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Copperhead 

My frayed moccasins carry my travel-worn feet into town, 
the town with grayed buildings and unpaved streets 
filled with the animal cries of women or maybe men 
who need to be afraid and cry into the openness of stars and night. 
The spirits loom above my hatless head, 
lying in the cracked window frames 
in between broken pots of crayon-red flowers. 
Bars house the men, 
the men who belong to their wives no more. 
On a barstool, troubles ease 
into the cold, brown liquid 
shining in its eagerness for gloom. 
I'll only stay tonight, I think, 
and then I'll move to the next town. 
No one notices my wandering eyes 
in the midst of bright red skies of scorn. 
I cannot stay-this town will devour me too. 
Onward I will press. 
If only my feet didn't sting when I walked, 
and my back didn't cry from the splinters lodged throughout. 

-Rebecca McDaniel 

2000 Anthology Editors: Amy Nawrocki, Bethany Edstrom, and Alison Pelegrin 
Cover Illustrations: Students at Manila Elementary School 
Anthology Design and Layout: Bethany Edstrom 
Title Poem: Rebecca McDaniel from Forrest City High School 
Faculty Advisor: James Whitehead 
Special Thanks: Tara Bray 
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About This Anthology 

The Writers in the Schools Program is now in its 28th year. Overseen by 
Professor Emeritus James Whitehead, led by co-directors Alison Pelegrin and 
Amy Nawrocki, and staffed by graduate students in the Programs in Creative 
Writing at the University of Arkansas, the WITS program strives to encourage 
students to use sensory details to transform their ideas into well-crafted 
poetry and fiction. 

The poems and short stories in this collection represent the work of students 
in elementary, middle, and high schools all over Arkansas. We believe this 
anthology to be our best ever. At some schools, students worked to create 
innovative metaphors and similes to describe the ordinary objects around 
them. Other students wrote poems in the form of letters, and some created 
personas-other people through whose eyes the world of the poems are 
revealed. Some classes invented their own towns and populated them with 
interesting and unusual people, and at some schools, WITS staff encouraged 
students to write for the sheer joy of the language, without any instructions 
except to combine words in interesting and unusual ways. 

Arkansas Writers in the Schools is grateful to all of the students we visited 
this year, and to the teachers and administrators who worked with us to 
arrange these visits. Thanks also to those at the University of Arkansas who 
contributed time and effort toward our program and to the production of this 
anthology, especially Chad Andrews. We are grateful as well to the staff of 
Printing Services. 

To the best of our knowledge, this anthology consists entirely of student work. 
Our editors do correct spelling and some grammatical errors, but no other 
intentional changes have been made to the poems and stories in the produc
tion of this anthology. 

We invite you to read and enjoy the work of these Arkansas students. If you 
have questions or wish to know more about Arkansas Writers in the Schools, 
please contact us at (SOl) 575-4301 or wits@cavern.uark.edu. 
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Arch Ford Co-op 
Plumerville, AR 

Faculty Contact; Polly Bakker 
Visiting Writers: Peter Kessler, Sandy Longhorn, Amy Nawrocki, 

and Tony Tost 

Necklace 

A necklace is like a snake wrapping 
around your neck. When you fasten 
the necklace together it is like a dumb 
snake biting its tail. The pretty parts 
of a necklace are the patterns of a snake's 
body. A bit white dot on a snake is like 
a diamond in the middle of a necklace. 
It hisses when it goes against my 
clothes just like a snake. Necklaces have 
bumpy chains like scales of a snake. 
When it's time to take it off, the snake 
realizes that it's biting its own tail. 

-Jenny Redfern 

Chalkboard 

Green slate suspended 
history and future with a mark. 

- Renae McCloud 

Carrots 

We, wavelike 

As people, we are waves 
colossal and low tide 
we retract and reciprocate 
we expose and hide. 

-Smitty Ward 

The carrots glare at me from my plate, lonely on my 
fork, getting cold, bored on my plate. I lift them up, 
excited carrots on my fork ready to be eaten then they're 
put back down. Their sorrow fills the table as they shiver 
in the cold room. 

-Landon Glover 
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The Park 

The park giggles 
With the young children 
Playing on a summer day. 
The park sobs 
With the little boy 
Who fell down. 
The park whistles 
With the man 
Reading his newspaper. 
The park gasps 
With the mother 
Whose baby fell down. 

-Leslee Fowler 

Mothers 

My mother is like a house, 
warm and firm, you can•t bring 
her down, she keeps you 
from the cold, will stay with 
you till she•s old, she will 
protect you from the rain, 
she will take away the 
pain, she smells like 
cookies in the kitchen, she 
feels tense after a hard 
day of work, like a house 
feels when it•s been through 
a storm, my mother loves 
me, like a house loves 
the sun after a long rain. 

-Mycah Patrick 

Autumn Sights 

The rippling creek flows 
gently over rocks. The 
leaves of many colors float 
in the water. 
The rustle in the treetops 
floods memories of ghosts 
in summer nights. 
I sit on the damp 
rocks and listen to the 
silence around me. 

-Kala Lasater 

Who is she? 

The shiny buckles restrain her in a position as 
if she was the carved goddess at the crest of a 
ship. She notices the room she is in. The padded 
walls flow like a vast ocean, wave after wave 
peaking over the horizon. 

-Matt Brucker 
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The Drano of Life 

My head is clogged, filled with the beard trimmings 
of other thoughts. 

The clogged mess in my brain filters and traps all 
deep thoughts and only lets the simplest 

Ideas trickle through. If only I could have the 
Drano of life. 

What Frustration! 

My Home 

My home sits high 
on a hill 
Like the flame 
on a black candle. 

-Lindsey Cantwell 

Oil Kissed Wings 

Sun 

The glare of me I know is strong, beating 
on your back. 
Though I would like to ease up, I know 
I can not slack 
My hands of fire flickering, lashing through the sky 
My body so round and perfect 
you'd think I could fly 
Every day I'm what you see. 
Did you ever think of what it is like to be me? 

-Mallory McCormick 

emerging from an antiquified land I gaze upon 
the hollowed earth before me - choking on my own willpower 

held together by the last string of my heart 
the monarch that has come to rule me sleeps 

a sip of bitter poison leads me to smile at her 
death and accept my own 

-Jessica Weekley 
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(untitled) 

The mockingbird sits upon the sycamore 
tree and eats some limes off the 
ground and watches the plums 
blossom and the little boy flips 
the mechanical toy on the black 
grass and the sky turns dark 
with rows of stars and the 
boy rakes up a belly of leaves as 
a snail sets out for Australia, where 
the seagulls cry and a 
gray mist sits upon the face 
of the sea as the tide runs 
against the wind's song. The boy 
goes inside from the drawn day 
and his mom says sweet dreams 
as her hand dances. 

-Sophie Campbell 

The Channel Surfer 

The Salvation Army at X-Mas 

As you walk through the door, 
they're passing out greetings 
like a farmer sowing his seeds. 
Annoying as it is, you feel 
welcome, like you've known 
the people forever. 
As you mechanically reach 
for your money, you 
remember the people behind it. 

-Jonathan Kelley 

From inside my room I can see the sunlit evening. 
I boundlessly leap from Comedy Central to MTV, 
struggling to find priceless programming. 
Though commercial breaks leave me with despair, 
the antique land of prime time will help me find a sit-com. 
With my remote as my sword I conquer the demons 
of reruns. 

-Josh Richards 
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Arkansas River Co-op 
Camden Elementary 

Pine Bluff, AR 
Faculty Contact: Amy Hoskins 

Visiting Writers: Steven Trulock and Andy Albertson 

In a Tornado 

In a tornado it sounds like a train 
when you are beside the track, 
when a band is playing by you. 
In a tornado it looks like a pillow 
when it busts, black feathers 
fly everywhere. In a tornado 
it feels like a lot of rocks hitting you 
a lot of times. In a tornado it smells 
like garbage that got knocked out 
of a trash can. In a tornado it tastes 
like dust at the tip of your tongue. 

-Travis Rushing 

Witches Stew 

Wival crival wiggle and crawl 
snakes snails bears claws 
worms eyeballs rotten tails 
all the kind of stuff that smells. 
Mud, leaves, frog legs. Would you 
like to take a bite? It's better than 
scrambled eggs. Monster tongues, 
bee's stingers, maybe it will all be neater. 
Chicken bones, slime all the time; 
I know I'm making a yucky rhyme. 
A crow's toe, I wish I can add one 
hundred year old dough. Bat wings, 
spider webs, rhino's horn, buffalo 
hair Wuuuul!! I forgot when I was born. 
1805-1833-What will it be? It doesn't 
matter to me. 

-Mitchell Mosley 

Dennis Rodman Distant Brother With Bob Dole 

Recent studies show Dennis Rodman and Bob Dole are brothers 
through their alien history. Now people wonder if it's a mystery or a lie. 
Dole denies the comment about the so-called "brotherhood" and says, 
"I haven't had any history with the mystery Dennis Rodman." Although Rodman 
admitted, "We are alien brothers," he has not been seen since 
that day. That alone leads people to think they are really are out there. 

-Kyle Dempsey 
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Love 

Watermelon Turns to Gold Overnight 
& Sprouts Arms & Legs & Runs Away 

Last night a watermelon grew overnight. 
A farmer planted a seed and it grew into a giant 
watermelon. The next day it turned to gold. 
The farmer flipped out and started screaming 
"Pm rich, Prn rich" over and over. So the next 
night it sprouted legs and ran off because it did not 
want the farmer to be rich. It is now a horne for bees 
to make honey. 

-Brianna Pennington 

7 -year-old Pageant Winner Goes To Get 

Her Crown and Finds Canned Earthworms 

7-year-old Kristen Jasten is a millionaire from pageants. 
Her first All-American-Girl award and what do they give her? 
Earthworms. Morn goes to complain. She said, "What on Earth 
were you thinking to give her worms. Of all the nerve--you jerks!" 
So watch out when you win cans for prizes ... could be a can of worms. 

-Anonymous 

Love is like a candle. It burns 
and it burns until you blow it out. 
Once you blow it out, it's gone 
and your wax hardens. 

-Andrea Miller 
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Arkansas River Co-op 
Townsend Park Intermediate 

Pine Bluff, AR 
Faculty Contact: Amy Hoskins 

Visiting Writers: Tara Bray, Tiffany Denman, Bethany Edstrom, and 
Alison Pelegrin 

Apples 

The apple sat in a basket in the kitchen 
on the table with its friends and family. 

The window is up and the curtains are flying blowing 
cold winter air on the apples, they are very cold. 

Then all of a sudden, the apple's owner comes in without a shirt, 
showing his muscle. While the little boy is showing his muscle, 

his mom walks in 
and says That is why you have a cold now 
and why is this window open? 

As the mom is closing the window, a bird 
flies in, so she and the son run upstairs, while the boy 

says Stay here Mom, I will go to Jack's house and get a net 
to get the bird out. About the time he got back, 

the bird was eating the apple, while the apple was screaming and the boy 
was mad because his friend 

would not let him borrow his net 
so the boy opened the window and 

the bird felt the warm hot weather and other birds 
singing so the bird went out and began to sing 

while I closed the window and said Mom you can come down now. 
When she came down, the boy was putting Band-Aids on the apple. 

-Regina Lynn Lee 

Super Stars 

The stars glow into Hercules every night. 
I want to fly billions of miles into the sky 
to see the sparklers glow like emeralds. 
Surely their song is like the trumpets of angels. 
In my hand a piece of star is a cold, silver rock. 

-Class Poem 
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Ugly Ships & 
Pirates 

An ugly ship 
full of drunk 
sailors all 
asleep and dreaming 
of big bottles of 
rum and lots 
of treasure 
all of them know 
that may come 
true for they 
are pirates with 
nasty teeth and 
peg legs and 
maybe a patch 
over the eye. 

Tired Old Firefighters 

The difficulty of lives is to help save lives 
and to help others save others. 
And the weeping cry of the baby inside 
that burning house that night. And the tired old 
man who died. And that pregnant woman who 
was burned alive. And that little kid who had 
third degree burns and suffered his life with burns 
on his body and how painful he felt. And he 
lived his life without a mother and without a dad. 
And the firefighter who risked his life and barely 
stayed alive. And the firetruck with no water inside. 
And the people who died. Let them live in heaven. 
The fireman who was scared to go inside 
and the crackling of the hot coals and the blazes 
high in the sky. And he was scared and wanted to live 
and not die, and then the people who died inside 
the house and the fireman that was scared to go inside. 

-Jason W. 

-Bradley Lewis 

Silver Money 

Silver money sobs in the pocket when you take it out of the dryer. 

It is very hot when you pick it up and it dissolves away. 

Oranges fall from the tree under the moon. 

Blackbirds sing when the sun rises. 

Silver money appears like that. 

One second you don't have any money, the next you do. 
How did this happen? you think to yourself. 

Silver money just pops up like that. 

-Carlita Edwards 
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Gold 

a 
gold 
light 
shines 
and 
I 
see 
a 
yellow 
bee 
I 
look 
at 
the 
sky 
and 
clouds 
I 
read 
a 
book 
and 
in 
the 
book 
it 
mentions 
fire. 

-Alyssa Thomas 

Shoes 

Shoes wake up in the morning and jump 
on your feet as you walk to the bus stop 
and on the bus the shoes sit still. 
While the other shoes walk off 
and those shoes get off last as I walk 
to breakfast and walk to class. While you 
are doing your work, your shoe 
is taking a look at all the other shoes. 
Your shoe says, I have new classmates every day. 

-Regina Lynn Lee 

A Snowy Day 

I'm sitting in the kitchen 
looking at my brother throwing 
snowballs using his muscles 
saying Look brother look at me 
I can hit the bird with a snowball 
I'm going to look for some more birds 
Do you want some pizza, I asked 
Yes, as he comes racing through 
the deep white snow. 

-Montrey Walker 

The Lake 

The lake is beautiful. It is a 
quiet and beautiful place. 
It has brown cold water. 
The place where I stood was hollow 
with nothing in its place. 
"There!" A peaceful hawk 
hollered like a train whistle. 
The bird's shadow was as black 
as my hair, and was moving 

To A Poor Old Woman 

A woman walks down the street 
she says Will you help me please? 
I will give you a jacket for 
your knees. 

-Johnthan Swill 
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along with the bird, 
The bird was dark brown, 
black, and white. 
The lake was fun and peaceful. 
The lake was peaceful 
like talking to a snail. 

-Kayla Grantham 



Oh, How I Love Ohio 

I like Ohio, the land with lots of bayous. 
The water is as clear as the waterfall in Hot Springs. 
The trees are as hollow as a little ornament 
with nothing in it. 
The pigeon is as beautiful as a midnight summer sky. 
The shadow is as black as an alley on 5th Avenue. 
The color green makes me sing 
with a little hummingbird. 
I like Ohio, the state with the football team 
Ohio State University, the I Love You state. 

-Stacy L. Kimble 

Ode to the Ant 

Oh, microscopic and faithful ant, 
you run for your colony but never pant. 
You're a patriot from the start-

Small Red Potatoes 

As I sit in the dried fields 
watching birds squawking 

in the sun's dusty light 
as I sit at the 

dinner table 
I watch the 

melting 
butter melt 

on my 
small red 
potato. 

-Nathaneal Laray Bufflin 

When serving your queen you give your heart. 
When time to fight you defend 
While your lazy queen sits on her end. 
Oh, a medal you deserve, 
But the queen says that is absurd. 
There is no king to rule that queen, 
So any way it goes, she's still lean. 
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Arkansas River Co-op 
Coleman Intermediate 

Pine Bluff, AR 
Faculty Contact: Amy Hoskins 

Visiting Writers: Tara Bray, Tiffany Denman, Bethany Edstrom, and 
Alison Pelegrin 

Dragonfly 

If I were a dragonfly, 
I would flitter quickly over the river, 
looking everywhere with many eyes, 
Catching an occasional mosquito, 
or other small bug. 
I could hover, four-winged, over trees and grass, 
Making a faint buzzing sound, 
Dodging children•s butterfly nets. 
I wish I were a dragonfly, 
but it didn•t work out that way. 
I can•t cruise over the creeks and rivers of the world. 

-Eric Goodwin 

A Deadly Game 

(untitled) 

In late spring on a golden morning, 
I could hear the jab jab bird•s whistling. 
I could see the small shadows of butterflies 
landing on the vague white flowers 
of the tum-tum tree. 
The beauty of the wild-colored river 
was almost too magnificent to gaze at. 

-S. Hartfield 

A weird insurance salesman with an eye of a blackbird made weird poems and rhythms. 
As he rode in a glass coach passing the tum-tum tree, a sniper aimed at his head playing 
a deadly game. He saw a balloon man and asked for his help, so the balloon man ate the 
sniper. While the balloon man was eating the sniper, the weird insurance salesman with 
the eye of a blackbird threw a hand grenade at him and killed the balloon man. So he 
went to the dead balloon man and said "never play deadly games." 

- Terrezz Reams 
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Or eo 

I have never eaten an Oreo with cheese, 
but I have tried it with peanut butter 
and not once did I shiver while I chewed. 
To wash it down I drank a glass of water 
that tasted like dirt from Texas. 
Some day I will try an Oreo with ketchup, 
instead of white cream it'll be red ketchup. 
I'll break the cookie with my razor sharp teeth 
and stuff a piece of cheese between. 
While my sister watches my shadow, I'll swallow 
the Oreo. 

-Monique Coleman 

The Tiger's World 

This mysterious creature leaps 
on his captured prey and feeds quietly. 
His mystic powers seem to melt 
my heart as I look into a tiger's world. 
He so gracefully and diligently moves 
through the crude forest so lush. Hunters try 
so hard to capture the wonderful world 
of a tiger. When one succeeds, 
the clouds drop heavy tears in the form 
of freezing rain upon the canopy above 
and all grows still and quiet. 

-Heather Hugen 

17 

We Are One 

The wind whirled 
to tell us we are one. 
The waves grabbed us and 
said we are one. The 
flames stained the 
tree to say we 
are one. The noble 
king said come 
and we shall be 
one. The monarch 
butterfly whispered 
to us, and said we 
are one. The horses ran 
beside us and said we 
are one. Finally, at home, 
at last, my mom, my dad, 
and me are all one. 
My friends, we are one. 
And I at last I say we 
are all one. 

-Perry Jo Pickering 



The War 

I whirl in the autumn winds imagining the golden bird. There were snipers shooting and 
throwing bombs and other things. One sniper was shooting while I was running for cover. 
I kept running until I found a tum-tum tree to take cover. Then the bullets were ricochet
ing off of the tum-tum tree. Then I saw a butterfly flying in the air land on a trap. The trap 
snapped and killed the butterfly. 

-Kevin Weekley 

Perfect Man with the Perfect Car 

It was late January at 12:00 in a car, 
they drove away in a beautiful convertible Eclipse. 
It was Blush Red with spike tires but it was also 
really tight and the man who was driving had muscles 
bigger than the Grand Canyon. When he stood up 
he looked as red as a strawberry but smelled 
like raspberries-he was the perfect man in the perfect car. 
She looked at him, and you could see the tears 
in her eyes of happiness. They both had birthdays 
in January and they both felt right for each other. 
It was the perfect man with the perfect car. 

-Jessie Southerland 

My Soul is Trapped 

One door, a maid. Another door, 
a man in striped pajamas. The key 
to a soul, not to the exit. 
Blue eyes, spirit-yes, the soul 
is like the thin moon folded 
like a scarf that I will never see again. 

-Shannon Smith 
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The Wolf I Fell In Love With 

I once saw a wolf that looked 
like a snowy white forest, who was wounded 
by a huge blazing deer in the red wood canyon. 
By sundown he was halfway dead. 
I found the wolf in the snow one evening 
and I felt its fur-it felt like silk. One night 
somebody tried to rob me, and the wolf 
got mad-1 thought I saw flames in its eyes. 
It swallowed the man alive. 

-Kevin Robbins 

Broken Like Mist 

I was of three minds 
the day the little 
lame balloon man 
shot a goat-footed 
bullet at me. Instead 
of it hitting my 
glass coach it hit 
my mudluscious tum
tum tree, which is 
my jab jab bird's 
home. A sniper 
came up, snicker
snack, snicker-
snack, and said 
a man and a 
woman are one 
and jabber walked off. 

-Candy May 

Edge of Town 

1965: I'm sitting in Poland at a small place 
at the edge of town. Big oaks overhead, 
blue jays and mockers singing. 
The sun is drifting down down down, 
and while the sun is going down I get up 
and start to walk home. It starts to rain 
in my way, I run faster and faster. 
I walk inside. The glass of water 
I left on the table begins to shake 
from the thunder overhead. 
I light a candle and begin 
thinking of what I will do 
tomorrow. 

-Joey Wynne 
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Arkansas School for the Blind 
Little Rock, AR 

Faculty Contact: Anne Mitchell 
Visiting Writers: Alison Pelegrin and Chelsea Rathburn 

(untitled) 

I am a pillar, 

(untitled) 

My beloved the things you touch, they turn into gold. 
But when you see people, they rejoice into flower. 
When they say what they mean, they mean what they 
say, but when they say it. It revolves around you but 
when I see you my heart will go in tears. But with my 
lips on your lips we can make anger. 

-Ketron Collins 

I go unnoticed with the weight of a building 
on my back, 
people walk around and under me 
everyday, 
cursed for being in the way, 
here I stay, 
day by day, 
strong as citrus in a lime, 
yet enduring as time. 
And of all of the things that will come to pass, 
here I'll stand tall and vast. 

-Eric Stillwater 
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A Cane 

A cane is a long, thin, cold piece of metal. 
It folds, you move it 
from side to side 
like a dog wagging its tail. 
It can be different colors 
like a tail can also be different colors. 
Like a dog, a cane is helpful 
to the person that it's with. 
A cane is the eyes of a blind person 
like a dog is a companion to anybody. 

-Gustavo Manzanales 



(untitled) 

His fingers are like twigs, the skin which surrounds them wrinkled and dry. They shake as 
he folds them in his lap. Once in a while they slowly move to change the picture on the TV 
screen. The small house he sits in is like a late night dream that's blurred through crying 
eyes. Why do you make the woman you care for labor over you so? His old gray eyes 
moved from the screen to mine and he fades out, and from the air I hear "because she will." 

-Joy Watson 

When I look into your eyes 

Hopeless 

Your hands are rougher than sand. 
Your hands do more work than your feet. 
You pull clothes out of one basket and 
put them into another. You fold some 
of them and you hang the rest. 
Hope is a city where all people 
are always looking for something 
they can't buy at a store. 
Why do you choose to live in 
the little town of Hope? 
Because this is the place where your 
mother left you and I had no
where else to go. 

-Sarah Faris 

When I look in your eyes a cool breeze 
comes to my heart. When I look in your eyes 
love comes to my mind. When I look in your 
eyes the moon shines brightly. When I 
look into your eyes my heart melts 
and a smile comes to my face. 
When I look into your eyes I see the burning 
of fire. When I look into your eyes the stars 
sparkle brightly in the night sky. When I 
look in yours I see my life flash before my eyes. 

-Nivea Stewart 
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Arkansas School for the Blind Return Trip 
Little Rock, AR 

Faculty Contact: Anne Mitchell 
Visiting Writers: Alison Pelegrin and Chelsea Rathburn 

Y City 

Why does the neighbor's incrazed dog 
try to eat my bob-tailed cat? 
Why are the pumps at the Total station 
always broken? Why is there only 
one traffic light Why do I live 
in the middle of nowhere 
Why does no one know where 
I live? 
Why is there one restaurant? 

-Jennifer Macero 

Ode To Sweet Potato Pie 

Smell A Flower 

Stop for a moment, take a 
deep breath! Do you recognize that 
far away smell, that sweetness? Look below 
your feet! A flower is what you 
smell, but you can't get the full effect! 
Go ahead and kneel, pluck it from its 
place! Don't you think the colors are bright 
today? Bring it close to your eyes, 
closer, now lower it slightly till it's 
just above your lips. Then 
now take a deep breath before 
you throw it away, you see, you 
smell the sweetness! You smell a 
flower! Do you want to do it again? 

-Joy Watson 

Oh how sweet is it my sweet potato pie? Enjoying 
that piece that's mine. It's just too tasty to gulp 
down. It may be the best tasting pie I ever 
will have. It is out of this world. The pie is probably 
1 out of 10 pies I ever had. It could be a recipe for this 
great tasting pie. Made from the right sweet potato in the 
garden. But, I must be dreaming in the world of the 
pie. 

-Jeremy Baldwin 
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Voices 

The gold dust of your voice 
and twenty-five cents 
can buy a cup of coffee. 
If I was to hear 
a voice as sweet 
as candy, everyday I would give you 
twenty-five cents a day just 
to hear your sweet sweet voice. 
The sweet voice would reply in a 
sweet way thank you and 
see you later. 

-Jeremy Millwood 

Notes From A Bloody Palm 
-after Pablo Casals 

I have practiced all morning and night 
up and down, my fingers 
flow with passion of remorse from 
learning the movement of song. The 
feeling of love surrounds the room 
while I try my hardest to accomplish 
my goal of being the only one 
to play some of the best music 
ever. I wish everyone would just 
feel my feeling of composure! 

-Roy Miller 

Ode To The Definitive Work 

Hittin show fire licks 
performing sequence tricks 
analog to digital it's all legit 
from the round purple buttons 
to the clear crystal stand 
and the ebony and ivories 
engulf my attention span 
that's the plan, the plan is 
to make a million 
or at least one single 
and my children can do the sequel 
I don't care how long it takes 
I just want to reach people, 
teach people, and make more hits 
than the Beatles. 

-Kevin Kennard 

Sights and Sounds 

Flying dragons, and 
star dancers. Laughing birds galore. 
Moon polishers ask what's in store! The 
earth's music answers them with a strong 
voice. The brightness of the sun is 
turned down some more. The galaxy 
opens its doors! It beckons to us though 
we don't know it anymore! Keep on 
laughing though the joke makes no more 
sense to me. Shut your eyes tightly never 
to open again. Keep your ears open 
and listen closely. 

-Joy Watson 
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Augusta Elementary 
Augusta,AR 

Faculty Contact: John James 
Visiting Writers: Veronica Schuder and Nathan Altman 

Love is Blind 

Love is blind. I can see myself jumping into a deep blue sea. 

Love is deaf. I can hear birds sing. 

Love can't smell. I can smell sunflowers. 

Love can't taste but I can taste the diamonds. 

-Danielle Rowe 

My Friend Megan 

My friend Megan is playing. 
She likes to play every day. 

My Cousin 

My cousin is cooking. 
She sees the cake rising. 
She hears a baby crying. 
She feels the hot pan against her hand. 
She smells the cookies. 
She touches the brownies to see if they are hot. 
She dreams of a place where you can 
eat all you want and never get fat. 

-Megan Dawson 

She smells her mother cooking tacos. 
It sounds like hens in the barn. 
She sees her mother fiXing her plate. 
She's never out of her mother's sight. 
She touches her mother's hand. 
She tastes the tacos and oh! It's good. 

She dreams of playing in a barn full 
of hay and singing in the sun of floating clouds. 

-Havetta Williams 
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Love Potion #2 

Use a gallon of love. 
Add a cup of truth. 
Add a teaspoon of faith. 
Add a dash of sweetness. 
Add a pinch of meanness 
because you can always make up. 

-Charale Lamontez 

Snowy River 

The breeze blew through 
the sky as the polar bear 
stood without fear 
in the white snowy river. 
Where her babies lie untouched 
by the breeze of wind, the sea gulls 
fly by laughing at them. 

-Fay Brown 

Spring 

Spring is coming, did you hear? 
It broke out of winter>s prison. 
Now the countryside is lush with green 
instead of being covered with a white 
blanket of snow. 

-Anonymous 

Cheeseburger 

I am a cheeseburger. 
I like to wear sesame seeds on my buns. 
I don>t like to wear onions 
because they make me smell 
like a person,s mouth. When I am put into 
a bag, I just know I am going 
to get bit on like a slimy dog bone 
after a dog has chewed on it. 
That is my life. 

-Andrew Gonzales 
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Baldwin Elementary 
Paragould, AR 

Faculty Contact; Christy Blackshear 
Visiting Writers: Mark Cherry and Peter Kessler 

Paragould 

My favorite place in Paragould 
Is the library. I like the library 
Because I always 
Read there. 
When I go there I almost 
Fly to 
The horror and mysteries, 
Or I jump to the 
Strange legends. Sometimes 
I grab five or six 
Books. I read three in one day. 
That is my 
Favorite 
Place. 

-Mallory Price 

Tub County 

Everybody in the world 
would be running around in 
Tub County. It would smell 
like Strawberry Shampoo, 
Strawberry Condtioner, and Strawberry 
Soap. Tub County would taste 
like scummy earthworms. You would 
see pink duck prints on the floor. 
You can hear a running waterfall 
in the distance. The walls would 
feel wet and slimy. That's 
what Tub County is. 

-Marisa Hitt 
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Being a 4 G Teacher 

When I wake up I 
Have to go to school 
Early then when the students 
Come in I always have to 
Remind them to unpack 
their backpacks and put 
their coats on the hook. 
Then they have to answer 
The geography quiz then 
Go to math then they go 
Out to recess. Then they go 
To reading when they come 
Back we go to lunch. Later 
After lunch we do science and 
Social studies. Then we go 
Home. I bet she feels tired 
After a long day of hard work. 

-Kayla Roach 



The Past 

It feels good to be in the 
past because I can remember 
my brother and sister,s names. 
I like to think about them 
because I have not seen 
them for five years straight. 
I like the memories we 
shared together. The law 
said I can,t see them, talk 
to them, and I can,t write 
to them. 

-Dustin 

Different Things 

If I was a turtle, I 
would be called Daniel. If 
my fish was a fruity pebble, I 
would probably eat it. If a dog 
was a chicken, I would tell my dad 
to kill it so he can eat it. If 
my hair was twizzlers I would 
eat my hair until I was bald. 
If my teeth were coton candy 
I would try to pull all my teeth 
out and eat them. 

-Rebekah Eno 
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Drummer 

Drumming is interesting 
Because when you are 
Playing drums you 
Are exercising. Drumming 
Is a good job because 
You can learn new 
Songs like When Your 
Hair Brush Is Mine, 
Sweet Home Alabama. 
When you are a drummer 
You get to be on T.V. 

-Scott Baldwin 

Grandparents 

My grandmother 
and grandfather 
are going to 
split after thirty 
years together 
that long. Now 
I am going to 
miss them not 
together. 
I feel like 
I am going 
to be weird 
from now 
on. 

-Steve Hackney 



Bradford Elementary 
Bradford, AR 

Faculty Contact: Nolan Brown 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom 

Big Black Biting Killer Ants 

The dark color of an ant's body, 
the painful sting of their warm, hot stingers, 
the sound of the work they do. 
How beautiful you are, my ants without arms. 

-Lee Slattery 

Love 

Love circles like moths. 
It is a wonderful thing. 
Love can be found anywhere, 
on the black cap of a boy, 
on the pink bow of a girl. 
Love is hissing in bodies. 
Dream to the beat of my heart. 
Dream of spreading your wings. 
Dream that you can tell 
what you feel inside. 
Love shapes itself. 
It cries out loud like the moon chimes. 
As you watch the person you love, 
drops of mercy flow from your eyes. 
Love is like a swan's song. 
It flies like horses. But then again, 
it's just a snowflake on the roof, isn't it? 

-Nichole Smith 
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Lora's Life 

Lora's life was like a bottle 
going down steam, 
sometimes rough like a river, 
sometimes as smooth as a pond. 
In all the cases, she kept her will 
like an odd daffodil in a bed of roses. 

-Zackery Wade 

A Quiet Normal Life 

A life is empty without a soul. 
The life we have should be lit up 
so we can see inside ourselves. 
We turn on the light to see what 
we hear, but all we have to do 
is listen to our heart. Whisper 
like a raccoon or wrestle 
a loud voice that hurts your life. 
Rip open a book and read it 
until you understand. Muscle 
your way through your anger 
and shyness until they give up. 
But I will have a quiet normal life. 

-Jake Thomas 



My Crazy Cousin 

My cousin is crazier than a psycho in a truck. 
But when he gets real crazy, he sounds 
like a tornado coming down a path. 
When it's time to go, he will decompose 
to being calm. But when he comes back over, 
he sprouts up and goes crazy again. 
He changes moods like a gearshift in a Chevy. 

-Matt Johnson 

Ebau 

1. 

His hands bristle with sharp knuckles 
like those of a rose bed. He picks up 
a book and tears it apart in frustration, 
the frustration of a hunter with prey 
out of reach. 

2. 

He likes to think of breaking 
glass and burning 
wood as if something 
were trapped in him. 

3. 

He dreams people would leave him alone 
about his hair, and he is popular. 

4. 

At home he is comforted. 
Still a tear falls from his white 
as paper skin. When will it stop? 
he screams. When will it stop? 

-Beau Wire 
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The Tick of a Clock 

The tick of a clock is just like time in 
your life. 

The tick of a clock is just like the 
seconds in the wind. 
The tick of a clock is just like the 

minutes in the sky. 
The tick of a clock is just like the 

hours in the grass. 

-Dane Piker 



Bradford Elementary Return Trip 
Bradford, AR 

Faculty Contact: Nolan Brown 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Paul Karns 

Fall of a Wall 

Under an undermined and shot-bruised wall 
A too-bold captain perished by the fall, 
Whose brave misfortune, happiest people ever, 
That had a town for a tomb, his honest bones to hide. 

-Jesse Robinson 

The Fire Dragon 

Dragon of fire 
That is what the old guy told me 
His eyes were like burning lava. 

Star 

star 
golden fly without wings 
always happy without doubts 
five triangles show their wisdom 
showing bright yellow light 
guessing who you are flying without wings 

star 

-Jonah McDougal 

His face was completely covered with slimy scales 
Like that of a fish or lizard. 
He was full of wisdom in his heart. 
He had scars of pain and anguish 
He was as shocking as Japanese parades 
But only his eyes were the cause of the name, the Fire 
Dragon. 

-Jerris English 
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The Storm of Dowdee 

Captain Don Durk was out in the sea 
When a big storm came rumbling down. 
Then Durk heard a big splash, then he saw the huge wave 
Captain Durk did. 
He heard the lightning crackle and the thunder boom. 
After the storm, Captain Don Durk of Dowdee 
Returned to Dowdee barely alive. 
A woman screamed and everyone cried. 
Don Durk of Dowdee barely made them. 
Now Don Durk is sitting at home thinking 
He thought real hard and then it hit him. 
Don Durk make an anouncement. He said he 
Was giving up being a pirate and he's going to be 
A ballarina for the rest of his life. 

-Brandon Boatman 

Teachers 

The sound of kids entering the room 

(untitled) 

With a ching, with a chung, with a 
chang, with a chong 
Fortune cookies are always wrong 
With a crack, with a crunch, 
let's go eat lunch 
On a fortune cookie I will munch. 

-Sean Lindsey 

Sounds like 5 semi-trucks driving along the interstate 
side by side. 
The sound of glass shattering comes to my ears as 
2 children are fighting outside. 
The sounds of whining like a small cat as I 
assign the homework for the night. 
The argument I share with the star track player about 
doing the assignment before the meet reminds me of 
a dog chasing a cat. 
The sound of a desk hitting the floor as the kids horseplay 
around the room sounds like a bang from a cartoon. 

-Ashley Sarringan 
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Buffalo Island Central East 
Leachville, AR 

Facu1ty Contact: Ms. Garrison 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Paul Karns 

The Deer and Huntsman 

The huntsman creeps upon the deer. 
But the deer is wise and has no fear. 
Bang goes the gun. 
And how the deer runs. 
You missed, laughs the deer. 
And off he leaps full of joy 
and cheer. 
The huntsman, tired, takes a seat. 
Saying you just wait, some 
day we'll meet. 
But behind a tree the deer hisses, 
He won't get me he always misses 
While the one deer laughs the 
other deer cringes 
For they know the hunter will 
be back for revenge. 

-Lindsey Smith 

(untitled) 

The sun looks into its moon mirror 
and gives the world a light. 

-Eric Puckett 
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(untitled) 

Warm things are beautiful 
like a hot bowl of 
soup on a winter day. 
Like my bed 
when I climb in. 
Like my father's 
seat after he climbs 
out. Cold things are beautiful 
like a swimming pool 
on a hot 
day. Like a cool glass 
of ice water. Like 
a cold seat in 
the morning. 

-Maegan Cantrell 



Fireforefiddle 

Fireforefiddle is a dragon that 
is always setting 

fires. 

He is a green and yellow dragon 
who is always at 
the scene of the 

crime 

But there is something you should 
know about Fireforefiddle 

he is always 
lying 

When he does something and wants 
no one to know he will 

cover it up with a 
big fat lie 

but 
everyone seems to 

believe him 

Once he set a fire on 
South Down Lane 

He blamed it on a man near 
the fire 

his name was 
Quaxo 

Quaxo 
is a nice 

innocent man 
who always wore a 
big black top hat. 

April 25, 1989, they found who 
was guilty 

Who was it? 
Do you know? 

it was 

Fireforefiddle 

-Lauryn Smith 
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The Town 

The town as it sets 
like a ship waiting to port. 

As the moon shines to its sails 
Like a faithful friend 

As it rises and sets 
like a record that will never change 

As its beauty fllls the sky 
It's like a glistening jewel 

Worn on the neck of a Queen 
As she wanders, and waits 

Like a lonely shadow 
Wondering, waiting for a friend 

A friendship as true as 
the true blue sky. 

The town waits, and wonders. 

-Brannah Barrett 

The Island 

The island sits on 
top of the ocean 
smelling the coconuts 
on the trees. While 
listening to the tropical 
breeze that floats 
by, the birds on 
the island are quiet. 

-Lonnie Cole 



Buffalo Island Central West 
Monette,AR 

Faculty Contact: Kima Stewart 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Michael Pagano 

Anthony Sims The Police Man 

Anthony Sims is like a movie that never ends. 
When he makes food you have to get another plate. 
On his break he gets to relax like he's sailing on an ocean. 
His '97 Ford Mustang never seems to run out of gas. 
When he's on duty you may hear him say "Freeze!" 
His car is white and blue and has the word sheriff on it. 
He's a police officer and his name is Anthony Sims. 

-Anthony Sims 

A Good Shot But Too Late 

A Storm 

Cord shoots the ball and makes it look like magic. 
The other team knows if it goes in, 
it will be a long trip home. 
They know it will be a long blue day. 
As the shot goes in like magic blue rain starts flowing in. 
As the defense stares with shocked faces, 
I jump for joy like a little boy who just got a new toy, 
but then I realize that I shot too late, 
I was so embarrassed I about fainted 
as the other team jumped for joy. 
The coach told me I'll have another chance, I'm still 
just a boy. 

-Cord Rose 

The thunderstorm made the saltwater 
and the sand vibrate, squirm and splash 
while the motorboat creaked 
I got bit by a crab and it grabbed my feet 
The flowers started to sink 
while the billboards started to creak. 

-Savannah Stewart 
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Where I Live 

My house stands tall, 
it is warm and cozy, 
it is colorful on the inside, 

My house has two stories, 
My house has several rooms, 
My house at night is sorry, 

My house can talk and only I can hear it. 
My house whispers in the stillness of night. 
My house is like no other. 

-Jessica Parker 

The Old Rainbow Man 

His nose is as yellow as a lemon 
He paint around his eyes is as red as an apple 
His beard is like a sponge 
His hat looks like a rainbow 

dancing side to side 
walking around a fire 
smgmg 

This is an old man. 
The sunlight looks like his nose 
He walks around a fire 
The fire is as red as the paint around his eyes 
He always sings when he goes around the fire. 

-Jacob Herrera 
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Shadows 

People's shadows on the 
gravel balancing 
boxes on their heads 
moving slowly toward 
the buildings that are 
up ahead. The gravel 
smells rich on their 
sandals. They hear 
the noise of the train. 

-Jordan Brown 



Chidester Elementary 
Chidester, AR 

Faculty Contact: Becky Ives 
Visiting Writers: Veronica Schuder and Emoke Pulay 

Blue 

blue is the 
sky the sea 
and the paint on 
my pants and blue 
is blue and blue in 
your hair and blue 
like chalk it smells 
like the sea and tastes 
like the ocean and blue 
in my eyes 

-Dustin Beeson 

Touching Bubbles 

(untitled) 

I am angry at the birds in my 
backyard they twirt all night and I 
can't sleep the dogs bark at the pig I 
see the six eyes. I smell the pig and 
she stinks. 

-Joshua Daily 

There was a water bubble it had a lot of water 
it flew right out the window and the sun was out 
it kept flying into the sky and it touched the sun. 
Then it popped and the water came down 
it landed on me. The water bubble 
popped and that's how it made the rain. 

-Martavion Morgan 

36 



Butterflies 

Butterflies fly high in the sky 
so high like birds in the sky. 
Butterflies flutter by in the sky 
and a blue butterfly flew so high 
in the sky he went and sucked 
some honey while he watched a bunny 
he was hopping and his ears were 
flopping he went to eat a carrot as he watched 
a parrot then the butterfly 
was done, he went to lie in the sun 
because his tummy was done 
he went to take a nap 
his wings took one flap, 
they flattered and shattered 
in the night on his wings glow tonight 
and the story will last another time again. 

-Jenna Taylor Lamkin 

Inside and Outside 

Chidester 

Chidester looks like a clear little river. 
It sounds like a kitten purring. 
It tastes like your first time eating candy. 
It smells like a fresh pie. 
It feels like snowflakes falling. 

-Chandria Marks 

Outside I am scared but on the inside I feel nervous. 

On the inside I smell like strawberry pie but on the outside 
I smell like sewage. 

On the outside I feel like a knife but I feel 
like cotton on the inside. 

-Dylon Andrew Beeson 
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County Line Elementary 
Branch,AR 

Faculty Contact: Kathy Koch 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden and Emoke Pulay 

Recipe for Sadness 

Take your morn and dad fighting 
Add falling when you go roller blading 
Add your boyfriend breaking up with you. 
And when your aunt died 
When your friends get mad at you. 
Put all of your tears in a jar and drink them. 

-Linda Callahan 

A Really Scary Poem 

Take a bull horning you in the chest 
Add a giant black spider under your maroon sheets. 
A bloody man in your bedroom by your bed 
A mad science teacher chasing you around the building with 
A frying pan. 
Add a green, slimy, one-eyed and one-toed monster. 
Add tongues, toes, and eyes. 
Mix up good. 
Then add a little sugar 
And mix well again and drink. 

-Allyx McCann 

Recipe for Anger 

Take a bag full of worms and put in a pot with guts in it. Then add a brown Recluse to the 
pot of guts. Add gun powder and toilet cleaner. Next, you stir for fifteen minutes. Now let it 
set for two hours. After that, you pour it in a bowl and eat it. You will have anger. 

-Chase Cameron 

38 

...... 



Great White Shark 

As I swam through the 
warm salt sea, I smelled chum. 
"Suddenly!" I think of an easy 
meal. As I swam I saw a cage 
and I saw two humans with fins. 
They were holding a big metal 
eye. I was confused. I didn't know 
what to do so ... I bit and bit at 
the cage and I swam away. 

-Zachary Wurst 

Substitute Fact 
after "Gryphon" by Charles Baxter 

Another Day as a Couch 

I wish I were not a couch 
For then no more would I 
be sat upon, or shredded by 
the cat who the master so adores. 
For I wish I was a picture 
frame, which no one could s1t 
upon, or which I could not be 
shredded by the cat who 
the master so adores. I am 
only a couch, though, which 
everyone may sit upon, and so 
the cat may claw me till the 
day I'm taken to the heap where 
I will be turned to scrap. How 
I wish I was a picture frame. 

-Chris Gottis 

It was 8:00 a.m. Monday morning when I came into class. I got my bag put up and 
everything when suddenly someone told me that Mrs. Heffley had broke her ankle skiing 
this weekend. I felt very sad for her. Then, suddenly, our substitute came into our room rid
ing a skateboard. Her hair, shirt, and dress were neon green. Her fingernails and shoes were 
neon orange. Her socks were hot pink. She walked into the room chewing watermelon bub
blegum. I almost fainted. Finally, the rest of the class started arriving. We found out that her 
name was Mrs. Ferenczi, and she was going to teach us math today. In math, we were study
ing geometry. Mrs. Ferenczi asked my friend Matt what was the name of a circular object 
and he said, "A square." 

She said, "Yes. That is correct." Then Kristen Douglass said, "How is that the right 
answer when the right answer is a square?" 

Mrs. Ferenczi said, "Think of it as a substitute fact." 
"Oh, okay," said Matt. Next, Mrs. Ferenczi said, "Since it's almost time to go home 

let's go play for a little bit." 
We played for fifteen minutes and then we went home. 

-Teddie Hamilton 
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Crittenden Arts Council 
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director 

Forrest City High School 
Faculty Contact: J. Earney 

Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Brad Summerhill 

I Love You In Spite Of And Not Because 
Of 

I cherish your dull hues more than the colorful rainbow, 
your bland personality more than the bittersweet stings 
of an untamable fruit. I submit to your straight, 
narrow body more than to the strong, rigid mountains. 
Your monotone voice strikes a higher octave 
than that of an eloquent piccolo. 
Beady eyes don't comfort me, but move me 
as you look into my soul, large lips used not as soft voices 
upon my ear place bruises on my neck. 
I'm always reminded of your curly and wild fuzz, 
although it's not straight and flowing like the ocean. 
The ghostly appearance of your pale skin is cold
nevertheless it pleases me more 
than the mocha tone of any tanned god. 
My feelings for you are not sentimental and What I Love 
sweet-
they are wild and tangy. 

-Michelle Hamilton 

I love the way your smooth green hands 
touch my face and cool me in the summer. 

The way your arms branch out all around me 
with your hundreds of hands. 

The way your skin oozes sticky juice. 

The way you turn colors when you get cold, 
colors the different shades of red, yellow, 
and orange. 

The way you can keep me warm in winter 
with your arms, 

Only to know you'll have your leaves 
again. 

The way you let me swing from your arms. 

-Jason Paul Ring 
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Copperhead 

My frayed moccasins carry my travel-worn feet into town, 
the town with greyed buildings and unpaved streets 
filled with the animal cries of women or maybe men 
who need to be afraid and cry into the openness of stars and night. 
The spirits loom above my hatless head, 
lying in the cracked window frames 
in between broken pots of crayon-red flowers. 
Bars house the men, 
the men who belong to their wives no more. 
On a barstool, troubles ease 
into the cold, brown liquid 
shining in its eagerness for gloom. 
I'll only stay tonight, I think, 
and then I'll move to the next town. 
No one notices my wandering eyes 
in the midst of bright red skies of scorn. 
I cannot stay--this town will devour me too. 
Onward I will press. 
If only my feet didn't sting when I walked, 
and my back didn't cry from the splinters lodged throughout. 

-Rebecca McDaniel 

Mayor of a Ghost Town 

My town, 
land of the living drunks 

I guess I should have known 
when the plants and factories started going on strike 
twice a month 
some bad things have happened to this town 
and yet there are still more schools burning. 

There isn't much to do when you're mayor of a ghost town 
even the churches and schools have gone to the drug addicts 
Factories bare 

Burnt buildings 
Streets filthy 

There is no more 

No rich, no wealthy, 
and even no poor. 

-Shawnte Walker 
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Crittenden Arts Council 
J anine B. Earney, Executive Director 

Hughes High School 
Faculty Contacts: Ginger Crowder 

Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Brad Summerhill 

Soaking It Up 

Little German girl rewinds the almanac 
to watch where the year gone 
past really did go. 

The radio station is playing "Turn Back 
The Hand of Time" and she does. 

Going back to her younger years 
she remembers running carelessly 
through the fields of swaying corn. 

She remembers losing track of time. 
Every day seemed to be cut short 
because the night came too early. 

Soaking up bottled-in emotions of 
a strange little girl. Don't bang 
the windows. Come in and let 
me cut down that peach tree of 
sorrow. 

You're always welcome inside. I 
knew you were coming, little 
strange girl. The almanac told 
me. It also told me about 
your rainshower of tears that 
brought you here. Planting 
flowers on your way into 
bewilderment. 

-Darrin Coopwood 

Welcome to Hope, Nevada 

Bring your new patent leather running shoes
everything here is a race. 
The citizens run from their hidden pasts 
but their stalkers are close behind. 
On a hot summer day 
with a chill in the air, 
an old man composes a song, 
a dirge of his happy life. 
While he pours himself, 
his son fights an everyday battle. 
He drives to the edge of town 
and sees the world stops there. 
He drives back disappointed 
but never quite surprised. 
This is his home-
why should he leave? 
Why should he try? 
A smile spreads across his face
this is the best he can do. 
His hypnosis of contentment 
is evident as a stranger enters town. 

-Janine Wooldridge 
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The Eyes of a Neighbor 

The car never stops but goes straight by. 
The big tiger ran like a bird in the sky, 
his lips soft like the down of a bird. 
Suddenly the branch breaks, sending the baby 
tumbling to earth. 
Red and orange sparks shoot from the fire 
with the speed of a cheetah. 
My mom places the pills in her mouth, 
washing them down with cool water. 
The car has only traveled a mile 
but suddenly stops. 
Her eyes watch the two, never settling. 
As the baby tumbles to the earth, 
the people all look up into the eyes 
of one another as they live 
inside the small glass box. 

-Erica Gregory 

San Joaquin Valley, 
California 

Mark jumped as high as he could 
to reach the apple 
on the sunny day 
about noon 
in the San Joaquin Valley 
He jumped 
and jumped 
to reach the apple before 
John did 
He's jumping for 
the race 
to the 
finish line. 

-LaDerrick Williams 
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Cheese 

The door slammed loudly 
fast 
with a breeze 
Heather knew 
he was hard to please 
She thought when she told him 
he would forgive with great ease 
It was once she 
screamed 
I swear no more 
Too late he yelled as he 
slammed 
out the door 
Heather just wanted things to be all right 
so she turned to the bottle 
she got drunk that night 
Heather woke with a headache 
her stomach queased 
She knew right then 
as he walked through 
the door--don't 
put cheese on his hamburger 
any more. 

-Leann Cupples 



Crittenden Arts Council 
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director 

West Junior High 
Faculty Contact: Frances O'Dea 

Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Laura Gray 

My Home 

My home is a place 
where the cropdusters 
grace the air 
like swans on a pond. 
My home is a place 
where the many 
trucks passing through 
may wake you from 
your peaceful slumber. 
My home is near 
the mighty Mississippi, 
but we have the levy 
to protect us from its 
roaring rampages. 
My home is small 
and peaceful, 
or big and bustling, 
for we are only 
miles away 
from our bigger, 
more bustling 
neighbor, Memphis. 
My home may smell 
like dead catfish 
sun-bathing on 
the sandpits, 
but home is home, 
and mine 
is West Memphis. 

-Cathy Naylor 

West Memphis 

McDonald's 
and Wal-Mart 
are the main 
attractions; 
you can 
pretty much 
tell by the 
people's 
reactions. 

-Jami Edmondson 

West Junior High 

West, 
the halls filled with joy from kids, 
the wait for classes to end, 
the teachers watching the kids go by. 
West, 
the football field stands full on Thursday nights, 
the lights shining bright on the players, 
the band playing loud and the cheerleaders cheering. 
West, 
the basketball gym old and raggedy, 
full of excitement on winter Mondays and Thursdays, 
the scoreboard showing hope for the student body. 
West, 
the halls empty in the summer 
waiting for the students and teachers to arrive, 
the old school that will always stand, 
West. 

-Chris Oswalt 
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(untitled) 

Absence of the Child 

The old man in his Peterbilt passed a cotton 
field. He sees kids having fun like butterflies 
freshly out of their cocoons. Wishing he could be 
free from the tauntment of whiskey and work, with 
sweat dripping off his nose onto his white, stoned 
shirt, he thought long and hard about how he 
was deprived of his childhood. He was still in his 
cocoon. With a wild man's rage he pulled out 
his gold pistol and held it to his head. All of 
a sudden he was in the middle of a cotton field 
playing hide and go seek. 

-Anthony Flanagan 

the river loans its character to Chatfield 
long ago it was mighty, now gently going to seed 
the old people sit around on their porches or in front of the TV 
if you ask they'll tell you about the area 
"I remember the flood of 1937- the water covered the train tracks 
on our way to safety in Memphis" 
they pass you pictures of the old plantation houses 
to their eaves in floodwater 
In four generations, the Drapers have only 
moved thirty miles 
Went from a large wealthy plantation family to a manager 
for a Memphis bigwig 
the Drapers are suited to Chatfield 
the only Drapers left are female, the line ends with me 
Chatfield is slowing down and drying out 
I'll leave in maybe two years 
my parents will leave in fifteen 
as the Drapers die out, so will Chatfield. 

-Hannah Draper 

Fear 

Fear is like the hot sun beaming down 
on a chocolate bunny. 

-Michael Reed 
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Crittenden Arts Council 
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director 

West Junior High Return Trip 
Faculty Contact: Frances O'Dea 

Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Bill Notter 

A Greasy But Pleasy Town 

A town with 85o/o children 
a town with so many buildings people live on the 
street, a city with so many 
tall buildings that it 
touches the clouds 
so warm that no stores sell coats or boots 
a town that has so many fast food places 
none of the people living here are under 350 pounds 
farmlands are so dry they look like deserts 
there are no bathrooms or cars so you ride 
a powerwheel for transportation. As a mailwoman 
I only deliver food but 
I don,t have to worry about being bitten 
because everyone eats their own pets 
there are no laws, or rules, or policemen 
because guess what there isn,t enough room for 
any of that stuff! 

-Alicia Felton 

Garbage Truck 

The turtle stopped at every rock looking 
for food, 
He is slow, but always goes to every 
rock, 
There is always something on the turtle,s 
shell. 

-D.J. Hill 
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Exercise Bike 

The roulette wheel moves round and 
round never moving an inch. 

-Gage Jordan 



Untitled 

A man named Hardtirne, he's always 
preaching about hard times. He always 
be by Big Star on a bike with a flag. 
Some people think he's crazy, buat he 
be telling the truth. One day they will find 
out the truth that was said. He 
lives in Elvis-ville, horne of the 
Blue Demons. The people treat him so bad. 
I can remember at the parade, a boy 
had picked up a bolt and hit him 
upside the head. Now he knows to stop preaching 
about hard times. 

-Travis Brown 

love 

love is like a diamond 
pretty and blue, 
love is precious you don't like to let 
go, love is soft & wet 
just like blue jiggly jello. 

love is warm like a bursting volcano, 
love can be cruel like a beat-up old 
Dodge that doesn't run. 

-Phillis 

How to Know for Sure You Broke a Plate 

It's the feeling of fear when you see it fall, 
it's the tingling when it hits the ground and 
shatters. You see the pieces on the floor 
you try and think how to tell Morn 
what happened and she walks in the 
room as you are picking up the pieces. 
She goes into a panic and then 
the yelling, crying, and the grounding 
comes because you have made your 
morn's plate no more. She gets over 
it after a while but she will 
never forget her favorite plate. 

-Mark Burgess 
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Crittenden Arts Council 
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director 

East Junior High 
Faculty Contact: Coach Sessions 

Visiting Writers: Andy Albertson and Adam Prince 

Fire Hydrant 

I am the shape of a round long object, I don't know what I am, but I hate it when these 
weird people (I guess) come lean on me, and sit on me, and put their foot on me, also I hate 
it when these weird looking mean animals come hatch their leg on me and let water out, it 
feels hot and moist, and don't make me feel good and it has a stinky smell, every once in a 
while these people with loud trucks come abuse me and take all the liquid out my body, 
also black and white stuff drops out the air onto my body, I might know what it is. Why 
can't my life be any better than this? 

-Candice Rodgers 

Exotic 

The girl in junior high 
is like an exotic lizard 
but people think she is 
an idiot. With her 
carved love for the 
boy in the purple sweater. 

-Bryo Anastasia 

Spider Sings National Anthem 
in Spanish 

The crowd is on their feet, not a word 
Left flowing. 
Not a hand to heart left, 
But no note sung yet the people 
Are anxiously waiting for that special 
Song, but there's no one there to 
Sing it, has something gone wrong? 
Then suddenly they see it, a tiny 
Spot on the ground, there's something 
Suspicious, what's going down? 
The spot stands on its tiny feet, 
Awkward but proud. Singing the national 
Anthem was its goal, too much it 
Would seem. It doesn't matter to him, 
He's doing it all for the team. 
I'm a spider he screams, with one 
Purpose here today. I'll sing the 
National anthem, not in English but 
Spanish. Does it 
Matter how I sing it, as long 
As it's sung? The game shall go on. 
I see nothing wrong. 

-Tanya B. 
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Elephant Sucks Up Human 

Elephant sucks up human 
with his feet with one stomp, one 
beat. Traveling though the bones 
like water though a vein, emptying 
into a puddle that may be of 
rain. The sucking is so increased, 
the human is turning weak while 
endeavoring to the peak where 
no man has seeked. 

-Kamisha Amire 

Man with No Organs 

his eyes was blue 
when the wind blew him, though 
his mind was clear 
wishing to find a girl 
his mind fllled with question 
someone to love 
someone to be dreamed of 
as for me 
someone true 
like the man with no organs 

-Nicole Harris 

A One-Year-Old Baby Dunks on a 
10-Foot Goal 

A one-year-old baby named Nick Nack from Patty Wak 
gave his dog a bone. Which was his usual routine. 
Then he would go help his mother with the 
chores. After that he goes and practices 
basketball. He starts dribbling which 
sounds like thunder. He jumps sunward. 
And dunks without blunder. 

-Leon Smith 

I'm Underwear 

I'm underwear 
But I wish I was some socks 
Socks have an advantage they only 
Touch shoes and feet 
Look at what I have to meet 
Sometimes socks smell odors but it's 
Never like the ones I smell 
The smells are so hideous that it is hard 
For me to tell 
I have brown, yellow, and red stains 
Socks just have black or green 
Boy it's tough to be underwear 
It's just plain mean! 

-J acqueta Macklin 
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Crittenden Arts Council 
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director 

Wonder Junior High 
Faculty Contact: Janine Earney 

Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Doug Park 

Tractor 

The tractor is a large machine 
that makes the grass shiver 
with its loud green color. 
The tractor does work in the field 
and when it's done working it rests, and blue birds rest on it. 
The big tractor can crush fruit and anything else. 
The machine has a large shadow 
and it reminds me of a fast offensive lineman who can't be moved. 

-Ricky Reel 

(untitled) 

Blistering snow outside, as thin 
as the tip of a needle. The wind 
whistles through the trees, as I 

Farewell To Louisiana 

As the machine starts 
it shakes and shivers starting from your head 
down to your liver. Blue is as red does, 
but joined together they make purple harmony, 
harmony thick as music in Louisiana, 
storks flying over the lake until you stop 
and start to quake. 
The hunger inside for gumbo and shrimp
you see a crawdad on your plate 
and are sure that he knew his fate. 
You begin to float like a leaf on the water 
that is set free as the wind begins to blow. 

-Gregory Franklin 

tangle my shoes in a knot. I tie them 
as perfectly as the color of a beautiful 
violet shining in the sun. 

-Sharnette Carter 
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Seeing 

The wind is blowing, making me forget 
the memory of how yesterday ended. 
As I try to think back at how the day 
ended, the clouds become dark, rain 
begins to fall, the water starts to trickle. 
Men fishing at the lake catching fish 
with hooks and putting them in a net. 
The boys and girls picking blackberries 
and muscling their way past me. 

-DeAndrea Dorsey 

The Woman in the Sunshine 

Think of Him 

There she stood 
In the sunshine she stood like a ghost 
I felt like I was to be her host 
The sun beaming down never bothered her 
It seemed like the rays were just here to be near her 
When her face appeared 
She shed some tears 
It confirmed my fears 
It was me in my elderly years 

-Nita Parker 

In loving memory of my grandfather, 
I loved him very dear. 

Sitting here thinking of him drinking 
blackberry wine with trickles on top 
tickling my nose. 

Every time I see him in my head 
my muscles tighten up 
leaving me lonely and sad. 

-Ashley Palson 
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Crittenden Arts Council 
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director 

West Memphis Christian School 
Faculty Contact: fanine Earney 

Visiting Writers: Michael Pagano and Cathy Hunter 

Friendship 

I have this friend. 
He is never with me 
but he is in my heart. 
He liked the den because of its fire 
I was on my knees because when the fire 
was gone, so was he. 

-Beau Ollison 

Penguins 

Gentlemen coming and going in their tuxedos 
through the cold, biting wind. 
Even though it's snowing, they go for a swim. 

-Brett Hyman 

(untitled) 

On the street this morning, I passed Keith 
He was leaning on his old Camero 
The wind blew his hair like a model for a Hawaiian resort 
The sunrise made red and orange dance 
on his bright blue superman shirt. 
He reminded me of Mel Gibson. 
Every time I see him, I feel like 
my legs are made 
of jellyfish. 

-Nichole Sims 
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Golf 

Children 
Searching for white flowers 
on a long open way 
near every tree or bush 
they sway 
and if these flowers aren't found 
they'll just pull one more out 
and take a point. 

-Jodi Criner 

Open All Night 

Ding! Ding! Order Up! 
It's only 2:30. I've still got 4 1/2 hours left. 
The nights seem so long, 
especially in winter, 
when it's cold, so very cold out. 
Only truckers and runaways here tonight. 
They all have their stories. 
Divorcees. Ex-cons. Teenage mothers. 
But no one ever asks me my story. 
No one knows I have four little ones to feed. 
John ran off last spring. 
"Too much pressure," he said. 
The baby's sick. 
Probably pneumonia. 
May die if I don't have enough money. 
Ding! Ding! Order Up! 
Oh, well. I've only got 4 1/2 more hours. 

-Vanessa Pounders 
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(untitled) 

Hatred is a glass bottle breaking 
and the sound hurting someone's ear. 

-Hunter House 

Lemon 

Yellow sun 
You are so sour 
you burn my mouth. 

-Suzanne Ray 



Crossett High School 
Crossett, AR 

Faculty Contact: Patsy Roberts 
Visiting Writers: Alison Pelegrin and Bethany Edstrom 

Dad 
(My dad was paralyzed when I was 8 months old) 

You walked. You ran. You played. 
You were like everyone else. 
You explored freely and had no limits. 
You worked around the clock to support your family. 
Your paycheck was still small. 

I see you walking to your deerstand. 
I see you mowing our yard. 
I see you walking in after a long day of work. 
I see you playing catch with Scott. 
I see you throwing me up and catching me. 

Then I see you under the trailer. 
Now, I see you in a wheelchair. 

-Justin Wheeler 

(untitled) 

Mother bled a blank sonnet. 
The rough needle piercing her heart 
leaving a blackberry stain 
on the arm of her favorite chair. 
As jazz pounded through her ears 
she hummed in perfect tune. 
Wrapped in her own worries, 
she jumped off life's cliff. 

-Staci Miller 
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(untitled) 

I wake up alone 
No complaining this morning 
No one who eats in the bed 
or uses up all the hot water 
and leaves his towels on the floor. 

I left for work alone 
No one to ride into town with 
to change the station to what I hate. 
No one to kiss me goodbye 
when it seems like I'm kissing an ashtray. 

I came home alone 
I fixed your favorite dinner 
but I fixed it for one. 
I watched our favorite movie-
it wasn't the same. 

I went to bed alone 
No one to hold on to. 
A bed too big for one. 
And now I miss you 
everything about you. 

-Sara King 



Progression 

Bicycles and BeeBee guns 
mud, sticks, and rocks 
baseball and football 
backyards and toys 
straws in a drink 

*** 
cars and shotguns 
blunts and beers 
whiskey and rocks 
stones and football games 
backyards and parties 
straws in sugar 

-Mark C. 

(untitled) 

(untitled) 

(untitled) 

After it lands on the stone, 
the blue jay cries. 

-Kacy Jo Gibson 

Life can be rough and sometimes unfair. 
It can be unbalanced like a rocking chair. 
Life can be sour or sweet as a blackberry. 
No matter how fast it moves, I'm in no hurry. 

Sharp as a needle or smooth as jazz, 
I'm just a blade in the wind moving with the grass. 

-Tim Boyd 

One day my mother, wearing a bright blue wrap, 
went for a walk on Jazz Street. 
She came to a cliff and saw a chair 
with a basket of blackberries sitting next to it. 
She sat on the chair thinking it was blank 
but sat on a rough needle instead. 
Now she's yapping loudly just 
like her dog named Sonnet. 

-Jennifer Wisecawa 
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Crossett High Return Trip 
Crossett, AR 

Faculty Contact: Patsy Roberts 
Visiting Writers: Alison Pelegrin and Bethany Edstrom 

(untitled) 

Cuddled in a warm fleece throw 
I fall 
into a deep sleep and dream 
a dream 
an omen for my life 
I remember 
that last freak snowfall. 
I begged and whined 
until daddy took me sledding. 
Confident of my abilities, 
I made him take me six miles away 
to the biggest hill around. 
Six is the devil's number. 
We climbed to the top 
and pushed off 
down the steep bumpy hill. 
All of a sudden 
my father's scream rings out. 
Turning sharply 
I fall off my sled 
in time to see his fat skull 
slamming into a stone tree. 
I wake up and glance at the clock. 
Six a.m. 
I dress quickly 
and head to where my father is buried 
to bid him a final goodbye, 
for I will never return, 
will never think back to that day, 
and will never remember 
that six is the devil's number. 

-Summer Bearden 
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Exquisite Corpse 

The restless wind sent a 
chill my way as his 
stone-colored eyed 
turned 
upside-down 
and tumbled through and through. 
The echo went on 
and burned off my brain 
It bounced where no one would hear it 

again. 
Some were glad, others were mad; 
she was just confused. 
Oh what to do 
but bury my hand in a shoe 
the pungent smell can kill 
and make death die. 

-Sixth Period 



(untitled) 

I see them pass by 
Every day with their 
Fake smiles and non-existent personalities. 
I can see their black hearts swell 
As their neighbor with the 
Greener grass passes by. 
They walk into the stores 
With high hopes and expectations 
And return to the sidewalks 
With disgust and disbelief. 
The criminals on the side of the road 
Pick up the little town's trash. 
I can see that they don't deserve 
Their orange suits and trash bags. 
They should drop the garbage 
At the pathological liar's door, 
Better known as Judge Alton. 
Every Inhabitant wants to leave 
And tries to call a cab or relative 
But the booths on the corners 
Have no phone books and very 
Few buttons to push. 

-Lara Hill 

Friend to a Friend 

Dear friend, 

(untitled) 

She's nothing, pure nothing 
She's lily-still watching people go on field 
trips 
As she gets left behind. 
She feels she is in a palace of broken glass 
because her heart's half broken. 
She watches the house smoke 
As it chews through the air. 
She cries as she unwraps a newspaper. 
She sees her first love's picture 
And the words "Exchange Vows." 

-Justin Wheeler 

I'm down by my river, the soothing murmur 
gentles the wrestling of the animals. The birds whip down through the air, over sugar cane 
crops. This surreal plane of my imagination takes me away all too often. You need to come 
away from towns, with blacktop and Texaco stations, come with me and run with the goril
las and walk down bridges of walnut clusters. Come soon. 

Your friend, 

-Glenn Kelly 
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Delight Elementary 
Delight, AR 

Faculty Contact: Ms. Stone 
Visiting Writers: Troy Benowitz and Peter Kessler 

The Storm 

The rain is falling, the sky is 
dark, it is cold and scary, the 
power is down, the thunder is 
roaring, the lightning is lighting 
up the sky, the wind is howling, 
my sister is crying, my dog is barking, 
my cat is screeching, my mom is 
worried, my dad is working, I 
am looking out of the storm cellar 
door, the rain lets up, the sun is 
shining, and the power is back on. 

-David Smillie 

Black pepper 

Black pepper and salt 
on the black electric grill 
steak and sausage 

-Jesse Loe 
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Bride to Be 

On a small island, 
in a meadow, 
sits a bride to be, 
in her lap 
lays her mother's ruby necklace 
as she gazes into the sunset. 

-Victoria Adams 

Haiku 

Cute little flower 
all on its own by itself 
blue orange green purple 

-Amanda Blackmon 



White Stallion 

I see a herd of horses 
Their hooves sound like thunder, 
All different colors, 
Their tails and manes are flying, 
Then I see it: a white stallion, 
The beautiful leader of the herd, 
He is so white he looks like a ghost, 
Then I know what to call him, 
I call him The Ghost. 

-Shana Dowdle 

A Walk Down the Creek 

Cold Arctic 

Here in the Arctic, 
Right by the ocean, 
A polar bear lays on an iceberg 
Without a care, 
Laying in wet, white, fuzzy hair. 
Next to the big bear is a small agile penguin, 
In the dark, blue, ripply water, 
Being himself, 
Having fun with the other penguins, 
But then gets back on the snowy land, 
By a woman fishing, 
Then they see a small Arctic fox, 
Running swift in the cold, Arctic drift. 

-Brian Lott 

In a big, green field sits a large, brown horse, eating fresh, bright grass. 
Beyond the field stands a black bull drinking from the fresh creek. Down 
the creek stands two brown buck deer with their long horns flashing 
through the air as they fight. One buck falls with great force, leaving one 
deer to finish drinking from the creek. 

-K.C. Price 
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Delta High School 
Rohwer,AR 

Faculty Contact: Mary Ragan 
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Veronica Schuder 

The Other Road 

The road not taken. 
There was a war going on. 
Ancient cannon balls were 
Going off everywhere. 
There were guys mingling around. 
Everyone was saying the Chinese Alphabet. 
Many guys were fighting 
For their lives and their families too. 
The man was glad he didn't take that road. 
He heard on the news about it. 
He later went down that road. 
He saw skeletons with sprouting grass 
Growing through their eyes. 

-Allison Williams 

Hatred 

Think of a snowstorm. It is pure like that. 
It's so dramatic and white that nothing gets 
through. 

Think of a snake. It could kill you 
with its venom, or it could wrap its 
cold, scaly body around your neck. 

Think of a liar. At first the lie burns 
like a match, but later the wind could 
blow the fire out. 

-Ashley Brooke Poyner 
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The Apple 

I am the apple. It is 
all my fault. Her hands 
felt cold against my 
rind. I wanted Snow 
White to take me but 
not to bite. I tried. 
I tried to wiggle 
with all my might, 
but it was too late. 
She fell to the floor 
with me not knowing 
if she would breathe once more. 

-Brittany Sass 



(untitled) 

I am the fierce tornado. 
I hate when I get stirred up 
and have to destroy everything 
in my path. Watching little children 
going to sleep and being woken up 
by their terrified mother who 
screams, "Oh my god." Then I know 
that I destroyed all their possessions, 
their loved things, their pictures, baby 
blankets, and little girls' teddy bears. 
Worse, sometimes I injure people, 
then I rain tears of sadness for 
I am the frightened tornado. 

-Casey Clemons 

Places I Wouldn't Live 

The place I wouldn't want to live is here 
in the country with dusty roads & nothing but trees. 

Winter 

The winter chill is 
like ants crawling 
on your back. It smells 
like wind out of an ice box and 
tastes like a pile of 
snow tangling in your 
mouth. It sounds like 
a leaf falling on the water. It 
looks like a truck sliding on 
a road. 

-Taylor Scales 

I would like to live in Dallas with the masses of people 
thick traffic and the smell of industry. 

I would like to live in Shreveport with the large 
illuminated strips of casinos. 

I would like to live in Hawaii on the beach so 
I could step on the beach and feel the soft 
white sand beneath my feet & beneath my toes. 

But I am here in the country with 
the smell of dust in the air and the 
nightly wave of biting mosquitoes. 

-Levi Siegfried 
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Eagle Mountain Elementary 
Batesville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Pat Rutherford 
Visiting Writers: Bonnie MacPhee and Cathy Hunter 

Banana 

Yellow canoes 
on a tree. We pick 
them and eat 
them then throw 
sombreros out. 

-Adam Mount 

Pineapple 

Rose stem 
in the garden 
We eat the stem 
and spit out the spikes. 

-Megan Smith 
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Freedom 

is a bird 
just freeing its foot 
from 
a net. 

-Mary Beth Luster 

(untitled) 

I'm a German Shepherd. I 
chase 24 cars a day. Or no 
64. I'm not really sure. My 
favorite is a Blue Buggy. 
He comes around o' 4:40. 
I don't know. 

I'm a DOG!!! 

-Drew Davidson 



Joy 

is the song 
of a 
nightingale in 
its first flight. 

-Paige Anderson 

Apple 

A piece of 
red construction 
paper 
in the closet. 
You wad it up 
and cut it into 
a star. 

-Elizabeth Walton Egg 

Joy 

Joy is 
like the 
sun teaching 
the angry 
moon to 
smile. 

-Heather Norman 

Go inside an egg. That would be 
weird. If I was an egg, I wouldn't 
be fried. I would run and run and 
get away, run away. If I could, if not run 
roll. And if somebody caught me, I know 
what would happen; sizzle, sizzle. Then in 
the stomach I go. 

-Wesley Brooks 
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Eastside Elementary 
Warren,AR 

Faculty Contact: Marilyn Johnson 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Tara Bray 

A Blue Stone 

Blue is a color that makes you sad 
It makes you down when you are up 
Blue makes you lazy when you are not 
Blue is a color that does not let you eat 
when you have a good appetite 
Blue makes people stare at you 
Blue is a color that makes you bad 
when you're not, blue makes you cold 
when you're outside and it's very hot 
Blue makes a friendly dog not like you 
and makes a bird sick. 
Blue makes your day more miserable 
and makes you sadder so don't pick blue 
and do please be happy. 

-Mariah Dingba 

A Monster 

A monster can scare away robbers, 
a monster can protect you from strangers, 
a monster can protect you from nightmares, 
a monster is so tall he can reach 
your favorite star and hand it to you. 

-Lauren McClain 
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The Land Maid 

One cool day, 
I and other mothers 
were holding some food on our heads, 
and the men were soothing the water, 
and the kids were like chicks 
running across the opening. 

-Hannah Hunter 



If I Were A Whale 

If I were a whale, a mighty whale I'd be, 
With small teeth and sharp, dark, and beautiful 
big blue eyes. I'd swim with the beat of the ocean, 
of the dolphins, sweet, beautiful sound. 
I'd be friends with starfish. Sea anemones too. 
I'd be a great king whale. Have dolphins 
sing their songs to me. No one would capture anything 
without getting by me. 

-Katherine Elizabeth King 

God,s Sorry (An Acrostic) 

The lightning started to strike 
And pencils fell. It poked me. The 
Reason was because God dropped 
A pencil. He said he was sorry. 

-Blake Burns 

Eagle 

I smell fresh air blowing across my wings 
and feel my claws 
I make religion come true 
I am proud 
I am thousands of miles high 
I live good but I'm dying 

-Anonymous 

Pluto 

Oh Pluto, Oh Pluto, why are you so cold? 
Oh Pluto, why are you a small planet? 
Oh Pluto, is it real cold up there? 
Oh Pluto, are there a lot of planets around you? 
Oh Pluto, how do you like yourself? 

-Daniel Whittemore 
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Fountain Lake High School 
Fountain Lake, AR 

Faculty Contact: 
Visiting Writers: Laura Gray and Bonnie MacPhee 

The Prince Speaks 
Spring Morning 

The night air 
is as sweet 
as a passionate kiss. 
With my one true love, 
I am wallowing in 
the midnight's bliss 
I watch as she 
turns and runs away 
Where is she going? 
Where will she stay? 
I will find her again 
for she has left me a clue 
Her glass slipper. 

-Melissa Hernandez 

Golden Kisses 

The purple sun 
shining over the mountains. 
The buzz of the bees 
Collecting pollen. 
I live every day for this 
moment. 
I wait for the purple to turn 
pink, then 
orange, then 
yellow. 
Then I tie my shoes and 
Go to school. 

-Kristen Walsh 

Sitting side-by-side on a cobalt-colored quilt, 
The lights dim, 
just sitting and staring 
into each other's eyes 
We stared so hard a glaze come into our eyes 
as he softly touched the ribbon in my hair 
I felt tears build 
slowly they came pouring down 
I could taste the salt on my lips 
He asked 
what's the matter 
all I could say was 
You don't know how long I've 
waited for this golden kiss! 

-Jessie Kemp 
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Child, Look Before You Cross 

Why didn't I remember? 
I get scared. I try to remember 
What I've been taught, what to 
do and what not to do. Flashing 
light in front of me. I start running 
faster and faster. The grass turns to the 
slipping sidewalk. I still can't remember what 
to do. I can't stop running. I hear 
noises WHIZ! BANG! VOOM! THONK! 
Suddenly I see a white light 
then everything is blank 
I hear people cry, screaming, running. 
My mom is holding my hand. 
The sound of ambulances get closer 
The last thing I remember is hitting 
the ground faster than the speed of light. 
As blood surrounds my body I remember 
what I was supposed to do, what my Mom 
told me to do, the thing that would 
have helped me to get through. She said, "Look 
both ways before you cross the road." 

-Jessica Lamberth 

Omaha Beach 

Mentally Ill 

They 
are chasing 
me 
through 
the halls 
of darkness 
red 
is their skin 
evil and hoarse 
are their voices 
the hall 
doesn't end 
but there is 
always 
a light 
at 
the far 
reaches. 

-Lisa Griggs 

As I plunge into the salt water, I crawl upon land and look 
back, I see the bodies of my friends lying in the water, floating 
like ribbons in the water. I look at the land around me and 
see the gold shells around me, 
the bullets billow through the air, my cobalt eyes glaze over in fear. 

-Josh Ford 
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Hamburg Junior High 
Hamburg,AR 

Faculty Contact: Mrs. Riley 
Visiting Writers: Peter Kessler and Adam Prince 

(untitled) 

In a house 
in Hamburg, Arkansas 
a blue and white house 
sits there all alone, there 
was an old smell of Red 
Oak and I was riding 
by on my bike waiting for 
my friend named Lucy I saw 
Kids run by with all their 
toys I was thinking to myself 
what is taking her so long. 

-Denise Oliver 

(untitled) 

In New York City 
one late night, 

Chili Dogs 

In the little town of Hamburg 
all the teens are bored, and 
every night we go outside, 
and ride dogs to Sonic, and 
eat chili dogs, and the 
dogs howl in terror while 
watching me wolf down the chili dog, and we 
go back home to sit and think 
of the momentary sorrow 
the dog had when I 
ate that one chili dog 

-Liz Hargis 

I was walking under the star light. The big yellow moon 
was so bright, I thought 
about taking me a bite. But the moon knew 
I didn't have much height, so he just looked at me 
and smiled with delight. 

-Mathew Smith 
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In Mamma's Kitchen 

In Mamma's kitchen 
I scarcely could disguise 
a juicy pot of soup 
And a wealth of 
pecan pies 
Rich, sweet and baked 
Most of all 
those chocolate cakes 

-Laken Neims 

(untitled) 

For some students, 
English and math can be easy, 
for others it's a disaster. 
So take your time, 
open your mind. 
List your facts 
And just relax. 
Some day you will learn. 

-Rudy Carrion 
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(untitled) 

At the square 
In Hamburg, Arkansas 
We had homecoming 
Parade, 
As we stood outside 
Sawyer's Malt Shop 
Looking around at all the stores, 
I see the drug store 
On the corn 
with a coke machine beside it, 
And as I look to the left 
I saw the Gazebo 
With white rails 
And a brown roof, 
With red, 
White, 
and Blue banners 
on it! 
As I stand there 
Eating my chocolate 
chip ice cream 
I heard the base drum 
Snare drum, 
and the quads 
coming down the street! 
I see the band, 
Here it comes 
Can you see it! 
That's what makes 
Hamburg special!!! 

-Jennifer Carter 



Hermitage Elementary 
Hermitage, AR 

Faculty Contact: Faye Ozment 
Visiting Writers: Tiffany Denman and Bethany Edstrom 

(untitled) 

Beware. Beware 
the bird has hair. 
Don't let his coppery 
claws trick you like 
money. Once you've 

The Wind 

I watch her strut merrily merrily 
along as she sings external 
noise, while thin seconds 
whizz by and drops of mercy 
fill the sky. The razor's edge 
sawed off to an end. Why 
can't she see all it was 
was the wind? 

-Alesha Owens 

My Place 

California is such a beautiful place to me. 
It's like a bouquet of roses in the sunlight. 
The wind whispers in my ear as I lie in 
my hammock on the beach. 
I feel as if I could vanish into thin air. 
As the water smothers the beach, it looks as if 
the people are bathing in an 
enormous tub of water. 

seen him you know you've 
seen fear. He can 

As I lay in my hammock and I roll up 
my sleeve my muscles feel as if they 
are coming closer and closer to my 
insides. 

smash you with 
one claw behind 
his back. When 
he closes your 
shadow will squirm. 
His hiss will 
bust your ear 
drums, your memory 
will be no more. 

-Tyler Gray 

I look at the sun and it looks as 
if it is smiling down at me with 
its big bright yellow face. 
As the sun begins to set and 
the people leave it looks as 
if a small village has been 
formed. 
California is like a postcard 
from a volcano. 
California is a very beautiful place to me. 

-Kierra Walker 
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The Forest 

The forest is like a kitchen 
for the animals. 
The smells like sugar and 
salt float like a stream 
in my mind. 

The forest is a home for 
animals of all kinds from 
the wiggling worms to the 
swiftest deer. The forest is a 
place to go and sit and 
listen to the monkeys and 
waterfalls. 

-Jonathon H. 

Lions in Sweden 

The world is larger in the summer 

with a blue sky and a bright sun with 
flowers in the ground with green grass. 
And birds everywhere flying and animals coming 
out of the woods like deer, rabbits, raccoons 
and other different animals. With nice trees 
growing and clear drinking water for the 
animals to drink. 

-Ruben Tapia 

Lions in Sweden are shaped like a bubble. 
They have bad memory and very strong 
muscles. Whey they attract a mate they murmur 
and hiss, and if the female likes it she gives the 
male a kiss. 

-Jermaine 
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Jasper Elementary 
Jasper, AR 

Faculty Contact: 
Visiting Writers: Alison Pelegrin, Michael Pagano, Bethany Edstrom, and 

Bonnie MacPhee 

Springtime Madness 

The orange juice splashes on the counter 
next to a wilted sandwich. 
My brother busts the eggs 
with a sledgehammer. The milk ripples 
as it spills off the counter. 
The flowers outside the window 
flow with pollen. The grass 
splashes with freshness. 

-Susan Carter 

I'm So Sick 

I'm so sick on Sunday 
in summer in September. 
I'm sicker than a snake in the sea 
and now I'm sick like a spider 
spinning string. I'm sicker than 
a shoe in the spring. I'm so sick 
I could soar in the sky 
with something smelly and stinky 
'cause I'm so sick. 

-Jessi Bullington 

The Hot Hot Summer Day 

Construction workers wished they had freezer burns, 
it was so hot. 

The cement dried hard as knives. 

The paint was as beautiful as paint on china. 

The bulldozer sounded like a thousand 
garbage disposals. 

My stomach was full of flies 
as I went up in the elevator. 

The saw blades were as sharp as forks. 

The sledgehammers were as heavy as tables. 

As the bell rang to go home, we all 
threw our helmets down and ran at the door 
like magnets being pulled to a refrigerator. 

-Amanda Kolander 

72 



The Earthquake's Fury 

The china vibrates while the earthquake 
flows through the town, even the graders 
at the construction site. It seemed as if 
some great force was banging on the earth 
with a hammer. Flowers in bloom wilted 
in its fury. Elevators fell and broke 
like drops of water. The cement trucks, 
cement spilled all over the leftovers 
from the construction workers, lunch. 
Knives fell to slash in the dirty dishwater. 
Eggs fell to splat on the table. 
The dominoes my sister set up fell over 
as if they were magnets attracted 
to a metal floor. 

-David Shipman 

They Came Upon Apple Trees 

They came upon two apple trees, 
leaves flickering like gold in the sun. 
You hear the song of the birds. 
A man and a woman 
walk together picking apples. 
They measure the tree 
by putting their arms around it 
and hugging it. 
But he no longer walks with her, 
he no longer has the trees. 
She dreams a little 
about him and his late 
coffee and oranges. 
Oranges instead of apples. 
He doesn,t eat apples for 
they remind him of her. 

-Hannah Justice 
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Losing My Father 

The art of losing isn,t 
hard to master. 
Though 
it may look like it is 
one large disaster. If 
your father was a redbird 
you would lose him too 
if his body were red and 
his pretty wings blue 
he would fly across an 
open field. Look out! there 
is a caution, a slow down, 
a yield. For you will soon 
be lashed by the wind. 
The children from the 
mountaintops catch and 
you they save while other 
birds they make their slave, 
yet they love you so much 
they set you free and as 
you leave their clutches. 
When you go to the exact 
center of the forest, he is 
no longer lost, he is sitting 
in your nest. Soon you tell him 
"you have tried your best." So no 
longer will he fly away and roam. He 
will stay in his little stick home. 

-Bethany Noel Rylee 



October Days 

Slowly, the rooster gloats and hens' lives start going on inside the warm barn. 
The barely dampened floor of fresh straw was almost dried after the rain from that 
night. Yet on the backyard fence the rooster gloats. He continues until the housewife 
gets up from her cozy bed to begin a day's work. At four o'clock in the morning she 
gets up and puts coffee in a pot and sets it on the stove. She milks the cow next. 
When her day is over, she goes back to bed. The next day is the same. 

-Amelia House 

Rolling Faster and Not Stopping 

Silly goblins and gnomes dwell here, somer
saulting head over heels, faster and faster they 
roll past the broken garden cart wheel on 
the hill and past the turquoise monster 
where crickets and frogs dwell, with a 
neverending will not to stop, you double 
over, and feel strangely happy with yourself 
for following. 

-David Shipman 

The Pelican at the Beauty Parlor 

She sits in the waiting room 
her feathers are dirty and brown. Her name was 
called ... Mrs. P.! Mrs. P.! She went and sat down 
in the high seat. He feathers were fluffed. 
Her beak was polished. And she said how beautiful 
am I. But her feathers were sticking up high. 

-Lorrie Villines 

The Spirit of Angels 

Jimmy said they shall not listen to you for 
many angels are watching over me. I told him the spirit 
doesn't come as close to anyone but you. I tell him 
that you're watching too many malignant movies. 
Jimmy says that he's leaving. I say "What did they 
tell you?" He says, "They asked me to come flying." 

-Jacqueline Brasel 
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(untitled) 

A penny, corroding and green, bent and messed up but still worth a cent. 
But of course if it hadn't been in the wind and rain it would still be shiny. 
Yes, and August wind smelling like sweet grass and pungent flowers. 
The harmony is broken by a crash, 
someone charged and someone swings 11smack11 11bang11 "boom.11 

Someone is crying, a woman-her husband is in critical condition, 
her hands wrinkled and wet from warm tears, her eyes bloodshot. 
He was attacked by the bear that used to be in that cage. 
He escaped and was startled by the fight and attacked. 
Now my enemy wished I hadn't let the bear out. 

-Zack Ellis 

(untitled) 

My mother's watch is the color of parsley. 
It has places and names for all of Catalina. 
The huge clear homely dipper has invisible 
principles to the unsuffering. 
But the pointing to any stars 
is the suffering. 
The stars are like heaven to the sufferers, 
but the unsuffering use arrowheads 
to make slow spread of the dying. 
Across an open field are only scared 
but lashed by the wind anyway they 
pray for their hearts to make a 
bridge for peace, love, and happiness. 
But only the parrot can imitate the 
coming of the great spring when 
the color of green is the peace 
treaty and the suffering of children 
will soon be over soon when the 
coming of green is near and everyone 
is like the bonding of stars. 

-Frances Elizabeth Allaway 
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King Elementary 
Van Buren, AR 

Faculty Contact: Martha Ragar 
Visiting Writers: Sean Chapman and Alison Pelegrin 

Other 

It was dark 
outside, it was evening all day 
long. There wasn't no one 
out there only one tiny little 
red eye you could see it 
moving. You could hear the snow 
falling on the ground and the 
rain too. The skies are black 
and colorful. You could see the 
yellow birds walking on four 
legs. There was only one person 
outside it was the black man. 
He whacked the black birds all day 
long. That person liked black 
birds. Then the wind blew 
all the birds away. Then it 
started to get all shiny and all 
the birds left. The birds didn't 
like the shiny sun and even 
the man left everything 
was shiny and warm. Everybody 
was still inside. 

-Jacqueline Molina 
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Dawayn Hunter 
(my dad) 

I miss my son and I love 
looking in the ocean I love 
Mississippi that's where I 
live my hair is silver black and 
my feet are really big. 

-Harrison E. Hunter 

Polar bear 

Polarbear your body so white, 
you're a snowball. 
Polarbear your legs like crowbars. 
Your taillike a whip. 
Your body like a tree trunk. 

-James Fraley 



(untitled) 

One cold dreary night the 
most beautiful creature in the 
whole world, the swan, became 
lost in his own 
imaginary world. The creature 
was all alone in a world 
in which he had never 
known before. The magnificent 
willow trees draped over their 
own trunks hiding their deepest 
darkest secrets like curtains that 
cover the windows of the 
house down the street. The 
swan with his eyes surrounded 
by black like an 0. 
The white of his feather 
like on the ground in the 
winter. He finally realized 
to get out all he had to 
do was wake up. 

-Jessica R. Mitchell 

My Deadfield 

As I drive by most every other 
day I see my dead field where the 
corn won,t grow, it had seemed as if 
the field was a person that just got over 
having cancer and they had to cut 
down all the corn. It seemed like 
a fire had blazed over the field for 
it wouldn,t grow back. It smelled like 
a crisp waffle that would never taste 
good. I hope this never happens to you 
like it did me. 

-Ian Didier 

Anchovies Anchovies and Some More Anchovies 

0 anchovies I love how you boil on the pizza. I love 
your guts. It tastes so good. I usually take you off and eat 
you with no pizza. I mostly love you raw. I feel like 
to marry you. I will put you in my cereal. 

-Cory Orsbun 
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Kirby Elementary 
Kirby,AR 

Faculty Contact: Joyce Smith 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Amy Nawrocki 

(untitled) 

Rain falls on the house like moons 
fall down like tears. The tea cup full of dark brown 
tears while the iron kettle sings on the stove. 
And the child draws another suitable house 
and the boys bring flowers and newspapers. 

In the midwinter spring between melting 
and freezing the hedgerow is clicked for 
and hour. If you come this way in May 
and you came at night you would feel 
like a broken king. 

-Samuel K. Marshew 

The Lightning 

The ground was 
as black as a crayon. 
The lightning lighted the 
whole sky like a flashlight. 
The streaks like jigjags 
in the sky. 

-Daniel Holcombe 

The Woman With Horny Feet 

The woman with horny feet 
is bringing flowers to the emperor of ice cream. 
He is smoking big cigars 
in the midwinter spring. 
With kitchen cups of barbaric glass, 
he is drinking tea. 
The woman's horny feet are making 
inescapable rhythms 
as she gets to the emperor of ice cream. 
As she gets there she picks up a shell. 
As she does she starts to cry small hard tears. 
She says to herself 
"The emperor will think I'm a soul of sap 
with my big horny feet 
that go clickety clap." 

-Renee Ryan 
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Dictionary 

Quasar is a French word meaning madame. 
"Madame excuse me." 
"Pardon me madame." 
(madame=ma,am) 

Beta Mensae is the Spanish name 
of a girl who died years ago. 
Beta Mensae=Betty Monaa 
"Beta Mensae is famous." 

Pedipalp is a Mexican word meaning pipe. 
"My grandpa smokes a pipe." 

Calliper is a pig Latin word that means beautiful. 
"I think you are calliper." 

Quasar is French meaning loser. 
"Loser madame." 

Tantalum is Spanish meaning aquarium. 
"I like your fish,s tantalum." 

-Charlena Austin 

When I Sunk 

Nothing can describe the confusion 
of life that I felt when 
I sunk into the water, for 
though I swam very well, yet 
1 could not deliver myself 
from the waves so as I draw 
breath . . . for I saw the sea 
come after me as high 
as a great hill, and as 
furious as an enemy. 

-Freddie Cruz 
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Tears 

In falling snow they fall 
on the roof and dance like mad. 
Told by the almanac, 
moons fall down like tears. I hear 
my grandma say time to plant tears. 
Full dark black tears, that is. 
A man comes to our house. 
He looks cold. So we put 
some more wood on the fire. 
He sits down. We give him some tea. 
Then he says goodbye, and he 
is gone. Hedges white again. 
We go outside, the storm is over. 
We dance like a broken cane. 
The sky glows more intense. 

-Anthony West 



Lonoke Middle School 
Lonoke,AR 

Faculty Contact: Mrs. Morgan 
Visiting Writers: Veronica Schuder and Nathan Altman 

(untitled) 

Behind the Empire State Building 
Is a pool midnight blue 
just for you to dive in. 

-Seth Pennington 

Love 

I finally met you at last 
I've dreamed of you, 

Sadness 

I want to walk away but it's stuck in my heart. 
My bones are shedding, 
a snake is ready to bite me. 
A fire goes down your throat 
until your mouth starts crackling. 
This sadness smells like a skunk 
lying in the road, getting hit 
by a flying rocket. You don't know 
what to do and people are shouting in your ear. 

I want to walk away but it's stuck in my heart. 

-Chris Moragne 

and can taste the spicy and the sweet. 
I can hear sirens, and feel the sleet 

coming down like a small hard rain. 
Even still though I can smell roses 

between us I know I love you because 
I can see hearts dangling around me. 

I love you love you love you, can't you see? 
There are hearts dangling all around me! 

-Dainna Bryant 
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Deer Hunting 

I go in the woods. The morning is red 
with the red orange sun. I have my rifle 
in my hand. In the shadows it looks like a stick. 
The air smells like good spring air 
but tastes like smog. 
I go in the woods. I have my rifle in my hand. 

-William Travis 

(untitled) 

While I was walking on the dark beach 
It seemed haunted with red weather. 
The waves seemed to be dressed in flowing nightgowns, 
but they were tigers ready to pounce. 

-Jennifer Rembert 

Breakfast Cereal 

The fruit loops look like a tire 
on a car going around and around, 
down a rough road on a mountain 
where the rainforest smells by the sea. 
When I chew it sounds like someone 
walking on loose gravel or stiff grass. 
But I still like them for breakfast! 

-Lyndel Avery 
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The Dream 

I'm dreaming of a red 
weather day on a haunted ship 
with tigers wearing nightgowns. 
Only it's not a dream. 
It's real. 

-Raymond Smith 



Mammoth Spring Elementary 
Mammoth Spring, AR 
Faculty Contact: Janet King 

Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Bobby Ampezzan 

How to Freeze in a Desert 

You simply get some helium balloons and 
float up to the sky, then get on a cloud and start 

jumping furiously. Do not stop jumping until the cloud starts 
falling apart. Then, jump on a bird flying by; make it go down. 

When you reach the ground you will start getting cold, because it 
is snowing and a cold front is moving in. Simply grab you a coat 

and enjoy your cold weather. 

-Alexa Robinson 

Salem 

Salem is like a giant box of matches 
with houses that look like castles. 
In the morning you can smell breakfast 
being cooked for busy workers. The cars 
honk their horns like trains 
coming through. People talk 
like the birds among the trees. 
Children yell as if there had been a war. 
Stores open and people flock in 
like a stampede of buffalo, and the 
quiet cool morning chills me like a winter day. 

-Rachell Mathis 
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Winter Nights 

The icy ground 
called to me to ride 

on my sled. The sidewalks 
are shivering from the cold. The 

rocking chairs on the porch are 
rocking from the gusty winds. The 
leaves on the ground are scattering 
from the cold wind. The stars look 
like the eat's shimmering yellow eyes. 

-Samantha Linderman 



Storms 

Thunder became men shouting 
into the night. Lightning 
is the flashlight of one man. 
The deep cry of the one suffering 
is the rain. A tornado is the man 
brushing through leaves and twigs. 
The storm is over, they have stopped searching. 

-Ronnie Parker 

In Town 

The swan egg diamond 
arches above us as I 

gaze upon the precious 
gem, and look at 

the people scattered. 
All I see are faces
some smiling, some sad. 
But no matter, I just 

watch them get sucked 
along like they're in a vacuum 

About 70 yards away 
a restaurant serves sacrificed 
fish for supper. 

-Joseph Earls 

How To Know For Sure If Your Best Friend 
Is A Vampire 

As she stands over your shoulder 
watching you work, she's getting closer and 
closer to your neck. You have this feeling 
she's copying off your paper 
but you have no idea if she's a vampire or not 
and all of a sudden you get up 
and take out this cross and start 
sputtering out all these jibberish words 
and telling her to stand back, and she says 
I just wanted to smell your hair. 

-Madison Busch 
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Marion Intermediate 
Marion,AR 

Faculty Contact: Kim Voyles 
Visiting Writers: Laura Gray and Amy Nawrocki 

Ice 

Ice on the tree limb 
It falls, a rabbit jumps far 
I laugh in my soul 

-Trent Hall 

Weiner Dogs 

Weiner dogs look lonely 
captured in a small room 
laying down with beseeching eyes 

- Blakelee Spicer 

Icicles 

Dangling from the rooftop 
stuck like an avalanche 
hanging like an umbrella 

-Michelle Pitman 

Brook 

The babbling brook 
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Fearful as it comes to an end 
The huge waterfall 

-Brittany Rodgers 



(untitled) 

The ancient Egyptian life 
Must be beautiful for the Pharaoh 
While the pyramids hide his body. 

-Rebekah Rakestraw 

Turtles 

thirty-two turtles 
sleeping on the big, fat, log 
they enjoy their tan 

-Scott Brenner 

(untitled) 

Ants, always busy 
never even taking breaks 
watching out for shoes 

-Scott Dunkin 
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(untitled) 

Horses in the yard. 
Running in a straight, long, line. 
The moon shining bright. 

-Shrief Klalil Nashaat 

My Star 

the star is winking 
twikity-dee just for me 
shine, glisten, glitter 

-Brandi McAlister Molloy 



Marion Junior High 
Marion,AR 

Faculty Contact: Janine Earney 
Visiting Writers: Sean Chapman and Mark Cherry 

Movie Theaters 

My palms are sweaty 
My stomach's full of butterflies not a word to say to her as we 
Walked up to the cylinder blue ticket stand and bought two 
Tickets. The bland woman shoved them through the small glass hole. 
I then saw the T.V. monitors high in the air the concession 
Stand with clear glass to show candies and 
Chocolate and on the counter there was a huge 
Popcorn machine. The carpet was light blue I wasn't 
Hungry or thirsty. So I struggled to get the two 
Tickets out of my pocket to the red vested uniformed brown haired 
Pale man. While we passed the restrooms and black 
Dark arcade. But I felt weird in my heart as we 
Sat together in the dark stadium seating and a red 
Exit sign at the left of the door. And I looked at her and 
Thought she was an angel. 

-Wit Hyman 

(untitled) 

Sirhan - the Arab fisherman/ drunk/ mad scientist 
Wants - to breed the first fish that tastes and has 
All of the properties of an alcoholic beverage (i.e. beer) 
Obstacle - his wife 

Sirhan, Sirhan, the fisherman. 
Wants to make a special fish. 
A fish, a fish, a tuna fish, a fish 
To satisfy his cravings for ... 
Beer. The fish he wants will 
taste like beer and 

-Anonymous 
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Beachnik Roadway 

A man walking along the interstate in the rain. 
A man & woman kissing, laid against a pick-up truck at Texas Night Club. 
A spoiled teenage boy working at the Dippin' Dots Stand in 10s· weather. 
Craving for Chinese Food at 11:00 at night, only to find that 
The only Chinese Restaurant in town just closed. 

-Laura Fowler 

(untitled) 

The long dark underground tunnel. 

Hospital Visit 

It was seven years ago 
He was in the hospital bed 
It was dark and smelled like 
Mildewed wood. 
Dad had tubes in and out 
Of his mouth. 
It was the last thing 
A seven year old needed to see. 
The hospital was filled with 
Sun but felt as dark as night. 
The hospital smelled of medicine 
But tried to be covered up 
By spray. 

-Cierra Powers 

The rugged, odd shaped, treeless mountains, 
The fast moving water across the sharp rocks. 
The twirling of the dust after the cotton 
Is picked from the field. 

-Chelsie Griffin 
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Mountain Pine High School 
Mountain Pine, AR 

Faculty Contact: Frankie Kemp 
Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Melanie McDonald 

Jump 

When I was young, 
my grandpa put me on top 
of the refrigerator. 
He would say, "Jump, 
jump and I'll catch you," 
so I would bail off into his arms 
and he never let me drop. 
I would always just jump. 
He tried with my cousins 
and my sister, but they would 
never just 
;ump. 

-Nathaniel Radley 

One of Those Days 

The mother who said she'd never fall 
off the same cliff twice 
doesn't like to eat all the blackberries at once, 
and who found the armadillos in the hay stack 
watches the cat clean her kittens with one lick. 
The whir in the wind blew through clouds 
like a thread through a needle. "Today 
is beautiful," she said, with a crackle in her voice. 

-Elizabeth S. 

To Catch a Shooting Star on 
My Tongue 

Sometimes, while sitting at my bedroom window 
at night, when my eyes refuse to close, 
and the sounds of midnight 
creep into my room, I watch the stars, 
and moon, and sky. 

Every so often, as I gaze into the heavens, 
a star will shoot across the sky, 
and I'll jump, and fly, and reach as far 
as my arms and fingertips will stretch, 
my tongue out as far as it can be, 
to catch a shooting star on my tongue. 

Because isn't that what we all climb 
and strive for? The impossible, 
the unexpected, the best-- to catch 
a shooting star on our tongues. 

-Sarah Elmore 
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The Desk 

Today it sits alone in my room, 
old, rusted, and broken, 
its only use to hold up the wall. 
Years ago, who knows how many, 
its beauty still shined 
brand new sitting in a store 
window. 

Beautiful hardwood legs, carved 
to perfection, 
polished so that you could see your face 
in its top. 
It sat there only a day; 
the family down the street bought it 
in all its splendor. 
They cherished it, 
buffed it every day with love. 
They treated it as if was there 
forever. 

Now it sits alone, 
gone is its beauty, 
its once polished top chipped 
and written on. 
Who knows who had it before me. 
Did they love it? 
Did they treat it with its rightful respect? 

-Jamiesor Copeland 
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Wax Museum 

Pretty doors 
Little Red Riding Hood 
long escalator 
Daddy 
girlfriend Kim, 
brothers Asa, J.J. 
Presidents 
Napoleon 
torture racks 
spiders 
ordered from a catalog 
gems 
Snow White 
so warm 
so real 
but I know how they would feel 
once the make-up comes off 
light 
bright 
souvenirs 
warm sun 
downtown 

-Lauren Dentom 



Newark Elementary 
Newark,AR 

Faculty Contact: Ann Webb 
Visiting Writers: Laura Gray and Chelsea Rathburn 

The White Dress 

She has pretty blond hair. 
And men all around her willing 
to care. Her dress is as white 
as snow. And she is as light 
as a bough. Her highheels are as high 
as the sky. And no one would ask why. 

-Kayla Myers 

Buffalo 

A herd of buffalo 

Butterflies 

Bits of color flying in the air. 
Flying high with such flair. 
I wonder where they are going. 
I keep a look without knowing. 
They take nectar from flowers to eat it up. 
They look so pretty in the air. Flying high 
without a care. 

-Tara Hackworth 

in the field eating the grass. 
Running, running! It's going to rain, 
the dark sky with rain falling and bright 
lightning. The buffalos are under the trees. 

-Tara Hackworth 
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The Car 

(untitled) 

It is a cold brisk morning, 
It was a quiet calm night, 
Now they're all waiting from way up high. 
The sun comes up just like before, 
Now they're watching, watching, watching, 
maybe to score. 
As time goes by like it always does, 
their hope will die with remembering the way it was. 
But as night nears and the calm is back, 
The mighty deer hunters are going to be back! 

-Mary Abbot 

My car has power steering 
heating and air 

Flip-flops 

I am a flip-flop, plop, plop. 
I play in the puddles 

anti-lock brakes 
and the seat vibrates 
Be be br br bi brreeil. 
Chink chink 
chunk chunk 
chink. 

-Jordan Barber 

A Guy in the Sky 

I see a guy in the sky 
playing a banjo. He has a hat 
and a pet black cat. 
He is wearing a tie up in the sky. 
He lives in a place so green 
it's hard for him to be seen. 
He makes friends with clouds 

slop, slop. I walk inside 
now mom has to mop! 

-Madilyn McCaa 

and together they make really good sounds. 
I see a hawk with a funny walk. 

-Chris Foushee 
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Noble Elementary 
Hamburg,AR 

Faculty Contact: Sharon Hollis 
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Veronica Schuder 

Christmas 

Christmas is a time to be 
happy. It smells like home-
made chocolate chip cookies that just 
came out of the oven and the 
cookies are so chewy the 
chocolate chips are so gooey 
they look so good but I have 
to wait until they cool 
off. They taste so good and 
feel warm when I get one 
I eat it slowly. 

(untitled) 

When my sister is in 
my room she is irritating 
like a clown in the car 
honking the horn very loudly 
but I ignore her. 

When I wake up in the 
morning I am very grouchy 
like a snake in a cage. 
So is my lizard and 
my little sister too. 

-Zack Lauhon 

-Kayla Grubbs 
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(untitled) 

Silly is like waking 
up on Mars and seeing a 
moon monster in front of 
you and it has googly eyes 
and 8legs. 

-Caleb French 



Bird 

I am a bird. I can make my wings 
make me fly up to the sky. I 
like to fly like a crazy airplane in 
the sky. I can fly like Superwoman in 
the sky. I like the air blowing 
in my face. I like to fly down to 
the ground. And then I can fly to 
the pond and swim all through the 
whole pond. I can spread my wings and 
fly. 

-Nikeitheya Atkins 

Forest Ranger 

I love my little job. 
I love to hear the lions roar 

Football 

Happy is like playing 
football when it is muddy. 
Happy is like tackling 
a boy and sliding through 
the muddy water. 
Happy is making a fifty 
yard touchdown. Happy is 
like making a field goal. 

-Jacob White 

it sounds like an old man burping. 
I love my little suit it looks 
like an army man,s a little. 
I pick up trash and when I 
throw it in my bag it sounds 
like leaves crunching. I love to 
play with the bears it feels like 
a warm pillow. I don,t get 
paid much but I still love 
my little job. 

-Cody Welch 
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Oil Trough Elementary School 
Oil Trough, AR 

Faculty Contact: Ann Webb 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Bonnie MacPhee 

How to Fix a Desk 

You fix a desk by getting 
a Band-Aid from a cow, get some 
ointment from the pyramids, 
then you put the ointment 
on the desk, then put the 
Band-Aid on the desk, get two 
sticks and tape from a wall, 
then put the sticks on 
the desk,s legs and tape them 
there and wait thirty days, 
and if it ain,t held up by 
then get a casket and dig a hole. 

-Ashley Taylor Davidson 

Pluto 

Freedom 

Freedom is like the wind in your hair. 
And the feeling of being free. The smell of the 
morning breeze. Like breaking chains of steel. 
And defeating the evil monster of capturement 
Like power of fun with the excitement. 
The excitement without fun is like a boat 
on dry land. 

-Ronny Armstrong 

Pluto is cool. The aliens do not mind it. 
I jump as high as the gravity will take 
me. The aliens play space tag and space ball with me. 
I do not mind if I lose because it 
is just a game. The aliens take me on rides in the space ship. It runs out of 
space juice fast. The space juice does not cost a lot for a full tank. It costs 
a speck of space dust. 

-Matthew Jenkins 
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The Favorite Place! 

The city isn't the place, 
The country isn't the place, 
The plains isn't the place either, 
The town isn't the place, 
The prairie isn't the place, 
But where is the place? 
You can go all over the earth's surface 
but there is no place in the world like 
your own back yard. 

-Deidre Emery 

(untitled) 

Locker locker 
storing stuff in your big pockets 
If you were a human, I bet your 
coat and pants would have many pockets 
I also think you would have many lockets 
Protecting people's stuff and locking it up 

The Tornado in the Night 

It's black as night. 
The airplane will crash in light. 
A lion roaring in your face 
A train going over your house 
like hatred coming into your heart. 
Being dizzy in your mind 
The sky bloody red. 
Hail falling in the night 
It's called the tornado in the night. 

-Vesta Beckman 

The job for you would be a security guard 
Keeping the bad people locked up behind bars 
And making your rounds in your patrol car. 

-Jared Cook 

95 



Osceola Middle School 
Osceola,AR 

Faculty Contact: Sheena Williamson 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom 

Sailing in the Wind 

Riding a 21-speed with 15 girls, 
riding so fast, out come all of our curls, 
5 out of 15 have the same bike, 
but that doesn't make anyone put up a fight. 

We ride around town like a Brady Bunch 
all with braids, 
We get chased by dogs, boys on their bikes, 
and different things. 

Slowing down from top speed with the enemy 
on your tail, 
Lifted up into the sky like a sailboat we sail. 

-Antoinette Daniels 

The Butterfly and My Sister 

The butterfly flies gracefully with its near-invisible body. 
The butterfly is almost like my sister because she is 
small and also moves gracefully. 
They both live in the shadow of someone else. 
They both nearly disappear inside the cold 
icy snow. They both are attracted and like 
the color blue. And both of them can 
melt my heart. My sister loves to say 
something about someone else-she'll talk just to 
talk. The butterfly is the opposite. 
It never opens its mouth but it says so 
much. 

-Eddie Koury 
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Women Are Too Beautiful To Cry 

What's the matter? No need to cry 
for women are too beautiful to cry. 
Let's dance in a spin 
I'll cook you dinner tonight, let's feel 
the presence of the underwater dolphins 
and shimmer at splashes of water, 
doesn't that sound like fun? 
Because women are too beautiful to cry. 
What if we were to gaze into the stars 
and hum a love song and stand strong 
in the unpredictable thunder, 
just remember a good memory 
that women are too beautiful to cry. 
Awhh, that's better, 
the last tear has been wiped away. 
I must return to the sky, 
for I am your guardian angel 
and never shall you feel alone. 

-Bryant Williams 

To The Roaring River 

To the roaring river I write this letter: 
Oh roaring river, I love the hum of fish. 
They shimmer in their beautiful cradle 
underwater. 
How I love your waterfall thunder
your great muscle blisters the rocks. 
I have great clusters of memories with you. 
I sit whistling on the shore 
Then I jump in 
I feel like needles are poking me 
because of your cold waters 
I thrill at spinning in you. 
So, old Roaring River, I say to you 
Goodbye, great friend of mine. 

-Brittani Williams 
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After The Storm 

After the storm it is quiet 
like the falling of the sunset, 
while during the storm 
it was violently raging, 
thunder banging all the while, 
a spooked spaniel hiding. 
In the fury all is lost. 
Deeper in the woods 
a wolf is wandering 
looking for its next victim. 
The wolf watches 
as a mouse takes its last 
breath of life. 
His heart pounding, 
he pounces and kills the mouse. 
Lightning cracks, 
a tree splits in half. 
It stops, the sun comes out 
and a beautiful rainbow is visible. 
The storm is gone. 

-Christina Pizano 



Our Lady of the Holy Souls 
Little Rock, AR 

Faculty Contact: Ileana Dobbins 
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan, Peter Kessler, Paul Bone, 

Adam Prince, Tara Bray, and Alison Pelegrin 

Dear Paul Zimmer, 

I know how you feel. 
You can never do this. You can never do that. 
You cannot get on the swing. 
You cannot get on the monkeybars. 
You cannot get on the field. 
You cannot get to play hopscotch. 
You always have to hide. 
When you meet him, 
let him know you do not like it. 
And if he does not listen 
let him have it. 
You are a grown man. 
You can handle it. 

Your friend, your true friend, 

-Krissten Perry 

Inside a Tree 

I am standing around, just waiting 
because I can,t move. As the wind 
rustles through my branches and 
different colored leaves. Some are red, 
like a ribbon on a little girl's head. Some are 
as yellow as the sun, shining on a bright 
June afternoon. A few orange, like a bright 
fire, burning at a camp. I'm just waiting. 

-Josh Filipek 98 

Silence ... 

is a room full of grownups 

-Tim Goodhart 

Tyler Kemp 

aT is what I play golf with 
Y am I here Back in time (1606) 
a L needs two more sides to be a square 
E is the three places I am a day-at horne, 
school and the car 
R in the car stands for reverse 

-Tyler Kemp 



When my Dad and I ... 

I go to the rock cliff it is usually warm 
the tan cracked rocks tower above us 
deer slowly walk around where the road is 
and many green oak trees cover the ground 
to climb I use a harness with red and blue colors 
and a green rope with tiny purple dots 
the sun heats the rock as if it were cooking it 
and a cold wind comes and goes every hour 
little birds flutter about eating crumbs of what is left from others 
and the rock is so hard to hold onto your hands hurt 
but when you are at the top you feel quite proud 
and when you are being lowered down, it feels as if you are flying 
when you are at the bottom you are sweaty but happy 
that's why the cliff is special to me 

-Annie Kuni 

I Had a Date with China 

She started talking about all of her revolutions 
and uprisings, of course I couldn't understand 
her because she was talking in Chinese. When we 
got to McDonald's, she ordered an eggroll. The 
cashier said they didn't have it, but she said she 
won't leave without it. So they made her an egg 
McMuffin on the house. After I ordered a burger 
and some french fries and we were on our way, 
she kept going on and on about France's influ
ence on her. 

-Joseph Hill 
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A Ray of Light Passing 
Through the Air 

It was like a hunk of glowing 
butter going through the air. 
The sun was falling. 
A highlighter drawing in the sky. 
I dyed my hair the color 
of the sun and chopped it off and 
threw it up in the sky. 
It was like a rainbow in the sky 
arching over all the planets. 

-Helen Ward 



Blond 

Blond peachy Mom touches 
Her little boy trying to 
get food off his face 
by touching her finger to 
her tongue and wiping it off 
the little boy's face. 

-Alex Baldwin 

Umbrella 

In the closet every day 
I come out when it 
rains. I feel cold 
drops on my 
polka-dotted skin. 

I feel someone holding 
my leg and then 
suddenly it all stops. 
Someone shakes me and 
then I am very still. 

Dark cold and wet is 
how I feel. I am 
all folded up in this 
tiny little closet. 

Then suddenly light 
hits my face. I think .. . 
"I don't go out on 
these kind of days." 

The doors open 
and my owner picks 
me up. Then she takes 
me outside 

I felt the sun that day 
maybe a little too much 
but this was the day 
those cold rain drops 
did not hit my polka
dotted skin. 

- Sarah Glover 

The Feelings of a Wolf 

It's like a million knives piercing your back. 
I lay in my bed so warm, 
like the sun's rays are touching every inch of 
my body. 
I dream a dream like no other, 
a dream of being a wolf. 
My mountain-like paws touch the frozen 
earth in the night, 
for it is time to hunt. 
I smell a scent of a white haired jack 
rabbit, a sweet but tiny rodent so swift 
and fast I can barely keep up with 
him. 
I race through the trees into the night, 
that looked like thousands of arms 
reaching down to grab you and take 
you to the heavens. 
I jump into the air soaring towards the 
towering mountains as though I could 
touch them. 
I catch the defenseless rabbit and 
sink my teeth into the rabbit to bring 
it down. 
as I see the poor, crystal blue eyes 
stare into mine. 
I feel terrible and let her go 
on living. 
I wake up feeling how a real wolf would 
feel looking into death's eye 
and realize how a wolf has 
feelings too. 

-Whitney Maloney 
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Tick-Tick 

When-you-are-a watch-tick-tick
tick-one-hand-moves-past-at-a-stead-y-beat-tick
tick-one-hand-moves-past-the-other-while
the-second-tries-to-keep-up-tick-tick-circles
in-side-keep-me-moving-tick-tick-l-am-
what -gives-the-day-its-start-and-while- the
world-sleeps-I -give-the-day-its-end-tick-tick
people-stare-at-my-face-and -some-times-sigh
and-just-relax-others-move-more-quickly-tick-tick
but sometimes-things can't go-always at 
a beat-tick-tick-sometimes-things-must-just stop-tick-tick 
but you see I cannot stop-ticktick-because 
life goes on and time does not stop. 

-Caitlin Quinn 

Closet Light 

I go on and turn off 
I see the clothes dance 
As they are being chosen 
The hot, hot spring inside me burns 
Screaming to be off. I heard the hangers 
Sing and dance when they are empty 
My gold chain sways and clangs 
When it is touched. Sometimes 
I am left on for comfort to a child 
When she sleeps. I wait 
Hoping that they will dust me off 
Because I grow dim when I get dirty. 
But they go away when I am off 
I smell the old sneakers and 
I smell the clean clothes. 
I make a flicker when it's time to go. 
At that time I am like a candle 
And I blow. It is time to change me 
And it's time for me to let someone else 
Burn and flicker and smell and see 
For it is time for me to go and 
Say, "C'est la vie." 

-Lindsay Davis 
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Pelican Dennis 

Pelican Dennis flies overhead 
saving children, singing 
songs in the nighttime sky 
where shade waves the trees' 
branches. So finally all of 
the children dancing in the breeze, 
eating ice cream in the world. 

-Lindsey Dennis 



To Be Inside of Zac,s Hair 

I am inside Zac's hair it's long 
stringy, greasy, and a thick dense 
forest. It's a maze, you could never find 
your way back. There are many dangerous animals 
it's like a tropical forest. But it is very pretty 
it is almost like an afro. But every night 
around 9:00 p.m. a huge flood takes place 
you have to get in the canopy to survive if 
you are in the undergrowth you will get washed 
away, if you're in the very top you will 
be pelted with huge rain drops. 

-Matt Short 

Me and My Grandma! 

In the kitchen my grandma is singing as she 
is cooking and I am by the window watching the 
rain falling down in the back yard. As I 
go to the kitchen table I sit down and start 
cooking. On that day I remembered what she 
wore-she wore a soft, furry coat and her hands 
had dough all over them. 

-Morgan Suski 
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Talktapus 

I'm a great big 
talktapus and I 
shield the fish 
so the sharks won't 
get them. I 
tell the sharks 
jokes and they 
get so bored 
they swim away 
'cause I talk 
too much. I get 
out of the 
water and start 
to fly. I 
shield the houses 
with force fields 
so nobody can 
get in. In the 
morning I undo 
the force field. 
I get in my 
house and eat 
breakfast. 

-Julianne Shrieve 



Two Letters 

Dear George Washington, 

Why? Why? Why? 

did you have to wear a wig, not expose your hair, to the world? Was it blackish green, like 
a slimy, sickening fish? Did it have tentacles like a jellyfish's? 

From, 
Reid 

Dear Reid, 

My hair, oh my hair. The slime, the grime of my hair. Smell my wig and find the 
hair attached to it with my tentacles. 

From, 
George Washington 

-Reid Knabe 

Like Cheese 

I have liked cheese ever since that 
one rainy afternoon the day I tried 
it for the first time, my mom 
by the stove saying, "It's almost ready." 
It had an astonishing flavor, almost like 
flowers after a spring rain. I asked 
my mom what type of scrumptious sandwich 
that was when she replied, grilled cheese. 
Little did I know that that sandwich would 
change my life. Ever since then I have 
liked cheese. American cheese, Swiss cheese, 
hot cheese, goat's cheese, and my favorite cheese 
cheddar cheese. For cheddar cheese I have 
to thank for my wonderful nickname 
Cheddar. I like cheese. 

-Zac Ball 
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The Plataprecilla 

The plataprecilla in the 
night, in the mother's 
tummy. Her baby waits 
for her birth. The 
sun comes up and 
the baby plataprecilla 
in born. The baby 
plataprecilla learns her 
precilla dance. 

-Sean Rose 



Pangburn High School 
Pangburn, AR 

Faculty Contact: Barbara Miers 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Laura Gray 

Books 

The books go flying 
and they land 
at my sneaker-dad feet. 
I scoop them up 
and tuck them under my arm, 
late for lunch. 

-Karyl Roberts 

(untitled) 

Then sudden silence drapes over the field 
The warmness of the sunset comes back to focus 
as what seemed like a flash from a light bulb 
fades away 
The sparrow falls in the white curled ball 
As the hunters step out of the over growth 
to loiter around the mounds of still warm 
conquered prey 
He thinks out loud 
"Today was a good day." 

-Jonathan Self 
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The Doormat 

The "welcome" 
on the dingy, cracked doormat 
is by a house on a sloping hill. 
The mother 
stands there waiting, too, 
and she says, "Welcome" 
the exact same way. 

-Trisha Harris 

The River 

In the Ozarks of Arkansas, 
there's an old dog 
that lives by an old river, 
and every day 
he and his old master 
hunt on that old river. 
Every day that old dog 
stops in the same old spot 
by the old river 
and drinks. 
As that old dog drinks 
he watches 
fish swim by. 

-Shane Rodgers 



Justice 

When father looked down at his 
son, his face was blank 
like a white sheet of drawing 
paper. 
When his son looked up at 
father 
his face had fear and a tear 
in his eye 
like a stormy, thundering night 
and rain falling on a window 
pane. 

-Kassi Jo 

Whittlin' Away the World 

Whittlin' away on the porch, 
The way I was first taught, 
When I got the knife, 
My first gift from my old grandpa. 
He taught me how to sharpen sticks 
And peel potatoes right. 
Taught me how to clean a chicken 
To fry for dinner at night. 
He showed me how to open and close it, 
Oh how the blades did shine, 
And how my heart leapt from my chest, 
When he told me it was mine. 
I keep the knife in my pocket. 
I rarely use it now. 
But when I whittle away the world 
Its use comes through somehow. 

-Daniel Duncan 

(untitled) 

She tossed the dog-dead seeds in 
the dusty dirt at her feet. Her old, brown organza 
dress ruffled in dry wind. Oh how 
she wishes this drought will end. 

-Tara Parsons 
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Pinkston Middle School 
Mountain Home, AR 

Faculty Contact: Linda Gray 
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn, Bonnie MacPhee, Paul Karns, 

and Amy Nawrocki 

Picture of Blood and Love 

Think of Hitler with his Nazi 
Party men dying in their arms. They 
are scared and so are you. Planes 
crashing everywhere. More men 
marching in like wolves in the forest. 
Blast boom. It sounds like the Fourth 
of July. Our men going, killing. 
All men falling like rain from the 
sky. We rush them back and win 
the war. Then go home and have 
fear of everything. 

Egypt 

Egypt in war 
with lifeless people 
the look of shadows 
creeping up on you. 
The vapor of the past 
haunting your mind 
the smell of sand 
inside your nose 
the taste of smoke 
in your mouth. 

-Kyle Cotter 

-Matthew Vaughn 
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Sadness 

Sadness is like rain 
pelting down from 
the unloading clouds 
onto the unsuspecting 
children's heads. "Open 
up your umbrellas," 
their mother crooned 
as they ran home 
for ice cream and lucky 
charms with wet clothes. 
They go to bed and are 
sad when a school bell rings 
the next morning. 

-Ruth Gunter 



What It's Like to be a Tornado 

I twist and turn 
like a top 
picking up dust 
like a vacuum. 
Roaring like a train on a track, 
breaking power lines 
like string, 
breaking houses 
like shaking your brother's popsicle fort, 
lightning like fireworks on the Fourth of July, 
dissipating in the air 
like a TV going off. 

-Tyler Posey 

An Ant Trying to Get Home 

small and unnoticed, 
feeling the wind blow rapidly, 
drenched from the rain, 
alone like someone stranded 
in a hot desert, 
trying to reach my destination, 
the anthill 
but it's too late. 
A big figure approaches 
and I am crushed 
like a soda can being 
stepped on. 

-Jocie Linck 

I'm Oil 

I pollute the soil. 
I burn and blow. 
I make cars go. 
I glitter in the light like the moon at night. 
When I burn I'm like a knight, 
my flames don't go down without a fight. 
I'm from the earth. 
With the slightest spark, 
I light to birth. 
Am I really all that good? 
Am I used like I should? 
So just sit and think, 
What if I were pink ... 

-Shane Arwood 
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Lighting up the Sky 

I am a firefly 
every night I light up the sky. 
What a feeling. 
A tiny light in a world of billions, 
but I still have my lamp, 
my own personal light. 
Some people say I'm on fire. 
I think I am lighted up with joy, 
for centuries my kind has filled the 
dark with light, 
I am proud I can help. 

-Geoffrey Pickle 

Beaches 

Coconut trees 
dot the beach, 
the sweet smell of pineapple, 
multicolored necklaces. 
The large hand of the ocean 
sweeping the sounds. 
Sun's bright smile 
kissing the hot sand. 
A cool breeze 
blowing on my face. 
This is a very relaxing place. 

-Diana Cordova 

The Meadow 

Walking through the 
tall grass meadows. 
Twinkling river runs 
peacefully down the 
hilly mountain top. 
The run-down barn 
that once was new 
is now sitting and 
leaning too. 
The giant pine trees 
reaching for the sky. 
The river twinkling more than an eye. 
the grass sways to 
cool spring wind. 
The crisp air 
cools me again. 
The view too beautiful to 
explain. 
I think I'll just sit there 
in the grassy plain. 

-Billy Rees 

Life's Journey 

Small as a mustard seed with hardly any strength 
at all. Getting blown away by the wind and then 
taking a sudden fall. Over and over get carried 
away but have the strength to move a mountain 
all throughout the day. Then the journey is over 
and you fall in the soil and start a new journey 
of growing up. 

-Raleigh Jones 
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(untitled) 

The bud of a flower 
Looks at the world through closed doors. 
It drinks the water from a fresh rain 
Like a child on a summer day. 
The new flower is the rising sun 
Slowly showing off its rays of light. 
Only in a few more days and a few more nights. 
The flower will bloom 
And show the world its glory. 

-Kathleen Hall 

A Dark Experience 
-for my dad whom I've never met 

The sniper waits watching 
the damp trail. He begins 
to think about the things 
around him. The jungle is 
dark and dreary, sweat rolls 
down his face. He hears strange 
sounds all around him. The 
trail he watches is damped 
with blood. He shakes at 
the torturous screams of 
his fellow man. The 
stench of death fills the 
a1r. 

-Daniel Cantrell 

(untitled) 

The scent of pine needles over-power 
any other smell. The old swing is still 
hanging on the oak tree. There is a blanket 
of leaves over the top of the trees, 
but it leaves a few gaps and lets 
the sunshine out on the forest floor. 
I sit at the base of the old oak 
tree, think about the peacefulness around 
me. The sun begins to go down, and 
the sky glows pale blues, pinks, and purples. 
The screeching of the squirrels and the 
songs of the birds have ceased, replaced 
by the chirping crickets. I take the 
old trail back home. 

-Amber Daniels 
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Rison Elementary 
Rison, AR 

Faculty Contact: Carol Buie 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden and R.D. Hollenbeck 

Bats 

Flicker out of the cave 
Like inky eyebrows squinching 
Across the rosy face of evening. 

-Bridget Green 

How to Get out of Picking 
up Dead Chickens 

1. Do all my chores. 
2. Say I'm sick. 
3. Go to a friend's house. 
4. Die. 

-Jesse Hogue 

Ms. Zombiela Substitutes 

Happiness 

Happiness is when I see a 
Baby deer follow his mother across 
The field, a horse running swiftly 
In the wind. Happiness is when 
I taste chocolate in my mouth, 
Shock tarts in my mouth. 
Happiness is hearing soft music 
Floating in the background. 
The touch of a baby's feet while 
They kick their legs in the air. 
The way that the house smells 
During Thanksgiving and Christmas. 

-Brittany S. 

On one sunny day at school, Ms. Absent, teacher of the eighth grade, was teaching her class, 
including me, Matt Barnett. She was a language teacher. Then suddenly she suffered a mas
sive heart attack! I called the ambulance, but it was too late. When the ambulance got there, 
she had already passed away. The next day, I saw a faint green skinned teacher at Ms. 
Absent's desk. She was holding a letter with something about Ms. Absent on it. 
I said, "Miss, er ... " 

"Zornbiela," she replied. 
"O.K., Ms. Zornbiela. Can I see that letter?" 
Sure," she said. I grabbed the letter and pulled it. 
"Ahhhhh!!!" I screamed. Her hand carne off with the letter! I thought she would 

scream but she said, "I did not say you could look at my hand, too!" 
The day was hectic. In Math class we counted her detached fingers. In spelling we spelled, 
"Dead, cemetery, undead, reliving and detach." Finally, I read the letter. It said," Ms. 
Zornbiela, Bedoak Cernetrary.n Spooked, I said, "Ms. Zornbiela, I know you are a zombie .... 
Ahhhhhh!!! 

-Matt Barnett 
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Door 

I am a door 
This is what my life sounds like 
Open and shut, open and shut 
And endless life. 
After 20 years you 
Begin to creak. 
It's a hard life. 
I never move. 
I'm always still 
As a statue. I wish 
I were a desk 
Because I would 
At least be moved 
Sometimes 

-Britney Estes 

The Sub 

Pencil 

Sadly, I am a pencil. I hate being 
A pencil. It's just the constant 
Same thing. Wake up, start writing, 
Get sharpened, and then do it all 
Over again. I can't stand it. I hate 
Having the same schedule over and 
Over. I wish I didn't have to go 
Into that grungy old back pack 
Every night. I want to be a bird. 
It would be great living my life 
On soaring wings, flying through 
The cool breezy air. I would be free 
Living wherever and however I wanted. 

-Mac Holderfield 

Last Thursday in Ms. Jones's Science class we sat in our desk when, Boom! The door swung 
open and there stood a lady in an astronaut suit that was lime green. She said, "I am Miss 
Aflerica, and I will be your sub for Science class. Let us start by looking at the sun. The sun 
is a big light bulb." 

Tyler stood up and corrected her. "The sun is a star, Miss Aflerica." 
I said, "Ms. Jones said that the sun is the closest star to Earth." 
"Well," she said, "let's go out and look at it." We walked outside. 

Outside, Miss Aflerica gave us all really dark sunglasses. She said, "On the count of three 
let's all look up. One, two, three." We all looked up. Everyone shouted, "It's a lightbulb." I 
walked up to Miss Aflerica and apologized for saying she was wrong. At the end of the day 
we left, but I stayed behind. I saw Ms. Aflerica take off her space helmet. It was Ms. Jones! 
She laughed and said, "I can't believe you thought the sun was a light bulb. I painted the 
light bulb on the glasses." I never told anyone what I saw. 

-Derrick Bass 

111 



Rogers High School 
Rogers,AR 

Faculty Contact: Grimsley Graham 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Paul Karns 

(untitled) 

The little French maid knows her language well 
Elle parle avec anyone around to share 
How odd to know by instinct what to say 

La mademoiselle sings her music loud 
Each word she says with the ease of a native 
How odd to know by instinct what to say 

An English girl bent over her stitching 
speaks to her mother with an everyday slang 
How odd to know by instinct what to say 

The peasant boy begs for food on the street 
He says "please" and "thank you" when they oblige 
How odd to know by instinct what to say 

I speak my native language everyday 
Though I tire sometimes of the voice, I think 
how odd to know by instinct what to say 

I want to know French and English the same, 
to speak like the English and like a French maid 
Someday I hope to know what others do 
and I will speak French by instinct too. 

-Amanda Curtis 
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Bullrider's Lament 

There once was a man no 
bull could tame. 
He could ride any from L.A. 
to Maine. 

They said he was the greatest 
he'd go all the way. 
Some even believed he would 
until that day. 

He cinched his rope and 
gave a nod, 
the gate flew open and 
he gave a show. 

The ride of his life is 
what they say. 
But he no longer rides 
today. 

From bumps to bruises, 
to broken bones. 
He's seen them all. 
They show his wisdom and 
experience. 

He's all settled down on his 
ranch down in Texas, 
but he'd do it all again 

for one ride in Vegas, 
one more ride in Vegas. 

-Chris Jones 



(untitled) 

Go against the world, follow your own will. 
Hurry, hurry along your way, children 
Do what I say, do not make me ashamed 

Children of the world do their biddings and good deeds 
because their parents taught them to stay true. 
Go against the world, follow your own will. 

Children scream and play, make mistakes and lose their way. 
They wiggle like a worm on a hook, lost in the world. 
Do what I say, do not make me ashamed. 

Children speak their minds and obey their own will. 
They scream at what is wrong and stand up for what is right. 
Go against the world, follow your own will. 

Children say what is right and change behind closed doors. 
They have pretty faces, fake smiles, and hard hearts. 
Do what I say, do not make me ashamed. 

Tell me mother, father, my elders, which am I? 

Which child do you wish I would be in the world? 
Go against the world, follow your own will. 
Do what I say, don't make me ashamed. 

-Kinsey Taylor 

(untitled) 

I drove to the first tee on a golf cart 
On the black top, that steams from a summer heat. 
The ball bounces down the fairway like a heartbeat. 
The lush green undulating fairway 
Spotted with divots made in the month of May. 
The flat smooth carpet-like putting surface 
Drawn closer by every single strike of the ball. 
It is hit skyward, waiting, it will fall. 

What an enjoyment to be outside 
Watching the grass grow by the second. 
What a challenge to get the ball in the hole. 
No patience present at the end of the day. 
Striking your final shot with a great relief. 
Overcome with joy to finish what you started. 

-Sung Yang 
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(untitled) 

Sheridan Intermediate 
Sheridan, AR 

Faculty Contact: Darla Jackson 
Visiting Writers: Sean Chapman and Tony Tost 

New York 

Alone in my tree house 
Ohh Ohh Ohh Ohh. I hear 

The weather is rain. 
It's always windy here. 
Light flash cars sound. 
They're never in sight 
The statue of Liberty 

bats screaming. Oh NO the most 
weirdest thing of all. Bats SCReaming 
trees rubbing OH NO it's raining 
everything stops. bats Stop screaming 
trees stop rubbing oh boy. I 

has happiness in her eyes 
but her true feelings are 
SORROW SORROW SORROW run to my house and hide 

under my bed. 
-Traci Rhodes 

-Sam Bakarich 

Hallucination 

I smell moth balls. I see midgets 
messing with my car. Someone's 
been in my clock. I hate those Yankees 
at the phone company peeking through 
the jack hole in the wall at people's private life, 
that's why I tape up the hole once a month. 
What are those people sitting on my couch doing? 
They're moving my stuff around. I want 
some fresh air so I'll open my door. Oh, I think 
it's a hobo coming down the sidewalk. 
I'm closing my door quickly because I recently 
read an article in a paper about hobos 
coming in your house and living in it for free 
and coming and going whenever they like. 
I'll go for a drive. Ooo, that was a good drive 
around the parking lot. I'm pulling in. 
I just hit midgets on mopeds. Why do people 
always call me crazy and I'm always losing something? 

-James Daniel Houchens 

114 



A Day in the City 

When I wake in the morning. 
The green truck honks and the rusted 
old car beeps 
I go outside on the street 

everyone says hi. 
but when I leave everyone says bye. 
When I passed the melon stand 
the melons are so big and 
round. So I buy a few to take 
on home. I got home and cut 
one open and ate the smile. 
And that night when I laid 
in bed I watched the stars 
up above my head and wondered 
what I would do the next day 
and I tried to understand 
just how a melon is 
and I laid my head on my pillow 
and went right on to sleep 
with the stars shining bright 
up above the town all night. 

-Erica Livingston 

The Girl on the Appaloosa Horse 

cruising down highway 106 
in mom,s old ,64 Chevrolet Impala 
somebody was lurking behind me 
they hit a girl on an Appaloose horse 
everybody was dead 
So bad felt I 
that I hadn,t even tried to help 
For weeks I was drunken on gin 
only to find myself worse and alone 
my life was like a tight wad of black snakes 
a whole different dimension filled with 
fire and hooks pulling me down into utter 
despair when an angel at the end 
of my black cave of doom 
it lifted me out and told me they 
were just crushed birds and needed 
an alternative way out 
Finally I was able to deal with 
reading the obituary and saw a 
picture of the angel as the girl on the 
Appaloosa horse. 

-James Daniel Houchens 
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T.G. Smith Elementary 
Springdale, AR 

Faculty Contact: Patti Hays 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Laura Runyan 

(untitled) 

Wet things are beautiful 
The fish on the end of my pole 
The dewy grass in the early morning 
My wet hair after a shower 
The wet cement after a summer rain 
The dry creek after a long hard rain. 

-Chris Simco 

Airplane Trip 

Bumpy 
Sadness 
Seeing people wave bye 
Funny noises 
Morning afternoon nighttime meals 
Whiteness as far as you can see 
Bumpy 
Sadness 

-Andrew Fairchild 
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What Is Black? 

What is black? 
Black is a cloud 
when a thunderstorm 
is sure to come. 

What is lime-green? 
Lime-green is a pear 
setting in a basket with 
other wonderful fruit. 

What is dusty brown? 
Dusty brown is the sand 
on the beach that squishes 
between toes. 

-Ashley Rogers 



From Dusk to Dawn 

I shall get on the train 
I shall not miss the train. 
I'm going to a new land 
a mystical land. A land 
with magnolia blooms and 
silent willow trees with 
castles and ballrooms with 
kings and queens. Yet first 

(untitled) 

I shall get on the train, I shall pass 
by my memories and 

Fluffy clouds above your head 
Magnolia's scent encircles your nose 
flashes of deer and chirping birds; my childhood days to 
The sight and sound are growing weak 
before you drift off into sleep. 

go to the new land of 
mine. I shall leave from 
dusk to dawn. From 
dusk to dawn. 

-Ali Newby 

Cherokee Journey 

I have been with my people 
walking for many moons. 
Every day they say we will 
be there in the moonlight. It 
seems a million moons passed. 
People get sick, they get put in 
the wagon with the elders of 
my tribe. The people that 
die are thrown to the side, 
I hear babies cry. A baby's 
born. The mother dies. So I 
take care of the baby girl. 
I name her Cherokee Rose. 
We barely have any food. 

-Nick Podson 

What I get I shall give to the baby. 
They say we are going to be 
there in seven moons. I am cold. 
I use my jacket for a baby's 
blanket. 

-Whitney Downum 
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Swifton High School 
Swifton,AR 

Faculty Contact: Ross Bolding 
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan, Bethany Edstrom, Adam Prince, and 

Mary Stokes 

Hot Dog Stand Man 

I work hard every day on the streets 
of New York, counting and cooking 
the hot dogs. The day is long, pay's 
not too good, but what I get 
I can keep. 

Everybody is different about 
the way they want these dogs 
here on 12th Avenue. Some want 
everything on theirs. Some want 
nothing. 

It starts about 11:30, 
big business. People too 
lazy to cook, to rusted to go 
somewhere nice, they come 
up to my stand and ask for 
the Dog of the Day. With mustard 
and relish. 

I love my job. 
The smell of the hot dogs, the look 
on the folks' faces, 
cars going by, and the 182 dollars 
and 96 cents I make on average 
every day. Maybe the pay is good. 

-Veronica Cook 

(untitled) 

My house is very small. 
It has three rooms. 
It also has a small bathroom. 

My house has people that 
come over to visit. Old and young 
people. 

My house is very small 
like an ant hill. 
There is an iceberg in every room. 

-April Huskey 

(untitled) 

The policeman is a piece of bacon. 
He gets a lot of people in trouble for no reason. 

-Anthony Ash 
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When Beige Weather Comes 

I don't really panic 
when beige weather comes. 

We all pile up together 
with books and pillows and blankets, 
and the sky gives us funny looks 
like, "If I dish it out, you can take it." 

When beige weather comes, 
it usually means a storm. 

It just seems to keep coming 
without any form. 

But then, as fast as it came, it leaves. 
We look outside at the damage
bushes, limbs, and trees, 
all gone. 

-Beth Harvey 

Sleeping Beauty 

I am Sleeping Beauty 
in the books and movies but not at home. 
In the movie I play in 
Sleeping Beauty is this pretty, 
white young girl but at home 
I am just a sad, lonely blind girl 
who can not find the perfect man for me. 
I live alone in a small, white house 
in the middle of a big rice field 
in northeast Arkansas, in a little town 
called Swifton. I have all kinds 
of farm animals running around my place 
but no kids or even friends around. 
And no man around. 

-Sandra Mitchell 

My Mom And Dad Are Like A Buck And Doe 

My mom and dad are like a 
buck and doe. 
Dad puts on a show. 
Mom doesn't act. 
Dad rubs his horns, 
while Mom eats all the corns. 
Dad wants the baby to be strong. 
Mom hopes that there is nothing wrong. 

-Cecilie Hatfield 
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Dogs 

Dogs needle their 
way through life, 

swinging from one 
place to another. 

And the blackberry 
bush is ruined. 

-April Huskey 

(untitled) 

Like a needle in a haystack 
I am hard to find 
as I swing from place to place 
in this blackberry jungle 

-Laura Fry 

Mother Is An Ocean 

She works through the house 
like an ocean flows 
on our land through hills
like there's nothing there 
though storms like lightning 
go through the sky. 

-Jennifer Hershey 

(untitled) 

Sitting on a frozen lake 
crying with so many tears 
in the freezing breeze of January 
like a thousand knives stabbing you 
and the lake with its blues and greens. 
As I am sitting I can hear the ice begin to break 
with frozen fish in the ice 
waiting for January to end 
as the blue ice cracks 
sitting on a frozen lake. 

-Alysha Fry 
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Self Portrait With Basketball 

When I play basketball 
I feel free. When I make a shot 
I feel like Pm somebody. 
When I get a steal I feel good. 
Basketball makes me feel 
like living. When I get on the court 
I know I have to mean business. 
When someone says good job 
because I made a good play 
it makes me feel good. Basketball 
makes me feel good all around. 
I love it. 

-Woody Slagley 



(untitled) 

A Guided Tour Of My Soul 

In the deepest, darkest part of my soul 
live my real thoughts, my real feelings, 
not what everybody thinks I think 
or thinks I feel. 
I've had to build almost a fake soul, a fake mind 
to use when I'm around others, 
for when I am around others I am afraid. 
Afraid to speak my mind 
show my feelings 
for I just know someone will label me as stupid 
for feeling what I feel 
for thinking what I think. 
On the outside is what other people know as my soul, 
as my mind. 
It is where I keep the thoughts other people fill my head with. 

-Beth Harvey 

Horne is the inside of a brain. 
It is never quiet. 

Outer-Space Black Stone 

-Toni Fry 
There is no Outer-Space Black Stone 
in real life. So let's imagine 
there is one. This stone contains 
three wishes per person. It could answer 
your most troubled problems. For example, 
I would ask if I would ever get a good job. 
It would say, "Yes," I would, or, "No." 
It would be cool if we had an Outer Space 
Black Stone. We could go buy a lot of stuff, 
and we could have better houses for the poor. 
We could be richer than the rich. 
I could show many different things 
from the past, and watch 
the Big Bang Theory. I could see 
which general carne male or female. 
I would see the Great Depression, 
the Stone Age, and all the action 
of the Civil War. 

-Jarrette Baker 
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Vilonia Primary 
Conway,AR 

Faculty Contact: Diane Roberts 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Alison Pelegrin 

The Otter Faucet 

The way water falls 
from a water faucet 
is like an otter swimming 
in the ocean. The rumbling 
sound of the water hitting 
the tub is like the otter 
that bumps rocks as she 
goes down. They both 
slide very fast and 
swiftly as they go down. 

The feeling of the rushing 
water is like an otter's 
fur. But it's funny how 
a friendly otter would 
let you hold her but 
even friendly water won't 
let you hold it. An otter's 
fur is the color of dirty water. 

-Lauren Rice 

Toaster Frog 

Toaster frog jumps up 
when the toast jumps 
up. A frog jumps, toast 
jumps, toaster frog is just 
like toast, diving into the 
jelly into my belly 
yummy that was a 
great bumpy breakfast, 
kia kia I think I 
ate a frog. 

-Tyler Brown 

The Starkey Keeper 

I am the Starkey keeper. 
I'm the grand vizier 
of Zeus, but now I am a bird. 
The one called Hera 
turned me into a bird 
forever. I punish ones 
who kill the atmosphere. 
My gaze shoots flaming stars. 
My wings create stars three times a year. 
My flaming stars turn to comets. 
I created Halley's Comet. Zeus will 
fry me if I don't do my job. 
He will fry me. 

-James Starkey 
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(untitled) 

A giraffe's tall body 
lumbers around like a 
bulldozer. Its long neck 
reaches down for a drink 
like a bulldozer goes 
down to lift the dirt. 
Its yellow body is like the 
yellow body of the machine. 
It veers slowly like a 
bulldozer on the highway. 
The giraffe rests for long 
like bulldozers. 

-Brant Blackard 

Eagle 

I am the bird of 
Vilonia that protects 
us, I soar by the 
moon and over 
the ocean, I will 
protect you in 
the day and night, 
I will sit very 
still on the American 
flag. 

-Aaron McKay 

The Water God 

If I could be a water God 
I would keep pollution from 
killing the fish like flies. I 
would swish through the 
water like a bar of soap 
slipping through your hands. I 
would help you float when 
you're going to drown and 
you would be safe from 
everything around. 

-Ben Rastetter 

Casserole 

Casserole. I love you, I love 
you so, so, so much I just have 
to have you for every meal or my 
brain will explode. I love your juice 
beans. I just can't get enough of your 
chunky peanut butter spread over 
the pork chops and mustard. I like 
hair on it. The hair is just so good on 
the top. Mrnmmm good. 

-Zack Embrey 
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Walker School District 
Magnolia, AR 

Faculty Contact: Rosemary Brown 
Visiting Writers: Paul Bone and Tony Tost 

The Night 

The wind blows across the river in a 
Strong powerful debris smokestars flow around 
The country plying behind us is blackhawks sheets 
Of lights bouncing down from the moon burnt 
Men with peglegs with his stick trying 
To grow cornflowers. 

-Michael Harris 

The Trailer Park 

The houses are raggedy 
but the grass is neat. 
The kids are rude 
but they like to go to church. 

There is never enough room 
but the mailman comes on time. 
The dogs eat bricks 
to make the cars crank up. 
The people throw trash down 
then the clean up crew comes 

Dandelion 

0 little soldier with the golden helmet 
What are you guarding on my lawn 
You with your green gun 
And your yellow beard 
Why do you stand so stiff? 
There is only the grass to fight 

-Torrey Critton 

down and says "Thanks, you gave us something to do today." 
The kids chase them down the street 
just to say "I'm glad we finally meet." 

-Edward Cooper 
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(untitled) 

I am like a car 
Cause I'm always on the go 

Cash it takes to keep 
And we are not at all cheap 

We have to have a rest 
If we are to perform at 
our best 

We can occasionally go 
cold 
If we get too old 

We honk at our likes 
and dislikes 
We both can be some 
Fascinating sights 

Sometimes our lights 
Can grow dark 
And we give off some 
Mean sparks 

-Kawisa Glasgow 

Can You Imagine 

Can you imagine seeing pupils 
through sheets of light 
or cornflowers growing in 
the middle of the night 

Paralyzed girlfriends 
in stars of smoke 
you think you can save her 
but there ain't no hope 

Peg legged night hawks 
flying over a mass grave 
with wine and debris 
flying all over the place 

Rivers made of sap 
sparks flying nonetheless 
to myself, in the country 
I'm a source of forgetfulness 

Instead of 666 
I'm seeing 777 and once again 
I see bright sheets of light 
and I hope this is heaven 

-Darron Lambert 

Things that happen at dark 

Nighthawks fly in the dark. 
While people get slaughtered with pine needles. 
Trees get burnt by the river. 
Little kids drink wine 
While bugs run up cornflower vines. 
Old men walk on peg legs. 
Hungry people eat up my food source. 
A sheet of light coming through my window. 
So I tell myself it's time to go. 

-Walter Aubry 
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Wonderview High School 
Hattieville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Angie Zimmerman 
Visiting Writers: Veronica Schuder and Tony Tost 

Butter 

Before me sits a large yellow 
clump of butter 
That was only whipped cream 
before 
Before it was put in a butter 
churn 
and churned by the tired hands 
of a loving mother. 
The loving hands moved for 
a long time 
moving up and down like 
the hands of a drummer. 
Now the tired hands are able 
to spread the butter across 
a warm muffin that makes 
a smile spread across her 
mouth. 

-Brittany Kaufman 
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The Knights 

I trod across the sky 
the sky above the continent Asia 
for the conquest of knights 
five hundred fifty years ago. 
Opposing the murderous motives 
I reel myself back to England 
and take up the art of painting. 

-Nathan Church 

China Doll 

Strands of misplaced hair flowing 
across the delicate features of 
her porcelain face. 
The lace of her dress so perfect 
so flawless. 
Her pale complexion like the 
sugar in my bowl. 
But she's not flawless-she's fragile. 

-Denisha Laney 



(untitled) 

They walk though the sandy beaches, 
the dirty water of the surf lapping 
at their feet. 
Away from any tourists, 
the old man is 
grateful he won't have to see 
any muscle men in Speedos. 
They don't need shades because it's 
a gray, dreary day. 
They are hermits-a close 
relation to the crab. 
They have no fear of sharks, there is no need 
but there is for the kids 
crazily riding boogie boards in the waves. 
The beach despises them, it still 
seethes of fun and happiness so 
they leave. 

-Denisha Laney 

(untitled) 

(untitled) 

I'm sitting alone on my deer 
stand. Thinking about past events. Then I 
see a deer and compare its life to my 
own. I think real hard about that then 
I shoot it. 

-Patrick McMurray 

Her extended strands of hair remind me of brightly colored snakes. 
She runs her fingers through them. 
I want to yell, "Stop! They'll bite you!" 
Her bony fingers make it through without any harm. 
She fiddles around with it and I can see more and more. 
It coils into little ball on top of her head without her even knowing it! 

-JoAnna Gunther 
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Wynne High School 
Wynne,AR 

Faculty Contact: Georgia Ross 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Alison Pelegrin 

Habit: Population 103 

I see my house. 
I see my stinky barn. 
Why doesn't the pig sleep? 
Does she not like her bed? 
I will share mine. 

Mommy takes me for ice cream. 
The woman who steals people's hair 
eats baby animals. 
Where did you hear that? 
Big Brother told me. 

Can we go to the toy store? 
No, it's closed. 
Let's watch the movie 
about the mermaid. 
Only after your bath. 

I use my crayon to write, 
but only my eyes can see 
the imaginary words scrambled across 
the gigantic walls of my bedroom. 
Mommy is mad. 

It's time for bed. 
God has turned the lights off. 
I hear the monsters whispering 
under my bed. 

Chilled Fireflies 

On wet winter nights 
I entangle myself 
in my electric blanket, 
forgetting electricity hasn't been invented. 
As I peep through the cracked walls, 
I visualize the chilled fireflies 
dancing as disguised trout 
over the blackened swamp waters. 
The smell of thick sour milk 
overwhelms my nose 
as the wandering winds 
creep into my walls. 
My exterior shivers 
as the bottle of warm water 
at the end of my bed 
suddenly freezes at my feet. 

-Kim Mayville 

The Boogie Man's shadow stares at me until I'm asleep. 

-Haisley Hunter 
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The Weight Room 

In this place of pure muscle, 
we show our marvelous strength 
as we wrestle with the memory of the many fallen 
soldiers, who slipped into the darkness of the great eclipse. 
The floor creaks with pain from the 
pressure of the weights as the weak attempt to strive-
the weak man tries his hardest but is doomed to fail and die. 
We bury him in the lawn, his grave beneath the 
trees--his breath becomes the breeze; his knuckles 
are the hills. 

-Joshua B. Julius 

Hope 

Dancing River 

I once went to a dancing river 
where the water flows like a lost orphan. 
It fiddles its way across the smooth rocks' knuckles. 
Its cry is like a soft puppy whimper. 
The water's relaxing sooth makes my muscles grow limp. 
I try to lay down but I start to doze 
as the startling water tickles my toes. 

-Michele Gracey 

The lonely eyes of a lonely man beg to be met. 
His dog, his only companion. 
The front porch is his throne, by which he 
governs this ghost town. 
He loses his love for life, just like he lost his wife. 
This place is named Hope. 
I am the picture of his wedding day. 
I have seen the torture in this man's aged eyes. 
I have seen how he loses all heart when he looks 
at me, a painful reminder of a joyful day. 
I've heard how he misses her, for he's said her 
name every time he's looked at me. 
He drowns in the oceans of sorrow 
every time I stand before him. 
Maybe if I were to fall from this table-top, 
he would never be this lonely again. 
In this small ghost town, the ghost of 
happiness haunts one man sitting at a table for two. 

-Billy Allen 
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Wynne High School Return Trip 
Wynne,AR 

Faculty Contact: Georgia Ross 
Visiting Writers: Alison Pelegrin and Amy Ramsden 

(untitled) 

It was late evening and 
all you could hear were tunes. 
They came from the edges 
of the mountain. All you 
could smell was the roses 
on the hillside. As we 
waited for dinner, the 
thunder started to roar. 
As we got to the porch 
Ma had a soda waiting for us. 
As Ma turned to everybody 
her clothes got caught 
by a nail. Her hands 
were dirty and very cut up. 
Where we live we have 
nine dogs. 

-Kyle Mitchell 

The Woods That Make No Sense 

As the rain pours down in the woods 
We run as fast as we can to our tent. 
We try to whip up a game of poker. 
I figure out in my dealt hand how many suits I have. 
My friend checks in or bets on her hand. 
She got her chips from her bucket. 
After it quits raining we look at the moon. 
I am happy because I am having fun. 
When the sun came out we sat in the shade. 
We sat underneath an oak tree. 
We threw rocks in the lake 
While listening to the mysteries of the woods. 
We see the scales of the fish 
And hear a hummingbird singing in the trees. 

-Deanna B. 

Every Morning the Old Man 

Every morning the old man rides his tricycle on my road, 
And his wife laggardly follows on foot, picking up cans and putting them in her bag. 
As they went past my house this morning I noticed they weren't talking. 
This is the first time in all of the years that I've seen this. 
Maybe he is mad because he never went to school. 
Maybe she's mad because she knows her life is over. 
Maybe she can no longer say. "He makes me happy." 
Maybe he is hiding his feelings. 
Maybe her guilt is too hard for her. 
They both continue looking down in silence. 
Maybe it's just me. 

-Eric Wade 
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Cricket Bridge 

I was born on a hot summer night. When my momma went into labor, she and my daddy 
were on their way to the creek for a picnic. They were almost there when they had to turn 
around and go to the hospital. They hadn't really decided on a name, so when the time 
came they made one up. They named me Cricket Bridge, but they call me Crik for short. 
Daddy says it was because they were on their way to the creek and had to go across a giant 
bridge on the way to the hospital. Momma says it's because the creek was her favorite place 
to go and she used to sit on the bridge every night to watch the sun set. Most of the people 
in town think my name is unique. I live in a small town where most of the people are 
named John, Billy, Bob, or Bubba. Now they can add one more name to that list: Cricket. 

-Joy Stroud 

The Sky 

It pours its light over the sky. 
The sky appears to be a desert. 
The sun whips across the sky 
like an array of young men's suits. 

The rising sun is like a river of light. 
It checks in early in the day. 
When night buries the sun 
And the new moon arises, 
It does so with happy dust. 

The sun arises again, 
creating a shade under the tree. 
A shade under a Spanish oak. 
Shining down upon the fish of the sea, 

Mysteries are created in how 
it rises and falls so quickly 
With scales of light slowly diminishing. 
The birds are a humming 
when it rises again. 

-Josh Hendrick 

The Mighty Midget 

I have heard the sound of the music 
as it protruded through the woods. 
And then I saw him, a muscular one. 
He was a midget with six toes and horny feet 
who danced like mad around a pile of 
shot black birds swarmed by dragon flies. 
The smoke from his big cigar began 
to choke me as he screamed a tune 
that pierced your ear like the scream 
of an iron kettle. 
Then I decided for there to be Almond Joy 
in these woods again. He must go so I 
went and got my blood brothers and we 
searched for a weapon. Out of the dresser 
of deal we got bottles, a 2 x 4, and a frog gig. 
We rode the fish back to the mighty midget 
to destroy him, but we left defeated. 
And from now on we'll never go back 
to the woods where we were defeated by 
a mighty midget. 

-Robert Steward 

131 



1999-2000 Arkansas Writers in the Schools 
Visiting Writers 

Andy Albertson is a fiction writer at the University of Arkansas. 

Nathan Altman received his MAin English from the University of Arkansas in 1999. His 
specific area of study is contemporary poetics and prosody. 

Bobby Ampezzan received his undergraduate degree from Dickinson College of 
Pennsylvania and is currently working on his MFA degree in fiction. 

Troy Benowitz has published poetry in The Oakland Review and The Northwest Arkansas 
Times. He also participates in poetry readings and is a translator of French and Canadian 
literature. 

Paul Bone teaches writing at the University of Arkansas. A native of Illinois accustomed to 
muddy rivers and a thick layer of topsoil, he is still getting used to the clear water and hills 
of Arkansas while writing poems, some of which have been printed in Farmer's Market, 
Quarterly West, Grassroots and The Cream City Review. 

Tara Bray taught elementary school in Georgia before joining the MFA program at the 
University of Arkansas. She has published her poems in numerous journals including The 
Southern Review, The Atlanta Review, Puerto del Sol, Georgia Journal, and Yellow Silk's 
Anthology: 700 Kisses. 

Sean Chapman has published poems in Zone 3, The Laurel Review, Aethlon Journal of 
Sports Literature, Louisiana Literature, Water-Stone, Without Halos, and elsewhere. He is a 
former co-director for Arkansas Writers in the Schools. 

Mark Cherry was recently awarded a Lily Peter fellowship in fiction. 

Tiffany Denman holds an MA in English from the University of Arkansas and is currently 
working on an MFA in translation. She once held a job at an explosives factory and now 
translates from Old Icelandic. 

Bethany Edstrom is the incoming co-director of the Writers in the Schools program. Her 
fiction is forthcoming in Timber Creek Review, and her poems have appeared in The 
Chariton Review, Slipstream, and elsewhere. 

Laura Gray, raised in Scottsboro, Alabama, earned her BA in English and Political Science 
from the University of North Alabama and her MA in English from the University of 
Montevallo. 

Robert Griffith is the author of the chapbook Necessary Alchemy and has published poetry 
in Poetry, Cottonwood, Cape Rock, Kestrel, and elsewhere. He was awarded the Felix 
McKean award for poetry in 1997 & 1998, a Lily Peter Fellowship in 1998, and a Tennessee 
Williams fellowship in 1999. 
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R. D. Hollenbeck received his MFA in fiction from Colorado State University in 
1998. He now lives in Fayetteville. 

Cathy Hunter lives in Fayetteville as a graduate assistant in the MFA 
Creative Writing program at the University of Arkansas. The Not-A-Penny Production 
Company has slated her play "The Morning Window" for stage production in 2001 season. 

Paul Karns worked in New York City as an art director for various ad agencies, and as a 
designer for GQ and Mademoiselle. He is in the fiction program at the University of 
Arkansas. 

Peter Kessler is a graduate of Yale University, and was a winner of the University of 
Arkansas' 1998 Lily Peter Fellowship. He is a recent recipient of the Truman Capote 
Fellowship and an AWP Intra award. His fiction has appeared in Gulf Stream. 

Sandy Longhorn studies poetry at the University of Arkansas. She received a BA in 
English from the College of St. Benedict in St. Joseph, Minnesota. Her poetry has appeared 
in Natural Bridge and is forthcoming in Shenandoah. 

Bonnie MacPhee is a former obituary writer for a Massachusetts newspaper. She is cur-
rently a fiction writer in the MFA program at the University of Arkansas. 

Melanie McDonald, an Arkansas native, has twice received first place in the Ruth H. Wills 
Poetry Memorial Awards, and also received first place for fiction at the 1995 Western 
Arkansas Writers' Workshop. Her fiction has appeared in A Literary Bent, Indigenous 
Fiction, and Fugue. 

Amy Nawrocki teaches English as a graduate assistant at the University of Arkansas. She is 
a co-director of WITS, and recently her poems appeared in The Midday Moon, Lucid Stone, 
and Kaleidoscope. 

Bill Notter has held a Lily Peter Fellowship in Poetry for two years running. His poems 
have appeared in The Formalist and Alligator Juniper, and this year he received a Walton 
Fellowship in poetry as well as a nomination for the Ruth Lilly Prize awarded by Poetry 
magazine. 

Michael Pagano is a student of English literature, formerly at the University of Arkansas. He 
now lives in Dallas. 

Doug Park is a fiction writer from the midwest. 

Alison Pelegrin is the author of a chapbook, Dancing with the One-Armed Man. Recent 
poems of hers have appeared in Shenandoah, Nimrod, Rattle and Indiana Review. Her 
poem "The Zydeco Tablet" won honorable mention in the Atlantic Monthly student writing 
competition. She is an out-going director of the WITS program. 

Emoke Pulay was awarded the Felix McKean award for poetry from the University of 
Arkansas. A student in her first year in the MFA program, she also studies Latin and Greek. 
Both cultures influence her formal poetry. 133 



Adam Prince was educated at Vassar and went on to teach English in Korea. He is in his 
first year of the fiction program. 

Laura Runyan is a graduate student in the MFA program focusing on fiction. 

Veronica Schuder is a poet who recently published a translation of Ronsard 
in eXchanges. Her poetry has appeared in The Formalist, Cream City Review, 
and Black Dirt. 

Tony Tost is a poet in the MFA program. He may or not become a part of a band called 
'Adam Prince and the Rebel Yell.' 

Amy Ramsden lives in Fayetteville Arkansas, where she is completing her MFA in 
fiction at the University of Arkansas. This year she is a recipient of the 
Truman Capote and Lily Peter Fellowships. 

Chelsea Rathburn's poetry has won a Felix Christopher McKean prize and Lily Peter 
Fellowships in 1998 and 2000. She has also been awarded a Walton Fellowship in poetry. 

Mary Stokes is a graduate student in creative writing at the University of Arkansas. Her 
poetry has appeared in Press, The Chattahoochee Review, and The Laurel Review. 

Brad Summerhill is an instructor in English at the University of Arkansas, where he won a 
1998 Lily Peter Fellowship in fiction and a 1999 Lily Peter Fellowship in Translation. As a 
former journalist, his articles have appeared in numerous publications. 
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SCHOOLS VISITED IN 1999 ~ 2000 

Arch Ford EduL,Hional Service Cooperative 
Arkansas Rtver Cooperative 

C;1mden Elementary 
Coleman lntermedmte 
Towmend Park lntermedtatc 

Arkansas School for the Blind 
Augusta Elementary 
Baldwin Elementary 
Bradford Elementary 
Buffalo Central East 
Buffalo Cemral We~t 
Chidester Elementary 
County Ltne Elementary 
Cnttenden Arh Council 

Forre~t City High 
I lughes lligh 
West junior I ligh 
Ea~t juntor High 
Wonder junior High 
We~t Memphis Christtan 

Crossett High 
Delight Elementary 
Delta I ligh 
Eagle Mountain Elementary 
Eastside Elementary 
Fountatn Lake I ltgh 
Hamburg jumor I !tgh 
Hermttage Elementary 
Jasper Elementary 
King Elementary 
Kirby Elementary 
Lonoke Middle 
Mammoth Spring Elementary 
Manon lmermediate 
Marion Juntor lligh 
Mountain Ptne I {igh 
Newark Elementary 
Noble Elementary 
Oil Trough Elementary 
Osceola Middle School 
Our Lady of the lloly Souls 
Panghurn lltgh 
Pinbton Middle 
Rison Elementary 
Rogers lligh 
Sheridan Intermediate 
Smith Elementary 
Swifton I ligh 
Viloma Primary 
Walker School Dbtrict 
Wondcrvtew High 
Wynne High 




