this change students 
will have the chance to find their voice through poetry and creative 
writing.
Overall, Leila feels that the position of poet laureate is a “sign of 
having worked hard and being recognized for the work you put 
into writing,” and praises the opportunities it allows for students to 
“express their voice to the student body.”
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The Poet Laureate Project: 
A Brief, Not-So-Brief Explanation

by Mr. Vanno

As many of you may know, this year YouthBeats started The Poet 
Laureate Project and has appointed Sarah Evans as the first poet 
laureate here at JW Mitchel High School.  Since the announcement 
of this project, a few faculty, staff, students, and parents have 
asked about what a poet laureate actually does.  To answer that, 
the poet laureate has traditionally been appointed to write poems 
celebrating and immortalizing a variety of important events 
within the entity by whom s/he was appointed.  As early back as 
the 1300s, poet laureates have been appointed by countries and 
learning institutions for the sole purpose of this poetic celebration. 

Over the centuries this role, like that of many, has evolved into 
something so much more.  Modern poet laureates are still 
appointed to celebrate and immortalize; however, they are also 
now expected to act as a liaison between the world of poetry 
and the entity by which they have been appointed.  On a much 
more grandiose scale, US poet laureates like Rita Dove, Billy 
Collins, Natasha Trethewey, Juan Felipe Herrera, Tracy Smith, 
and Joy Harjo (current US poet laureate) have established national 
programs and/or institutions that work to bring poetry to American 
culture in a way that makes poetry more accessible and meaningful 
while continuing the original tradition writing poems about 
monumental events. 

JWMHS’ poet laureate will also act as a liaison between the 
world of poetry and our school community, continually working 
to showcase both the accessibility and beauty of one of the oldest 
literary art forms.  Each poet laureate will work at creating some 
sort of poetic outreach within this community, write articles 
about current poets/poetry, and write poems celebrating and 
immortalizing important aspects of our JWMHS community.

Although Sarah Evans will only hold the position for the remainder 
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of her senior year, she has worked to help bring poetry to the 
school’s culture as one of the co-editors-in-chief of Off the Ranch 
and Wild Horses.  As poet laureate, one of her duties is to write an 
article in the monthly issues of Off the Ranch, which she has done 
for this month with her article “Poetry as an Emotional Language”; 
wherein, she strips away all the academics of analyzing poetry, 
allowing readers to focus on the sheer beauty of this “emotional 
language.” 

All four of the applicants: Jamie Cavalieri, Sarah Evans, Wendy 
Richters, and Leila Sujanani, have shown through their wonder-
fully crafted words that through poetry, young minds become 
storytellers, educators, historians, and philosophers by imparting 
their knowledge, frustrations, and contemplations about the world 
today in a civil (albeit sometimes disobedient) manner, allowing 
their voices to be truly heard.  That, my colleagues, students, and 
friends is what YouthBeats is all about: Empowering the youth of 
today one word, one voice, one beat at a time.

As we move ahead, we are currently accepting applications for the 
poet laureate for the 2021/22 school year.  So, any current juniors 
interested in finding out more about and/or applying for this posi-
tion can access The Poet Laureate Project page by clicking this 
highlight text.  If you have any questions, feel free to contact me at 
dvanno@pasco.k12.fl.us or stop by room 330. 

I hope you have enjoyed this year’s issues of Off the Ranch.  
Please be on the lookout for Wild Horses, JWMHS’ annual literary 
review, which will be on sale during the last few weeks of school. 
Thank you,
and
                WriteOn->
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