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The Arkansas Writers in the Schools Program is a project of the Arkansas Arts Council,
the National Endowment for the Arts, and the University of Arkansas at Fayetteville.
The program is staffed by members of the University's Programs in Creative Writing
and Translation.

Co-Directors: ]'Iaine Robnolt and Robert M. Wallace
Project Coordinator: Michael Heffernan

We wish to thank all of the students, educators, and administrators who participated in
WITS during the 1989-1990 school year and supported the program with their
donations and enthusiasm. We also wish to express our gratitude to the following
people who make WITS possible: Ms. Sharon Pyka of Research Accounting; Dr.
Keneth Kinnamon, Chairman of the Department of English; Dr. Leo Van Scyoc;
Associate Chairman and Director of Composition; Terri Randall, Office Manager of
the English Department; and its staff: Rhonda Benish, Aimee Colvin, Shelly Efird,
Michaeljohnson, Sue Mobley, Tonyia Tannehill, and Mark Wooten; Dr. Don
Ousterhout, Director of Research and Sponsored Programs; and his Assistant, Dr. john
Stokes.
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ANNASTRONGELEMENTARYSCHOOL
MARIANNA, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Richard Matthews
Young Smith
lAmA Poem

lAmA Desk

I see children finding
rhyming words for me.

I feel the rough
pounding of the
kids. I smell
the smell of new
books. I see the
pencils laying on
me. I listen to
the kids when they
tell secrets. I
taste the food
that was spilled on
the kid's pants.

I hear children reciting me.
I smell concentration
as they write me.
I feel the pencil pushing
me into the paper.

Angela Andrews

Brian Conner
I Am A Raccoon

I smell the stink
of the garbage can.
I taste the rotting food.
I feel the mushy gunk
of the garbage can.
l see another raccoon
in here. I listen to its
every move.

I Am A Dog With An Owner

I see people running from me. I hear
people calling the dog catcher. I feel
that they are going to catch me and
take me to the pet shop. They are going
to make me eat the uncooked food.

Bryant Daniels
Brian Conner

5

Marianna

Dirty Clothes

I know when I'm getting close
to home when the woods on
the side of the road turn to
fields.
When the hills turn to plains
When the buildings are closed up
and the glass shattered.
The only thing I see when
4riving down the busiest street
is 3 food chains, 2 stop lights
and the cotton on the sides of
the road.

There are so many
dirty clothes
in the world
They go in the washer
they go in
the dryer
Then they go back on
your body then more
dirty clothes.

Mary Beth Daggett

We cannot stop
dirty clothes
They are everywhere.

My Ugly Little Cousin

Angela Smith

My ugly little cousin her name is Erica
she thinks she is so pretty and her
Breath smells like an umbrella.
She stays in my face when I talk
on the phone I never get privacy
or time to be alone.

...

When I tell her to leave she always
comes back I tell her goodbye and
give her a smack.

Lawanna Mobley

I'm Bad To The Bone
When I go to the store
I make the man give me
What I want.

LamontreUjones
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ANNA STRONG MIDDLE SCHOOL
MARIANNA, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Jack Bedell
Lee Durkee
Mouse Forces Family From Home

Ugly

The little gray mouse all left alone
forced the family to move from home.
The family never saw such a sight
as the little mouse partied all night.
They packed their bags and moved away,
and the little mouse had bills to pay.
He went downtown to pay the bills,
but when he saw a black cat, he caught chills.
When he was on his way home,
the cat caught him and smashed his bones.

Ugly is like a weave-headed woman
walking in the park with no teeth.
Some people make fun of her,
and some people try to help,
but all in all, she still ugly.

Thomas Scott

Docs Remove Snake from Boy's Stomach
Harland Coney

Once there was a boy who went to sleep with his
mouth open.
Lost Teen Ate Spiders to Survive
Wilderness Ordeal

Adrienne Lewellen

Yesterday a lost girl was found
after being missing for two months.
When asked how she survived,
she said that she came to a cave
and ate spiders.
At first she said they tasted like dirt and wax.
Then little by little they began
to taste like chicken,
then pizza, cake, and candy.
When found, she was eating
spiderloaf
and said spiders would now be
part of her daily meals.

June looks like sweating kids dancing
on their lawn by the sprinkler.
June sounds like the angry beeping and honking
of cars in a traffic jam.
June tastes like the salty water you accidently
gulped from swimming at the beach.
June smells like your next door neighbor's
backyard barbecue.
June feels like cool water splashing against
your warm skin.

Tony lVheeler

Sandy Chin

June
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Mean

The Squirrel

Mean is a woman with a heart-shaped nose,
standing
in her kitchen
yelling
at her dog for eating
jello.

The little brown one-eyed
squirrel. The one who lives
from day to day.
Dashing from tree limb
to tree limb hoping that
nothing gets in his way.

Melanie Wilks
I saw him outside playing
in my tall green pine
tree. Me not knowing
where he should really be.

Bored

Bored is sitting in science class
staring at the wall wishing
you had some dead animals
in jars to look at.

Butthenithappened
the wrong season came in.
The little brown squirrel was sitting at
the window of my Den.

Adriaka Duffy
As I looked out the window

I wished for the squirrel because
I saw the tall black bearded hunter
With a sawed off shot gun.
As the squirrel ran for the

tree he tried to hide.
But the mean hunter shot twice
A minute later the little
squirrel died.
I did not forgive the hunter
he had needed to be beat.
He killed the little brown
squirrel for a piece of meat.

Timothy E. White
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BIGGERS-REYNO ELEMENTARY AND IDGH SCHOOlS
BIGGERS AND REYNO, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
Andrew Fox
]'Iaine Robnolt
How To Know For Sure That You're
Meeting My Father

The Cowboy Dreams of the Range
There was a big house.
Miles of land.
Cows and horses.
It was very quiet.
I owned everything.

First he will bring you to his baseball cards,
And after he shows them to you
He will body-slam you if you are a kid.
But if you are older
He will talk about the Cardinals.

Chad Harris
jason Hampkin
Shadow

My Great Trip to Death Valley
A shadow would taste flat and cold,
An almost tasteless thing, a shadow.
A dark grayish thing.
So cold and lonely, a shadow.

Jake, Dan, and I went to Death Valley on a huge
pterodactyl.
When we got there the sun seemed like it was
chasing us,
and our huge pterodactyl ran out of gas and fell
over and caused an earthquake and we fell in a
hole and found China and
could not get home. It was freezing, there, and
we found a
genie that gave each one of us a wish. I wished
for jumping
power, Jake wished for a machine gun, and Dan
wished to be older.
Then I jumped out, Jake shot a big hole, Dan
died of old age.

Eddie Chadwick

Doctor Operates on his own Brain!
"Scalpel, nurse, make an incision on my cranium.
Pull the skull apart. Ah! There it is, isn't
that a beauty.
Clamp that artery-Ouch! Not so tight.
Do you see the infected
area-hand me the mirror. Ahh. That
isn't so bad-1'11 have
it cleaned up in a jiffy. Nurse, I'm losing
me! My blood
pressure seems to be dropping. Wow!
That was close. I got
all of it, thanks to my expertise. Sew me
back up."

Michael Davidson

Terry Croutch
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Tornado

A tornado would taste
like a ditch of dirty
things like dirty water, books,
dogs, dolls, and sticks.
A tornado would feel like
a train hitting you
going 1000 miles an hour.

Tamika Arnold

Tornadoes

A tornado would smell
like smoke
coming out
of a dark, hollow chimney.

Logan Foster
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BISMARCK IDGH SCHOOL
BISMARCK, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Jhon Emery
Gerard O'Donovan
Randolph Thomas
Grant Vecera
Truth Is A Trout

My Veins are Like a River

swimming with confidence
drifting on the current curiously
tempted by the bait of question
caught on a hook of betrayal

My veins are like a river
the way my cells float through them.
The walls are the banks
and the cells are the water.
One current is going to
and one is coming from
the body.
The cells are like barges
transporting rice.
Finally we reach the end of the line
where the heart is like a dock.
Then we are on our way again,
the long, long journey
from beginning to end.

Traci Terry

The Nuisance
Twisted and intertwined
An extraordinary kind
of green creature
As the creeper continues to grow
it drops nectar from
white shaped trumpets

Josh Bennett

Bees swarm, but cannot destroy it,
Men attack, but find it impossible to conquer
Honeysuckle

Melissa Hubbard
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MyDadandMe

My Clubhouse

Early in the mornings
before the sun woke up
I'd sneak out on the balcony
with my dad and his coffee cup.
I would always go first
and tell him where to stepcareful not to squeak the floor
while Kris and Shelby slept.
Finally we'd reached our goal,
though worn, it was just our place.
Sitting on the front porch swing,
we'd watch the sun and moon run a race
but it's not over yet.
Oh, the journey's just begun.
Then we'd stroll down to the lake
there, I'd have loads of fun.
Dad used "Yo-yo" to lure the fish
while I scared them away.
Then I realized what I'd done.
But Dad said, ''That's okay."
So his little helper would help him
so young and so carefree
just my great Dad and me.

Going to town
Across the bumpy roads
I lounge in the seat
Of the pick-up truck
That my father drives.
We are on our way
To get some wood
For my new clubhouse.
In town he buys
All he will need;
The next day he begins
While I watch
From a nearby tree.
Secretly, he furnished
The finished house
With little chairs
Built by his loving hands.
I spend my time
In a house of my very own
Filled with my father's love.

Kayla Bennett

Loneliness

Katrina Burroughs

I was a blank
piece of paper
waiting... for
a pen to come
by.

Seashells
As you watch them sway up and down the shores,
You dream what it's like to be a seashell
In the white capped ocean, traveling
From wave to wave, rocking roughly
In a brutal storm, exploring the ocean floor.
While lying lazily in the sun,
You think what it would be like to be human,
Riding a bike, going to school, flying
Up high in an airplane.

Now I am a crumpled note
waiting...
for the janitor.
Elizabeth Rhea

Brooke Gregory
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Dusty Plum Velvet Is ...

Moon

A Sunday dress for
My grandmother,
The fuzzy of a peach,
The taste of wine made
From grapes,
The swish of night
And the tick-tock
Of the clock, and
The musty smell of
An old wooden
Trunk.

The moon sounds like a
metronome ticking slowly in a
quiet room. The moon feels like a pillow,
soft and plush. The moon
tastes like whip cream, creamy and smooth.

Sharlee Spradlin

The Cow

Look at that cow standing in that lot.
She is chewing on a few
blades of dried grass and she is gazing
over the fence. What is the cow looking
at? There is a meadow over the fence
and in
that meadow runs a stream with lots of
tall green grass. The
cow is saying to herself, "If only I could
get into that meadow.
There I would really be content."

Christina Leigh Cox

The Cloud Canary
The cloud in the sky was shaped
like a large canary
Floating through the blue sky
like the flow of a river.
It tosses and turns and
does somersaults
the flip and plop will take their toll
And- oops! Now it's an ice cream cone,
A dessert!

So you see we're not the only ones who
look beyond the fence.
Once that fence is removed there is
always another fence to be looked over.
So you see, contentment is just the
present.
After a while, things look more and more
promising, and
we look and say, "If only I could get into
that meadow, I would be content."

Becky Latch

A Back Handspring

A running start, being inverted,
tumbling through the air in a
complete circle, the air rushing through
your body.

Matt Jackson

Sharlee spradlin
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BRYANT JUNIOR IDGH SCHOOL
BRYANT, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Patrick O'Connor
Young Smith
The Down Side of Spring

How to Know for Sure When You're
in Little Rock

Spring begins, and so does hayfever,
Making your nose red and runny.
Having to carry a pocketful of tissues,
Being embarrassed when you have a sneezing fit.
Blowing money on useless medicines.
Nothing works, it only makes you broke.
Finally, out of tissues and out of money, Your
hayfever relents,
And go make more money
To buy hayfever medicine for next year.

As you drive into Little Rock from the
west, you pass Red Gate Liquors, which is
placed on the county line
because Saline is a dry county.
Then you pass by the boarded up "Outlet Mall"
which went out of business quickly.
Across the freeway is "Madame Roberts,
European Psychic,"
which is just before the international
headquarters ofjacuzzi, Inc., near
where a woman almost drowned last year, after
being washed off the road.

Steve Miller

Tim Thompson

How to Know for Sure When You're in Benton

•
When the car in front of you can't go over 25 mph and the driver doesn't
know where he going.
When you go away fro a weekend and leave your home unlocked and everything is there when you
come back.
When you and order pizza and they can't deliver it because you live
too far away.
When on Friday nights you try to go to the store, but you get caught in
cruiser traffic.
When your best friend lives five miles away and her phone number is a
long distance call.
Jessica Murdock
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April Fools Day
Give your friend an exploding cigar.
Give your husband rubber waffles.
Give your employee a rubber check.
Give your brother an empty box for his birthday.
Mail your grandparents an empty envelope
and write "April Fools!" inside the flap.

jason Moore

Boredom

Sitting in a chair and trying to count the lint
that flies by you through the air.

Ashley Stuary

.

The Dream Season

Spring is sitting in class waiting for the bell
so you can shoot hoops with the guys.
Spring is the taste of lemonade and ice cream.
Spring is pollen in the air.
Spring is things being born and things dying.
Spring is the dust on your face when you're working.
Spring is repairing the damage done by winter.
But, most of all, Spring is the Season of Dreams.
DougVick
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CENTER VALLEY ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
RUSSELLVILLE, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Andrew Fox
David Pratt
Jay Prefontaine
]'Iaine Robnolt
If I Were a Snail

How to Know for Sure You're in my
Grandmother's Kitchen

We might hear gophers digging,
people stomping, and the wind in our shell.

You can smell the gingerbread cookies.
Sometimes she wears her apron.
She always calls you to get out from
under the table.
And she tells you to get out of her way.
Her stove is as yellow as the sun.

We might smell spilled perfume,
wet grass, and dirt.
Our shell is as heavy as an elephant.

Amberk

We would eat beetle hamburgers,
butterfly hotdogs, dropped lollipops, and ant
pizza.

Music Played on a Piano
I see a farmer's boxer shorts
that are on the clothesline.

If it was a strong melody,
it would smell like garlic.
If it was a soft melody,
it would smell like perfume.
If it was both soft and strong,
it would smell like chili.

Classroom 4B, 2nd period

If Ghosts Were Green Apples

The ghosts would hang on trees.
And the apples would float on
air. The ghosts would be eaten
and picked. Apples would be dead.

Michael Hapkins

Samantha McCullah
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How to Know for Sure that
You're in my Garage

If Striped Shirts were Bombs
If striped shirts were bombs, the clothing

First you will see a huge
door open all by itself.

stores would blow up.
In World War II, the U.S. would have
dropped a striped shirt on japan.

Then you will see a car
as green as a grape and
a truck as brown as a bear.

Bombs would fall softly instead of making
a crash.

As you voyage between the
two cars and turn to the right
in front of the green
car you will see an ice
cold freezer. And on the
right of the ice cold
freezer is a bookshelf full
of old, greasy things.

Thousands of striped shirts would fall from
an airplane.
A school building would blow up if a kid
in a striped shirt stepped in.

Alice Price

Valarie McBride

If Masking Tape Were Mad Dogs

If masking tape were
mad dogs and we stuck
a piece of masking tape
on us it would bite
our arms off.
If masking tape were

mad dogs and we took a piece
for a walk
the masking tape
would stick to the
sidewalk.

Brent Brody
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How to Know for Sure that You're
in my Grandmother's Kitchen

I know I'm in my grandmother's
kitchen because the cat claws me.
The sink drips. The refrigerator door
doesn't close all the way and my
grandmother is singing a sweet tune.

Jupiter

Jupiter sounds like
crayons moving
over art paper.
Sara]o Harrison

Hannah Langner

H Cockroaches were Golf Clubs
If cockroaches were golf clubs you would
have to carry a bag of cockroaches, and
if you didn't hold them the way they
wanted to be held they might bite
you, and if you saw a golf club and you
tried to step on it-it would
hit you upside your head.
Dusty Bratton

Jupiter

Jupiter would sound like
a big fat fat lady
jumping up and down on a bomb.

•

Jupiter would taste like
a hot jawbreaker
and if you bit down on it
your teeth and gums would fall out,
your head would explode
and smoke would come out of your ears.
Brent Brady
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CENTRAL ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
CORNING, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Chuck Freeland
Grant Vecera

HBrothers Were Cheerios

My Living Room

We would have to have a bowl that
weighed a metric ton.
We would also have to eat our
brothers with orange juice and toast.
Our brothers would have holes and
be made from oats and made
in a factory.

You walk in the door and you almost
run in to a coffee table. You see a
couch, a chair, and a love seat. And then
you see a 1V in the corner. You smell
cinnamon. You see dogs turning flips
and cats dancing on the ceiling and see fish
walking on the coffee table.

Derek Scheffler

Misty Garver

H Brains Were Pencils

Fear

We would have a wood head.
And we would have to write
with a brain and it would be gooey.
And the pencils would get bigger all the time.

When you are in the pool and lightning strikes.
You hear a noise in a lonely house.
A pit bull chasing you.
Crystal Batton

Larry Huffman

My School's Gym

My school's gym smells like it's
always being polished. It looks
like glass shining in the sun.

Marvin Warren
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Irritation

It smells like no good cigarette smoke filling
the room with its stench.
It tastes like old, rotten, but seemingly delicious
apples and oranges.
It sounds like my dog barking in the night
and waking me up.
It looks like my little sister goofing up
my so far perfect Nintendo game.
It feels like an itchy, irritating poison ivy rash.

Benji Bradberry

...
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CHAFFIN JUNIOR IDGH SCHOOL
FORT SMITH, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
Chuck Freeland
David West
H Grasshoppers Were Pianos

UPS Delivers Sun Lamp to Vampire by Mistake

A person could be killed by hopping pianos.
People would have to have small fmgers
to play the wings of a grasshopper.
Fishermen would have a hard time
bringing a bag of pianos to the fishing hole.
Grasshoppers would form serious roadblocks
around the world.
Pianos could play by themselves.

Vampire: That burns me up.
I'm scorched.
I turned it on
and I just went batty.
Mter all,
I ordered a black light.
Bryan Thomas

Scott Southerland
The Taste of a Rainbow

747 Lands on Football Field during Playoffs

A rainbow would taste like
eating all of the fruit
at the grocery store at once.

Player: It came down,
Landed and blocked the pass,
Crunched two players,
Tackled three other players,
Messed the whole play up.

Jon Townley

H Carrots were Housekeys
Mark Kamolsiri

When you ate them,
you would get a lot of iron.
You would have to peel the carrot
before you unlocked the door.
Ben Franklin could have had cooked carrots
after he discovered electricity.
John Lefturch
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HEars Were Televisions

Man Meets Elvis at 7-11

If they were,
we would sit in the living room
and turn on the ear.
Plus women would have to have
economy size earrings.
Can you imagine trying
to clean your 52" ear every night,
you'd have so much ear wax.
Oh, but in school you would get
in enough trouble looking
at other classmates' TV's.
Going swimming would be
quite a shock too.

I stopped in and got
some gas and a Coke. And
when I went inside.
Elvis was buying
a dozen jelly donuts. Then the cashier
asked him to sign the five
dollar bill he gave him. And
he did but when he was walking out
I stepped on his shoes.
I said, I'm sorry!
He said, please don't step on
my blue suede shoes.

Stephanie Tucker

Jeremy Duck
H Basketballs Were Televisions
Pro basketball players would
double dribble trying to watch
themselves make a lay-up on TV.
TVs would keep rolling away
during the most exciting part
of your favorite shows.

...

Basketballs would probably have
about a one day warranty.

Daniel Dawson
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DARDANELLE ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
DARDANELLE, ARKANSAS

VISiting Writers:
Randolph Thomas
Bob Zordani
The Amusement Park

I Used To •.•

I went to Ohio on vacation
I wasn't sure of the location
I rode the spider
And then the winter slider
I rode the ferris wheel
Then I ate a meal
I ate popcorn
Then I rode the matterhorn
I felt frightened
As my stomach tightened
The I rode the water slide
It was a very scary ride
At the end of the day
I went to my aunt's to stay
I went home the next day

I used to wear diapers
But now I wear panties
I used to drink off a bottle
But now I drink out of a cup
I used to throw my food at mom
But now I don't
I used to eat dogs
But now I eat cats
I used to eat dinosaurs
But now I eat one at a time
I used to eat the floor
but now I eat my bed
I used to sleep on the floor
But now I sleep on the ceiling
I used to be mean
But now am nice.

Cindy Maxwell
Brandi McCord

ARose

Daffodils

A rose is like a heart
It blooms or fades apart
It brightens up your day
And when you need a friend
Tell someone to send
A rose that will fill
The empty space within.

Daffodils yellow
Daffodils sweet
Grow in my garden
Down by my feet
Spring is here
Spring is fun
If you spray nie with the hose
I'll squirt you with my water gun

AmberJohnson
]amis Layrrum

2S
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The Funny Poems

Sunrise

I used to believe
in ghosts. But now
I believe in Goofy.
I used to ride logs.
But I ride a bike
now. I like to eat
light bulbs. But now
I eat food. I used
to eat dirt. But now
I kiss my mom. I
touch snakes in my
yard. I used to kiss
my cat. But now I
kiss my rat. I used
to wear little shoes.
But now I wear big shoes.
My friend kisses a bat.

Sunrise, sunrise, glowing
like fire above the horizon.
rising above the mountains
growing brighter, and brighter,
splittering through the fog,
melting the dew-drops,
dividing the darkness,
opening the world
to a brand new day.

April Lynn Gaddy

AgelO

A riel Finkenbinder

Seasons

Winter is cold and freezing and
sometimes displeasing.
Spring is warm and bright and
filled with life.
Summer is hot and dry sometimes
I feel like I could die.
Fall is cool and colorful and
exceptionally beautiful.

I saw a book with animals
I went to the operating room
I was scared then
I saw my mom and dad
I hate the food

Trisha Decatur

..

Ashley
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DUNBAR JUNIOR IDGH SCHOOL
LITTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
James Frank
Robert Wallace
How to Eat a Hostess Cupcake

Stolen Car Turns Up 17 Years LaterWorth 13,000 Bucks More

Take a cupcake in your hand
Make a hole in the bottom

The missing car was spotted
In a deep wood,
It was as dark as a planet
That couldn't see the sun,
The object appeared black,
dank rusty metal,
Inside were many creatures,
All still and not a sign of breath,
And enclosed in this gift of metal
was a box, a perfect little box,
It was quite unique, of course,
and it had four square sides
Each as acute as a sharp blade.
In the blocks were little green blocks,
All perfect and crisp,
They smelled of grandmother's house
full of old medicine.
Yes they were ·perfect and crisp-All thirteen thousand of them.

And
Suck out the cream
Then
Throw the rest away.

Amana Tyler

•
The Necessities of Life
Hand-me-down clothes
Hand-me-down furniture,
A bucket for a car.
A dream that everyone dreams.
Living in poverty, having little
food, dirty water.
What could be better.
This is the lifestyle
of the poor and obscure.

Jaimi Givan

Anonymous
Smells of Summer
Cut grass and honeysuckle
Watermelon and chlorine
Sunlotion and sand
Salt air and bubble gum
Marilda James
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How to Quit Being a Worry Wart

Rules for Eating in the Cafeteria

Take a long vacation to ease your mind.
Spend six hours in a bath of Calgon bath
solution.
Quit your job and take off to Mexico for
three years.
Go see a psychiatrist in Owensboro, Kentucky
who charges $10.00
for each session, who probably only
knows what he learned
on the farm but makes you believe that he is
curing you.
Go to McDonald's and buy $700.00 worth of Big
Macs and french fries.
The last thing to do is jump in a tub of strawberry
jello to ease
your worries and also your mind.

1)
2)
3)
4)
5)

Get food that sticks to people like glue.
Get into an argument with someone you know.
Start a food fight.
Pour milk on your best friend's head.
Get out of there as soon as possible.

Heather Fisher

What I Like about my Sister

Well, she's always uh ...
And then she's umm .. .
Of course, I like her,
But I'm not sure why.
Edward Wells

Kesha Bunche

I'll Have Venison Smothered in Cavier

Yes, I like food
That makes a person drool.
But to the taste buds, I prefer
It to taste cruel.
I want fresh, tender meat,
Coming from nature's fmest beast.
I need something messy, not quite so neat.
Hmmmm! What a feast.
I also want something mushy
That will swim in my mouth.
It will float in all directions,
North, west, east, and south.

Daryl Waits
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HSoap Were Watermelons
Soap would be juicy and heavy,
your soap would be green on the
outside and pink on the inside.
Your soap would weigh about five pounds.
If soap were watermelons you could wash
your hands with seeds.

If your soap was a watermelon
you would buy ·watermelons
in packs of three
and they would probably break your soap dishes.
Jason Plowman
Marcus and Dumbo

Marcus the dog is an honest and stylish guy,
Dumbo the cat is just tricky and sly.
Marcus the dog tries to get an education,
Dumbo the cat doesn't like participation.
Marcus the dog is really very cool,Dumbo the cat
is just a little fool.
Marcus the dog would never steal a dime,
Dumbo the cat leads a life of crime.
Marcus the dog would never want to die,
Dumbo the cat may commit suicide.
If someone gets hurt, Marcus would stay,
But in Dumbo's case, he would just run away.

Clo.rkJ
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H Meatballs were Bowling Balls

Thinking

If meatballs were bowling balls we'd
make a stride with spaghetti.
Someone could be walking by
and smush your meatball
and then you couldn't play.

Silently
Inside my head
Behind my eyes
A thought begins to grow and be
a part of me
and then I think
I always knew
The thing I only got to know
As though it always
was right there
Inside my head
Behind my eyes
where I keep things.

We'd have no place to put our fingers
and people who bowl would get meatball
sauce on their hands.
There would be no need to pick
out a meatball that's the right size or weight
because you could make your own.
If bowling balls were meatballs
people would have a hard time eating their meatballs
They would have to use a hammer
to break down their food to tiny
pieces to swallow.
It would take a very long time to eat our food.

Tamara Taylor

The F-15
The F-15 was like a seagull in
the sky.
How swift and quick as it goes
by.
Leaving two trails of smoke that
soon disappear.
Then there's nothing there and soon
the sky clears.
As soon as I grow up, I'll
fly in one and show you.
That I can be the best flyer
across the ocean blue.

Ophelia LaFrae

If TVs Were Planets

Earth would be on the verge of being cancelled
at all times. The sun would be a suspense movie
filled with advertisements. Mercury
would be a silent picture and Jupiter
would be a movie that people have only seen
previews of. Saturn would have a constant
ring to it, and you would surely cry.

Kenneth Thomas

justin Ready
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Fear
It is what makes us tremble at
the sound of thunder as it creeps
up your spine into your imagination
as it keeps you awake and leaves
at day. It is what makes you fall
back in a nightmare and run
in reality. You are its target and
you can never get away.
During day it is weak, during night
it is strong. You can't run away from
it for it is everywhere. It is a
universe while you are a planet.
And as you fun away from it, it
effortlessly follows you.
David Lasater

Hate
It is like a cold sweat walking
in this humid climate.
Listening to popping and cracking
buzzing in your ears.
Living off of rations barely
getting your fill.

J Micah Godfrey
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Cats

In their
snobby
prissy
way
They try to
see
smell
taste
touch
Everything
Then
Before you know it
They vanish
Julie Raybon

Television

Television is like a disease
once you watch it you're hooked.
There is no medicine or cure
known but I know one thingthat if you put off chores for it
your mom will find a cure quick.
You wake up and head for the
T.V. It's gone. Next time you'd
better listen to me.

Doug Clements

...

FOUNTAIN LAKE ELEMENTARY SCH OOL
HOT SPRINGS, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
Margaret McMullan
Patrick O'Connor
"'ben I Look in the Mirror

I see my eves as two cave
explorers walking around.
I see mv mouth as a bear trap
~ith little teeth.
I see m\ ears as two caves that connect in the
'
middle with two windows
1see my eyebrows as brushes and my hair as a
forest.
Anonymous

Strawberry

A red strawberry
b1g and hairy
sour and bumpy
with green freckles.

HoUy Vaughn

My Dad
Is running a backhoe
that spits
and sputters
and smokes like a dragon.

MartinAult

lH

Truck Driving
My dad travels as far as the pioneers once did.
He watches the road like a tiger watches its prey.
JodyRios

Fear
Fear smells like a musty room.
Fear tastes like blood in your mouth after losing a tooth.
Anthony Harter

Me and My Sister
My sister and I are in a picture together.
We're standing back to back.
Even though I am smiling
I'm thinking, "I hate her. She bugs me."
We're wearing church clothes.
They're uncomfortable but our mom made us wear them.
The background is flowers on rocks and it's just a picture.
The photographer made us stand this way.
We look good, but we feel bad.
Anthony Harter

New York Harbor
The water is blue like the bitter cold.
The birds are flying like gliders in the wind.
You can see all the tall buildings.
The clouds are like strips of cotton
And the sky is a baby blue.
But you still are very far from home.
Christy Dilatush

flock of Geese Adopt Airplane as Their Mom
A5 we fly through the air
looking for our long lost mother
All of a sudden we see her.
She is of course bigger than we
!bought she would be but we
are happy because we all can
sit on her and she will never complain.

Tiffany Mann
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My Dad's Guns
In the last room there are guns,
My dad's guns.
There's a 30/ 30 and a 20/ 20.
They are all blue.
And there's pistols,
So purple.
How I wish I had a 30/ 30,
As blue as the clouds.
But I can't because they' re my dad's
And only my dad's.
Amanda Magness

In my Closet was a Castle

In my closet was a castle
with green alligators in the mote.
A bald-headed man waited at the gate.
The magician, Merlin, was at work.
The king was sitting at his throne.
The black knights were fighting the dragon.
The cute prince was marrying the pretty princess.
Everyone was busy, in my closet.
JenniferJones

My Mom Works at Walmart
My mom works in the
Jewelry Department
OfWalmart She is
Probably selling watches
And jewelry right now.
The customers tell her
What they want and
She will let them try
It on. If they like it
They will fill out a
Piece of paper and
Give her the money.
She will put it in the
Cash register and
Put the jewelry in a
Sack. She give it
To the customers to
Take home.

Sarah Kosnack

Parents Send their Four Year Old
Daughter through the Mail

For only 53
Darn cents.
She was gift
Wrapped and sent
To London.
She awoke and smelled
Paper.
She saw nothing but
Envelopes.
She heard nothing but
Stamps
Being licked and
Envelopes
Being opened.
She tasted
Envelope glue.
She felt
Bills
And special deliveries.

Amber Haney

Earliest Memories

When we were at jacksonport, I remember
when I thought I was swimming
but I was sitting in the sand.
When I was 3, I thought I was driving
by myself but my aunt was holding
the steering wheel.
I remember when at my aunt's graduation
I put on her high-heeled shoes and
her make-up.
I had make-up all over my face.
My mom said I looked like a red
clown.
When my mom was baking cookies and
she told me not to eat none of them, when
she got ready to go somewhere I went in
the kitchen and got some anyway.
When she talked to me I would
mumble because my mouth was full.
Sharon Griffin

If Cheeseburgers were Beds

Every night before bed
you would have to pull back
your bed's buns,
then your bed's lettuce.
You would lay on your fresh pickles,
but you couldn't sleep on your lumpy meat;
so you'd get hungry and decide to eat.
Then you'd get thirsty and get a coke,
then fries and go to sleep.

Stephanie George
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Doctors Remove 12 inch Snake
from Boy's Stomach

Mean

Mean smells like fried potatoes, roach spray, and
a rotten banana.
Mean tastes like hamburgers with a lot of
mustard, french fries with ketchup,
and pencil lead.
Mean looks like a torn up bicycle, a ragged
garbage can, and a television that
doesn't work.
Mean hears like a dropped pan, bell jingling, and
dogs barking.
Mean feels like a soggy wet sock.

I woke up and staring right in my eye
Was a dark green thing that had a mask
Like a big hockey player.
He said I was as clean as a thistle.
The room smelled like a barn
With hogs in it.
~fy stomach felt like a needle
Was stuck in it.
All I knew was I was eating
Amud pie
And something that tasted
Like a humongous beetle
Went down my throat.
Then I just "floop"
fell asleep.

Stacy Johnson

Love

Love is like a puppy and
a kitten playing in the cat litter
while the garbage truck is
screeching down the street.

Amanda Weatherford

Untitled

Michael C. Gibbs

When I'm sad
I feel like a
squinched up lemon
all sour inside

Your Toes Know
What your shoes smell like.
What the floor looks like.
How fat you are.
How skinny you are.
What you do every day.
JUST FACE IT,
YOUR TOES KNOW EVERYTHING!

When I'm happy
I feel like a whole
apple that's not
bitten off of

Stacy johnson

Mike Brand
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H CatfiSh Were Telephone Poles

Acrostic

We couldn't talk on the phone.
Every time you went outside
You would be surrounded by cats
Eating catfish. You would be slimy,
And wet. It would be a disaster.
The fish trying
To get away from the cats,
Disconnecting the slime lines.
When you walked by the whiskers
Would tickle you.

Money is great, but
Often
Not much,
Even when you save up for a
Year
Amber Dunivan

The Coronation Chair and the Stone
of Scone at Westminister Abbey

Audra Hinkle

I'm an old chair from years ago.
Many Kings have sat in me.
They've made the most important
decisions sitting here.
I'm made of the finest gold
and have a beautiful stone.
Why, I bet a 100 Kings have sat
in me.
They've all gone, but I'm
still here.
Just the stone, the castle, and
me.

Home Rules
As soon as I get home,
I must be sure
to dump my books
all over the floor.

Then I get some money
from my mom's purse
(For the rest of this to rhyme,
see line four, second verse).

Amanda Broum

Then I head to Jr. T's
with Melissa right behind me
as Mom yells out,
(more like a shout)
"Be home by eleven-thirty!"

•

Factory
My mom works in a factory
She cuts chickens every day.
She cuts chickens like she's been slaved.
When she comes home my dad kisses her.

Lindley Penix

Shauna Crump

~8

Crazy smells like a swirl of honey with
sugar missing.
Darrin Ingraham

HBeagles Were Guns
We would feed beagles bullets
And have to walk guns.
Make the beagle look shiny,
Make the gun run for fun.
Give the gun a bath,
Put the beagle in a cabinet,
And let the gun eat your math.
Drrw Thaxton

GLENWOOD ELEMENTARY AND IDGH SCHOOLS
GLENWOOD, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
Jim Lovel
Gerard O'Donovan
The Yak

Fear

The greenish tint washed under his feet,
the grazing yak bent his head to the flowing
clover
while the ocean waves pounded the ivory cliffs
that slowly fainted into the starry distance.

When alone I feel needles up and down my spine
I feel as if someone is peering at me with cold
dark eyes
When lying in bed at night I hear noises not
heard by anyone else
I feel terror shooting through every limb of my
body
I am as still as an old board
I dare not move because if I do I know that I will
be killed
I don't know what by but I know something is in
my room with me
I can feel it
I know that if I yell for help the darkness will
snatch away
the sound and I will be unheard.
I hope and pray that either the dawn will soon
come and chase
away the phantoms or I will doze off to sleep and
hope that I don't
wake up dead the next morning.

B(ljs of Grades 6-8

Anger
As I watched her go,

I saw the pain in her face,
and the shell of a person,
I once knew,
She laid there, eyes closed,
sleeping with machines,
as I sat with her,
I thought of previous adventures,
I felt cheated,
I knew we would have no more adventures,
It was at an end.

Jason Robbins

Matthew MitcheU
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Joy

Water

The sunrise dances on an effervescent lake
My youngest sister laughs
The first blade of grass pushes through
the moist earth
as a drop of a sweet juicy orange trickles
down my chin.

Water is what falls
from the sky and
makes everything shiny.
Water is what quenches
the thirst of the
wandering elephants
after bathing in the sun
on the hot desert.
Water is the
laughing of the
happiest brooks.

Emily Mitchell

Love

A5 I was walking
home from school,
I saw
a nest full of
baby squirrels.
Their mother was
in the process of
feeding them.
One of the squirrels
fell out of the tree
and into the road.
The mother quickly
ran down to the squirrel's rescue.
She gently put him back up
into the nest
although he was dead and
she knew.

Carrie EUington

Loneliness
It is like a petal falling from a
beautiful rose
amazed by its movement
like the earth turning without you.

Zane Wils-on

Trees
Trees are like
huge pillars that hold the
sky.
They are like
a jungle gym to climb on.
They smell like a summer's day
They remind me of
memories gone by.

MistyPyler

Kristen Grissom
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Freedom

Riding my bike
the wind waving
my hair.
Coasting down
peddling up
the hills ...
I'm Free, I'm Free.

Jon Montgomery

_

_ __ _ _
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HBats Were Chairs

There will be chairs
hanging upside down and
people will stare and walk away
and the bat chairs will say
"Stupid people."
If they want to bite someone
they will stick their leg in their neck.

Michael Jordan
He hears the crowd like a thousand motorcycles.
He sees the other team and they look like
statutes.
The floor smells like wood on fire.
He feels the cool metal of the hoop when he
slams.
He tastes the salty sweat.
Michael]ordan kisses the rim.

Anthony Robinson
Ms. Melear's 3rd Grade Class
HApples Were Shoes

Montana
Your feet would hurt.
~fy feet would be rolled up like a ball.
My shoes taste very good.
And those apples sure hurt my feet.
When I pull my shoes on, there is apple juice.
I was looking for my shoes
and I found them all outside in the tree.
When I opened my closet
apple juice just came out into my face.

Andrea Lovett

I see the sagebush, brown and green.
I hear the wind go whoo.
I feel the ice-cold snow.
I smell the fresh pine air.
I taste the wild huckleberries.
Oh, how I love Montana.
Aubrey Slaughter

How to Know for Sure when You're
in Ripley, MS

You know you're in Ripley, Mississippi,
when the people have red clay betwee
their toes.
These people are real friendly.
There is one little train bridge over the highway,
And a brand new McDonald's for the first time.

Angie Gray

How to Know for Sure when You're in Marion

When you first arrive in Marion,
the few city cops are parked,
or driving around acting cool
because they have badges.
There's a "down-horne" effect to our town.
There's nothing real fancyjust Elm Street and Black Street,
and a few others.

Katie Crowder
So Much Depends Upon
How to Know for Sure that You're in Marion

The silver eating
fork

You know you are in Marion
when people think that hunting
is an art form,
and the best place to go for dinner
is the Sonic drive-in.
Then you'll meet the old man
who wants to tell you about
'When I was young"
like you actually care.

Topped with breaded
salmon
Beside the metal
plate

Brandy Lee Fauglt

Angie Young
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Cut to Guts

Fade to blood splattered on the screen,
to the machine scene, omit the spleen.
Cut to boiler room, but do it with care.
Murder like Bates, with a cold, empty stare.
Slice 'em up, dice 'em up, throw 'em
against the wall.
When you're through reading the script,
~mme

a call.

We'll call it Morgan's Murder, you kill 'em,
we chill 'em.
We'll cut to a sea of entrails. That'll
thrill 'em.

William Carilan
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Irritation

Surprise

Irritation looks like my little brother
tearing up my room.
Irritation is like smelling
that my morn is cooking
disgusting spinach for supper.
Irritation tastes like tasting something
for the first time and hating it
but you have to eat it
because you are at someone else's house.
Irritation sounds like a little kid
screaming his head off at the grocery store
because his morn won't buy him popsicles.
Irritation is like touching a slimy,
icky, gooey bug.

Surprised feels like getting
straight A's on a report card.
Surprised looks like your grandmother
eating a fizzy candy during church
and knowing she can't scream
even though she wants to.
Surprised sounds like your best friend
screaming when you sneak up behind him.
Surprised smells like cookies
when your little brother gets caught
with his hand in the cookie jar.
Surprised tastes like a hamburger
that your dad forgot to check
if the middle was done.

Tabitha Morris

Kathy ShiUing

Intelligence

Intelligence looks like a short boy named Edward
with thick wire glasses.
Intelligence smells like a dusty old book.
Intelligence tastes like a ten course meal
of chicken and rice at a Chinese restaurant.
Intelligence feels like a silken shirt.
Intelligence sounds like a teacher reading
out of an encyclopedia about space.

Carrie Beth Kundrick
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How to Know that You're in My
Front Yard

If Policemen were Balloons

If policemen were balloons

There is a blue trailer,
small yard, and a basketball goal.
Gray skirting.
Bikes in the yard.
Tov balls.
Aporch.

they would float in the sky
and all they could do was hope
a bird didn't fly by.
If policemen were balloons

I

they would see a crook, let out
the air and
by the time he got to the ground
he would have to ask someone to blow him up.

Some trash.
Hoses.
Daniel Butler

If policemen were balloons

the policemen would run
when the crook has a needle.

If Pianos Could Talk
If pianos could talk
they would say
quit playing me, that tickles!

Joshua Kalinowski

Polish me, polish me, oh,
I like that.
Oo, what's that sticky stuff
sruck under my seat?

If Carrots were Bubbles

If carrots were bubbles and bubbles were carrots,
we would have to wash bubbles with carrot suds.
We would grow bubbles and blow carrots.
Rabbits would be the first inhabitants on Mars.
We would take carrot baths. Worst of all
we would try to peel the bad skin off bubbles.
Bubbles would be rare because of the peeling.
One more thing...we could use bubbles
for insect killer.

]ana Camper

Rob Apple
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H Footballs were Pillows

we would have stiff necks
every morning
we would have nightmares
about being tackled
we would have weird
shaped pillowcases
we would have to have
sandpaper pillowcases
so our heads would not
roll off
we would have pillowgames.

Caroline Golden
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Crowded

This Is Just To Say

Crowded feels
like someone pushing
you into a small
birdcage
Sounds like all of
the radios in
the world are turned all the way up
Looks like a
bunch of
acorns being stored
in one squirrel's home
Tastes like eating
all the seeds in a
watermelon
Smells like sardines
being put into a
can.

I have used
all the hot water
in the tub
and which
you were probably
going to use
in the shower
Forgive me ...
It felt so good
so hot
and so steamy
Amanda Dierks

This Is Just To Say
I have broken the
window in the front
of the house
and which protected all the
rain,wind,andsnow
from getting into the house
Forgive me
it shattered to a thousand
pieces, so pretty, so
mysterious

Jamie Bush

This is Just To Say

I have borrowed
your diary that was
under your pillow
and which you were
probably saving
to look back at
Forgive me
It really is interesting

Jenny Rabeneck

Elizabeth Joslin
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Mother

Many
Other
Things
Have
Entered her
Regular mind
Ryan Ralmeck

Blood

Blood
is a thinga liquid.
It is a sign
of hurt.
The color is
red, red,
like a
shirt.

Edward Marcell Brown
'j

Untitled

•

All night long and every night,
when my momma puts out the light,
I see the people marching by
as plain as day before my eye.

1
I1
It

aJ
h;
hi

Shaken a

sl<
ni1

ha
yo1
Yo1
he
era
nig
tha
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Under My Bed

stop. We want you to do
something that won't wake up
the neighbors. So he went to
an apple tree. And he ate a
lot of apples. He ate five of
them. And he got sick, very sick.
That night he cried and cried.
He said that he didn't feel good.
NO ONE got no sleep that
night. His mom and his dad
and his grandaddy said to not go
near that apple tree again. So
he said O.K He won't.
One day he went to his friend.
He spent the night. They had some
soup for supper. But that time he
did not eat too much. And he did not
cry. He did not go back to the
apple tree. And he did not sleep
and did not crawl at night.
And for that he got his very first
hug from his mom and dad.

l'nder my bed there is a town,
with people as small as
amushroom.
That is what is under
my bed.

Casey Jackson
l'nder My Bed

It is a planet under my
bed. I go to it sometimes.
It has baby stars.

Britt Buckley

The Snake

There once was a snake.
It was green and red.
It slept all night. And crawled
all day. It had a bad
habit of that. And one day
his mom told him that he
slept all day and crawled all
night. She said that is a bad
habit you've got. His dad said
you got to stop that.
You wake the neighbors. So
he stopped. And one day he
crawled all day and slept all
night. So his grandaddy said
that son you just got to

Tasha Ashcraft
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How You Know When It's Halloween

Piggly Wiggly's Pumpkin Patch plays in the night
Bats fly up and down the aisles
Green faced long nosed witches fight
skinny boned skeletons while
goblins and ghosts in white
Give Frankenberry a try.
Anonymous

Poem

Happy is like a
baseball sailing out
of a baseball park.

Derek Helms

Poem

When I first learned not to
play with matches it was a disaster.
I started a fire, it was a
~. and then I discover there
were less towels than before
cause I had burned them
and there were no more. Then my father
smelled the
smoke and kicked down the door
And then he saw the ashes
lying on the floor.
I was in
trouble!
Kesha Wingfield
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Spider Soup
Spider soup smells nasty but
if you happen to see a spider
never ask to come in because
he'll ask you if you want some
and if you taste it you will
say is this spider soup and
he'll say yes and you'll say
mk.

Amber Pasley

Rollercoaster Madness
The first time I rode a
rollercoaster was very fun . It
smelled like burning rubber
and it sounded like squeaking wheels.
It felt like a fish being fried.

John Addington
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A Mosquito Bit Me!

I Talk Too Much

As I stood and watched

I talk too much
because I talk
to the sun that
shine all the
time. I talk to the
wind that blow
most of the time
I talk to the river
that made a wave
I talk to Sindy that
said forget it.
I talk to the rain
that wet me up.
I talk too much
I don't know why
I talk too much
I talk too much

the cottonwood shed
a mosquito bit me.
Ochl Och! I yelled.
I told my mom.
She said it's not
a good excuse to stay out of
school. A mosquito bit me!
I said. A mosquito bit me!

Rachel Wikerson

Humus the Old Woman
Humus was an old woman
who wish to become little.
She wish and wish. She never
stop. So one day she walking
down along the side of the
road. She stop. She did not
move another step. She
became a small girl. She
was very, very small. She
could walk all day. Her
older friend did not notice
her so she wish to
become an old woman again.

Latangela

Rich
Why can't I be
Rich
Instead of
GOOD LOOKing

George Thomas
Eric Dunlap
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HLove were A Soybean

Am Talking to the Wmd

If love were a soybean
It would be a lot easier to find
We could just go to the supermarket
And be loved just like that.

I am talking to the wind
and the wind go woo-oo
the wind is like a bird
fly through the sky
The sky is navy blue
and the wind die
in the broken sky.

Lisa Armstead

The Swan

Tavaris Porter

The swan so graceful
she looks like she
has on a fancy white dress
going to a party. She has a
black necklace on her neck.
She is so beautiful
like a flower in the
green grass.

I Am Talking To
the Cow
I am talking
to the cow
he is eating
grass
I am talking
to the cow
he is sleeping
I am talking
to the cow, scared
I am talking to
the cow
he's dead

RachelGunn

The Waving Grass

Sometimes I wonder
how the grass in my yard waves
It looks like waves
in the green sea.

Ann Tye

josh Williamson
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What is Combine

It cut bean, rice,
corn, A combine
is used for a lot
of thing like cutting
Wheat it cut Wheat
for hog and all that
Kind of thing it eat
gas. It is big as A
highboy.

Christopher Perry

I'm an Old Man

You know what it
all about- with
a ball head and
no beard. Just
having a backbone
with a pain. Just
keeling me all the
time.

1

George Thomas

•
Humus

Humus could be
a very large person
who go out to
kill something in
the woods a big bear
it eat fish

Francisco Mora
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The Rain

The Ocean

The rain sounds like crystals
gleaming in a cave.
The rain looks like a shiny new
quarter sparkling in the sunlight.
The rain smells like a new car
just out of the factory
The rain feels like new velvet
untouched.
The rain tastes like a stream
of water running through a cave
of diamonds.

The ocean looks like a chalkboard
that has just been washed.
It tastes like some oversalted blackeyed peas.
It smells like Thanksgiving stuffing
with tons of salt.
It feels like a never-ending swimming pool.
It sounds like the whistling wind.

Catherine Hartwell

My Dog
Alice Floring

Braces look like railroad tracks.
Braces feel like a tractor hauling your teeth.
Braces taste like metal all in your mouth.
Braces smell like walking in a metal factory.
Braces sound like the grinding of a machine.

My dog smells like a mixture
of sweat, dirt, and freshly mown
grass. My dog sounds like a
grunting pig as she breathes.
My dog feels like the bristles
on a brush. My dog tastes like
a sour lemon as she licks your
mouth. My dog looks lie
the darkest of a moonless night.

Mary Beth Rose

Gary Shirley

Braces
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How To Make Yourself A Great French Artist

take ...
14 eight ounce bottles of rainbow paints
A nine ounce can of paintbrushes
A pound of imagination
A pinch of style
A teaspoon of still life
A couple of hundred people
(doesn't matter what size)
Mix well, then blend in
An easel and chalk

Bake for two to three hours.
Amy Kosloski

Recipe for Catching a Grox

2 bogleple nets
1/ 2 cup of luck
1 Grox detector
3 1/ 2 binken dogs
And all your imagination.

Sarah Cate

Friendship

is like a pair of old bluejeans
that are beaten and battered
but never rip or tear.

Georgia Hyman
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JbatAm I?
Icrackle and pop.
Iglow in the dark.
lean kill and destroy anything.
I"ill last as long as I have
Something to destroy.
Iwill die in water.

Alltn Fluring
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Visiting Writers:
Dixon Boyles
Pat O'Connor
Young Smith
Grant Vecera
Marsh

The Attic

Squishy mud is everywhere
With wet slimy slivers of plant life poking toward
the sky
A heavy, thick stench filled fog rising in the air
Marsh birds hidden from sight yelling their
strange cry
No one is here in this almost forgotten world
You could stay here forever and nothing would
pass by
Except for the frog, the insects, and an occasional
bird flying overhead.

Memories, torn hats, old lamps
Things you can't throw away
Dampness wrapping you up softly
You can almost taste the air
The light from the sole window
Leading your search to fmd
What was so special before
You can almost hear the children
laughing and playing at the new
toy or clothes or seeing an old
friend again
The attic is a place where you
put the old away to relive those
days once again, someday.

Michael Smith

Poem

Jamie Rider

•

Going out, talking on the phone
holding hands and never being alone.
Saying "I do," having a wedding with doves.
This is really true love.

TheD-Slip
The notebook lay open
Memories of the past weeks
Filled every page.
Red ink decorated like blood
The soft pink slip stuck out of one
corner.
Good-bye all my friends
I now have other relationships
All of them with my Algebra book.

Washing dishes, getting in fights
sleeping on the couch late at night
Having an old house that even has bugs
This is really true love.
Ginger Taylor

Luanta Gwin
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Dear Abby

Poem

Something's getting crazy now
fm swelling up like a big, fat cow.
Could it be the whole pot roast or
Maybe the 48 pieces of french toast,
That I had for breakfast or maybe it
was lunch,
All I know for sure is that I just love to munch.
ru eat anything that stands still
So please keep moving if you will.
Oh, Abby dear, I would love to hear
The cure to my disease,
But until then would you mind to
pass the gravy please.

While I was walking through the woods
I saw a dove
The grey dove's wing was broken
Its poor black eyes were barely open
The burning sun was almost gone
No telling how long the bird had been down
In the dirty field of cotton it was alone
It was barely hanging on to life
I didn't really know what to do
I knew there was no hope for him
So I looked at the bird real close
Wondering what I would want in the situation
Would I want to be alive or dead,
Or would I want to be shot in the head
I don't think I'd like to slowly suffer.

Brooke Buckley

Poem
I had my long rifle on my back
I took it out of its case

That house, so damp, so cold,
The cobwebs draped from every corner,
The innocent fly's wings had clung to the webs,
The air was damp and musty,
Each breath taken seemed like the last.
Sheets were carelessly tossed upon furniture,
Broken glass coated the floor,
Splinters of wood arose from everywhere,
~fice stood lonely, sorrowful,
Waiting for life to return.

My trembling fingers went to the trigger
The dove looked up at me and moved its other
wmg
Kind of like a scared sad way of saying bye.
I smiled at it
Then shot it
Have I done the right thing
Have I done the right thing
Have .I done the right thing?

Paul Baughman

Emily Reed
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Untitled

Excitement

My mother always
tells me how she
grew up. Speaking of
bell bottoms and a
nice crew cut. But
that was then
and this is now.
I never speak
of the things I did,
sneaking out when
Moana was around with
guys. Never looking
into her eyes to
speak of the thing
I did.

Excitement -Jumping up and down until your
head gets stuck
in the ceiling.
Sean Smith

Pain

Pain - Pulling your bottom lip up over your
head.
Melissa McMahon

Pain
jennifer Charlton

Pain - Sticking a toothpick under your
big toenail and
kicking a wall.

Great-Grandfather's House

Katie Chowder

Our arrival stirs up
excitement for the dust.
On the table there is a bowl
of peppermints lying in the
same position as before.
Cats walk in and out of the
torn screen door.
I sneeze and the cats look
up in surprise.
We sit down and wait for him
to come back which is funny
because there is no place for
him to go.

Excitement

Excitement- A roller coaster ride when your
seat
won't lock.
Stephanie Cairtt

Robin Miller
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Responsible
Out of nowhere he comes.
Walking down a dusty road.
His brown shoes,
Jhich had holes in the front,
11-ere dragging the ground.
He cries help as he walks
mto this lonely old town,
11ilich sits out on a prairie to itself.
As his bare back steams
mthe hot sun, his body
vrarns for something cool
and refreshing like water.
His stomach is like and empty bag
waiting to be filled while his
mouth is dry like a leaf
off of a tree. As he
approached the narrow street, he
collapsed at this old lady's
feet She takes him
mto her humble small home
and nourishes him with
plenty to eat and water
to drink. Lots of meats
and breads that he ate and
ate and ate and some lemon cake
that took her one hour to bake.

In the Dusty House
He sits in the chair
Looking like a lost kitten
While smelling the dusty house.
He tastes his last peanut in the can,
And suddenly he feels like it.
As he eats it, he hears the
sound of the tap dripping...dripping.

Andy Coleman

The Old Lady
I'm an old lady
who is mean as a bear.
The kids all run from me,
because they fear me.
I drink like a goat.
My stomach is as big
as a boat.
I think like a young girl.
As I talk my tongue moves
as fast as a bird's.
So far I've gone a long ways
with my life.
The bar is the next stop
on my list.

Carolyn ~asley
Tammy Romine

Where Are You?

Brazilian Rituals

His name was Jamal Abdula,
A descendent of great exotic
Brazilian warriors.
He loved to do
old unique rituals
that consisted of
slithering, fish-like dancing.
He became famous among tourists
for his peculiar way of dressing
in tribal clothes that consisted
of feathers. And he forgot all about the life
he lived before he began tourist shows.
I went with him to one of his rituals
only to find it quite contagious.
The rhythm they sway to is eccentric.

My California girlfriend
with her deep dark tan,
going out with a stout guy
in his angel-white Camaro.
Charging through the wind,
with the engine just a' blaring
leaving no mercy to the roads.
My ears burn,
to hear the sound of his name.
My head aches,
just the thought of him.
Just to see you,
once again, alone,
my California girlfriend.

Bradlmmon
Amber Saddler
Untitled

A

Jealousy
If knowledge were a humber sticker,
we would live believing in every cliche.
Driving in cars at five years old
would be just one way to begin
learning to talk. Learning
could begin on four wheels
with only some gas and a key.

My Puerto Rican girlfriend
with waist-length hair
hugs a muscular guy
in his '89 Mercedes.
They smack their lips
and laugh
as the Mercedes
boom, boom, booms
down the street.
My heart
sizzles like the flame
of a cigarette lighter.

Chris Hanson

Boredom
He drags his ragged
combat boots
through the empty town.
An occasional car passes
which kicks up
the dust.

Mrs. Ferguson's Early Bird Class

Mrs. Ferguson s5th Period Class
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Visiting Writers:
David Pratt
Jay Prefontaine
My Quarterback Bird

You use me to get in and out
of your house. I am
very small, and I even have
ridges. I have a hole.
Nobody could call me
heavy metal.

I had a little bird,
he was a quarterback.
He had a head like a bucket
he had strong wings like
Kirbe Pucket.

He had legs like Skinnie Minnie
and a neck like a weasle. His body
was like Bojackson's. He made the
all-stars and I was glad, but my monster
didn't make it so I am mad.

'WadeJennings

AShadow

Ashadow feels like a window just opened,
and a little air is coming out.
Ashadow sounds like a Collie crying to
come in.
Ashadow sounds like a parrot singing
its sad song.
Ashadow tastes like a river with no fish.

William Spikes

Stars

Stars taste like clay,
dirty peanuts.
Stars smell like my
brother's dirty socks
soup beans
slop.

Reanetta Lattimore

LaTasha McGehee
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Charcoal

H Guns Were Bathtubs...

Charcoal smells like a dirty horse;
It tastes like dirt;
It looks like a ball;
Charcoal feels like a moon rock;
If you could hear it, Charcoal would grumble.

If guns were bathtubs you
would have to take a bath
in a barrel of gun powder

Kennetta MarshaU

H Cows Were Snowflakes
If cows were snowflakes we wouldn't
be able to come outside in the winter
because we would get smashed
by falling cows.

You'd shoot deer and squirrels
with bathtubs. You'd pull the trigger
to take a bath, and pull
the faucet to take target practice.
You'd be sparkling clean after you stepped
out of your 6 millimeter or Colt .45 And
you'd have bruises from where your bathtub
kicked.

Steve jones

A farmer would have to buy a lot of snowflakes
because they are so small that they
wouldn't give enough milk to drink
unless a farmer had several million.
He would have to buy new snowflakes everyday
because they would melt fast.
The farmer would have to milk
very fast to even get a mug full.

..

Marcie Fowler
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MCGEHEE IDGH SCHOOL
McGEHEE, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
Patty Commerford
Cindy Sanderlin
Mirror Image

John in McGehee

M}' mom and I were staring
into a mirror, at each other.
Ilooked at her and smiled.

John will go fishing at Camp 9 and catch
all the crappie he wants, and he will
have a big fish fry afterwards
with all his best friends.
John will go to Wiley McGehee Park
to see the ducks and geese and
feed them lots of white bread that
he got from Piggly Wiggly.
He will eat at the Chinese Restaurant
for some good cooked Comet rice
and have a wonderful fortune
that he gets from his fortune cookie.

She did the same.
Kame Fertenberry

'When He Returns Home
Barren fields of cotton stalks,
he will see
when he returns home.
Cotton in the gins
smells acrid and bitter
when he returns home.
Fresh savory pumpkin pies
that's what he'll taste
when he returns home.
Rainbow colored leaves
are what he'll wipe off his car
when he leaves only to turn around
and return home.

Anonymous

Worn Out Shades

My old, worn Reebok tennis
shoes have gray cracks
and slick soles from
rescuing a cat from a
fire.
Now, when my shoes get wet,
they make a
high-pitched squeak and
smell like burnt rubber.

Sttphanie Cater

Amy Goodwin

67

I

~

Fini

Clouds like Steers

I was sitting on the cold hard desk
Staring at the dull brown leaves slowly
Floating down. My mouth got as dry as sawdust
On a barn floor. The leaves fell so slowly.
In the background there were voices droning
That I could never quite focus on.
The leaves kept falling.

One warm November day, I was lying
under a pine tree when the sky
was suddenly invaded by wind, rain,
and clouds trampled in like steers
being herded to market.

Anonymous

Sadness

Chris Renes

He looked like a
mess left behind from
a hurricane, with the
blood rushing out of
his wounds.
Everything smelt like
it had happened 3 days
ago, and some unknown
person had left him
behind alone.
His hand felt like
a slippery, slimy piece
of seaweed, that would
take weeks to dry and
become normal.

Lagoon

Last night McGehee Bank was
vigorously robbed by my overweight
step-brother Simon. He greased
himself with Parkay margarine in
order to fit through that tiny
crack beside the popcorn machine.
While trying to fmd a hideout
near the orange lagoon, he collapsed
and died of a heart attack.

Jennifer Latti'TTU)Te

KimPeyner

Things I've Lost:
I lost my hat in a steamy, hot
jungle while fighting a furious
Bengel tiger.
I lost my hand while reaching
into a dark, smelly corner
of my dreary closet.

Kevin Ward
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Excitement

Rising

Excitement is like a purring-sleeping cat
dreaming about scratching the gigantic
scary ebony Lab's glossy eyes out
that always eats her fresh liver.

The thick, snow white fog started to rise
as the muddy, war-torn soldiers awakened
from their stinking, dank cots.

Eric Somerwell
Nicole jolly
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:MENA InGH SCHOOL
MENA, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Jack B. Bedell
Ian Morris
Cows Wouldn't Stop Barking

Rafting

The cows wouldn't stop barking.
They ran for the gate.
They hissed and they screamed.
Their bells rang with laughter,
But what was the use?
'Cause no one would listen.
People had their own problems,
No concern for others.

Whitewater rafting down the Illinois,
Steve and I carving it up,
So smoothly, so gracefully,
Until suddenly a tree,
a big ugly tree, hangs across the water.
We hit, we fly through the air.
Blackness, I surface, gasping for air.
There lies Steve, holding onto a rock.
I come along side, thinking he's dead.
Steve turns, laughing, gripping the raft.

The cows kept charging,
The waves catching up.
Some stumble.
Some fall
Like dice tumbling over,
Stopping to an end.

Billy Foster

Quanah Jacobs

Volleyball

Six people waiting
for a guided missle to fly over
that thing that separates the two,
"BAM"-the missle flies.
Bump, set, spike-point.

Donita Smith
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How to Know for Sure When
You're in Mena

Ode to Test Taking
As I sit down on my desk

When your mom asks you to take
aletter all the way across town
and you're back in two minutes.
When you fall asleep at the wheel
and swerve all over the road,
and no one notices;

like a balloon on a porcupine,
I wait.
I wait for answers,

something, anything
to write down on my paper.
It comes to me like snow
on a hot summer day.
As I look at my paper
I see words scrambled on a sheet of whitesome with meaning, and some
never existing before.
I hear someone calling,
asking for this object.
I pass it in
like giving away my money.
The answers were there inside my head,
but I could not get them out.
They were locked up
like criminals in a jail cell.

When you start for the mall
and end up at Wal-Mart;
When the best thing to do
is get so drunk you can't
remember just how much
fun you're not having;
Then you know you're in Mena.
Mike Garret

You Know for Sure You're in Mena
H.S. When •••

Kelly Aynes

\ou walk down the hall
and Mrs. Parker says, "Bonjour!"
You hear Mr. Taggart's
morning announcements.
You find out the Bearcats lost.
You hear Mr. Wimbirly's
"Let me tell you this, my friends ... "
You walk down the hall
and can smell Mrs. Langston's coffee.
Anonymous

71

Down A Dirt Road
Down a dirt road we drove,
me and my friends carefree,
relaxed.
Surrounded by treesthe valley below.
Laughing, we drove on,
not a care in the world.
Our view suddenly blocked.
Glass shattered.
Our cries for help went unnoticed.
The valley below
was not so far.
Minutes seemed like hours.
We finally rested on treeslike babes in a cradle.
Amanda Edwards

TheNextDay
The check-slides,
The ollie varial,
The 360 degree boneless,
The hairball session,
The bust,
The car,
The station,
The call home,
The grounding.
Now, I hate the pigs.

•

Kyle Dodson
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MURMIL HEIGHTS ELEMENTARY
ELDORADO, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Ian Morris
Gerard O'Donovan

Fall

Candy

The leaves crunched
as I stepped on them.
I could feel the cool
breeze as the wind
whistled. My breath
looked like smoke
coming from a smoking
chimney. The cold air
covered my face as
it smoothed it. When
it is fall it gives
me a wonderful
fall feeling.

Candy is sweet
Candy is sour
Candy is like a yellow sunflower
With petals that blow away with
The wind.
Candy is sweet
Candy is sour
Candy is like a big sunflower.

Mario Yarbrough

So much depends
upon

Butterfly Wmgs

a pretty
butterfly

Tracy Sutherland

So Much Depends

How would it be on a day in June
to open your eyes in a dark cocoon?
And soften one end and crawl outside?
And find you had wings to open wide?
And find you could fly to a bush or a tree?
Or float on the air like a boat at sea?
How would it be?

flying with the
falling leaves
beside a still lake.

Tameko Lorett

Tereshia LaStella Yarbrough

7~

So Much

So much depends
upon
a red rose
wet with tiny droplets of water
beside some patches
of green paint.

Jessica Jayner

Forgive Me!

This is just to say
that I did have fun while you were away,
I ate all of the food and
left the trash on the floor
I left the door of the refridgerator open
and spilt grape juice on the new carpet.
I painted the cat and dog
black with orange dots
and the fish are swimming in the bathtub.

Allison Hollingsworth

•
The Black Donkey

So much depends
upon
a black donkey
running under a cloth
beside hay.

Christy
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OUR LADY OF THE HOLY SOUlS
UITLE ROCK, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Kathryn Gessner

Mike Larson
Dan Smolla
Sally Jo Sorenson
The Gold of Night

My Classroom

:\ight uses all the gold there is.
The gold of the tiny star,
the gold of the twinkle
in a little girl's eye.
The gold in the moon,
The gold on the little brass bed
The gold in the street light
that appears in my head.
Night uses all the gold there is.

My classroom uses all the reds there are.
The red stripes in my uniform.
The red apples on my teacher's desk.
The red on the large bulletin board.
The red of check marks on my homework.
the red of the paper cut on my hand.

Lizabeth Deering

Caroline Hubbel

OhLord

Oh Lord, help me, for I am a tenderloin steak
but they are the forks.
Oh Lord, help me, for I am a baseball
and they are the bats.

OhLord

OhLord
My feet are so small,
guide me through the malls
of your wonderful creation.

Eric Breuer

Mike Martinek
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I Am A Rock in Clear Blue Water

Leather In My Hands

I am a rock in clear blue
water,

With leather in my hands
and boots on my fee,
off I go for a hard time to beat.

and all that I see is a flower
bent over me like a mother
leaning over a baby's crib at night.

Dancing, Prancing, feels
like air, holding on hard
to my dapple's red hair.

I think I can almost
smell it-it's a little way's up
but not out of my sight.

Smoothly, softly around the
rippling lake, over higher
higher and back down, over the fence
and back to the barn,
making it barely by just
sundown.

I hear the wind blowing
the flower up and down,
all around,
I can even taste the crystal
water rolling me over and over.

Kathleen French

Jennifer Smith

Swamp
Jumping legs of a fat little frog
Under and over a rotten log.
Sickening stenches fill the air,
Trickling mist sticking in your hair
In the swamp down in the bog.
Nearing the water, it looks like eggnog.

Skateboarding

Skateboarding is like
driving on gravel.
When you ride on
it, it makes your feet
tingle.

Justin Brasher

When you ride, it
looks like everything
goes by you as fast
as the speed of light.
When you ramp, it
sounds like everything
before you is quiet.

Jessica Smith
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Animal Farm

My dad's office uses all the gray there is
11·hen it's closed:
Gray chairs and gray desks,
Gray carpet and gray phone.
There is a gray light because the
windows
are shut, but most of all, there is the
grayness of
boredom and the grayness of waiting to
be used again.

One night at an animal
farm cows and horses turned
on the radio. The horses
and cows started to dance.
Clattering notes were banging
on the barn floor. The farmers
came in and saw what was
going on and one of the farmers
started to dance.
Elizabeth Westerman

Rtbecca Flake

Poem
Blue Thoughts

Two men got drunk one night
and challenged each other to a fight.
They fought and fought until one man said
I give up. The winner rode off
into the mountains and the lose;
went back to his little house.

The sky uses all the blues there are
Like the sky in summer, light blue is there
Like a punk's navy blue tie-dyed hair.
When a storm is a front, the sky looks quite blunt
Like a child's stained face from a snow
cone-light blue
Like a pond full of ducks, oh
When blue really shines through.

Beth Saer

Corey Keith

The Prayer of My Dog

Oh Lord, help me, because my
mouth is so small and
there is so much food.
Anonymous
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Visiting Writers:
Patty Commerford Kris Kirk
Andy Fox ]'Laine Robnolt
Ian Morris Sonya Reeves

H Schools Were Pizzas
You would do your work on pizza trays
and tests would be about pizza.
At recess, you could climb on giant pepperonies
and the ground would be dough.
It would rain tomato sauce.
The ceilings would be made of toppings
you could eat.
You would deliver your work to the teacher.

jenny

H Policemen Were Chewing Gum

J
Chewing gum would shoot guns in my mouth
and hit my jaws with night sticks.

1
Tt

n

Brandon Hadley

•

H Fireflies Were Cheerios
If I ate Cheerios,

every time I hiccupped
my stomach would light up.
And one day, I would explode with light.

Glenn Boling
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I am an Apple

rfeel so good
hanging in the breeze.
rsee people passing
on the path beside me
and hear their footsteps on the gravel.
rtaste the fresh rain water.
Lindsey Copeland

HAlligators Were Christmas Trees

Alligators would be pretty
and we would tape stars to their heads.
Santa Claus would be afraid to come down the chimney.
You would need Crocodile Dundee
to throw the tree away.

Ellen Moorehead

Jupiter
Jupiter sounds like a big
roar of thunder on a bad stormy
night when I'm tucked in bed.

Jessica Burris
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What Would A Shadow Sound Like?

My Shoes are Christmas Trees

It might sound like wind
from the west or a soft
whisper in the night.

My shoes are Christmas trees
Covered with needles
Angels on the toes
Lights all over
Santa sneaks under the bed
At night
To put in presents.

Mason Dickson

What Would A Rainbow Taste Like?

Group Poem
They can taste like skittles and
cherry Kool-aid, hot chocolate,
and sour orange.

H Cheerios Were Basketballs

Marcus Tims

If Cheerios were basketballs

they would taste like new shoes.
You'd have to wear shorts
and a tank top to breakfast.
Your mouth would be a hoop
and you'd have to
dribble your milk and
bounce them in
with a spoon.

What Would the Sun Sound Like?

The sun might sound
Like a Lion's roar or a dog
barking. It might sound like
a person humming. It might sound
Like an echo at night.

Group Poem
Michelle Flannigan

My Grandmother

•

Comet

My grandmother is a shell noodle
She lives in a jar
And grows yellow squash in a lid
She unscrews the door
Drives to get snow for icecream
But it melts in the car heater
Bees swarm in the vents
To lick up the mess
My grandmother serves them
Hot Theraflu
In babyfood jars

If you could smell a

comet it would probably
smell like fire burning
a piece of wood. But
after the fire goes out
it would probably smell
like smoke. And after the
smoke goes out it would
taste like a dead leaf. And
after you smell the dead
leaf you will smell nothing
at all.

Group poem

Heather Henschel
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Thunder Cookies

lAmA Banana

Mix air and thunder
Add lT lightening
IT rain
Don'tforget
Acup of wet snow
3cups each of
\\bite and grey
Adash of blue
Sprinkle on some
Good feeling
Oh and 2 scoops of
LOUD NOISE
Roll with a
lightening rod
Cut into cookies
\\ith cloud cutters
Bake in a hot oven

I feel goopy and cramped
in my thick yellow skin
My back is bend as if I were old
I hate the tickly stink bugs
Crawling on my stem
I hear the monkey laugh
My skin creaks when she
Rips me open
The last thing I remember is
Her dark mouth

Group Poem

If Pillows Were Christmas Trees
If pillows were Christmas trees
You would decorate them with heads
When you slept they'd poke you
And leave green needles in your bed
You would have green dreams
And when you washed your pillowcase
The ornaments would all break

901
Done when dark

GrmpPoem

If Turtles Were Pillows

Group Poem
The pillowcase would be a green shell
Hmr pillow would crawl in the grass
\ou'd feed it lettuce and dried flies
Pillow fights would hurt a lot
Turtles would be soft and beakless

If Clouds Were Comic Books
You would be able to lie on the ground,
look up and read.
It would be dark all the time.
airplanes would crash a lot.
You would get sick of seeing
Batman and Superman.
If there was a big fire,
the sky would burn.

Group Poem

Brandon Rogers
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Music Poem
(composed while listening to
"Hesitation Blues")

What Would a Tornado Taste Like?

There would be rocks, trees,
and old green school buses.
There would be houses
and hoses to water your garden.
And you would taste
dirty oceans.

Like a coyote prancing through the
long wheat fields in Kansas.
Or like the 49ers on their way to
to California at a camp.

Chris Stong

Bobby Tonkeasley

Image

What Would Saturn Sound Like?

An abandoned tractor.
People walk by,
walking the wicked old mile.
I sit on the stairs and
say "Howdy" to my neighbors.

If Saturn had a sound, I
think it would be loud

as a teenager with an
expensive stereo.
It would be loud as a
one-year-old's cry.
It would be loud as a
door slamming or a glass
vase shattering.

Desiree Mosley

What Do Rainbows Feel Like?

Daird Stroncek
A rainbow would feel like
smooth desk top.
It would feel like curves
in the road.
Each color would feel different.

What H Cockroaches Were Soccer Balls?

Aaron lVhite

You'd have to wash your shoes a lot.
A coach would yell, "Hurry, kick the
roach to Kevin."

What Would A Shadow Sound like?

Chris Oison

a

If cockroaches were soccer balls

Like footsteps in the sand all alone.
Like the breeze on a Spring day.
Like a mouse scurrying through a dark, cold
alley.

Kristen Thompson
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lllll Would Jupiter Sound Like?

Jlpiter would sound like
agiant walking through an
empty castle.

The crash of a metal trash
an in a cold black night.
The pounding of thunder during
astorm.
Or my father's deep voice
r;hen I'm in trouble.
The pounding of nails into a
thick, heavy board.

Sltphanie McLemore

HVlki.ngs Were Green Apples
IfVikings were green apples,
\our green apple would be clubbing
Everything in the Fridge.
Green apples would be living in caves.
It would probably hire two-hundred
Maids.

MamBanks

8~

McDonald's & My Brother

My Brother is a Chicken Nugget person
McDonalds has the kind he likes
He likes crunchy fries with his
Chicken Nuggets
He also likes the taste of a
run-down coke.

Christie Olehoa

The Party

My trailer smelt
like I'd just had a party
lonely is what its like

Aaron Wagley

Anger

Why does he come
when I'm having fun.
He blows the sweetness
away like it was yesterday.
Tiffany Harper
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PRAIRIE GROVE UPPER ELEMENTARY
PRAIRIE GROVE, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Judith Ruiz
Robert Zordani
Train Whistle Blues

Walking in Popcorn

Atrain whistle rolling down the plains,
Just a singing those train whistle blues.
~ot moving like those other trains
Just a singing those train whistle blues.
Flying like horses' elegant manes
Still singing those train whistle blues.

I hear music playing under my feet.
It sounds like a famous person playing the drums.
I'm coming closer, it's getting louder.
I'm running towards it, it's getting faster.
It's slowing down, I'm walking.
Maybe I should walk in popcorn more often.

Tatyana Phipps

Crystal Fleming

The Train of Boyfriends

Sick At Home

My sister has no boyfriends
But that is not the problem,
She has too many guys that talk
and flirt around.
My grandmother tells Kara,
They're just like a train, they'll
be another one coming.
But she sees it as no problem as
Mom and I do
As long as The Train of Boyfriends
keeps on
comin' through.

I'm home from school
'cause I'm sick in bed.
You, Mary, think I'm dead.
But I'm not, I just feel real bad.
My teeth are falling out,
my feet are turning blue,
and I think I have the flu.
I think my leg is broken,
and my other leg has begun to fall asleep.
I have little red dots all over me.
So, I'm going to stay home from school,
and what is that you say, "It is Saturday?"
Good-bye; I'm going out to play.

Candice Bartholomew
Stephen Skelion
Feelings

Days I feel as tall as a
Sycamore and other days I feel as
stubby as a pencil but through and
through I'm as big as a moon.

Travis Loftin
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When Fall Comes
When fall comes with its crimson underwear
Rifles are shooting at a bear
When hunters' guns are going off
All the cows have real bad coughs
When boys are out looking for a bear
Girls are just looking for something to wear
To this year's prom
Caleb Thomas

Graveyard
Spirits rising from the dead,
Scaring visitors who pass by,
Looking at dead flowers,
Spiders crawling on RI.P. signs,
Bones piled up in the corners,
Going to a church nearby,
Meeting up with other ghosts,
Spooky, Scary, Smell of the dead
Fills the air with an awful scent.
Look now, at the yard,
Squirrels are playing,
The spirits go down in the groundCome back to their home in the dirt,
Leaving the churches,
Spiders floating through the air,
The bones in the corners
Are thrown away,
ViSitors bringing new fresh flowers,
New tombstones are put in,
The smell of the dead left the air,
The graveyard is now a pleasant place
For all the dead to live.

.

ShaumaRoss
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ROGERS SCHOOL FOR THE GIFTED AND TALENTED
ROGERS, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Judith Ruiz
Sally Jo Sorensen
Snort! Mom Eats Spaghetti
Through Her Nose

Dog Horoscope
Your traits, dog,
are that you smell like an old
shoe. And you eat like
a garbage truck. You are
very messy and
sometimes repulsive.

Snort! snort!
What is that awful sound?
Snort! snort!
That sounds just like a hound.
Snort! snort!
You know that's really gross.
Snort! snort!
Sick! She took a dose.
Snort snort
That's not just a dose
Snort snort
That's spaghetti!
Snort snort
Her name is Hetti.
Snort snort
But spaghetti?
Snort snort
She started at brunchtime
Snort snort
She ends at lunchtime!
Snort snort
You know what's odd?
Snort snort
It sounds like my dad.

Your future, dog,
you will grow up and
get married and have 1
child named Rover.
You need to listen
to people, dog. And
your wife will be named Fido.

Raven Babcock

Alison Archer
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Monkey Horoscope

Kippy

Your traits MonkeyYou like to eat chocolate
caramels. Your favorite
color is turquoise. You
love cats. Your favorite
kind of cats have short
~air. They must be orange
with stripes.

K.ippy, my bird,
Is
Pretty,
Popular, and knows
Yoga

You will win $10 million dollars
from Publishers Clearing House.
Before they give you the money
you must order $10 million dollars
in magazines. Beware of people
that wear 60's clothes and
look like flower children. They
will give you flowers that have
bees inside them.

NORIEGA

Stacie Robinson

Not
On
Retrial

In
El Salvador,
Garcia Rodriguez
Assaults the Vatican. Priests protest.

Wesley Marques
Dear Overweight People
Look at these dancers
A perfect picture of you (Ha Ha)
Look at these prancers
Try not to be blue.

Baking Soda
Big news
A
Kid
Invaded
North
Georgia with a
Six-pack
Of
Diet
Apple juice

If you lost (OH)
Maybe more than a pound
Their little skirts might
just go around
your waistnot your ankle.
So just watch your weights
Don't eat too many dates
and think
You can use a regular scale
not one originally made
for a whale.

Hunter Mack

jill Carney
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Physics

Running is a physical thing to do.
Sometimes it makes me sick,
to see someone so thick
beside someone so thin,
thin, thin, thin as a fin!
Swimming is a physical thing to do.
The water invites a swimmer
like honey invites a bee.
Aman invites a man to tea,
the man invited demands a fee,
and the first man, alone, drinks his tea.

Marine[ Kniseley

•
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ST. THERESA'S ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
UTTLE ROCK, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
James Frank
Grant Vecera
Flre

My Closet

Fire is like anarchy;
People are scared of it
When it breaks out.
They need someone else
To stop it from spreading.

My closet is like a spook meeting.
There is definitely a spook.
At night I hear them talk
about me.
I know they're there. I
Feel them like gobs of
gooey jelly.
The smell is like something
I've never smelled before,
Like someone was roasting me
on a grill.
I always see steam. It's
Like the clouds are coming
Down from the sky.
They never see me.
I have never seen them.
But I know they're there.

Fred Pinckard

Mud

Mud is what gurgles
When you step in it.
It sucks you down.
When you step in it,
You may lose your shoe
In that black and brown sludge.
Mud just sits there squishing
Around like slime. Mud
Flows like snot when you blow
Your nose. If you pick it up,
It slides through your
Fingers like grease.

Mandy Blalock

•
UluandKiki

It would be a high pitched
voice singing in an opera,
And the stars would be the audience
Clapping at the moon's great performance.

Ulu saw Kiki driving in his brand new
used '79 Yugo. All of a sudden Kiki's
tire fell off and the bumper hit a pebble
And the whole chasis fell off. Kiki flew
Out of the windshield and took his first
flying lesson. Ulu tried to save him
before Kiki splattered all over a window
At Mama Rose's Pizza Parlor.
Ulu chased Kiki until he hit the window.
But Ulu slipped on some motor oil
And fell down a drainage pipe.

Sam Cook

Robert Kennedy

Kris AbeU

H the Moon Could Talk
If the moon could talk,

90

JlyFriend
My friend

is talking.
He feels he is getting my attention
lbut he isn't).
He smells the hamburger I just ate.
He tastes his spit.
He hears me whistling
Arune in his face.
He is like a tape that doesn't stop
hen ifyou aren't listening to it
He thinks about nothing at all.
He doesn't even know what he is saying.

Randy Gangluer

•
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SCOTI ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
SCOIT, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
James Frank
David West
H Giraffes Were Bubbles

Anger

If giraffes were bubbles,
they could get out of the zoo
by flying over the metal gate.
And maybe they would land
in Mississippi and terrorize people.

Anger is like me kicking some butt.
Anger is like a freight train
Running me over.
Anger is like steam
Coming from my car.

LarryHoweU

jimmy Dempsey

How To Make Brothers

Lying

1 cup of unmatching clothes
1I 4 cup of left shoes
1/2 cup of bad jokes
5 cups of zits

Lying looks like a switch
Hitting you on the butt sixty times.
Lying feels like "Oh God
Here it comes, the big whuppin."
Lying feels like one thousand bees
On your behind
When she gets through.

Misti WiUiams

H Loaves of Bread Were Cookbooks

Alfreda King

If loaves of bread were cookbooks,
we would flip through the bread
to find a recipe.
If loaves of bread were cookbooks,
all we could find
would be recipes for bread.
If loaves of bread were cookbooks,
you would have to be careful
not to smash it.
If loaves of bread were cookbooks,
we would have to open the plastic
to look at the book.

HI Were A Rock
If I were a rock,
A boy would throw me
In the water.
And I would go
To the bottom,
And I would sink
In the mud.
KendaURobinson

Christy Caraway
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Rules For Staying Up Late

1
Sayyou don't have any homework,
And then when it is time
Togo to bed,
Sav I have to do
My homework.

2
If your Mom asks you
What the day is,
Tell her it's Friday
So you can stay
tip late .
.~pril Scruggs
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SOUTHEAST PINE BLUFF DISTRICT SCHOOL
PINE BLUFF, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Jim Lovell
Richard Matthews
Casey

The Dance

!Love
this boy named Casey
He's sweeter than sugar
Cuter than cute
And his walk is
like a pillow.

Me and him were at the Dance.
He was so cute
I talked to him
I told him he reminded me
of a gross ugly guy named Dave
I told him how gross he used
to be.
I told him my name
Then,
I said, "What's your name?"
he said, ''Dave."

I Love Him,
I Love Him,
I Love Him
Regina Bradford

Sholonda Bradley

The Feeling
Clouds
There is a feeling
that is more precious than gold.

The clouds are
white powder puffs.

It fills me much deeper
than last night's yams.
And yet, makes me
as light as a feather

They look
over you
like an
angry teacher.

I can make it
and take it away,
Yet it is not
success.

They may bring
rain, and
clear the bleachers.

The feeling that I have
is stronger than steel
and as tender as fresh meat.
It is the feeling
of Love.

Craig Wilson

Shannon Bryant
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Deer Season

OldMan

I go hunting every year
There is not specific reason

The fat old man sits lazily
as if he 's not alive,
But somewhere in his mind,
he's thinking of Rosanna.

~one

other than, It's Deer Season!

I missed an 8-poin t a year ago
But my dad came back and killed it though

The man behind the counter
at the corner store on Main
Thinks of his beauty, Rosanna,
& what she did for him.

He was sitting high in a tree.
He shot him once for him and once for me.
He was using my 12 gauge automatic
The deer got shot twice in the stomach.

On the bench in the neighborhood park
Lies a drunken, heartbroken soul,
Thinking of his Long-lost Love,
Rosanna, Rosanna, Rosanna.

I was using his 20.06
I shot at the same deer

Even though I shot some six

The fat old man on the bench
gets ready to go to work.
He has to go to the corner store,
for there he earns his money.

He got killed and ate anyway.

Matt Milner
Julie Kyle
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Untitled

There is no sound.
The wind is ladened
with small threads of a
blanket, waiting to be
put together. An
artist has been here
overnight and has
lightly painted thin
silhouttes of skeletons,
tall and erect. A clear
glaze coating has taken
the place of the waterfilled hole. The silence
is a calm but
eerie nature. The leaves
have been put to
sleep. And all is
at rest.
Jennifer Nixon

•
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SOUTHSIDE ELEMENTARY
CABOT, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Judy Ruiz
Cindy Sanderlin
ABlack Person's Dream

The Cave

A black woman was working in the
fields watching some birds fly by.
She looked at them and thought if
she was only
free.
She walked a long time; then she
saw a fence
in front of her.
She climbed over it just to take a walk.
She realized she was going to be free.
A man came up; She said don't kill me
until I
become free.

I was walking down a road
I saw a cave shaped as a spider
I walked in
There were two Indians sitting
on either side of the fire.
Fourteen Indians were dancing around the fire.
They had wolf skins on their backs.
There were two Indians beating
on a drum.
The drums were made of deerskin
and clay.
The Indians were singing a chant
that went like this,
OH oh-oh-oh, OH oh-oh-oh.

Martha Bradley

One of the two around the fire
had a dead eagle
in his hand.
He made a sign on his chest.

A Skull

The skull was weird with pleasure
as it sang this unhappy song:
"My girlfriend's a
spinal cord."

Then I woke up it was a dream.
Jennifer Blythe

It told me the end of the country comes
quickly.
I ate my chip with dip.
The tomb was very moldy;
the pit was stinky.
The skull told me a story;
about his friend a skeleton.

Tim Beggs
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The Girl and the Kitten

The Forest

The girl is small but big,
because she is small at heart.
And even though she's 6'11 ",
she's 1'1" at heart.

There is a big forest
lots of animals
lots of birds
lots of deer
rabbits
snakes
alligators
monkeys
lions
tigers
leopards
dragons.
Now it's getting
dark.
All the animals are
falling to sleep.
The owls are howlingthere is a full moon.
The wolves are howling,
barking.
The wind is blowing.
The trees are waving.
The sun is coming up.
The animals are waking to find
something to eat.

She was walking down the street
and heard a small meow
which sounded so sad.
She turned the corner and saw this:
she saw a small kitten with 4 broken legs,
and never stopped the sad meow.
She did not stop for she did not care
because as I said she is very mean;
but even though she said she would not
bother it, she did.
She kicked it to the side of the road
to let it die;
and even though she did not care
she did inside.
Now that kitten is up there in heaven,
but before it died I felt its fur
that felt wet from the blood.
Before it died altogether,
there was a foul smell
a smell that no one could describe,
a smell that meant goodbye.

Velvet Whipple

Priscilla Bosworth
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WAR (Pt. 1)

Here come
our men.
We've lost
250 men.
War is not
fun. We've
been out for
two years.
We're low on
arrows. We're
outnumbered.
We're all scared
to death. We have
no food or clothes.
We're all sick. We're
trying to make it
back to our horne.
We're lost. Many
have died of snake bites.
We're going to die.
We'll miss
each other so much.

JamesJohnson
The Music
The music was magic. It took me
to China where little kids were blowing
in bottles. Then it took me to a pond
where Chinese people fished.
Then back in time to an old place
in England with dancers dancing.
The music took me to these places
in my mind. Then it took me back to China.
I saw every thing I saw before
and I was back at my desk
writing my poem.

Kristi Glover
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STAMPS IUGH SCHOOL
STAMPS, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Judith Ruiz
Sally J o Sorenson
The Moon

Babysitting

I have held all I have seen for years,
Long since the beginning of the earth.

Suzie's hair is caught in the sink.
Little Bobby's bottom is beginning to stink.
Toothpaste writing is all over the wall.
I wish these kids were too small to crawl.
Joey shot off the baby doll's head,
I can't even imagine putting them to bed.
Now that they see that their mother is here
It's quite apparent that they've been
struck with fear.
With my ears still ringing from their
high-pitched cries
I walked to the woman with anger in my eyes.
Babysitting her kids wasn't worth the money
But all that came out was, "Fork it over honey."

I have seen things that no one else has,

For most mischief is done at night.
Lovers walk hand in hand
And by my light,
Plan their future.
When people have problems
They walk and look up at me,
.
Somehow thinking I will give them guidance.
For the confused
I am a source of comfort,
For I am not overbearing.
I am soft and kind.

Ginger Stevens

My Sister
I guide ships in peace
And men in war.

My sister is a snake
She rattles like a rattlesnake
But when she moves
She moves smooth.

I hear many thingsPeople of all ages have told me their problems.
What I see I cannot say,
All this knowledge is locked away.

RobertJohnson

Christy Ouei
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Trendsetter
Trendsetter, you have everything.
Fancy cars, clothes, & diamond rings
all the friends and happiness in the world
Tell me
How is your wife & little girl
face dirty & hair nappy
Tell me trendsetter are you truly

happy.
Scott Sims

Granny

She dipped her snuff like a rough old man.
She fished the nets with her frost bit hands.
She checked the traps as faithful as could be.
We called her Granny.
She loved her children more than we know.
Why oh why did she have to go.

Shelby McDoweU
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Daddy

For what he does
He's never thanked
He fixes the leaks
and fills the tank
He sets the curfew
Of which I gripe
He's always there
When I get horne at night.
I wonder why he waits up
But if my car had messed up
Or what if I had had a wreck
He would be there to hug my neck.
I have no doubts of what he'd do.
He'd hug me & say
I love you.
Shelby McDowell

•
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STAR CITYIDGH SCHOOL
STAR CITY, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Lee Durkee
Patrick O'Connor

Rage

How To Know When You're In Star City

when you get so mad you eat a railroad spike
BOREDOM
when you look at a wall until it turns
into a person
SUCCESS
when you finally learn how electrocute your pet
and bring it back to life.

Cars turning,
Vacant buildings,
Traces of butane in the air,
Gossiping old men and women,
Teenagers cruising US Highway 425,
These are the most common scenes in
Star City, AR.

Philip Robertson

Philip Robertson

Parents Send 4-Year-Old Daughter
Through Mail.••For 53 Cents.
"I was sorting through the mail one day
and I found
this little girl with stamps on her
forehead," stated a mail clerk from
Star City. "I recognized her, she was
preacher's daughter. He said his salary
was low, but mailing his kid to his mom!"
That was the mail clerk's story but the
girl's parents disagree.
"We mailed her on accident," said
her mom. "We thought she was a vacuum
cleaner we got my mom for her birthday,"
said her dad.

Traci Weatherfard
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I Saw Bigfoot Skiing Down A Mountain.

How to Know for Sure When You're
In Star City

Coming from Monticello, Speedy Burger is the
Main attraction.
Mostly it's a red-neck town where the
truck is the favorite mode of transportation,
but some of the minority choose to travel in cars.
Cruising through the "main drag" a mixture of
rap music, Hank Williams Jr., and Zoo 98 burn
your ears.
It's a small town where you can pick one person,
trust them
with a secret and watch it be in the Lincoln
Ledger
That Day!
One more thing.
If you see a girl with a boyfriend, you know
all of her friends have dated him too,
at one time in their lives.

I went to Colorado for just a normal vacation,
but what I saw was an 8 feet tall, hairy
giant skiing.
He would cut to the right and back to the left
running people over and singing
1'hat's the Way it Has to Be."
He was unstoppable.
Mter he got down the mountain he kept on
going,
busting through ski lodges.
I guess he is probably in Mexico right now.
Still singing. In Spanish.

Jason Crow

Farmer Cuts Out His Own Gallstone

It was horrible.
I was out in that dern field plowing 'til
I had a sudden pain.
I thought, Well maybe I just need some water.
So I went to the water bucket in the barn and
stuck my head down into the bucket.
I just about drowned.
Anyway, I got a hot flash and thought I was gonna
throw up my guts.
So I took my knife and started whittling
where the pain was.
I finally came to this stone-like thang.
Right then and there I knew whut it suz.
I went up to the house and sewed up that little
hole and now I'm as good as new.

How To Spot A Liar

1. Look forward.
2. Look right.
3. Look left.
4. Look up.
5. Look down.
6. Look behind.
7. Look through binoculars.
8. Look at the 1V.
9. Look at your parents.
IO.Look in the mirror.

Jason Ross
Mika Burnett
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THORNTON ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
THORNTON, ARKANSAS
Visiting Writers:
Kathryn Gessner
Sonya Reeves
If Dogs Could Talk••.

I Am A Bucking Bronco

If dogs could talk, they would
tell you what they wanted to eat,
and how to fix it. They would rule your home,
they would take your things, drive your cars,
sleep in your room, and
make you sleep outside. Put your clothing on
and make you put on his chain.
And he eats your kind of food,
while you eat his kind of food.
Make you fetch the paper
and he reads it while you just watch.

I am a bucking Bronco
and I work on Fridays
and Saturdays. I am always getting
kicked in my shoulders.
I am always getting hit
with a hotshot when I come out
of the chute. I am always on the move.
I am always being ridden at rodeos.
I guess I get too old to buck anyway.
But I'll buck until I die.

Casey Jackson

Kelly jordan
When I Look In the Mirror
Untitled
When I look in the mirror I see
a boy with a flat top and lightning bolts
in his head. My forehead is a bumby road.

I am a horse. I am in a trailer
going out of town. I don 't know where
I am going but I hope we go to
a horse show 'cause I am tired
of this big 49-horse trailer.
I hope I get out soon and
fast

Paul Hall

jessieJacobs
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I Am A Dirty Sock

I am a dirty sock with dirt and mud and
smelly odors.
I hate being a dirty sock.
Most socks are clean but I am not.
No one don't want to use me
because of my dirty fumes.
For my birthday, I got a ticket to be clean.
I am in the washing machine.
WEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE.
I am WET!
I am dry now.
I was a dirty sock.
Now I am a clean white fresh sock.

Cupid Flowers

When I Look In The Mirror

My eyes look like lights
from a signal light going on and off.
My mouth looks like an elevator door opening
and closing.
My cheeks are like doughnuts.

•

My dimples look like a tunnel.
You go in one and go out the other.
My teeth are like a white pearl glowing in the
dark.
My nostrils are like an enter and exit door.
My nose looks like a little man doing the jig.

KeUyjordan
(
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VAN-COVE ELEMENTARY
WICKES ELEMENTARY AND lllGH SCHOOL
COVE AND WICKES, ARKANSAS

Visiting Writers:
Andrew Fox
]'Iaine Robnolt
So Much Depends

Mexican Maiden (a music poem)

So much depends
Upon
That middle pedal
In the old beat-up Chevy
Behind
The eighteen-wheeler.

I heard the Spanish guitar

Costa Lynch

strumming softly
For the virgin, yet wild.
Her long hair was a robe
Wrapped around her body.
The light from the moon
Danced in her eyes.
And reflected gold glints
From the hoops that teased her ears.
She flowed with the exotic rhythm
On fringed wings.
The black and red shawl
Fell silently to the floor.

•

If Bananas Were Race Cars

Then you would peel out.
You could leave in a split second.
Monkeys would want to drive,
And you would want to drive on Sundae.

LeonaJ Miles

Aaron Smart and Leslie Gillaspy

Music Poem (composed while listening to "Jesu
Meine Freude")

IF Dandelions Were Pianos

The piano music drifted through the windows of
the old Baptist Church.
You could hear the choir singing
Songs of praise.
Out back in the fields
You could see an Appaloosa
Galloping in the hot August sun.

You could pick a fresh kind of music each day.
We would have huge yellow instruments
Growing in fields and by houses.
We would have colossal vases in our homes,
And fresh bouquets of pianos in them.
I would bring a whole new meaning
To an outdoor concert.

Mandy Murphy

Christy Cannon
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Music Poem (composed to the
"Empty Head Blues")

It stirs an image of hippies
Driving down and endless stretch of
deserted highway.
Their van, green,
With "PEACE" and "LOVE" painted on the
sides of it.
Clouds, moons, and stars also cover the
entire van.
They wear headbands with peace signs on them
The windows are down.
Their long, unbrushed, straight hair
Blows in the wind.

Karen Dunn

Recipe for Tornado Cake

6 bags wind
3 teaspoons dirt
14leaves
2 houses
4 million raindrops
7 dark clouds with lightning.

H Tomatoes Were T.V.

You could watch the evening news
On your tomato.
All of the commercials
would be for spaghetti and lasagna,
V-8 and tomato juice and tomato sauce.
And everyone would want
A color tomato set.

Micah Salem

Recipe for Stars

3 cups glitter
5 cups darkness
2 cups gases
peel moon and slice, then add 3 slices
1/ 4 cup of comets
3 cups of wind
4 cups of wolves howling
Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Bake for 8 hours.
For seasoning, add autumn.

Eliza Brooks

•

Mix all into a funnel cake pan. Let refrigerate
overnight Then release it outside.

Kim Lee
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WONDERVIEW ELEMENTARY
HATTIEVIT..LE, ARKANSAS

VISiting Writers:
Robbie Wallace
Jim Frank
H Boards Were Brains

Rules for Going to Bed

Iwould have a flat head,
And I would be bored
All the time
Because I could not think.

If it's 50 below,

Kick off the covers.
If you are scared,
Open the blinds.
If you hear a robber
scratching at your window,
Let him in.
If it's a school night,
Stay up till three.

Vacecia Dickson
Afree country

Mad
Exciting
Responsible
Impracticable
Caring
Appreciate

Misty Anglin

H Boards Were Brains

April C. White

If boards were brains,
You would have a lot of splinters in your head.

Shoot
Her,
Ernie!

You could nail your brain together
And have an odd shaped head.

Jamie Coffman

Your brain could be cut into pieces
With a saw, and it would
Be puzzled into pieces.

Mrs. Briggler's Class Poem

Melissa Nicholson

Jordan Knight tasted a bitter-sweet blackberry,
and he crawled on his belly
to the refrigerator
and found his cabin cruiser.
He was so surprised
that he ate the boat,
and his tongue turned periwinkle.
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H Crappie Were Telephone Poles
If Crappie were telephone poles,

We would have to use chains
For fishing.
We would have to swim with
Tires on us so we
Wouldn't get smashed.
We would have to have
Metal teeth to eat them
And chainsaws to cut them up.
We would have to cook
Them in feed troughs.

jody Gootes
So Much Depends Upon

a supersonic
F-16
Loaded with high tech
On-board computers
Beside long range
Radar

Caleb
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