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and Translation. 
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A.R. Hederick Elementary 
Booneville, Arkansas 

Faculty Contacts: Cathy Dunn and Joan Jones 
Visiting Writers: Kate Jaimet, Elizabeth Oehlkers 

Bird 

Wings to carry it to the heavens, 
a song of a summer lullaby, 
with an opening and closing sword, 
colors of a springtime meadow, 
feet to dance with the leaves. 

Amie Parker 

Untitled 

My dad is playing golf. 
He feels the club in his hands. 

The Shadow's Lunch 

1 cup black paint 
3 cups paint thinner 
6 quarts invisible paint 
1 tsp salt 
1 needle + a piece of thread 
to sew himself to somebody. 

Roben J. 

He smells the cigar in his opponent's mouth. 
He hears his opponent laughing at their bet 
He tastes the sweat dripping into his mouth. 
He sees the golf ball and the hole. 
He is trembling like a washing machine. 
He is thinking about what he will do with all the prize money. 

Jessica Phillips 

My Yard 

My yard is big. 
It feels warm and breezy in the spring. 
It sounds like the birds flying in the yard. 
It smells like the grass and flowers. 
It tastes like sap in a tree. 
It looks like a forest in the winter time. 

Lacey 
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The Secretary and the Tuba Player 

One night at a football game, a tuba player named Big Bubba and a secretary named 
Small Suzie ran into each other and Small Suzie's head got stuck inside the tuba Big 
Bubba was so disappointed about it, so he tried to help her. First off he tried blowing the 
tuba and was hoping it would just pop out, but it didn't Then along came Humongous 
Harry and he blew into it, and it popped out of there like a jack-in-the-box. After that, Big 
Bubba, Small Suzie, and Humongous Harry got together and became best friends. 

Anthony Fleming 

Untitled 

Gloominess is sorrow black. 
Sorrow black makes you feel dead. 
It flows over you in the 
shadows when you go to bed. 

Casondra Ostrosky 

My Mom is Working at Southern Steel and Wire 

She smells the sweat of everybody else working. 
She sees the metal pieces that get smashed 
She feels the heat. 
She hears the music beat 
She tastes the pizza she eats at break. 
She's imagining coming home to a clean house. 
She thinks about her boyfriend. 

Bryan 

The Chicken Farmer and the Princess 

One day a chicken farmer and a princess met at the market. The princess had run 
away from home because she wanted to do things for herself. The farmer was buying 
chickens. The farmer bought only one. And when that one got out it ran and pecked the 
princess' toes. The farmer came to get the chicken and knocked her down. When he turned 
around their eyes met, they fell in love. They went and got married and moved to the farm. 
Then they lived happily ever after. 

Angela Copeland 
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Jealousy 

Ashdown High School 
Ashdown, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Judy Dowdy 
Visiting Writers: Bill Breen, Stuart Hancox 

Roger Johnson, Mark Lewis 

Jealousy is the taste of a bitter lemon 
making your mouth water and juice. 
It's the eyes you get like a snake stalking 
its prey. 
The pounding in your heart, your lungs, 
your stomach, like a madman beating 
at your door. 
You hear the ringing in your ears like 
a telephone or an ambulance or a 
cop car. 
It's a pepper smell, burning my nose. That's 
what jealousy is. 

Laura Hearn 

The Cowboy People 

They look like a character right 
out of a black & white film 
with hands of leather and 
a soft Southern grin. 
They work from dawn to dusk 
on a farm with lots of cattle. 
You can always hear them 
coming because of their rusty 
spurs rattling. 
Their jeans and hats are always 
dusty and their boots are always 
muddy. 
And sometimes when fires are too 
hot, Cookie's food is cruddy. 
Their house is simple with 
beds and a T.V. 
They all go to bed after a 
long day, tired and sleepy. 

James Gillihan 
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Loneliness 

She is alone. She has tears 
and tastes the warmth of her 
eyeliner trickling down. She hears 
the drumbeats of her heart marching 
on to the battle of lies. She reaches out 
for someone that is not there. 

Mrs. Rigtoma 's Jrd period class poem. 

How to Know for Sure I'm Near the Mississippi 

I know for sure I'm near the Mississippi when the water 
lashes out at me, or the sand tastes like sugar. 
The sky above me is at my fmgertips, 
and the grass below me has the smell 
of perfume. I know I'm near the Mississippi 
when the water has the color of polished steel. 

Coco Kogan 
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Loneliness 

High in the tree the squirrel 
eating acorns and walnuts watches 
the snow fall between the leaves 
and the wind whirls around him 
as he peers into the empty nest 

Brandon Hosley 



My Great-Granddaddl Rode with Jesse James 

Rough, tough, and buffed 
Describes Jesse James 
Rude, crude, and a bad dude 
Is my great-granddaddy 
The two were made to be together 
Like peanut butter and jelly 
They made their rides at night 
And usually ended up in a fight 
Times got tough but nothing 
Was going to stop them 
They'd be at each other 
Like Ricky and Lucy 
But would stay with the other 
As if they were the other's mother 
Some people don't believe 
My great-granddaddy rode with Jesse James 
But I've got the proof 
And that's my only gain. 

Wendy Boone 

Untitled 

Taking a drive in the country to re1ax 
My mind 
I chanced upon a small boy 
The boy was playing 
Around a shimmering pond of blue 
With soft blossoms, just fallen 
From a tree on the other side 
The boy reminded me of someone 
I once knew 
From my childhood 
Was it his eyes of brown? 
Or the hair 
Moved by the wind? 
Or the way he played 
In the tender grass 
Alone 
Unbothered by the world around him? 
I don't know 
Maybe it was 
The fresh country air 
Making my mind run wild. 

Khalilah Fitzgerald 
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Clarendon Elementary 
Clarendon, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Elsie Heller 
Visiting Writers: Jay Karr, Mark Lewis 

The Flu 

Lying in bed 
with a sick in your mouth. 
Somebody in your head 
beating on a drum. 
People looking 
at you 
feeling 
your head. 
A lady 
with a spoon filled 
with green liquid 
sticking it down your throat 
You make 
this loud 
gagging noise. 
Sound like your dying. 

Stefen Powell 

What My Name Is 

S: one piece of spaghetti 
T: a broken propeller 
E: a swing child 
V: an upside down hand grip 
E: half a ladder 
N: a bent up boot 

Steven Wathrins 
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Untitled 

The river was 
as quiet as 
the deer 
in the summer 
and the river 
looks as sad 
as a dog in a box 
In the winter 
the old river was frozen 
like a closed door. 

Nolan Woodell 



Untitled 

Little mouse so small, 
Running down the hall very fast 

Got scared by a cat! 

So deep in the ground, 
Asleep in its cozy bed, 

Groundhog wake up now! 

Little tree so cold, 
So dead looking or blacky black, 

Wishes it were warm. 

Butterfly so high, 
Swooping purple, red and pink, 

So high in the sky. 

Stars so bright at night 
Sprinkling there soft glow below, 

Light the night my stars. 

Christie Lynn Guthrie 

Wonderment 

Thunder 
Rolling 
Kites 
Soaring 
Decapitation 
Exploration 
Death 

Amanda Manaa 
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Turtle 

Look at him dance, 
all alone. 
His rough like skin 
looks like its been torn and 
sewn. 
He walks as slow 
as the weather. 
His claws as sharp 
as a prickly feather. 
Once I saw him 
on the road, 
all dried out 
and ready to go. 
Through the bushes, 
across the fields. 
How can you tell 
how he feels. 
Watch him move, 
dazzling the forest. 
Day after day 
he repeats his chorus ... 

Faith Hickman 



Crawfordsville Elementary and High School 
Crawfordsville, Arkansas 

F acuity Contact: Tish Thomas 
Visiting Writers: Bay Anapol, Cody Walker 

Public Service Announcement 

Beware of the jackal ope 
the terror of the midwest 
Don't go out at night, it'll devour you 
with eyes of turquoise and white 

Briana Valentine 

The Weasel 

Camel 

Riding on the back of a camel 
I think I was in the Sahara Desert 
Walking by the different plants 
We walked on neon green land. 

Cornelia Davis 

I woke up. I saw my weasel face. 
Then I put on black and red lace 
I walked around the block of Australia Hill 
Now I'm hungry and looking for something to steal. 

Phillip Robinson 
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Baby Shamoo Has Legs 

Roses are Red 

Roses are red 
Violets are blue 
I copied your paper 
and I flunked, too 

LeDetrick Tyrell Pugh 

Baby Shamoo has legs as big as the Empire State Building. He thinks they're great but 
others say they'll have to wait until a later date--he is quite weird you know because he 
swims in the deep and walks in the shallow but he just wants to be an ordinary fellow if 
you really get to know him you'll see that he is plain and mellow as jello. 

Andreus Nance 
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Dover Primary School 
Dover, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Cadis Rice 
Visiting Writers: Jay Karr and Susan Maertz 

Summer 

It's warm and windy fun 
and joyful shiny and sunny. 
The adults are canoeing in the rapids 
and the kids are swimming and jumping off rocks. 
The deeper in the sun you go 
it gets prettier. The petals are falling 
off the flowers. 

Jason Halsted 

Untitled 

The Bad Luck Day 

The snake hisses like a cat 
His tongue goes in and out like an arrow. 
He has a back like a flexible carrot, 
and his head is a circle. 
His eyes look beady, like an owl's eye. 
He lives on grass and bad animals. 
He strikes you like a sword. 
He swallows another snake eat:mg grass for supper, 
and goes to sleep, and wakes up, 
and crawls in the road, and gets run over. 

Rachel Hampton 

I am jumping in a pond and swim and swim. 
I jump on my dog. I leap to the water. 
I jump to the rope and fall in the water. 
In the water fish bite my toes. 
My dog jumps in the water with me. 

Jonatluuz Bryant 
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The Door to Summer 

It is hot and I mean hot 

The Door To Summer 

As I open the door to summer, 
I can see tiny mockingbirds flying about 

the cool breeze, and I can smell little cherry blossoms 
blooming, and I can hear the waterfall flowing 

smoothly through the woods, and I can taste all the fruits 
that are ripe, and as I walk I can feel the wind 

blowing in my face. 

Routh Evelyn Maria Standridge 

I see grasshoppers and grass that is green. 
I see apples on the trees. I see roses growing. 
I hear the mountain and the trees and the frogs 
in the pond. I taste peaches in my mouth, 
all the time in my mouth. 

Lacey May Gregory 

Leslie 

Down by the Green Swamp 

Her dark green beak chomps a bald eagle 
flying down to catch a salmon. 
The alligator swishes through the water 
when she swims, and roars 
when she catches the eagle. 
The muddy green swamp smells like rotting moss. 
She climbs onto the black muddy bank 
and goes to her nest full of alligator eggs. 
The father alligator is brown and muscular. 
The baby alligators hatch with a noise like 
sticks breaking. 

3rd grade Class Poem 

L-half of a square mansion and in the summer 
one square is blue and one square pink 

E-a ladder with a piece of board taken off, 
and when you climb it you have to climb fast 
or you'll fall into a big dirt clod 

S-half of a multicolored 8 that has wings 
L-a eat's tail with pink dye on the end, pointed up and over 
I-a sideways ladder with one step. 

You sit on the step and it flies up. 
E-half of a window that hangs upside down and changes 

blue in fall, red in winter, pink in spring, and orange in summer. 

Leslie Aday 
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Dumas Junior High 
Dumas, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Donna Cox 
Visiting Writers: Kristen Hall, Katrina Vandenberg 

Loneliness 

Loneliness is like a party 
with no people. Loneliness 
is like a carriage with 
no baby. Loneliness smells 
like buttery popcorn with 
no butter. Loneliness tastes 
like a chocolate candy bar 
with no caffeine. And it 
sounds like a herd of 
cows strampling across a 
field with no cows. 

Me'cia Jones 

Trees 

I see the trees swaying back and forth like the clothes 
swaying on the clothes line. 

I see the trees changing colors like the rainbow 
coming out of hiding. 

I see the trees whispering beautiful words of 
enchantment 

I see the trees. 

I smell the trees drinking up the nourishment of 
Mother Nature. 

I smell the trees gliding beautiful sap off its 
branches. 

I smell the trees trickling out of the blue 
sky. 

I smell the trees. 

Shanika Taylor 
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The Summer School Blues 

From the day I was born 
I had to go to school. 

I didn't want to go. 
But Mamma said it wasn't cool. 

Now I found I gotta go this summer. 
Now that Ain't cool. 

Who would ever thought, 
That I'd go to Summer School. 

Roxy G. 

Untitled 

It's dark. 
Her face peers out from the car window. She 

Untitled 

Tracey is playing her black 
clarinet 
in the band room. 

In her mind, she sees the notes 
dancing around like a nest of ants. 

She hears the sound of the other 
band members blending with each 
other's sound. 

The smell of cork grease and 
valve oil run up her nostrils. 

She feels the cold metal of the 
shiny silver clarinet keys. 

She tastes the wood of the delicate 
reed and the plastic of the mouthpiece. 

She and her clarinet are like a 
bird humming to the music. 

She thinks about the next note 
in the song. 

Crystal Gibson 

can barely detect her reflection in the glass. She puts a 
clammy hand on the window, watching the sharply bright 
lights of the factory glare out of the night 

She shudders as the evil-looking smog clouds 
rise up stealthily into the dark sky, like a plague, sneaking 
up on its chosen victim. The lights, like so many 
blinking eyes, reflect against the thick cloud, giving it 
a slightly ghoulish quality. In the back of her mind 
she sees trees burning, overturned, rushing to the ground, 
leveled by the tools of man, then brought to this immense 
factory. She takes her hand away from the glass and watches 
as the foggy print that was left evaporates. She glares 
at the lights of the factory with hatred, and they glare 
back at her. Blankly. She looks forward, past the front seats 
and through the windshield, as the headlights hit the red and silver crossbars of the railroad 
crossing. They are like sentries, she thinks, feeling the rumble as the car 
crosses over, unsettling her stomach with a pleasant sensation. 
The factory is out of sight now. She thinks of it in anger, 

Don't they know what they're doing? 

Susan J. Tucker 
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Earle Elementary and High School 
Earle, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Tish Thomas 
Visiting Writers: Bay Anapol, Cody Walker 

Trump Mouth Fish 

I went to the mall on Saturday evening. 
I saw a trump-mouth fish with wings 
He flew into the jewelry shop and asked 
the sales clerk did she have a heir bone necklace 
with 10 kt peaches hanging from it. 
She said, "of course." He bought the necklace with 
20 fish eggs. I was amazed to see such a creature. 
He flew home, and lost the necklace on his way home. 
He went back to search for it and couldn't find it So he 
cried starfishes six days non-stop. 

Leslie Allen 

Buck Eyed Wolf Dogs 

Today I saw two buck eyed fire breathing wolf dogs 
They were neon green with big hot pink spots 
Both racing on four wheelers 
going through Bumble Park. 

Micheal Holmes 

1000 Pound Mouse Eats Bill Clinton 

President Bill Clinton took a walk on his lawn at the White House 
and a 1,000 pound mouse trotted by and asked may I eat you, Bill Clinton 
Bill Clinton said yes, if you can balance the budget The mouse ate 
Bill Clinton and it died and Ointon climbed out of its' stomach and said 
to the dead mouse; how can you balance the budget 
when you can't digest me. 

Ronald Sanders 
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Unsatisfied Manatee 

I stumbled across a manatee while I was doing a little grocery shopping. 
His eyes were forest green and fiery 
for he looked like he was tired and weary 
Then he spoke: "When you need a vacation or relief, please don't ever 
go to Greece!" 

Juanita Aikens 

This Isn't My Day 

If 

If I was an alien 
I'd live on Mars and I 
would be orange with purple 
spots all over me. I would 
come down to visit my 
mother. 

Carla Williams 

A werewolf howled "a woo" like a settling house. I climbed down from my bunk bed and 
jogged to the Waffle House. I ate a green and black chicken snake and washed it down 
with Penzoil1040 Supreme. I caught a taxi driven by Bill Clinton to my job as a ditch 
digger. The ditch smelled like week-old socks and rotten greens. Bill Clinton slid down 
on his back like a bowl of jelly and asked for my vote. Suddenly there was a lunar 
eclipse. Clinton's teeth grew long and his eyes became red flames. I shoveled my way to 
Russia and had a dinner of tapeworms with coleslaw. Then I fell asleep next to a 
Rottweiler while a peasant danced a jig. 

7th grade group poem, Earle 
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East End High School 
Bigelow, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Margaret Huff 
Visiting Writers: Kevin Stewart and Cody Walker 

What Happened To Rupaul'? 

I woke this morning to Air Force I 
plummeting and protruding through my bedroom wall. 
Bill Clinton, Madonna, and Rupaul 
scrambled from the wreckage 
and sat down to a breakfast 
of round mound of hound and ice cubes. 
We piled in my Yugo 
and scurried to work at Bombs-R-Us, 
where Madonna, Rupaul, and Clinton hot-potatoed 
a little Lulu bomb 
until Clinton fumbled it and was annihilated. 
Madonna was sworn in as 43rd president 
to the techno-bounce of "Material Girl." 
At the White House we ordered Guess that Mess 
from the Roadkill Cafe, 
with a fine '63 chardonay. 
Then I went home 
and patched my wall with Reynold's Wrap. 

Mrs. Hull's lOth grade English Class, 5th period 

Under the Oak 

Under the oak 
On a crisp fall morn 
Under the oak 
Thinking deep thoughts 
Under the oak 
Thinking, dreaming, 
Drifting away 

Justin Brand 
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Thurman 

Threesome 
Hit man 
Under Pressure 
Running the court 
Making the play 
Awesome 
No problem with Duke 

Dewayne Carden 



My Mind Often Takes me There 

Running through endless fields as a child, 
My spirit runs free, untamed and wild. 

Throwing my arms high in the air, 
Feeling the breeze rush through my hair. 

Jumping and cartwheeling on the ground, 
Slipping and falling down. 

Smelling a flower's sweet fragrance, 
Wildly doing an Indian rain dance. 

No worries, doubts, no despair, 
How my mind often takes me back there. 

Joe Davis 

The Color Red 

Red 
Blood red 
As smooth as honeyed silk, 
And every bit 
As dark as death. 

Red. 
Love is red, 
The sweet, 
Tasty morsel 
That you can't do without 

Red. 
A tempting, seductive color 
That taunts you, 
Teases you, 
And makes you want more and more. 

Betrayal. 
Red is betrayal, 
A black hole 
Of fallen hearts 
That believed in the color red. 

Shannon O'Neal 
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To Know or Not to Know 

I wonder what it would be like 
to live with no guns. 

I wonder what it would be like 
to live with no hate. 

I wonder what it would be like 
to live without pain and great pressure. 

I wonder what it would be like 
to know one with no judgment of skin. 

I wonder what it would be like 
to know instead of wonder. 

April Marlow 



East Pointsett County School 
Lepanto, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Joyce Lamb 
Visiting Writers: Michael Catherwood, Dan Tessitore 

Untitled 

I wore your shirt 
that you were going to wear today. 
I'm sorry you don't have another shirt 
that goes with those jeans. 
It went very good with my jeans too. 

Candace Barnes 

How To Know For Sure You're in my Bedroom 

I have a feeling every time I go to 
sleep there's someone looking at me. I 
feel your eyes looking at me from under my 
sister's bed. But how do I know for sure 
there's someone looking at me? I can 
smell you. You smell awful. I know it's 
not my room smelling that way because 
I clean my room up every day. I can 
taste your awful smell and it tastes 
like my big brother's feet. And another 
thing, I can hear you under my sister's 
bed playing around. 

Katy Garrett 

My Day 

Today was no different, 
I woke up to the sound of my dog meowing. 
I ate my brother's toenails and got dressed. 
My clown suit is too big but I'll grow into it. 
I went to school rolling on a trashcan. 
I fell off a few times and broke 
every bone in my body and so--l died, 
but that ain't gonna stop me 
from writing my poem. 

Jessica Tyler 
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I Am Charley Brown 

I hate being a stupid 
short, baldheaded fat kid 
with a friend that's 
I don't know how old 
and still carries around 
a blankie. And that dog 
gets more mail 
than I do, and that little 
sister who knows nothing. 
I hate it! 

Hannah Lacy 

Yes It's Me, Bugs 

You all think it's easy 
to be a funny bunny, 
but it's not. Elmer Fudd 
is always trying to sneak 
up on me, trying to kill me 
all day and night. Sometimes 
it's hard to sleep at night 
when that old hunter's after 
me all the time. I sometimes 
wish someone would erase 
me, and I would not have to be 

The Night Has A Thousand Eyes 

The night has a thousand eyes 
and the day but one. And when light 
of day breaks 
in the thousand eyes are done. 
The brain has a thousand eyes 
and the heart but one. 
But when the heart 
has passed away 
the brain stops all learning. 

Lynsey Williams 

Bugs Bunny. Well, 111 have to live 
with that until some human saves me. 

Tiffany Tucker 
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Eastside Elementary 
Warren, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Marilyn Johnson 
Visiting Writers: Darrend Brown, Michael Lippard 

The Prettiest Horse 

was black and white. 
He can run as fast as a 
cougar. And he is going 
to get married tonight. 
He will marry a white 
horse. And call his friend 
coarse. His lips tasted 
like butter. But on his teeth 
he had chutter. He smelled 
like a cat. And his breath 
smelled like a rat. He could 
see inside of a house. 
But he stepped on a mouse. 
He can touch the chair. 
And a horse like him is 
very rare. 

Alex Goffin 

The Out of Space Home 

There was this home. 
It looked like a butterfly. It came 
from the planet Mars. It sounded 
like a mocking bird pecking 

The Weeping Willow 

A weeping willow is always 
weeping, but spread your tear--
I will find it upon a dream. But 
when the willow is happy, wipe 
away the weep; it looks like brown 
garbage, it smells like a wilted 
flower. She sounds like crying, 
she feels so soft, but not hard. 
She smells like peppermint. 

Lindsay Bozeman 

on your head. When you tried to pick 
it up, it would see you before you could 
get to it and it would fly off. In September 
this boy came on the way home and took 
a big juicy bite: it tasted awful. 

Then he touched it: it felt gooey. 
Then next September a neater boy 
thought he was asleep and the home woke 
up and flew away. 

Deanna Wheeler 
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The Singing Tornado 

One day there was a tornado 
warning! We took shelter, 

The Flag 

Once upon a time there 
was a flag. It smelled like 
air freshener. But when You 
touched it, it hurt. So one day 
somebody tried to taste 
it; it made him magic. He looked 
back on his way home to see the 
flag. It changed color so he went 
back over there and he got 
it down. He sat on top of it, 
and it took him off into the air. 
He could hear the sound--it sounded 
wonderful. He showed it in town 
to one person. "Take it to where it 
belongs!" Everybody started to make a fuss 
so he took it back. But the flag gave 
him magical powers to fly 
by himself -everybody was happy. 

Holli Miller 

but it started to sing. We looked 
out the window and we saw. 

Beauty of the Sky 

It was singing as loud as it could 
It smelled like bubble gum. 
People heard all over the world 
He gave us something to eat 
but it didn't taste very good. 
He touched our house, 
it made our house shake. 
Then we got some music 
so he could sing to it 
Then we started to dance. 

Troy Drake 
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The sun 
the moon 
the things you see 
in the sky, 
the taste of the stars 
that twirl about the earth, 
the things you smell of the sky 
will twinkle always in your eye 
like a waterfall. 

Shalrina Robinson 



Saturn Sells its Rings 

It sells its own rings. 
It opens at 7:00 a.m. and closes 
at 11 :00 p.m. You can see it selling 
its rings to Pluto, Jupiter, Mars, 
and Earth. Even the cornets 
are buying rings. Venus 
is not buying them; he thinks 
his is the best But 
the other planets fixed that: 
they cut him up with the rings. 
He could not touch a thing. 
He smelled awful. You could hear 
Saturn saying "Get your rings." 
The colors on Saturn tasted good. 

A.J. Mcintyre 

The Sun Gets a Job 

The Sun goes to Pine Bluff 
to find a job. He is so hot 
no one can see, but they 
let him have the job. And then, 
when he touched water, it turned 
into steam, but when it was time to go 
back into orbit, he could hear 
his Morn and Dad talking about 
his new job. They liked it 
because it paid good Sun Money, 
and plus he paid all the Sun Bills. 

Kedric L. Hemphill 
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Greenbriar Elementary and Junior High 
Greenbriar, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Janice Jones 
Visiting Writers: Maragaret Domaus, Carrie Pomeroy 

I'm not sure if I am Sorry 

This is just to say 
That I broke a glass 
window that was brand 
new. 

Forgive me but 
it was tempting 

And such a 
good dare. 

Kyle Schmidt 

Fidel Castro 

Untitled 

Love is 
--like a Coke when it is flat. 
--like playing sports when you sweat 
--like hearing a train come by. 
--like hearing Rap Music. 
--like driving on the strip and seeing 
good looking girls come by. 

Cody Allen 

Untitled 

This is just to say 
I have stolen your words 
That you were keeping for your own 
poem 
Forgive me 
They fit so good in this one 

Shane Staggs 

Do you think it's easy being dictator of Cuba you American pig? Huh, you 
worthless American terrorist? You think I like having the U. N. always watching me in my 
Olympic-sized swimming pool every morning before I torture tourists? So you think it's 
pretty cool having your own army, huh? Feed us ... We're out of ammo ... We're dying 
from defective warheads. They're attacking the country. We're out of cigars. rve had 
enough of their whining and sniveling. 

Oint Bollard 
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The A wakening 

I was sleeping in my purple Jaguar 
When my head hit the horn 
And I scrambled into my plaid tuxedo and rubber golf shoes. 
I wolfed down crusted Froot Loops 
Off the purple carpet 
I answered the policeman tapping on my window. 
"Pardon me, do you have any Gray Poupon?" he asked 
In a British accent 

Mrs. Bargar's 8th grade class 

Grandpa 

The other side of the enormous wood 
a cool gentle breeze 
on the 6th of May 
a prickle in the water 
the teeny weeny baby dragonfly 
a large willow 
grass blowing 
catfishing in the old granddaddy fishing 
hole. 
Happy knowing you're here in my heart. 

ZachMack 

Untitled 

Swaying, swirling, sinking, and 
Whirling, whistling, winding waves 
Insects buzzing around me. 
Moving like a snake in caves. 

Manda Woods 

- -~---
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Untitled 

Shovel 
Pick-ax 
Exploring 
Lantern 
Under-ground 
Night 
Cave, cavern, canoe, creatures 
Kayak 
In-ground 
Nocturnal creatures 
Gravel 

Mart Williamson 



Deer 

Brown, Big as a Bear 
Horns like a coat rack 
Taillike cotton 
A friend to the forest 
Nice as a dog 
Night eyes glow like sapphires. 

Tyler Shehorn 

Untitled 

Hate 

A band warming up 
Gum without sugar 
A bone chilling screech 
Cooked cabbage 
Wet stinking dog 

Russell Mohan 

Rolling like a leaf with the wind 
Using your legs to move like a car 
Not having people bothering you 
No one to talk to 
In side the beautiful world 
Not going any where except 
Going down the road to home. 

Chad Pins 
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Green Forest Elementary 
Green Forest, Arkansas 

F acuity Contact: Rhonda Hutchins 
Visiting Writers: Annie Callan, Margaret Domaus 

Untitled 

My dog is sleeping. 
She feels fur. 
She smells a cat. 

Renee and me are Best friends 

My Best friend is in a barn in 
the pasture with me. 
We smell the wood 
We taste our suckers. 
We feel the wood 
We see the empty window. 
We climb and jump out the window. 
We hear the birds. 
My Best friend is Renee. 
We are like Parrots and Mice. 

Mary Wallace 

She hears my mom. 
She tastes a dog bone. 
She sees black and white kittens. 
She is like a fox. 
She is thinking about running and hiding. 

Angela Norris 

Love 

Love is like a Rose 

How I know I'm on a farm 

I see the calves lay in the grass. 
I feel them and they feel soft. 
I hear them moo for their mother. 
She drinks its mothers milk and thinks it tastes good 
They smell not so fine. 

Megan 

Love is like me holding my Rabbit 
Love is like a Pizza 
Love is like riding my bike 

Julie Herron 
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Ho·w I know I am in my Living Room 

I see the Christmas lights. 
I hear the TV. 
I touch the table. 
I taste the candy canes that sit on the TV. 
I smell the pine that comes from the Christmas tree in my living room. 

Amber McGehee 

Mom 

Love 

Love is like my grandma's cooking. 
And Grandpa's cooking. 
Like cheese pizza. . 
And macaroni and cheese. 
And chicken noodle soup. 
It can be slurped. 

Daniel Lee 

This is Just to Say 

This is just to say 
that I am sorry to jump 
on your bed. 
It was fun. I 
was dizzy 
after the ride. 

Tilenna Chaney 

My family went on a picnic. 
We could smell the trees and smoke from the fires. 
We could hear the birds singing and the leaves crunch under our feet as we walked 
through the wood. 
I could taste the fried chicken before we started to eat lunch. 
We could see the pet farm where we ate. 
After we fmished our lunch, we got to go pet the animals. 
Their winter coat felt warm. 

Anika LeaJhers 
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Hot Springs Middle School 
Hot Springs, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: JoAnn Ross 
Visiting Writers: Bill Breen, Cody Walker 

Snow 

Soon the snow will fall. 
No other color than white will show 
Outside the 
Window. 

Crystal Jack 

Grapes 

Green or 
Red, 
All are 
Perfect as I 
Eat them 
Silently. 

Angie Bates 
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A Night to Remember 

It was a night to remember, 
A night that could never be 

forgotten. 
The sky had no color 

And the air smelled rotten. 
The dogs howled 

As if they were in pain. 
The thunder growled 

As it began to rain. 
So I walked along swiftly 

As the rain got stronger. 
Something grabbed me briskly. 

I screamed, but it wasn't much 
longer 

When I was thrown in a cell. 
Everything was dark. 

Then I thought I was dead, well 
Almost dead, until my dog barked. 

The lights flashed on. 
My memory of my birthday was 
gone. 

But now it's all in my eyes 
As everyone yelled, "Surprise!" 

Jill Roe 



Football 

Fumbling on the two yard line, 
Oh, what a mistake you made. 
On the sidelines, the coach makes you do 
Two hundred push-ups 
Before you can play again. 
All you can say is "It wasn't my fault." 
Laughter is all you hear from the coach - all of the 
Late nights of practice all down the drain. 

Nathan Whisman 

Summer Reminds Me Of ... 

Soft, fragrant flowers 
And warm, sunny days 
lazy by the pool 
Having backyard cookouts 
Surrounded by family and 
Friends. 
Camping, hiking 
Telling ghost stories 
Around a campfire 
Then ... 
Laughter fades and 
Fall begins. 

Pasha Robbins 

Big Beautiful Lake 

Big beautiful lake 
Sitting in the middle of woods 
Lonely and still 
Showing reflections of our faces. 

Travis Williams 
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Innocence 

The dove takes off on its flight 
A baby born in the middle of the night 
White, yellow, colors of gold 
A girl who did not make it to two years 

old 
A child under a warm caress 
A baby taking milk from its mother's 

breast 
A child shot down for no reason 
White snow in a winter season 
If you could only see 
This is what innocence means to me. 

F elisha Morrison 



Heaven 

J.E. Wallace Elementary 
Fordyce, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Rich Gamer 
Visiting Writers: Mark Lewis, Susan Maertz, 

Dan Tessitore, Katrina Vandenberg 

Dogs walk thin 

dogs sleep fat and walk thin. 
Dogs, when they sleep, slump; 
When they wake, pull in-
Where the plump's been 
There's skin. 
Dogs walk thin. 

Sylvester Stewan 

Heaven looks like a jewelry store with 
beautiful houses and streets of gold galore. 
Heaven feels like a koosh ball and you won't 
have to worry if you fall. Heaven smells 
like cinnamon rolls that will be eaten 
by saved souls. Heaven sounds like 
the Mormon Tabernacle Choir, yet 
a little higher. Heaven tastes like 
cotton, just think how bad earth 
has gotten. 

Katy Raney 

Fly High Friday 

Yesterday I woke. I felt like a pile of leaves. I put 
on holey shoes and ran outside. My pants look like 
gorilla hair. My head felt dizzy and I felt like a snake head 
My ears felt like a rake falling off the house. My house 
was old and rugged and torn down. I had dead birds 
for soup. 

Earl 
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Widow Weds Ghost Who Haunts Her 

I once married a ghost 
He wouldn't leave me alone 
one day I saw he was a ghost 
and that day 
he put worms in my tuna 
and lemon juice 
in my coffee. He made me crazy. 
So when I died we married 
each other and lived in a van. 

Adam Herring 

A Horse Without a Name 

Black and smooth, gentle but wild. 
Touches the grass like its own. Smells the 
air. Hears the wild. Looks around with attention. 

Brittany 

Giraffe 

He smells leaves, dirt, grass, and warm sunshine. 
He tastes eucalyptus leaves and sweet grass. 
He feels green grass under his hooves and his head feels the dizzy, drifty sky. 
He hears cheetahs and leopards trying to find him and eat him. 
The giraffe sees them coming and runs. 
The world looks smaller than a ladybug. 

Class poem -4th grade 
Ms. Thornton & Ms. Murry 

Whale 

The whale sees seagulls swoop and sway, 
catching flat-finned flying fish. 
He tastes seaweed and oil dumped from a tanker. 
The whale hears dolphins singing 
and white sharks dive-bombing. 
He smells seaweed, coral, and salty air. 
The whale feels the tide like a vacuum 
sucking coral and seashells. 
He is wondering where he will sleep. 

Class poem--4th grade 
Ms. Williams & Ms. Holloway 
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The Cardinal 

The cardinal sees worms, seeds, apple trees, 
and hunters chopping them down. 
He hears bluejays squawk, woodpeckers tap the tree bark. 
The cardinal feels berries with his wings, 
honeysuckle and sweet gum, and the wind on his body 
he tastes the salty, crispy bark; he tastes sticky, bittersweet sap. 
This cardinal smells caterpillars in the trees. 
He is sad that the hunters chop[ down 
his air and his home, but he's happy 
his coat is so red 

Class poem-3rd grade 
Ms. Whitley & Ms. Musgrove 

If grand pianos were umbrellas 

If grand pianos were umbrellas 
you wouldn't be able to hold them up. 
If grand pianos were umbrellas 
the rain might play a melody. 
But if umbrellas were grand pianos 
it would be awfully hard to push the 
pedals. 

Mary McMillan 

Horses 

A horse smells like sweet feed. 
He smells the breeze through the trees. 
He tastes sugar cubes in the trough. 
He feels the saddle on his back. 
He sees me coming with the feed bucket. 
He can see the feed in his mind. 
He hears the feed rattling in the bucket 
and the other horses running to the gate. 

Roben Holmes 

32 

The Crow 

Some people think that when someone 
dies 
a crow carries their spirit to the land of 
the dead, 
but some people believe that crow 
can also bring the spirit back 
into the land of the living. 

Jacob O'Mary 



Elephants 

My elephant eats peanuts 
And spits out the shells. 
In a race it will fail 
Like a snail. 

Don't talk about an elephant 
Cause if you do, 
And you come back, 
He'll beat you to a stack 
Cause an elephant never forgets. 

Mart Terry 

My Cat Named Belle and Her Seven Cats Who Went to Heaven 

My cat named Belle 
had seven cats who 
went to cat heaven. 
She wouldn't take 
care of her kittens 
so I tried but 
it still didn't 
help they 
died and went 
to heaven all seven 
and Belle's still 
roaming. 

Gaibrielle Peters 
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Lockesburg Elementary 
Lockesburg, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Velma Owens 
Visiting Writers: John Hennessy, Derek Van Lynn 

How to Know it's a Bad Day 

Your alarm clock doesn't ring 
Your hair won't comb 
The toothpaste is all gone 
And breakfast is soggy Cheerios 
It's a bad day I can already tell 
by the fly that landed in my milk. 

Richard Van Voast 

What a Shadow Sounds Like 

It says "Ow, get off of me" 
I am a thing but I cannot see 
I always travel with you 
But I am not friendly 
You step, stomp, and jump all over me 
I am not living and 
I couldn't be anyway 
Because you walk on me every day 

Joel Hubbard 
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What Spring Sounds Like 

It sounds like a waterfall 
going down the hill. Like 
a little water spring making 
its way through the dirt. 

Clevelon Nelson 

Shadow Sounds 

As a shadow creeps across the wall 
I can hear a soft whoosh. Then I 
hear a hush. The shadows start to 
giggle because they are so little 
and they can hide behind a chair. 

Mindy Weger 



Laughter Tastes Like 

Laughter tastes like a cool crisp 
breeze on an Autumn morning or 
like an apple just harvested. 

Chris Mitchell 

Music Poem 

Sounds that make a 
snake rise from his resting place 
that make all the bright 
eyes run a blinking race 

Justin Vann 
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Music Poem 

A wild dog with his fmger going 
back and forth from lip to lip 
playing the banjo while being 
just a little rude, and patting 
his foot on the ground hitting 
the wrong notes on a keyboard 
Another dude came and asked him what 
in the heck are you doing you 
loon. And then he gets a snake to 
raise out of a pot Then other weird 
dogs came to dance. 

Jeffrey Howard 



Marion Schools 
Marion, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Frances Condruff 
Visiting Writers: Carrie Pomeroy, Dan Tessitore 

A Day in the Life of Danny Devito 

Being famous isn't all it's cracked up to be, 
but being famous and short is worse. 
When a savage crowd of fans surround you, 
you could be lost for a day. 
When you give a speech for the Em my 
you desperately deserve, 
you must use a box to see over the podium. 
What's worse, the statuette is almost 
as big as you. 
They say you don't know what 
it's like to be someone 
till you walk a mile in his shoes. 
Well, most people can't wear mine. 
Those who can, can't walk yet 

Josh Shipley 

Marion 

In Marion there would be an old hairy 
man in a cowboy hat and overalls 
rocking on the back two legs 
of an old wooden chair that 
leans against the hardware 
store. He's got a toothpick just 
barely hanging out of his mouth, 
as he mumbles something about 
the weather every time a possible 
customer walks by. 

Amy Pierce 
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A Small Nothing Town 

Marion is boring, it bores 
into the back of my skull 
little nothings which don't make 
sense. This town feels like 
a damp winter day, smells like 
a lilac about to die. One petal 
still clings, Marion isn't dead yet, 
there is hope. Marion's skies are 
purple like the color of the 
haze. I hear a train in the back
ground that's almost the only 
thing that moves anymore. We 
sit and let the town drift away. 

Casey Spencer 

Maya Angelou 

I woke up this morning 
And didn't know what to do 
So I put on one of my exotic 

dresses and wrote a poem 
or two. 

They tell how I feel, 
Because I know what's real, and I'm a 
phenomenal woman 

I write about 
certain things 
that take me by 

surprise. How 
people try to 

hurt you, but 
still, like the 
dust I'll 
rise. 
I've met 
the president 
and shook his hand 

Write so many poems, I write them on my own 
hand. 

Norcandrian Blanus 
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Midland High School 
Pleasant Plains, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Frank Monroe 
Visiting Writers: Roger Johnson, Michael Lippard 

I Have Some Rabbits 

I have some rabbits. 
I have some rabbits that are as fast as electricity. 
I have some rabbits that are as small as a grain 
of salt. I have some rabbits that are as big 
as the earth. I have some rabbits that are as white 
as a cloud. I have some rabbits that are as smooth 
as a baby's foot I have some rabbits that smell 
like a pile of roses. I have some rabbits that are smart 
as a magician. I have some rabbits that are as wide 
as the road. I have some rabbits that are as dark 
as the night's sky. I have some rabbits. 

Eric Strange 

I Have Some Clothes 

I have some clothes. 
I have some clothes that fit 
and I have some that don't I have clothes 
that are in style. I have some clothes 
that stand straight and tall 
when starched; some shout loud 
and long when seen from a distance. 
I have some clothes that are limber. 
I have some clothes that are plain 
and they cry," Accessorize, accessorize!" 
I have some clothes that are soft, looking 
creamy in the light I have some clothes 
that look as if they are to be eaten 
like fresh fruit in a basket. I have some 
clothes that smell of roses, almost 
like they had been grown there. 
I have some clothes. 

Hannah Treece 
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His Hands Like Metal 

his hands like metal 
his face like steel 
there aint no tellin 
how may men this man 
has killed 
heading across 
the desert one night 
he looks up at the star 
so bright 
heading to Montana 
on that dark night 

he stole the cattle in Santa Fe 
the horses in El Paso 
he has gone many miles 
to get where he is today 
the saddle is getting old 
the cowboy is getting tired 
he is wondering how much further 
he has to ride 
the cowboy sees a light 

in the corner of his eyes 
and says to his self 
this will be my last ride 
with a pop of the whip 
and a mighty yell 
the stock and the man 
are heading for the sell 
on that dark night 

Ryan Clark 
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Snowflake 

I am a diamond of crystal 
white tears that fall from the sky 
to touch your fingertips. I can 
only fall to the blanket of cool 
ice that lies before me. I see 
a tree, bare, with icicle leaves. 
I feel the chill of the winter 
air. Then I hear the giggles 
of the honeysuckle flowers frozen 
in ice, waiting for spring. 
I lay myself on f4e ground 
below to await the sun 
to melt me away. I am 
the snowflake in the winter snow. 

Carrie Strucens 

Wind 

I am the wind 
I am the whisper 
in you ear, the breeze 
in your hair. 

I feel nothing. 
I see everything. 

I fly over fields 
on bright summer days. 

When my spirits 
are low, I hang as fog 
over murky pond banks. 

I cry and I moan, scaring 
little boys and girls 
at night. I am forever. 

Chrissy Allender 



Untitled 

I have some wolves whose fur is stained with blood. 
I have some wolves that hunt prey in the sunlight 
I have some wolves that lay in the moonlight. 
I have some wolves that run in the stream. 
I have some wolves that jump in the snow. 
I have some wolves that dance in the rain. 
I have some wolves that smell like sunshine. 
I have some wolves that howl all night. 
I have some wolves that live in caves. 
I have some wolves that sound like thunder. 
I have some wolves that like music. 
I have some wolves. 

Chris Thomas 

Untitled 

I am inside a bottle. 

Untitled 

I am a tire. 
I carry a heavy load. 
The world to me 
is as dark as the night sky. 
I hear the car motor roaring. 
It hurts when I go over a bump. 
When the car screeches on its brakes, 
it gives me a good scratch. 
It smells to me 
like rubber on fire. 

Brandon Richardson 

The walls are smooth as an ice cube. 
It smells like an expensive woman. 
I can see through the walls to 
everything going on outside. 
I can hear the wind as it 
blows over the bottle and whistles. 
I can taste the bitter sweetness 
of what was in it. 
I feel trapped as if I 
may never get out. 

Brandy Wallington 
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Untitled 

Untitled 

I have some cows that dance 
in the rain. 
I have some cows that are 
black and gray. 
I have some cows that sing 
in the moonlight. 
I have some cows that run 
in the sunshine. 
I have some cows that give me 
milk 
I have some cows that feel 
like silk. 
I have some cows that have 
long tails. 
I have some cows that eat grass 
and hay. 
I have some cows that lay in 
the shade. 
I have some cows that lick 
sap. 
I have some cows. 

Tanya Wojfford 

I have a dog who has black and white spots. 
I have a dog who has five puppies. 
I have a dog who eats leftovers. 
I have a dog who hunts for deer. 
I have a dog who smiles at me. 
I have a dog who swims across the creek 
I have a dog who shakes hands. 
I have a dog who chases bulls. 
I have a dog who chases me. 
I have a dog. 

Amber Brackett 
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North Main Elementary School 
Greenwood, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Dorothy Pazdera 
Visiting Writers: Bay Anapol, Carrie Pomeroy 

Untitled 

I am a hamster 
I feel like getting out of my cage 
I taste hamster pellets 
I hear someone screaming -- "feed the hamster!" 
I smell fresh fish water 
I think about whether rn ever be as 
big as my owner. 

Stephanie Pittman 

You Know You're in My Pocket .... 

When you see a piece of lint and two sweaty quarters 
You feel a wrapper that smells like gum 
You roll over a marble 
When you taste cookie crumbs then 
you know you're in my pocket 

Jaman 

You Know You're at the Zoo .... 

when the ground shakes from the elephants 
when the chimpanzees are making awful sounds and 
the cranes are lifting their feet because there is no room 
to stand. 

Ashley Dunn 
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This is just to say 

I have let the cobras out of their cages 
They might kill someone 
but they looked so cooped up in there 
Forgive me 
they looked so sad 
So long and crooked their faces were 

Heath Weeks 

Untitled 

I am a brown ape. 

I hear apes talking. 

I feel the bark of the trees when I 
swing from tree to tree. 

I taste bananas and apples and grapes. 

I see different animals all around. 

I am thinking about writing a 
really good story on people. 

Bobbi Rozell 

Untitled 

I am a horse 
I smell the muddy rider on my back 
I feel the grass under my feet 
I taste the fresh water on my face 
I hear the wind hitting my back 
I am thinking about getting watered down 

Lindsey Reames 
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You Know You're at Grandma's 
House 

When you see the swimming pool in her 
back yard. When you're there you see 
the cows grazing in the grass and 
help grandpa feed them. 
While you're there 
you need to be prepared because 
you're going shopping. 
When you feed the baby cow 
with the cow bottle, after she 
is done eating she slobbers on you. 

Tara Hendrix 



Cheetah 

I am a cheetah. 
I smell the fresh air of the plains. 
I feel the hot wind on my whiskers. 
I taste zebra and antelope meat 
I hear elephants like trumpets. 
I am thinking about eating 

again and finding girl cheetahs. 

Class poem--Mrs. King's 2nd period 
class 

20 Feet Tall 

I am a three-headed monster. 
I feel happy because I get to meet 
Godzilla. 
I taste morning breath. 
I hear someone planning a storm. 
I smell swamp water. 
I am thinking about climbing the Eiffel 
Tower. 

Katie Barker 
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Free 

I am a monkey. 
I hear the beautiful forest birds 
and my family. 
I feel the cold spring wind 
blowing against my fur. 
I taste fresh sweet bananas. 
I see monkeys jumping from tree 
to tree. 
I am thinking about how 
horrible it would be not 
to be free. 

Emily Peresta 



Fear 

Our Lady of Holy Souls 
Little Rock, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Gretchen Gowen 
Visiting Writers: Brad Barkley, Sha'an Chilson, Jay Karr, 

Mark Lewis, Susan Maertz, Susan Perabo 

Weird 

Fear is running away from things 
that cannot be resolved. 

Weird is seeing a one~yed man. 
Weird is like having green hair. 
Weird is like eating shoe strings. 
Weird is going to school every day. 

Fear smells like the burning of tar. 
Fear feels like a hand reaching up 
from a pool of black that is dragging you in. 

Mike Roach 

Megan 

Miscatears 
E is a broken ladder 

John Ballard 

G is an egg with a toothpick stuck in it 
A is a mountain with snow on it 
N looks like a Z on its head 

MeganMrdja 

Sian 

S is a kite string 
I is a comet in the sky 

or a football goal 
a is a person with hair 
n is a mouth 

Sian Preston 

Baldwin 

B is the side of a butterfly 
A is an anchor 
Lis a stick 
Dis a piano 
W is a pig foot 
I is an H on its side 
N is an upside-down U 

Baldwin Saer 
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Language 

Once I spoke the language of the flowers. 
Once I heard the birds sing. 
Once I felt the world talk to me. 
I could talk the same language as they could. 
How did it go? 
How did it go? 

RachaelLogan 

Time 

Time 

Time is like a jet on 
fire going like a rocket 
taking off. 
When I am having a bad 
day, time is like waiting 
for Christmas in January. 

Emily Pail 

Time looks like numbers flying into the world. 
At a certain time, time sounds like fireworks 
in the sky. Time tastes like a piece of butterfinger 
in a bag. Time smells like a sunny spring day. 
In a park of happy people I touch time. 
It feels like a wonderful heartbeat 

Christina Longinotti 

Lonely 

When you're lonely there's 
nothing around you just 
blackness. You're invisible, 
no one can see or hear you. 
When you sniff the air 
you smell nice yummy cookies. 
But you're not there to eat 
and enjoy them. 

Claire Finn Smith 
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A Frog. 

I am a frog. 
I am very slimy 
as I jump into 
the water. 
I feel the cool air 
and when I jump 
into the water 
I feel the cool water 
and when you pick 
me up you feel my 
tiny bones. 

Adam Hanzell 

The Spider Monkey 

I am the monkey. I move quickly through 
tall vines of the jungle. My predator awaits 
me at the forest floor. Swinging from tree to 
tree 
I feel the strong wind in my face. It is as 
fierce as a jaguar. My predators are urging 
forward 
Even the jaguar is frightened. We all try to 
escape 
our enemies, the humans, the machines. 

Bennett Schmidt 

Iguana 

I am an Iguana. I lay in the sun 
in a cage. The flies laugh 
at me, I feel foolish. I should 
live in a desert. I like mosquitoes, 
only to eat, of course, but I am stuck 
with fleas. My name is Ivy the Iguana 
I live in Mexico. The girl 
who owns me is named Carla 

Mary Claire DePriest 
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Crossing Arkansas By Car 

The fence posts 
held prisoner 
by barbed wire 
welcome the plants 
and bushes that 
overtake them. 
The farmer 
comforts his field 
with water. 
The trees gather 
together to shade themselves 
from the sun. The seldom 
traveled road enjoys 
the company 
of a passing car. 

Christian Cash 

Walking Arkansas 

The rocking chairs 
sit holding the elderly 
day after day. 
Come sit they say 
while swaying back 
and forth. There are no bright lights 
here, just the dimness of the moon 
that darkens the sky 
while he smiles down on us 
because this is where the river 
starts every day. 

Murdock Jones 



Arkansas By Airplane 

Out of the eye 
of the plane 
Arkansas is alive 
alive with fields of grain 
alive with wrinkled men in the fields 
not knowing there is another place 
among the fields, 
among the grasses 
among the houses turned into homes 
among the fathers turned into daddies 
their barrier of stones 

Anne Becker 

Leaving Arkansas 

The plows growl 
at the farmers who have had them 
working all day. Dogs sleep 
on the porch as the dried out 
wooden planks creak in pain 
while an old woman 
rocks in her chair. 
The cows yell 
to get more food, 
while the rice in the fields 
drowns in the dark 
muddy water. 

Mary Kate Roach 
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Crossing Arkansas On Horseback 

The dust 
from the roads 
sticks to 
the cars and the horses, 
which are sweating 
in the hot sun 
as they trot down the road 
towards new pastures 
welcoming shade and rest 
with the children and birds 
under the apple trees. 
They doze 
in the midday heat 
of an Arkansas summer. 
But in the 
evening 
under the stars 
the horses 
come alive 
and tear at the grass 
with the moonlight 
while the hushed chirping 
of frogs echoes up 
from the pond down the hill 
and the children 
sleep undisturbed. 

Emilie Wonhen 



Crossing Arkansas By Shadow 

The shadow traveled 
by my side searching 
for the little rock, 
connecting our feet as we jumped 
through the vast mountains. 
We walked like pendulums 
on a clock, we cried out 
to the little rock 
only to hear someone moclcing 
us like a child. 

Anne Fulgham 

Rain 

rain is like a child 
who has fallen 
off his bike. 

but it will go away, 
just like a scratch. 

and like the rain 
the child will 
fall again 

Sarah Caner 

Running Away 

She's running away, 
away from the trees, 
the trees that are howling, 
howling for her to come back, 
come back because they are lonely. 
Oh those lonesome trees howling forever. 

Lindsay Buckelew 
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Parkers Chapel High School 
ElDorado, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Sandra Bailey 
Visiting Writers: Kristen Hall, Stuart Hancox 

Elephant 

I am the pet 
They leave me on the shore, 
Yet my elephant body is hard to ignore. 
I see the children diving and swimming, 
While I stand here baking and shriveling. 
I lower my head, gently swinging 
my trunk from side to side, 
I spot an ant clinging to my toenail, 
possibly trying to hitch a ride. 
Voices raise out on the boat, 
Another argument issues and that's all she wrote. 
Why do the parents argue? why do they fight? 
Only to leave me to comfort the children at night? 
The children spot me wallowing in my dejected mood, 
And they come and join me and share with me their food. 
They rub my lizard-like skin, and scratch behind my ears, 
They climb on my back and we wipe away each other's tears. 
Yes, we are very close, the children and I, 
Because when I'm near, they're so much closer to the sky. 

Emmalee Carroll 

What Does Heat Feel like? 

Heat feels like a furry dog's 
breath on a cold winter morning. 
On cold nights it covers over 
you like a thick blanket 
It tastes like the Hot Chocolate 
running down your throat. It 
sounds like the humming of 
electricity. It smells like 
homemade bread. 

Matthew Sutherlin 
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Dolphins 

I am in a cage of water, 
people teach me to do tricks. 
I look like a beam of light 
speeding through the water 
turning flips and making 
circles. 

Kacie Sullivan 



Portrait of a Prisoner 

He sits in a dirty prison cell 
He wonders when he11 be free 
He sees the bright blue sky through 
one small window 
He smells the stench of stale cigarettes 
He tastes the warm water 
from a dirty old sink 
He hears the sound 
of angry men fighting 
He walks with injured pride 
He feels the cold, hard cot 
under his back 
He says 
I wish I were free 

Candi Dykes 

Everything Requires an Explanation 

Name: John Casey Crecelius Jr. 
Age: 17.0308988764 
Occupation: Production Leader--Burger King. 
Marriage: Yeah! Right! 
Birth: 0413on1 
Rebirth: Not Physically--Spiritually 
Death: What's life? 

Untitled 

My mother is in an office stuck off 
in the comer of a maze of halls 
and wash rooms. 
She sits there typing away 
at an old typewriter and looks up 
occasionally to glance out of 
a small window in the center 
of one of her four dull walls. 
She can smell the coffee 
brewing in the lounge down the hall 
and the ink that by now 
has covered her small hands. 
She has remnants of a sugar-glazed donut 
that 
she bought at the ·seven-eleven 
on her way to work 
in her mouth. 
She hears the army of machine 
typewriters 
speeding down each line and never 
forgetting the punctuation. 
she stares at a page full of ink and 
correction fluid 
like a lion staring down it's prey. 
She thinks about the long drive home. 

J.J. Prothro 

Contact with evil forces, place or person: I once had scary dreams. 
Look in my room sometime. 
You're facing real "evil" 
when you look in there. 

Also contact with forces called miracles or luck: I'm jinxed Nothing 
goes right anymore. 

Favorite Color: My favorite color is blue. A little bit of sunshine 
displays it in the skies. A little bit more makes it 
green symbolizing money. 

John Crecelius 
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Untitled 

He'd taken her as a child, and today she would be free. As she crept silently down the 
hall, she realized this was her only chance to escape. for fifteen years she'd spent her life 
in the small room, and today was the first time she'd see what was beyond the door. She'd 
carefully planned her escape as best as she could without knowing the layout of the house, 
and now she'd found it to be nothing like she imagined. She'd expected the house to be 
bright and colorful like her room but found it to be barren and seemingly unoccupied for 
years. The walls were empty, not even bearing the markings of pictures that once found 
their home on the wall. There were cobwebs everywhere and dust had infested every crack 
and crevice. The smell of rotten wood and mildew filled the air as she crept slowly down 
the stairs. She found his room to be as bad if not worse than the rest of the house and 
wondered why he lived like this. Not caring for an answer, she proceeded to the next 
door hoping it would open to freedom. She held her breath and slowly turned the knob. 
The click of the latch sounded louder to her than the explosion of a bomb, and she quickly 
pushed the door open. Her heart sank as she saw the beautiful rays of sunlight splashing 
to the ground just past the dilapidated porch, and then she looked directly into the eyes of 
the man who would hold her captive for another fifteen years. 

Kandi Morgan 

Indian Dancers 

I see a group 
of Indian people dancing in 
a celebration of their cultures. 

I see kids, women, 
men, dancing around a fire. 

I see a man saying 
something to the people. 

I smell the smoke 
and the trees around the 
village. 

I hear music. 
I feel the drum 

beating inside my body. 
dup, dup, boom, boom, bang, bang. 
around and around in my 
body. 

Charleeka Lynn Williams 
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Prairie Grove High School 
Prairie Grove, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: 
Visiting Writers: Carrie Pomeroy, Denise Rogers 

World History 

Leaves 

There are some trees that I like to look at 
With their bright, green leaves 
Leaves that are old school yards where I played 
Leaves that are far away places that I visited 
Places where I had good times and bad times. 
The leaves are people, some who laughed, cried, loved 
Or turned brown and withered away. 
They are dreams that I have kept 
To make me happy, or inspire me 
They are songs that I have heard, or maybe written 
Pictures that I have looked at or drawn. 
Leaves that are all constantly aging 
And that will someday fall away and die. 

Cameron Pershall 

World History is a know-it-all who always 
predicts the way a movie will end 

World History is an intelligent, wise yet cocky 
character that I'd hate to go on a blind date with. 

World History feels like a bag of sharp nails 
and jagged glass that you accidentally thought was cotton. 

World History smells like all the foods you can 
imagine mixed into a big pot and boiled 

World History looks like a bum who has found 
bits and pieces of clothes on the road and sews 

them all together. 
World History goes on and on and never 

stops. 
And it repeats itself over and over. 

Kristy Garrett 

53 



I Ride the Wind 

Gym 

Gym is like the monster from under my bed 
it smells like a misplaced anchovy sizzling 
on my vegetarian pizza 
it talks like Satan has possessed my teddy bear 
it looks like an 80's health book where all the girls 
look like Olivia Newton-John. 
it walks toward my report card 
wheeling a giant "F" for my 
grandchildren to be ashamed of. 

Amy Bullock 

I ride the wind to my father's grave. 
I ride the wind to a grassy plain. 
I ride the wind in a gentle, breezy way. 
I ride the wind down a bumpy road. 
I ride the wind like a story unfolding. 
I ride the wind to a solemn place within myself. 
I ride the wind down to a sea of love. 
I ride the wind to go to heaven. 
I ride the wind to a world of hatred. 
I ride the wind through a long dark tunnel. 
I ride the wind into the light 
I ride the wind as a nightly run. 
I ride the wind as my mother softly sings. 
I ride the wind as though riding a bike. 
I ride the wind like a wave on an ocean. 
I ride the wind through life. 

Lois Burgess 

I Had a Date With Algebra ll 

I had a date with Algebra II. She gave 
me directions to her house but I could 
not understand them. I found the house 
and went to the door. She had something 
on that I had never seen before. We got in my 
car and went to a movie she picked out. 
I did not understand the plot and I felt 
left out We got in the car and she 
started telling me about her life. That's 
when I decided she should not be my wife. 
I started to drive faster to get to her 
house. She started to talk more I 
pushed the gas down to make the tires 
squeal and just then I fell asleep at the wheel. 

Jesse Morris 
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Tribesmen Live to Be 160 Years Old by Eating Mud 

As the tribesman came into town 
People thought he was a little different 
He walked into town with a stringy gray afro. 
His hands holding a spear and a dagger. 
A face so full of wrinkles that his eyes were tiny pinpoints 
in his head. 
The people didn't think much about him until he sank to 
the ground. And right before 
their very eyes they saw him 
take a big ol' bite of wet thick mud. 
"Well, this just simply won't do!" the people of the town 
cried out 
They immediately took the tribesman to the sheriff 
and explained their story. 
The sheriff said, "Now listen, you. Why do you do this?" 
And the tribesman said, "It keeps me from dying." 
All the townspeople sat on the ground and started 
eating mud. The tribesman walked off, 
"Ha, Ha, Ha, what idiots!" 

Heather Hall 

Geometry I Have Hated 

Geometry and I had a date last night. 
He showed up early and kept me up 'til late. 

He smelled of fruit flavored markers and the burnt cord 
of an overhead. 

I sometimes wish he was dead, 
then I stop and remember he'll bother me no more. 
In a few more months he'll be another girl's bore. 

Besides, someone told me of a nice guy named Trig. 

I Saw a Girl 

I saw a girl who jumped over the moon. 
I saw a girl who crocheted an afghan out of dental floss. 
I saw a girl who knew art intimately. 
I saw a girl who could grow flowers in her mind. 
I saw a girl walk to China . .. and didn't ever stop. 
I saw a girl whose lipstick was of diamonds. 
I saw a girl. 

I knew a girl who loved herself. 
I knew a girl who ballroom danced 
on the point of a pin. 
I knew a girl with a magnificent imagination. 
I knew her well. 

Amy Bullock 

55 

Crystal Fleming 



Untitled 

Prairie Grove Upper Elementary 
Prairie Grove, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Vicki Barker 
Visiting Writers: Jay Karr and Susan Maertz 

Untitled 

A house is like an arrow tip. 
Oouds are big puffs of smoke. 
A dog is like a desk with a head and a tail and secrets inside. 

Skyler Collins 

A thousand honey bees flying round and round a hive singing. 
A smell of sweet honey fills the air. 
I see the bright sun shining on the hive. 
My mouth tastes watery from the hot sun. 
I touch the hive and feel buzzing, I look inside and see the bees 

dancing like little daisy flowers. 

Megan Brooke Alderson 

Untitled 

Old 

A beard as long as the wind. 
Shriveled with age and experience. 
Rose petals and attic must. 
A big spider looking out of blind eyes. 
A door creaking in the breeze, then shut forever. 

Anna Micklea 

Houses are pumpkins with their lanterns on. 
Clouds are like a bomb exploding. 
Cows are a song going moo. 

Chance McDonald 
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Untitled 

A house looks like a snow mountain melting in the sun. 
A cloud looks like a car about to run. 
A cow looks like a jar out in a field. 

Aanthony Smith 

Untitled 

Untitled 

Snow is white dirt falling from the sky. 
Leaves are colored pieces of paper cut out like hands. 
Cows are big fat bags walking in a field. 

Tiffany Pershall 

Crazy looks like squiggly lines, 
tastes like salty lemon pickles (a little on the greasy side), 
sounds like a cuckoo bird with an orange beak 
tipping to one side, smells like the dog's breath 
and my mom's casserole, feels like plastic snakes 
with noodles all over them. 

group poem, fourth grade 

Untitled 

Cows are like a white and black chalkboard 
Clouds are a big blue river. 
Cows are eating the clouds over our house. 

Ricky Carte 

Untitled 

Untitled 

People flying in heaven and cooking rice for the Lord 
They are sprinkling sugar all over the floor. 
Angels playing the harp on hard glass around the throne. 

James Maynard 

A dog is like the biggest hot dog in the world. 
Clouds are mayonnaise, and a house 
is like a big paper sack to put your food in. 

Autumn Trout 
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Southside High School 
Fort Smith, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Mary Ellen Jesson 
Visiting Writers: Brad Barkley and Susan Perabo 

Lassie Speaks 

Oh Timmy! Timmy! 
What have you done now? 

Been hit by a truck or 
fallen prey to a cow? 

Is it another steep cliff 
or another deep well? 

You're so accident prone 
my life is like Hell! 

I save your life every time 
you hit trouble, 

I run and I run and 
arrive on the double. 

Just one more accident 
and I might not bother. 

You won't be here to feed me 
but I still have your father. 

Kenneth Ruth 

Dracula 

What makes me live forever? 
Why must I love the night? 
Why must I miss the sunrise? 
Why must I miss the light? 

Every morning I hear the sunrise. 
I hear it each day when the rooster cries. 

But to see that sunshine one time 
will burn my body to ashes of lime. 

Why was I allowed the ability to fly 
but I can't see the sun cross the sky? 

Why has this God given me so much more, 
but taken so much, closed every door? 
Why has he taken so much away? 
Why can't I be normal, to live through a day? 

Danny Thompson 
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The Used Car Salesman 

I have a lot of cars, most 
are made of nothing but rot. 
I have a coffee pot, but 
the grains of cheap coffee 
always somehow seep through. 
I have a pack of GPC 
cigarettes rolled in 
my sleeve, but no cigarettes. 
I have a cot to sleep on 
in the shack on my lot, but 
I don't sleep much. There 
is a cockroach on the floor. 
His name is known to me, but 
mine is not known to him. 

Barley Lachowsky 

Untitled 

The Hobo Speaks 

I watch the world pass by. 
No one watches me. 
Beneath the piled up -
stink and filth is a man. 
Beneath all the dust and 
worn out clothes is a heart. 
Life seems to drag on, 
dragging me behind it 
Searching in trash cans for food 
becomes an adventure. 
I notice everything, 
but nobody notices me. 

SamOJUha Hoover 

The old, rugged school house laid weary on the hillside, 
with the sun blaring down on the roof. 
The door hung crooked on its one rusty hinge, 

with the door knob projecting from the plane of the 
door surface. 

The leaning tree at its side, with a frazzled 
rope bearing the swinging tire. 

Leading to the opening, the dusty trail 
had footprints of once frightened students. 

Walking up the trail one last time 
I remember the freedom of being a student. 

Catrina Williams 
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Another Day, Another Problem 

Another day, another problem. 
Familiar strains of desperate need 
tickle my ears with song. 
Once again I must fly. 
Pavement rushes under me 
as my heart quickens 
and my head rings. 
The power rush of free flying tempts my 
mind to wander but 
the knowledge of need screams 
louder and louder. 
My direction bound to find it. 
My eyes dance as I see her there, 
wanting so much to be saved by me. 
As I swoop down to take her away 
from the evil, 
the thrill of justice swells 
and we go higher and higher. 
Her big trusting eyes 
give thanks beyond measure. 
Another day, another problem. 

Jill Holaday 

Man Walks 100 Miles - On His Hands! 

Legs straight, feet pointed 
One step at a time. 
Arms straining, sweat forming, 
burning his eyes. 
Looking ahead and down again. 
Careful! Don't bend your waist! 
Back straight, cramps forming, 
pain spreading through every muscle. 
Blisters rising, blisters popping, 
blood showing through dirty brown bandage. 
Slowly relax one muscle at a time. 
Cramps and pain decreasing, 
actually going to last 
Rome is ahead, the smell of 
spring grass and sweet grapes 
replacing the dust and mud 
of the road. 
Sore hands, painful arms, 
pressure forming in his head. 
Not now! he screams. 
His mouth closed, no one hears. 
The pain grows stronger, 
copper taste in his mouth. 
Something sticky, dripping from his ears. 
Throbbing, pounding pain, 
blood pooled and piled too long. 
His nose now flows, 
his heart is straining. 
Collapsing, lying in the grass, 
blood pooling around his head. 
Just in time, bleeding slows. 
He opens his eyes, smiling. 
He survived 100 miles. 

Laura S. Culp 
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T.G. Smith Elementary 
Springdale, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Patty Hays 
Visiting Writers: Derek Van Lynn, Cody Walker 

What A Tornado Tastes Like 

Television, feathers from a pillow 
and dust mixing with lunatics on 
bicycles. It would taste like black 
licorice dipped in vinegar with 
Brussels sprouts. 

Ms. Hays' class poem 

What A Streetlight Tastes Like 

Like rockpops sizzling and the 
electricity soaring through me, going 
down 
the highway when you look up, there 
they are. 

Adam Cole 
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Barney Suffers 

The hairy, green monster sneezed 
on me as loud as a brick 
falling out of a tornado. 
Wilbur the monster and I did 
backflips all the way to Shoney's 
where we ate purple cardboard, 
Gak, and Diet Coke. 
We went to my job at the 
dogfood-flavored popsicle factory 
where we worked as Maniac Trainers. 
Wilbur ate a popsicle as big as the 
Sears Tower and left hair on everything. 
We front-flipped home and found 
Barney going door-to-door selling 
video tapes. 
Wilbur gobbled his lips off so he 
wouldn't sing the "I love you" song. 
For fun we made Barney wear 
two baby shoes with no soles 
on sizzling, lava-hot coals. 
We heard him say, "Mum-mumph
mum." 

Ms. Hays' class poem 



Michael Jackson is a Sea Cadet 

I am Michael Jackson, I shoot my 
Gun and dance wherever I go. 
I once swabbed the deck and the 
Deck was a wreck and then I said 
Heck I can do this. 
I also march and march and march 
where ever I go, I am a cadet and I'm 
proud of it. 

Roben Fitzgerald 

Love 

Love is like a broken heart, 
Love tears people apart, 
Love is tears and sorrow. 
Love is like -- can I borrow 
a heart which is not 
broken from the start. 

Brittainy Mcmullen 

How A Gas Station Tastes 

Tastes like the venom of a poisonous 
snake. Like a burnt turkey. It tastes like 
cupcakes without sugar or flour. 

Reid Lane 
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Elvis Presley 

The beaded suit, 
it's too tight. My guitar's too heavy 
and my belly sags. No one will leave me 
alone. 
Some people think I'm dead, some 
people don't 
My hair's a mess I don't have a comb. 
Now, when I try to throw my scarf, 
it gets tangled on my neck and I almost 
choke myself. 

Ryan Lane 

What A Comet Feels Like 

A comet feels like a rock hitting my head 
a puff of wind or a stumped toe. 

Justin Looney 



Turrell High School 
Turrell, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Rebecca Bailey 
Visiting Writers: Roger Johnson and Susan Perabo 

Shoe 

In a store I am what everyone looks at, 
I am the first thing people notice on other people, 
I am always getting walked on, 
The things I go through, 
The things I get put in, 
I get tossed around, 
then thrown away. 
To be replaced is inevitable 
by more expensive, 
by more glorious ... 
for they must go through the same. 

Kevin Newsom 

How to Know You're at My 
House 

Loneliness 

You'll hear the constant bickering 
of the television, 
the sound of children playing, 
and the smell of food cooking. 
My Grandmother is cooking 
as I walk in the door. 
My aunt in the living room 
vacuuming the floor. 
My uncle will be home soon; 
he is always grand, 
and as he passes by me 
he says "Hey, what's up, man?" 

John Tyler 
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Smells like a damp cold basement 
Sounds like a dark night in a field 
Tastes like a cup of water 
Feels like a calm spring night 
Looks like a dark jail cell 

Kevin Wallace 



Snail 

In my world, everything's moving fast 
except me. I am nonnally the last 
person to do anything. Everything seems to 
zoom right by me. I've always wanted to do 
everything that I've seen others do. All objects are 
so big to me no matter how near or far. 
That makes me feel down because I am 
quite small. I uplift my spirits by visiting 
others like me, and we wonder how it would 
be to be like someone else, but as far as 
I can tell, I would prefer to just be me, 
a plain old snail. 

Pauline Williams 

Panther 

I'm dark and sleek. 
I'm an animal of the night. 
I stalk my helpless prey 
the second they're in sight 

I kill at will 
with the swiftness of a shot. 
Then leave the half -eaten corpse 
in a barren field to rot 

Kevin Wallace 
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Piano 

I hear the footsteps and I wonder-
Is she coming again? 
I feel her weight as she sits on 
the bench, the weight on me lifting 
as she clears away the books and 
papers strewn over me. Finally, 
she sits down. 
She begins her annoying poking, 
and I know there is only one way 
she will stop. So I sing, changing 
tone each time she pokes at me. 
The melody flows together, and, 
satisfied, 
she lifts herself off the bench, and 
returns the books and papers. 
Letting out a low breath, I 
rest, relieved, and wait until she 
will return to repeat the whole 
process. 

Joseph Porterfield 



How Do You Know You're At My 
House? 

You see a beat up old school across the 
street, 
with the smell of the sewer in the air. 
There is a car and a truck parked in the 
garage 
that barely stick out at the end. 
There are two swings in the yard where 
people 
sit and drink coffee until the mosquitoes 
start 
tearing you up. 
You hear a man and woman talking 
before you 
even go inside. 
The TV is blaring so loud that you don't 
know what 
your mom just told you to do. 
The house may be small, but it's cozy 
enough for 
the three people that live there. 

MarlaMo"ow 

Coyote 

I am a coyote. I'm scared of 
anything that doesn't adapt to the 
way I live. My life is so very 
hard to have. In the daytime, 
I sleep because of people and larger 
animals I have to fight And at 
night I wait until everything is 
real quiet and then I go and catch 
my prey. 

Jenny Wilhone 
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Umpire Middle and High Schools 
Umpire, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Carol Pettigrew 
Visiting Writers: Margaret Dornaus, Elizabeth Oehlkers 

My Busdriver 

My busdriver is making a left turn. 
He feels the steering wheel turning under his hands. 
He smells the scent of spring air coming through the open window. 
He hears the children laughing at someone's funny joke. 
He tastes a piece of candy that one of the children has given him. 
He sees a dog cross the road in front of him and puts his foot on the brake. 
He reacts with agility like a young antelope even though he is growing old 
He is thinking about his days in the Marine Corps. 

Gina Dowdy 

Untitled 

My friend is getting ready for a basketball game. 
She feels her stomach tightening, and turning over and over with nervousness. 
She smells the sweat and anxiety in the room. 
She hears the cheers of the crowd as the opposing team runs out 
She tastes the dryness in her mouth, as her team is getting ready to run out 
She sees the basketball court, the crowd, and the girls on the other team. 
She is running around like a new-born calf. 
She is thinking about how proud everyone will be if her team wins. 

Jennifer Davis 

Untitled 

My uncle is Bored 
He feels trapped 
He smells Ink from the pen 
He hears people chattering outside the office 
He tastes the cold leftover meat from last night 
He sees papers due today 
He raises his pen like a weary soldier ready for battle 
He is thinking about the weekend and getting away 

Daniel Kitchens 
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Homesickness 

It's like landing on Mars. 
You are surrounded by thousands of 
aliens. 
It feels like you don't know anyone 
and they're all staring at you. 

Jonathan Parsons 

This is Just to Say 

You have stolen my heart 
which 
I don't want back. 
forgive me 
It's Better in your hands 

Jeremie Hicks 

This is just to say 

I have stolen your thoughts 
That you were probably 
saving just for yourself 
Forgive me 
but I could see them 
They were so interesting 

Michelle Kitchens 

67 

Hero 

My grandfather is fighting a fire. 
He feels extremely hot. 
He smells smoke that seeps through his 
helmet. 
He hears the fire scalding the building. 
He tastes his sweat as it runs off his lip. 
He sees a child. 
He protects the child like a Mother 
Kangaroo. 
He's thinking about the sun, the grass, 
and the things that he will allow that 
child to see agairi. 

Jeffrey Hicks 

Untitled 

depends upon a 
So much shady tree 

with a blanket 
covered of leaves 

beside 
us when 
we talk 
about 
our 
day. 

Jeffrey Hicks 

Hunting for Wild Words 

I scurried out of bed. 
I wolfed down cold oatmeal 

with my fmgers. 
I flew like a falcon to Umpire School 
and brought poetry to life 
like flowers in a meadow. 

Group poem, 9th grade 



West Memphis Christian 
West Memphis, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Loretta Dale 
Visiting Writers: Roger Johnson and Susan Perabo 

If Michael Jordan was a Dinosaur 

They would have to make the gym and court 
huge 
They would have to build a skyscraper 
so the coach could talk to Michael. 
They would have to make safety belts 
to hold you in your seat 
because whenever he ran down the court 
the whole gym would shake. 

Ellen Lehman 

Depression 

Depression looks like dry wilted flowers. 

HI Were A Frisbee 

If I were a frisbee 
I might get pretty dizzy. 
I would be thrown higher 
than you can play a note 
on a trombone. 
If I were a frisbee I could fly 
freely through the air. 
Yes, if I were a frisbee I could fly 
freely through the air. 

Jessica Terral 

Depression smells like fog at a boat dock in the early morning. 
Depression tastes like unleavened bread because it's tasteless and makes you feel empty. 
Depression feels like not wanting to care about anything. 
Depression sounds like echoes that enter one ear and go out the other. 

Ketra Pokorski 

Pain 

Pain looks like a fresh cut football field. 
Pain smells like sweat 
Pain tastes like a rubber mouth piece in your mouth. 
Pain feels like blood running down your arm. 
Pain sounds like the clashing of helmets. 

Daniel Jameson 
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If a Slug Were a Star 

Then at dusk when all the dull gray 
slugs come out 
little children gaze up to find 
their dreams 
But only find dull gray slime 
in the horizon. 
But as their eyes fall from the 
upward sky, 
they find themselves among 
a field of glowing specks of hope. 
Which is where we all would 
like to be. 

Bryan Runions 

Star Keyhole 

If a star were a keyhole 
what would be the key? 
What door would this unlock? 
You couldn't jump high enough to unlock it. 
People would have to fly by in airplanes 
to reach the door. 
Birds would try to peek through the star 
and pick it with their beaks. 
The lock could not be rusted 
because it rests above the rain clouds. 

Stacy Rogers 
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West Memphis High School 
West Memphis, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Arlee Bruce 
Visiting Writers: Mary Beth Baken, Mark Lewis 

Destiny 

Misery 

Enlightened thoughts alluded 
the wicked terrorist driver 
in a destructive Lexus 
by a cautious owl 
with a broken knuckle. 

Michael Pickering 

As the frustrated tiger stalks the whereabouts of his prey 
He hears the reassuring lyrics of the deer's mating call. 
The dangerous creature silently creeps to the waterhole 
of a snow white fawn. 
The happy fawn, alone drinking, has committed infinite suicide. 
The animal pounces but turns away remembering some profound 
poetry it had neglected to read 

AnjuinHom 

Anticipation 

In a triumphant cry 
the incomplete scissors 
led by the flat tire 
defeated 
the exuberant hanger 
and the flabbergast diaper 
by using rope as a weapon 

Lori Ledbetter 
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Acorn 

Darkened eyes open into a world of orange 
and green. 
The sound of rustling leaves and the 
rhythmic swaying 
of the trees calm my sudden fears. 
The smell of autumn's approach perfumes 
the air 
as the rhythmic rocking becomes a roar 
falling, falling, I hit the floor of leaves 
awaiting the coming spring. 

Heather Baker 



Success 

Success 

Dueling in the exceptional house 
of life, I see beautiful playgrounds full 
of perfect bicycles, riding down the long 
road to their destiny, dropping pure and magnificent 
words along the way, never once glancing 
at their watch or tying their tennis shoes. 

lana Hallenmark 

Success is the red basketball landing in the 
net 
All the horrendous working like a dog 
finally pays off. 
The girl not too slowly looks up in time 
to see the net holding the balL 
Smile! Wipe away the flashy hair. 
You my sleepy pride have won. 

Trace Heitman 

Inside a Cactus 

Inside, the moist pulp surrounds my body. 
I can sense the presence of 
tourists who have never seen me 
and taste the blood of the fingers which have touched me. 
The sunlight beats on my arms as 
they bend toward the sky. 
And the voice of the winds echo throughout 
my stems and veins of life. 

Larry McCain 
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Westside Elementary 
Warren, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Marilyn Johnson 
Visiting Writers: Darrend Brown and Michael Lippard 

Little Miss Muffet 

Little Ms. Moffet 
sat on her tuffet, eating 
her cake and bread 
Along came a roach 
and sat down beside her. 
She looked up and screamed, 
"Stop eating my cake, 
you little fake!" 

Shauntina B. 

Three Pigs 

I don•t see why they won•t 
let me in their houses. 
It's not like I'm going to eat 
them for dinner. I'm going 
to eat them for lunch! You 
pigs let me in! 

Trisha LaVoy Harding 

Donna Caren, The Fashion Designer 

Donna wakes up in her cozy 
soft bed in her huge home 
in New York. She eats whole grain 
Wheaties with Michael Jordan 
on the cover. 
She sets up her own fashion 
show with Claudia Schiffer 
and other famous models. 
She is starting her own fragrance 
that smells of a new car at first, 
but then. with help of a scientist, 
smells of a beautiful countryside. 
After her fashion show, she goes 
home and goes to bed in her cozy bed. 

Amber M. Miller 
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My Day for the NBA as Shaq! 

I wake up on an 8 ft. waterbed, 
Brush my teeth, 
get a Big Slam Pepsi 
and a 2 foot long sausage 
and biscuit, go to my car 
and my head pops out 
of my Corvette. Then I go 
to the Orlando Arena to play 
basketball. Now I'm playing 
against the Chicago Bulls. 
I go in for the dunk. 
I tear the rim down. 
That's my life. 

Josh Bryant 

l\ly Dad is Cutting Wood 

My dad is cutting wood. 
He feels the heat from the powersaw. 
He smells the burning of the wood. 
He hears the powersaw buzzing 
as it cuts the wood. He tastes the cold 
water after he gets through. 

Jeremy McDougald 

Snow White, According to Sneezy 

"'Snow white, acheew, acheew, acheew, acheew! 
0 this sneezing is all I ever do. Snow White is 
beautiful, just like her mother. Snow White, the beauty-
there's no other. Snow White entered our house 
because the Queen was trying to kill her 
with a mouse, poisoned her with an apple, 
so the Prince kissed her with Snapple. 

Marcia lillie 
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Wynne Junior High School 
Wynne, Arkansas 

Faculty Contact: Joyce Gregson 
Visiting Writers: Roger Johnson and Cody Walker 

If Horses Were Water 

If Books Were Surfboards 

If books were surfboards, 
no one would read at the beach. 
Surfers would give up their 
boards and start to teach. 
Books could be polished and 
surfboards read; 
Blonde dudes use commas and 
Judy Blume would be dead. 

Jonathan Narrett 

If horses were water, they would be hard to drink. 
It would be hard for plumbers to fix a kitchen sink. 
If you wanted to take a swim, you'd have to bring some reigns. 
People would ride water, instead of riding trains. 
It would be hard to take water for a run 
because it might evaporate and be melted by the sun. 

Hannah Heath 

Math 

Math is like an endless tunnel of milk, you can never go by the number on the cover. 
Math smells like the old cans of oil at gas stations. 
Math sounds like your mom after she sees your report card. 
Math tastes like hospital food that has been left in the laundry room over night 

Seomara Baxter 
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How I Got a Paddling 

As I was watching T.V. one day 
An electric shock came my way! 
I didn't die, I didn't cry 
I got sucked into the T.V. guide. 

There was Murder, She Wrote on at 7:00 
and Star Trek came on at 11 :00 
I met movie stars and super heroes 
I smelled gasoline and roses. 

The soap opera, though, 
was an adventure. 
I almost was crushed 
with a huge thirst quencher. 

Thunder started crashing, 
lightning started flashing. 
In a Schwarzenegger 
film there was head bashing. 

But then I woke up 
all in a flash. 
It's really embarrassing 
sleeping in class. 

Andy Reynolds 

Demon Bonfire 

Horned beasts with tails and pitchforks 
Herding shadows into chambers with bolted doors 
A giant forge of red hot iron with another beast at a giant anvil 

Beast casting spells over a fire 
The fire burning higher and higher 
Then disappearing in a puff of smoke 

Zach Hively 

The Frog 

Deep in the Amazon, just beside a tree 
I saw a frog man looking at me. 
His body was wet and slimy 
like new honey from a comb. 
I asked him to come with me. 
He said, no, I like to roam, 
for the Amazon is my home. 

Giles Cardwell 
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ABOUT THE VISITING WRITERS ... 

Bay Anapol- Michigan Quarterly Review, Henfield Prize 
Mary Beth Baken - Green Fuse. Americam Goat, Lilly Peter Prize for fiction 
Brad Barkley- Virginia Quarterly Review, Georgia Review, N.E.A. Grant 
Bill Breen - Bethel College Reading Series 
Darrend Brown - Missouri Philological Association 
Annie Callan- Consulting Editor, Glimmer Train Stories 
Michael Catherwood- Kansas Quarterly. Black Warrior Review. 
Sha'an Chilson- Kenneth Patchen Award in poetry, Edited The Green Fuse 
Margaret Dornaus - Plays produced at Orpheum Academy Theatre and 

University of Oklahoma Studio Theatre 
Kristen Hall- Humanities Review. taught English as a Second Language 
Stuart Hancox - Taught Upward Bound, Translates Arabic and Persian 
John Hennesy- Interview Magazine, Princeton University 
Kate Jaimet- Translates German, Castle Tour Guide 
Roger Johnson- Independent Florida Alligator 
Jay Karr- Taught Upward Bound~ Poet, Epiphany. Iowa Review 
Mark Lewis - Lilly Peter Fellowship for poetry, Amelia, Laurel Review 
Michael Lippard- Teacher of English, student of creative writing 
Susan Maertz- Lilly Peter Award in poetry 
Elizabeth Oehlkers - Quarry West. Wind Chimes 
Susan Perabo - TriQuarterly, New Stories From the South 
Carrie Pomeroy- Very Special Arts Festival, Henfield Prize for Fiction 
Denise Rogers- Green Hills Review, Northwest Arkansas Women's Festival 
Kevin Stewart - Athelon Magazine 
Dan Tessitore - o·blek, Florida Review. Kenneth Patchen Award 
Katrina Vanden berg - Mid-American Review, A WP Intro Award 
Derek Van Lynn- Journalist, musician, poet 
Cody Walker- New College, Madison Review. Canvas 






