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The Poetry-in-the-Schools Anthology is a

gathe~ing

of

writing done in the classrooms of public schools in Arkansas .
The Poetry-in-the-Schools program is staffed by more
than a dozen professional writers who are also dedicated teachers of writing.

During the past school year they visited the

classrooms and encouraged the students to write poems and brief
prose works.

What happened was an experience in the possibili-

ties, uses, and powers of language.

For many students, this was

their first attempt at creative writing .
Although many of the poems are surprising, strange, and
beautiful,

they should not be viewed as the end result of the

Poetry-in-the-Schools program.

Poetry-in-the-Schools is an

attempt to supplement the classroom teacher's difficult task of
introducing poetry to young people.

We hope the combined efforts

of the classroom teachers and the Poetry-in-the-Schools staff will
make students aware of writing as an accessible creative outlet
and the reading of good poetry as important and pleasurable.
On behalf of the Poetry-in-the-Schools staff, I would like to
thank Dr. Sandra Perry, Ms. Carol Gaddy and Ms. Kay Kelley of the
Office of Arkansas State Arts and Humanities for their encouragement and guidance as well as Mrs. Carol Albert, Research Accountant, University of Arkansas, Fayetteville.

I would also like to

thank the National Endowment of the Arts and the University of
Arkansas for their generous financial support.

Rosetta Radtke
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ATKINS HIGH SCHOOL

FINDING THE DARK
I searched for it for days,
months, years, centuries. I
sent Sandi to look under the
bed, I sent an opera singer
to search for it in her microphone. I sent an operator
to look inside the raindrops,
I sent Raymond to look
under his elephant,
I thought I found it in
my junk-drawer, but
as I switched on the light
to take a better spy, it
.... disappeared ...
-Jeannie Millikin

THE LEGEND OF HURRICANES
Once there was a man who
never saw a hurricane. He
was gathering firewood. He
lived on an island. He heard
wind start moving and water
coming up on the island. He
looked up into the sky and
saw a giant woman mixing the
water with her mop.
-Johnny Skelton

MR.. & MRS. TORNADO

Well honey are we going out for a spin tonight? I don't
know babe. There is a low suppose to hit the state tonight
and I would like to take out that little ole to~~ up North.
We have been holding it down on the state this spring. Those
darned ole humans think they have it made. Lets really tie
one on tonight lets take out two towns. What if we spin into
a strong high? We could be wiped out. Thats a chance you
have to take when you live like us, for that is life. Let's
go stir up a thunderstorm babe. O.K. honey I can see the
lightning flashing now.
-Doug Moore

2

HELL FOR AN ENGLISH TEACHER
Ain'ts flew about lashing her with
it's apostrophe.
Bad grammar rang like thunder.
Double negatives crawled on their
bellies, striking out like angry cobra's
English book burned.
-Anonymous

MR.

&

MRS. CANARY DINNER

Heels clicking, a dwarf makes his appearance at our lunchroom at school.
Under his arm is a cage made of breadsticks, which his canary was pecking
away at, dropping sesame seeds on our greasy floor. We were expecting
him, and we led him to the kitchen chamber where he proceeded to undress
the canary (by the way whose name was Eunice) and inquired whether we
had a frying pan large enough for him. We did, obviously, for we had to
feed 400 midgets. We left him to go to work, filing out of the chamber
with the sounds of hot grease crackling, and jars opening with lids
clanging. "By the way, I don't do windows, not at $4.00 and hour, anyway,"
he cackled, seeming quite satisfied.
-Anonymous

POEM
Notify someone of authority if you see this
child. He carries a sack of bubble gum
for any chairs he may sit in.
He wears the kind of tenny shoes with
holes in the soles for easy mud
tracking. He has two teeth missing
in front from the time he tried to bite
his sister's finger off and accidentally
bent her ring.
-Brenda Talley
IS
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is
Is

a good dream
a nightmare
a lumberjack sawing gracefully
an executive working skillfully
a flower growing
a balloon floating high
a fish swimming by
a grocery cart
a broken heart
an after noon test
a bird in a purple nest
-Sandra McClure
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BENTONVILLE HIGH SCHOOL

POEM
roses are red, violets are blue
that's what they told me
but it ain't true
they said little girls grow up
to be moms
and black alley cats were
always named Tom
i heard funerals were okay
as long as you cried
but those that you loved
never, ever died
they said "join the army and
fight like a man,
you'll be a hero, I know
you can"
now the roses are rusted, and your
violets are brown
i waited here for you, but
you'd been cut down
they said you had't r~ally died
but all the same i cried-i knew they had lied
-mlf

WARLORD
The sun beats down on the concrete
as the smell of burning rubber lingers,
a noise as if a lion had roared fills
the air!
snake!!
Yes it is the Warlord after its prey.
-Doug Sarish
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THE TOBACCO USERS
Grandpa spits and never misses
Granny chews and so does Pa,
They're the best tobacco users
Good ol' Dixie ever saw.
Brown teeth are awful handsome
Tobacco stains on every lip,
Just a pinch relieves all tension
Even acts as denture grip.
Juices running down their chins
Lips and cheeks all swelled out,
Their hip pockets have been faded
From sitting on a Red-Man pouch.
Nobody chews like Granny Casey
No one aims like my Grandpa,
They're the best tobacco chewers
Down in Wayton, Arkansas
-Dawnene Casey

TRIANGLE DREAM
Triangle people on a school yard playing football,
Talk to me as if I am one of them.
But I know that I don't belong, we are different.
The bell rings, recess is over.
They must go back to their school; their life.
When I am near them they are small things
But at a distance they are larger; the more, the more.
One is behind the others, he turns to me
"Goodbye!" he yells, he turns and runs.
He grows larger, larger, larger.
Suddenly he runs into a goal post, he cannot go underneath
"Come closer!" he yells, "or I'll be late."
I run to him, he gets smaller, smaller, smaller.
He goes under the goalpost, "Goodbye," he yells
The triangle people are gone.
-Mark Eilzen
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BERRYVILLE HIGH SCHOOL

DIRECTIONS FOR NY PARTY
The people should bring fish.
This party is to celebrate the death
of my cat.
The decorations should be terrible
pictures of dogs.
The party favors are june bugs
on a string.
Fly them so they will get all
tangled.
You should have hotdogs for legs.
-Bertha Tuttle
POEM
A thief is ball of fright
Rolling away from himself,
Tumbling over people in the way
Breaking down all he owns
Just to be lost in the woods
-Anonymous
POEM
Small towns are voices
Backing up a lead singer
Not being able to say their own thing
Following someone else's lead
Carrying their tune
-Anonymous
POEM
Cloud fell to earth
Cloud wanted to rise
Cloud couldn't
Cloud tried to paint himself gray
Cloud couldn't
Cloud tried to change himself to a kite
Cloud couldn't
Cloud tried to become a balloon and rise
Cloud couldn't
Cloud tried to become a plane and rise
Cloud couldn't
Cloud tried to become a cloud
Cloud could
and Cloud rose, rose, rose
-Lisa Boggs
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UNDER THE WATERFALL
A crazy mountain
my foot slipped off
the itty, bitty ledge.
And I slipped into
the cold pool of water
It was like a heavy rain.
Some one's hat blew away
It wouldn't quit rolling.
Orlean Earl Whitmire, Jr., the cat,
slept on top of my head,
stuck its nose in my ear,
And I slapped it straight upAs opposed to on the rocksand it never landed, can still be seen
orbiting the crazy mountain
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DO WHAT?
Say a line.
To be a plant
in a pot would
certainly be better than not.
Knot whatI'm doing the sun right here.
Half of it is on the page,
the other half is:
in the mind,
in your body,
in the sky between your toes,
on the wall
in the knots on the wall,
in your spirit,
in your eyes but
it's really a bald headed egg.
Do what.
No. The other half's in the wind,
Wind chimes. Looks like
Dummies hanging
on a string. Dead dummies.
Like the Empire State Building
Sounds like a cowbell
bones clanking in the wind
smells like mouldy mud
and spider webs in a cave
and rotten monkeys.
The spools on the wall
are machine guns
pointing at me,
A pineapple?
a blowfish
a jelly fish
a squid
a hat with turkey feathers
a warning Indian
with a headdress on
You can hear the apple
rattle
Listen to it!
A baby rattler
Johnny Appleseed's vision
trying to get out.
the hawk and the mouse
they're not friends
they have no bill of rights
It makes my head pound
hard as a jack hammer
And this is a poem?
(continued)
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DO WHAT?

(continued)

Do what?
What next?
We're getting more spaced out.
What does a twee taste like?
Bowls of blueberries
peanut butter and bananas
Imagine a turtle.
Mr. turtle lives in the forest
in an old boxcar
One day Mr. turtle decided
to go exploring.
He walked and he walked
and finally he came to something.
he had never seen before.
It looked like a river, but
it was hard and hot,
not anything.

THE GLOBE OF THE WORLD SITS BENEATH HIS CHIN
Brazil sits on top of Africa ·
and there's a dirty note
in the inside:
"If you're dumb enough
to open the world, and
you're smart enough
to read the note,
You're dumb enough
not to understand it."

POEM
Chewing Gum is like:
Mopping pottery,
bubbles,
sweet saliva,
a green dead tongue
a cow
typing out a story
hoof after hoof,
pile after pile.
Get up your gumption (Boo-o-o)
and buy you some
green dead bubble gum.
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THE RABBIT
His head is like a football.
His ears are like pointed
question marks. His eyes
are like golf balls.
His fur is like a warm gentle
evening full of cotton.
He sees vegetables
which are like different colored
parrots. They tempt the rabbit.
-Clarence Jones

POEM
I was out at Mt. Magazine
at a forestry camp
and this girl walked
up to me and said,
"You look like Winnie The Pooh."
So that's what everyone
called me.
and I flipped out.
-Pooh Bear
Robby Sheridan

I REMEMBER
Dogprints in the cement
that same dog jumped up
on my new red coat, and I cried
I get older every summer,
but only in numbers.
My dad dropped me on a barbwire fence,
and I cut my arm
my first drive-in movie
I felt like tearing all the wires
out from under the dash
Whats-her-name and whats-his-name
never got out of the car.
the only thing that toppled over
was the popcorn boxes.
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HERE
I can remember when here
was all one big room
we did a lot of things in Here.
When we were new, we sat real still.
Robby even had straight hair, straight
As his back in the chair.
Lisa was quiet, shy, sweet, and innocent
And now she's everyone's mother.
Chantay was sweet and kind.
Now she's a Foxy Lady.
Darryl was Here.
Now he's gone.
Tara--she's nice--yeah-Charlotte and Rosetta were Here
Now they're gone.
They left their names to carry on.
(I wrote that on the bathroom wall)
Ken was baffled one day--C&R certainly
made him that way. He snorted and pawed
until he was awed and then we sent him
away--today
Ken made a turn
and we suddenly learned
that today was the day
that continued to circle

HERE AGAIN
Testimonies
(gone tomorrow)

Lisa:

For:
Miss Conner
Miss Mac
Miss White

Help!
How we used to be
And how we are now:
Miss Conner helped us a lot -She started the program
and she would be proud to know
What we've done.
When I first came here.
I was scared. Almost three years ago.
the first day, you'd look
out and everybody could see in,
Watching me as if I were in a
glass bubble.
All of them are gone now,
the ones that were here that day.
(continued)
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HERE AGAIN

(continued)

I was here a whole year
before this became anything,
before it became a program.
They worked hard for this.
The walls went up
And it looked like a big maze.
I felt lost.
More people came
I felt that I would be
upset about them--but
it doesn't bother me now.
Because now I feel a part of it.
A big part of it.
I keep the boys together (most of them)
I go just about everywhere
with them (except to the John to smoke)
I'm going to help Mike pass, finish school.
He's going to be so old
when he graduates
And I'm happy about that even so.
Robby:

Lisa:
Robby:
Miss White:

I felt kinda like that
I feJt that this was a big hospital,
when they were giving you tests,
They were studying you.
taking your brain out.
And trying to find my problem.
Did you ever find it? (Kidding to Mis~ White)
They brought all this good stuff
in here; they made this a home.
Does it want to make you cry?
No, it don't make me cry.
It's because we haven't found your problem yet. (laughter)

Robby:

It makes me love my teachers.
In this place I've got about five moms.
Miss Conner's gone, but she's still my mom.
etc.

Debby:

When I first came in as a tutor,
it was a French class, I had to
walk around all the French books
and words and stuff. You had to find your own space.
Mike had his own office,
with a calendar, and he wanted
a carpet.
(continued)
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HERE AGAIN
Miss Mac:

(continued)

He asked if he could have a telephone in there

(laughter)

Ellen:

All I can remember is that one thing:
All those people standing around the sink and the yellow door.
that was this before it grew up.
Everybody used to say that
this place was the strangest place of all.
the image has really changed.
What Do Ya Have??
Now almost everyone in the school
has a friend from here and
now they understand.
People didn't even know what we were.
They thought we were part of the library! !
Daryl Turley put yellow paint on me the first day!

Debby:

Mark Croy dusted me with erasers the first day!

Lisa:
Miss White:
Nathan:

I dread the last day here.
We are writing about our first days here
I don't want to put that down on paper
But now it's all things
To all people.

LONELINESS
Many times
My heart
has fallen
in darkness
like a leaf
Which has fallen
In the shadow
of grass.
There it lay
in the grass
alone, like
a valley
below the mountain
there sad it remains
-Clarence Jones

(to Nathan)
(laughter)
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POEM
A clown with a window in his head
has a person standing behind the curtain.
The person, a young boy 1 peeks out.
He sees and looks at the funny world
which isn't funny at all
So what we have here is a clown
with a sad spot in his head.

BEGINNINGS AND ENDS
Motorcycle helmet
Brain Bucket.
Macrame Lion
A lion without a roar.
Three clay heads
Better than one.
Out House
Twenty foot in the bushes--Terry Wilkerson

POEM
A pink pig in a green girdle
her name was Myrtle.
and her friend was Mr. Turtle.
What did they do one day?
They met a worm named Wortle.
And what did they do?
The turtle and the pig ate the worm.
What a hurdle-Their stomachs curdled.
Green girdles
Green girdles
Green girdles
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LIFE

There are times
when tears run down
my face like water.
Sand in an hour glass;
people are steady moving
like grains of sand in an hour glass.
The wrinkles in my grandmother's
hands are like long curly roots
that show her ages in time.
The roots burn like coals in a furnace.
I remember my childhood.
No longer am I strong.
My body is wrinkled
like the roots of an old oak tree.
My eyes are as dim
as amber-colored lights.
There are times
when sorrow comes over
my heart like the shadows
of clouds that come over
the dark blue sea.
You come to me
with a broken heart
like great waves
coming to the shore.
My eyes focus on the wet
planes in the mountain
range like the sun
looking on the sea.
-Clarence Jones

POEM
They were rappelling.
I was watching them
from way up in the sky.
I felt that they were little bitty--yeah-Because I was a big bird, I could see
everything, and nobody could hurt me.
I could fall and could catch myself;
I could attack and I felt pretty good.
Something was moving more than those other
people. My eyes were always on them. But
I could feel something else moving--watching me.
-Pooh Bear
Robby Sheridan
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GREY DREAM

How did it start?
I was in a big town, grey town, everything was
grey except for me. I didn't
have anything on either.
The people stopped and kept watching me.
I didn't think about
putting any clothes on.
I was worried about what
the people would think of me
because they all stopped and watched.
I tried to get out
of this place,
but everywhere I went,
people kept watching,
the grey people.
I stood out because I
was in color.
Maybe that was one of the reasons
they kept watching.
They never touched me,
never talked to me
they just stared.
-Pooh Bear
Robby Sheridan

DEAD LIKE JELLY
A motorcycle was going 105
passing a bus.
He hit the car head on.
His helmet was in pieces
like a cracked pot,
thrown on the ground.
The engine was shoved
up in the front seat.
When they picked him up,
his legs were like jelly.
-Anonymous
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BRYANT HIGH SCHOOL

A DESK

A workable object to a mind.
A one arm cripple to a soldier.
A masterpiece to a school day artist.
Obscenity to a dirty mind with a pencil.
A challenge to a builder.
A garbage can to a litterer.
An object to destroy to a puppy.
A place to sit for the runner.
-Wilma Edwards

I AM THE SNAKE

feel the grass slide by my body
hear the lowness of its bending
see a warty, delicious, fat frog
see him jump ... trying to elude me
feel an emptiness in my stomach ...
An emptiness which must be filled
I strike, swallow whole, then force
down ... my fullfilling prize.
I
I
I
I
I

-Britt Boswell

POEM
I walked into the library; no one saw me come in.
I could not see the far wall.
The shelves loomed up higher than I could see;
All the people looked so small, and each
avoided all the others, as if afraid to speak.
I went to the elevator, and it hummed coldly and
efficiently to the third floor where .the steel doors
opened to reveal another level of shelves, walls,
and quiet, separated people.
-Karen Wallace
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MR. AND MRS. SOFTBALL DINNER
Stewed Softball Gloves
Fried Bat Slices
Softballs in Cheese Sauce
After cooking, all of this-Needs to be broiled on hot softball
diamond under red hot sunlight.
Stew gloves like they are (wash first).
Slice bats thinly and spread on
open grill.
First boil Softballs and prepare
cheese sauce in another dish-then add softballs to cheese sauce
and cook over low flame for five minutes
-Patti Minton

A LETTER TO MY REFRIGERATOR
Why do you open your doors like
wings flapping on a bird. Each time
you swing open your door, I end up
with something new in my mouth.
Can't you see the weight you're
putting on me. And besides, you're
running up my electric bill.
I get indigestion just thinking about
you.
- Linda Bivens

THE LEGEND OF CHALK
One day before the beginning
of time, two cave men were fighting.
First they started out hitting
each other with clubs. Then they
decided to use rocks. When they
hit each other with the rocks
two white round pieces of chalk
fell out; they were so fascina.ted
by this that they quit fighting
and started writing.
-Kevin Leveritt
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THE LEGEND OF BRACES

One day an old ogre was walking
through the woods. Now that forest was
polluted with trash, and bob-wire was even
hanging from the tree limbs. This ugly
sight made the ogre very angry and all of
a sudden he went berserk and start~d running
everywhere and beating his head on the trees.
He hit his head so hard that all his
teeth fell out. Well he was so ashamed of
his toothless mouth that he gathered up
all of his teeth and wired them back together
with bob-wire. Then he became a dentist
and made a fortune.
-Cheryl Aston &
Kari Utley
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CABOT JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL

QUIET
A sleeping baby
dreaming of an airplane factory
-Anonymous

QUESTIONS
Bear would you chop down a tree or
would you drive a car?

*
Squirrel would you climb a tree or
would you stand in front of a hunter?

*
Bird would you fly in my book?
Will you pop in my locker?

*
Cloud would you move that building?
-David Pierson
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CROSSETT

HIGH

SCHOOL

DISMANTLING PATIENCE
Look into its eyes and say you
don't understand, for the eightyseventh time.
Tug on its arm and ask for a
drink of water.
Awaken it at three a.m. and
ask to go to the bathroom.
Stick candied apples in its
hair.
Pour grapefruit juice on its
clothes, and then smear
Hershey bar on its face.
Rip open its chest and
take out the heart.
-Martha

DISMANTLING HATE
Tear off its mask.
Love what's beneath.
-Martha
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DARDANELLE MIDDLE SCHOOL

HANDS
1. The thumb is like a Bulldog, it is the main
one in the crowd.
2. The index finger is like a Doberman pinscher,
it helps the Bulldog.
3. The middle is like an Irish Setter, it is always
ready to fight the others.
4. The ring finger is like a Beagle, it is nice
and always looks pretty.
5. The pinky is like a Chihuahua, it is little
and needs protection from ell of the
mean ones.
-Sheila Smith

POEM
My thumb is like a puppy fat
and plump; a thumb is like a pencil sharpener;
it's always moving.
My index finger is like a mother dog never
leaving it's young. An index finger is like a
sun, it is always moving.
My middle finger is like a flag pole,
Big and strong. A middle finger is like a
French fry, long and slender.
My ring finger is like a teacher, always
close to her pupils.
My pinky is like a baby duck,
so little and shy.
-Larry Williams
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DEWITT MIDDLE SCHOOL

THE CREATION OF TEACHERS
Once upon a time there was a man. A thing
told him a word and the next day the thing
told him another word. Every day the thing
told him another word until finally he had
a sentence.
This is the sentence:
"You are supposed to be a teacher."
That's how teachers came to be.
-Eddie

THE CREATION OF GIRLS
Once there were no girls. I bet it was the worst time of all.
If there were no girls, I couldn't live. They came when a boy
started growing long hair. It grew and g~ew. Finally
he altogether turned into one.
But there was one problem. He still talked like a boy.
So he went to see many wise men. And finally he found
the right one. And he got help and finally got to
talking like a girl.
-Joe Johnson

HAIRPIN TURNS
Desk-- The names of your friends
-Phillip Brickey
Wealth-- When everything is behind you
-Jason Cross
Leaves-- Kids tumbling across the street
-Chris
Wishing-- With a touch of a hand, everything's gold
-Lee Pittman
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UNOFFICIAL REPORT ON THE PERSON OF CHRIS WEBB
When I come up missing
My cat will say "I never should have clawed him."
My mom will say "Where could he be?"
My sister will say "He must have got my message . "

UNOFFICIAL REPORT ON THE PERSON OF DAVID KING
My mother will say "Where is my little Plum?"
My dad will say "I'll skin him alive."
My dog will say, "He did it! He did it!"
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DUMAS HIGH SCHOOL

THE ALGEBRA TEST
Frustration walks very slowly into
the room.
The final grade is grinning.
The student is in Ink.
-Regina McElhannon

FARMS

The chicken plows the earth
and scatters debris.
The tractor clucks along and
nibbles on worms.
The mother crows to the sun and
wakes everyone up.
The rooster scrambles the
eggs and calls his children.
-Sheila

HAIRPIN TURNS
Courage-- What Custer had
-Anonymous
Sex-- Rooster feathers lying in the chicken yard
-Anonymous
Fishing-- Mosquitoes and cold bologna
-Ross Puryear
Lost-- When you find yourself daydreaming about buttermilk
-Anonymous
Verb-- A person who likes American History
-Larry Connard
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EL DORADO HIGH SCHOOL

JOYS OF MOTHERHOOD
The joys of motherhood;
I'll know them alone
-Suzette Scott
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FAYETTEVILLE PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Butterfield--second grade

I DREAMED
I
I
I
I
I

dreamed that I was eating a live pig with mud.
was walking down the stairs and I fell in glue.
dreamed there were witches in my room.
dreamed that there were snakes on skates all over my room.
dreamed that Godzilla was my teddy bear and King Kong was my
stuffed monkey.
I dreamed that freckles were dancing on my nose.
I dreamed that I ate myself one day.
I dreamed that I was a witch with a green skin all over and fangs
instead of teeth.
I dreamed there was a dead girl under my mom's bed.
There was blood, it was real scary.
I dream of a gooey monster in my house that chopped my mother's
foot off
And my mom did not like it.
Help! Help! The lion is not here.
I had a big elephant on my nose and it hurt!
I dreamed I was eaten by the dinosaur on the plenty scarey movie.
-second graders at Butterfield School

THE ROCKETSHIP
It's pointed like
a silo. it roars
like thunder. it sounds
like a volcano.
and it's colorful.
-Anonymous

FINGERNAIL
It's shaped like a little
bucket. it's hard and
shiny. you clip them with
scissors.
-Stacy Lynn Britton
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JILL AND THE CLOUD
Jill and the cloud were very
good friends. One day Jill was
trying to think of a name
for the cloud. She promised she
would go to school and ask her
teacher to tell her a name.
The next day after school
she came running in and said
your name is Bill.
-Anonymous

POEM
A turtle likes
to play football
with a midget.
-Anonymous

"THE BEAUTIFUL DRESS"
Once there was a girl
named Bonnie.
She lived with her mother
and father.
Her father worked at a
shoe store.
She always swept the
floor of the shoe store.
She kept her money that
she got in jars.
Every day she would walk
to school.
She always passed a dress
shop.
She would look at all
the pretty dresses inside
the dress shop.
She wanted a dress but a
very special dress. it had
a rose in the middle
of it and some white
lace.
(continued)
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"THE BEAUTIFUL DRESS" (continued)
She knew she
had enough money
to buy the dress cause
she had nineteen jars
of nickles and pennys.
So one day she was
on her way to school and
she stopped by the
dress shop and bought
the dress.
-Andrea Lee Grimes

Butterfield--fourth--sixth grades

I'LL J UST HAVE TO DO WITHOUT
Spring, why aren't you here?
I've been waiting so long,
If you'd come I'd sing a sing!
Spring, hurry up,
At least so I can walk my pup!
Spring I'm getting mad,
And quite a bit sad.
But 'cause you're not here,
I'll have to do without,
Even though I could shout, or pout,
I guess I'll just have to do without!
-Julie Klingele

COLOR
Everywhere I go I see color.
But I can't find a color smaller than red,
Blue, It's the next one up.
Too bad it's not the name of my pup .
Then comes pink. It can even wink.
Then there's orange, purple and brown,
Most of them wear a frown.
Let's see . . • there's green, white and black.
It's almost all I lack.
(continued)
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COLOR (continued)
There's yellow. (he's a nice young fellow)
Then copper, silver and gold.
None of them are very old,
But they all stand up big and bold.
-Julie Klingele

WHERE IS SPRING?
Where is Spring? I don't know.
It has to get here for our flowers to grow.
We all hope Winter will come to a close.
But where is Spring? Nobody knows.
-Ricky Harris

NIGHT SPOOKS
light changing from
dark to light around
your door
peer
stare
glare
dripping faucets
drip
drop
drip
drop
washers, dryers, refrigerators
plop
sneer
bang
pop
PEER
DRIP
BANG

STARE
DROP
SNEER
NIGHT SPOOKS!
-Jamie Hill
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Pitstop School

POEM
I dreamed I was a snake wrapping myself
around a panther's neck.
I dreamed I was a rat hiding in the trash
from the black cat.
I dreamed I saw a pink elephant flying
on dark wings.
I dreamed the people were ants and I
was a piece of food.
I dreamed the sun exploded and parts of
it burned the clouds.
I dreamed the world was a speck of
dust c linging to a rock.
I dreamed that I was me and you were
you and everything was normal.
-Sara Goodart

POEM
I dreamed of warm coats with
buttons that wouldn't stay on
I dreamed of rivers running up
hill
I dreamed of cows eating the green
grass and giving green milk
I dreamed of pigs running through
my living room
I dreamed of mushrooms growing
under the darkness
I dreamed of eye balls in a
pinball machine
I dreamed of dreaming a dream
in a dream

-Chris Roberts
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Washington Elementary School

FEAR

Fear is a blood sandwich.
-Jack Butler

SCHOOL
School is a jailhouse
A sack lunch forgotten for a week.
School is that nervous feeling in your stomach
During a test.
It is steam coming from a radiator on a cold day.
-Margaret York

BIRTHDAY
A birthday is somebody warm kissing me.
-Tonya Spencer

BIRTHDAY
A birthday sounds like, "Heeeeeeee!"
-Jennifer Meisch

SADNESS
Sadness is being all alone
And having nothing to do
And nobody to talk to.
It's like coming home from school
And finding no one there.
-Rene S.

CHRISTMAS
Christmas is HEE HAW!
-David Priest
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FEAR

Fear is a tall, dark shadow in the hall.
It is a thunderstorm,
Branches flying through the air.
Fear is a cold hand touching you
In a musty cellar.
-Sterling Price
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FORDYCE ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

THE CREATION OF THE SUN
The sun is really a big ball
of mud. One day a boy named
Chris made a big mud ball.
He threw it as hard as he
could. It hit the side of the
outhouse. It bounced off
and fell in a can of gas.
Then Chris kicked the can
of gas and the mud flew
out and went high in the
sky and it hit a star
and the gas started to burn
then it got hung in a
spider web and has been
there ever since.
-Chris Garrett
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HARRISON HIGH SCHOOL

POEM
The electrical outlet
In study hall
Sure looks
Interesting.
First period.
First day of school.
(I'm terrified.)
-Thelma Biscoe

POEM
Sitting in study hall
I can hear
Voices
From the next
Class.
Feels nice
To recognize
Friends
That are
In there.
-Thelma Biscoe

POEM
Something
Between us
Has grown
Without my being
Conscious of its presence.
It's nice to suddenly
Notice how I
Trust you.
-Thelma Biscoe
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POEM
If someone
Took away
Everything
Imagined
About us,
All that would be
Left
Would be
Tendencies.
-Thelma Biscoe

POEM
Marriage will
Be another prison.
Like a driver ' s license and
Getting a job and a
Place of your own.
I'd sure never
Want to give
Up my license
Or my job
And I don't
Want to go
Home to mom and dad .
- Thelma Biscoe

POEM
I used to
Think
Everyone
Was as
Emotional
As me.
That's what I
Used to
Think.
-Thelma Biscoe
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POEM
The little old
Lady who doesn't
Seem to know
Her shoes are
Out of date
Even i f they
Haven't been worn
Enough in the
Past ten years
To smear their
New shine.
-Thelma Biscoe
POEM
Wonder whether
My art teacher
Will notice
My page is
Filling with
Words instead of
Images .
. . . a close call.
As he moves
Nearer, I
Cross the room
For more
Paper.
Think I'll
Begin
A sketch.
-Thelma Biscoe
THE SPIRIT'S FUNERAL SONG
I dreamed he looked like an old schooner,
tattered, half sunk in the sand.
I dreamed he lay there, even when the shadow
of the brown saguaro mopped his brow.
I dreamed with open eyes he watched the coyotes
and the grey owls sang.
I dreamed the wind gently filled his black
mouth with sand.
I dreamed the sun came again and lifted its
white hot blanket to shield his face from
the icy stars.
I dreamed the dry breeze finally buried
his fiery brain with the cool earth.
I dreamed my mother cried when he didn't
come home.

-s.

Bartlow
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MOTHER
I dreamed the man was becoming restless,
hands scratching, brushing, sweating,
The air thickened around his nostrils.
I dreamed the sun painted the west windows,
Mother would be waltzing through the
cold doorway soon.
She would melt the sheets of ice that held
my feet steadfast.
I dreamed the man's pupils pounced on my
head, pounding, pounding.
I dreamed his shoes, blackwhips, cracked
at the floor, and each time the tiles
screamed , "She's not coming! She's
never coming!"
I dreamed blackened coals began filling
the room, like winter slush melting and
falling.
I dreamed my lips adhered to my teeth.
I tried to explain--she'd be here soon.
I dreamed I laughed until tears fell, like
toy soldiers marching home from battle,
and the man scratched his head,
grumbled his throat and said
mother wasn't coming home.
-Anonymous
MOTHER
I dreamed chocolate cake, moist, and so
sweet, melting in my mouth.
I dreamed the water so blue you thought
it would color your skin.
I dreamed my mama's rose perfume
like a hundred American Beauties.
I dreamed my dead horse was still
living and I was riding her soft
coat bareback.
I dreamed we were playing in the smokehouse,
and my brother whipped Charlie.
I dreamed I was wrapped in fifteen
yards of blue satin, slick and seductive.
I dreamed of sleep in Granny's
·
feather bed--softer than cotton.
I dreamed my Daddy went to war and
wrote us letters, and we were scared.
I dreamed I fell off a cliff and hit
the bottom filled with jagged rocks
that ripped my skin.
-Kathy Parker
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HEBER SPRINGS HIGH SCHOOL

FROZEN TEACHER
Ingredients: one well-fattened teacher
preferably a high school teacher since
elementary teachers are not yet ripe.
It will take a lot of tenderizer though,
since the high school teachers are harder.
Take one teacher's handbook.
Grind well and sprinkle over teacher.
Add one slice of insanity, two parts
impatience. Refrigerate.
When completely frozen, remove and hide in
bathroom to await smokers.
-Stella McCaslin

BAKED TOMBSTONES
Tombstones should be chosen with care.
Choose one off a fresh grave,
preferably off a young child's.
Sprinkle generously with dirt
gathered at midnight from a civil
war cemetery.
Place in oven and baste often with
cobweb juice.
Serve with cold lamb's blood wine.
Delicious with refried tarantulas.
-Stella McCaslin
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HOPE HIGH SCHOOL

HAIRPIN TURNS
Toes--Fenders for feet
-Jamey McMillan
Venetian Blinds--Eight Venetians with dark glasses and canes
-Anonymous
Cemetery--A worm feeding station
-Anonymous
Cemetery--Bedroom eternal
-Carol Dillard
Toes--What you use when you count over 10
-Wayman Holt
Death--Almost there
-Terry Willis
Snow--Contraction for "is now"
-Joseph D. Mayo
Teeth--keep your gums from sticking together
-Joseph D. Mayo
Piano--Musical penguins
-Charlotte Payton
Night--The sun takes a swim
-Sandra Ross
Tuba--A low blow
-Lisa Lazenby
Tonsils--Pink stalactites
-Anonymous
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Cheerios--Donut seeds
-Anonymous
Death--The final Victorian
-Stan Harris

IN THE DAYS OF MY CHILDHOOD
Thinking back to the days of my childhood
I remember all the little insignificant things.
My daddy murdered my pet wasp and
killed Molly's puppies, or so I thought.
Now I've grown up and realize that
Big people aren't big, trucks don't eat
Little kids; hut Daddy did kill
Molly's puppies.
And so it was in the days of my childhood.
-Carol Dillard

SANTA CLAUS'S CONFESSION
But that's what they told me to do, isn't it? Slide down
the chimney with a bag full of worms. Christmas is a time for
giving, you know.
The children, weren't they excited when they woke up Christmas
day to find all their little stockings crawling with the little
pets; and the tree was surrounded.
Why that's just what you ordered; the list said just bring
them something to shut them up. Worms .•• that ought to do it.
-G. Parks
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HOT SPRINGS HIGH SCHOOL

MIRRORS
He dances with me nightly
And sometimes I get to lead.
If only he would listen
I'd tell him what he needs.
-Anonymous
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JONESBORO HIGH SCHOOL

AFTER I SHOWERED
After I showered I pulled back the
flowered curtains and Hark! .... the
Herald Angels Sing! What in the world!
Here stood 8 small children singing carols
near the bathroom sink. They asked me to
join them and we hurried off .... singing
and surprising the freshly showered
people of the earth.
-Kenny Pittman
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LITTLE ROCK PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Washington Intermediate School

Loneliness is lying in bed and pulling
wallpaper off the walls.
-Scott Scherer
Loneliness is eating your four leaf clover
when there is no one to share it with .
-Anonymous

Henderson Middle School

HOW TALL TALES WERE MADE
Once there was a giant named Tall Terry.
Be was an explorer. Every year he would come
down from the neverglades and tell the wise
man stories. It got so bad the wise man had
to write them down. When Tall Terry died they
still had stories. They call them tall tales .
-Marty Abraham

Booker Junior High School

THE SILVER FISH
My silver fish started growing one half of an inch every day .
I had to get him a bigger bowl.
He was starting to turn into a brown hairy beast with
sharp teeth. Kind of like a gorilla .
We had to sell him to the zoo.
The next night I fell asleep on the sofa
I heard a knock on the door
It was the doorman with my little silver fish i n a bowl.
- Paula McGee
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NEW JEANS
Bought already used to the shape of a
body. The blue people run out in the
and the whites take over.
They fight against me and tear at the
The different territories are divided
orange trees microscopic to the human

machine
wash
knees.
by small
eye.

-Anonymous
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MABELVALE JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL

A BULLET
I am a bullet
I was owned by a robber
One night I was put into a gun
I knew something was going to happen
My owner carried me into a store
He held me out toward a man
I looked out through the end
of the barrel
The man was very scared
I heard a loud noise
I felt a pain as I was torn from
my shell
I moved very fast
I hit the man and broke the skin
The blood inside of him moved
out of my way
I hit his heart and
It kept pumping for just a few seconds
Then it quit
I did not like where I was at
It smelled and I could only see red
I wish I was still attached to my shell
A doctor finally took me out
I was the only witness to the murder
but they would not ask me so
I didn't tell them
-John Kerr

-----------------------------------~

NASHVILLE HIGH SCHOOL

POEM
Pick, pick, pick-One freckle at a time
Throw my skin away.
Its not worth much
Go for the guts.
Pick out my green eyes,
pin them on your shirt
The green matches your buttons.
Pick off my ears and add one on
to your neck.
The public creates new styles.
Pick off my fingers if your nails
won't grow.
Get some glue and stick 'em on.
My nails are already painted to
match my eyes.
If my fingers are too long-Take my Toes--please.
-Gage Dallas

POEM
I see far away into the future,
into the minds of strangers I
meet on the street. I can sense
the unhappiness that the future
holds for the wrinkled old
lady carrying her food stamps
into the grocery store. I predict
even the death of the eagle as it
crashes into the mountainside.
-Anonymous
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OSCEOLA WEST ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

FROG
Mr. Frog why do you live in
the water? Why do you eat
poor and helpless flies?
Do you want to know why
I live in the water. Because
I can't get in a tree.
I eat poor and helpless flies
because I can't eat poor and
helpless pecan pie.
-Donna
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PARAGOULD EAST ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

A POEM
One time i was a Baby
and I was little and i got
big and bigger and I was
just starting to school and it
was easy easy easy
-Tina Gail Rogers
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RISON PUBLIC SCHOOLS

POEM
graveyard--People thats had a bath that got dirty again
-Ronda Herrington

SAM-THE-MONSTER
My name is Sam. I am a hairy
monster. I am ten feet tall. People
don't like me. They think I am
mean, But I'm nice, I get very
lonesome because nobody
ever plays with me. I eat bushes.
When I get hungry enough I eat a
tree or two. In winter I like to
go where children are playing
and try to play too, but all
the children run away. So I go
back and get my own sled and
play all by myself.
-Sarah Doss
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SPRINGDALE PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Central Junior High School
WHAT IS A RAINBOW?

A rainbow can be many different things.
It can be what used to be a white ribbon
that was dipped in a bowl
full of different colors.

A rainbow can be a piece of glass
with the sun shining through it.
A rainbow can be the letter "C"
made from different kinds of material .
Or a rainbow can be just what it is-A beautiful work of nature.
-Mary K. Davis

POEM
Me and this boy were riding big wheels
and we rode to a corner where we found
two gas stations. He went to the one
across the street and I went to the one
near me. It was a two story gas station.
This lady came out and said "would you
like to buy some gas?" and I said "I
don't think so." She said "please buy
some gas, we are trying to save a cat . "
I said "where's the cat?" She pointed
to the second floor, and there was a
beautiful, white, fluffy cat. She went
and got it. She said its got a disease
called Dicker n Dicker. About that time
she squeezed the eat's neck and it stuck
out its tongue and worms were on it .
-Dawn Lawless
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Southwest Junior High School

JERRY
Jerry,
Oh, my Jerry,
What am I to do?- yeah
I'm losing you,
I don't know what to do,
I felt you slippin' away,
I'm a losing my way with you.
Oh, what could it be?
You know it's just like meTo say something wrong.
Was I away to long?
What did I do?
Whoa- Jerry, Jerry, Jerry,
What am I to do?
Jerry, Jerry, Jerry,
I'm in love with you.
Ah, you know I need you badly,
Why, - I love you madly,
Oh, I got ot have you, darling;
Don't take your love away,
Tell me that you're gonna stay.
I Don't know whenDon't think I've ever been;
so lost before,
Now you're closein' the store- on me.
How can I see why you're avoiding meIf you don't let me out.
Tell me what's it all about,
What did I do?
Whoa- Jerry, Jerry, Jerry,
What am I to do?
Jerry, Jerry, Jerry, Jerry, Jerry,
Ain't it the truth?
Ain't it the truth?
Ain't it the TRUTH?
Ah, you know I need you?
Why?- Because I love you,
Oh, I got to have you, darling,
Yea, yeah, yeah, yeah,
FADE YEAH TWICE

-To. Bongo
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FISHY
Fishy, Fishy in the brook daddy caught you
by a hook,
Mama fried you in a pan
and baby ate you like a man.
-Anonymous

MY DREAM

Once I dreamed that I was playing
with my little brother . He was
pretending that he was a cowboy on
my knee. Then all of a sudden
hestarted melting. I thought
that it was my fault.
-June Myklebust
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HOLMAN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL--STUTTGART

POEM
I saw a shadow. it looked
like a spider. it had trees for
legs, leaves for hair, owls for
eyes.
-Bruce Madsen
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UMPIRE PUBLIC SCHOOLS

THE CARROT
It's W. C. Fields' cigar.
A person standing straight and tall that has
a swelled head.
The leg of a clay horse fell off.
The pirate painted his wooden leg bright
orange so he would stand out from the rest
of the pirates.
A long wrinkled finger from a witch (or it
could be her nose).
Someone really fat sat on my basketball.
-Carla Ann Manning

THE CORN
Like a brick tower round in shape;
Like a library with too many yellow books.
The end is like a flower brown in the
middle with yellow petals.
Like so many stars jammed together on
a stick;
It's the wand of a magician;
the kernels are his tricks.
-Judi Pinkerton

BANANA
1. A boomerang that a boy has just painted yellow .
2.

An old man's nose that has hit a newly
painted park bench.

3.

A rainbow that's yellow and a little out of
shape.

4.

A giraffe's small hockey stick in his favorite
color.

5.

A yellow sword fish with a stubby nose .
-Jeff Tipton

