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Pirate Fingers
The fmger is a great pirate
who sails the seven seas.
He fires sea shells at the ports.
The banner he flies on the flagpole
is the black flag with crossed fmgers.
In the night he examines the green
knights very closely, whispering
to himself about the gold clothes
he would love to wear, while staring
into the transparent sea.
The moon is bright and the flakes
of his hair shine when
struck by moonlight. He looks at
the clock, jumps into his ragged
bed, wraps himself in the sheets,
and spirals into sleep.
Kraig Bowden
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About This Anthology

The Writers in the Schools Program is now in its 30th year. Overseen by
Professor Emeritus James Whitehead, led by co-directors Bethany Edstrom and
Tara Bray, and staffed by graduate students in the Programs in Creative Writing at
the University of Arkansas, the WITS program strives to encourage students to
use sensory details to transform their ideas into well-crafted poetry and fiction.
The poems and short stories in this collection represent the work of students in
elementary, middle, and high schools all over Arkansas. We believe this anthology
to be our best ever. At some schools, students worked to create innovative
metaphors and similes to describe the ordinary objects around them. Other students wrote poems in the form of letters, and some created personas--other people through whose eyes the world of the poems are revealed. Some classes invented their own towns and populated them with interesting and unusual people, and
at some schools, WITS staff encouraged students to write for the sheer joy of the
language, without any instructions except to combine words in interesting and
unusual ways.
Arkansas Writers in the Schools is grateful to all of the students we visited this
year and to the teachers and administrators who worked with us to arrange these
visits. Thanks also to those at the University of Arkansas who contributed time
and effort toward our program and to the production of this anthology, especially
Chad Andrews. We are grateful as well to the staff of Printing Services.
To the best of our knowledge, this anthology consists entirely of student work.
Our editors do correct spelling and some grammatical errors, but no other intentional changes have been made to the poems and stories in the production of this
anthology.
We invite you to read and enjoy the work of these Arkansas students. If you have
questions or wish to know more about Arkansas Writers in the Schools, please
contact us at (479) 575-4301 or wits@cavem.uark.edu.
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Angie Grant Elementary School
Benton, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Karla Neathery
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Matt Henriksen

The Viper
The red eyes on the viper are like fire
around the sun. It slithers through the sand
like the soap slides through the sink.
It stares at its prey like a rag doll
waits to be played with.

My Flight to Texas
I was in a flight to Texas. We looked
over the glimmering dams
trying to decide if the pilot was a man.
We saw an exquisite whirlpool.
I had to stand up on a stool.
The pilot passed New Orleans and
Baton Rouge. Into Texas, past Austin
into Dallas. I shall never forget all
the lively sights.

Alex Stone

Lauren Marshall

The Purple Pebble
If you find a purple pebble, you're the luckiest person in the world. A purple pebble
can bring you so much luck you'll want to keep it forever, but you can only keep it for
a month. You better watch out because if your pebble doesn't like what you named it,
it will just magically grow legs and run away. Sometimes ifyou make it mad it will
tear up your papers where you can never fix them. The best thing a pebble can bring
you is a new house. But remember--don't make it mad or 'Oh, no!' will come straight
out of your mouth.
Cami Coulon

7

The Surgery
When I had surgery a guy
had a light. It wasn't normal,
it was a knife with
a light on it. It sucked things
out of me. It got out of my
lung, luckily it let go. I felt
like an old man that hurt.
Nick Cullum

Untitled
We were talking about concrete words and abstract words with Mr. Matt.
Were you flying in a rocket to Mars to see if anything was up there?
Were you driving to the bowling alley to bowl a couple of games?
Were you jumping in a giant pile of mud that fell out of the sky?
I am sorry you missed me. I am a Japanese fighter from all
over the world and I came to see you but you
weren't there so Matt helped me make a cool poem.
Colby Hogue

Dirt Bikes and Birds
Dirt bikes are like birds. They jump off ramps
into the air, just like a bird does off a high wall.
Their wheels are like a bird's feet, that way
they can run to get a good head start.
Their handle bars are like wings and sometimes
they crash, just like a bird learning to fly.
Their engine's roar is just like an eagle's
victory cry when it eats its fish that it
caught, on the fly.
Chad Renfroe
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Arch Ford Co-Op
Plumerville, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Polly Bakker
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost, Shannon Jonas,
Anne Greenwood, Sandy Longhorn
Twilight
One frostbitten day, the muses wept for their king.
The vaporless snake will hiss at midnight each night, for he has killed the king.
The candle will glow at twilight, for that is her way of grieving.
They all have their way of grieving, or celebrating,
for the king was a good rival, and a just ruler.

Jamie R. Lee

Zapped Out of My Life Forever
The seeds of a watermelon makes
me think of your small, harsh, heart.
You seem so dark, from a grayish color to
black.
I feel that you carry a crow
on your shoulder to caw every time
I make a mistake.
Sometimes I just want to paint
your unhappiness with red lipstick
and turn you into a happy person again.
Why have you turned out this way?
You're like a tornado that never stops.
I wish you would sometimes
just vanish back into the sky
so I can go on with
my spring-colored life.
If I never get out of this
I will always be in the ring of flre.
If nothing else works I'll just
dig me a burrow and hide under it,
cold and dry.

Hey, Boy in the Back
of the Room
Hey, boy in the back of the room,
why are you so silent?
Your eyes are always so shallow.
Is your mind gone to the meadows &
mountains?
You need to open up.
Don't be so afraid.
I'm here for you.
I'll listen to you night and day.
Hey, boy in the back of the room,
talk to me.

Ashley T.

Shea Lucy
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The End
Run Away Uncle
The end will come like the flash
of headlights from a car
on a stained-glass window.
In an instant it comes
and in an instant it goes away.
In the blink of an eyelash
we are gone. We may be
eating our waffles or tying
our shoestrings. Our lives
may seem like the sap of a maple,
slow and deliberate, but
in reality it's like a pebble
skipping across a big pond.
We eat sweet licorice,
we pray in a pew, we watch
ants work harder than
we ever will, we drink caffeine,
and wave our flag. Yet
in an instant those things
we will never do again.
In an instant, we'll go to
a better place, where nothing
else matters, where we don't
have to polish our lives
for everybody else. In an instant
we will no longer stand on
black ice.

0 Uncle, you make me so nervous.
You make me want to rip off my earlobes.
I will sing a song for you,
then will you please leave.
You can cross a mountain,
or trek across a wide meadow.
I would not care.
But if you come here,
then I will throw a kettle of water on you.
You better run.
Cover up with a curtain
because you will burn,
just like the smoke coming from a chimney.
Fly away, like a swallow.
Climb onto the thatch,
but if you stay here,
you will feel like an old muffler:
hot, burning, falling apart.
You better hope the weather turns cold,
so you will have comfort
when you run out.
Run away Uncle,
or pain will follow in suit.
Brandon Murphy

Stephanie Bostic

It Turns Out
It turns out the cats were in control all along.

I should have seen it coming.
They're always prancing around with their noses up in the air.
They always shed and knock things over
but never pick them up. They seem to enjoy
seeing us bending over to pick up things,
as if we were bowing down to them.
Maria Etters
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How Granny Got Her Groove Back
There was a time that I
thought about moving.
This town I love so dear
was overrun by tie-dyed gypsies.
These people rolled in
in their "love vans" and beads.
There was not a moral left,
says Reverend Murphy.
These people tried to press
their outlook on good townsfolk.
They even sold their jewelry
in front of Ethel's store.
I decided to have a talk
with them myself.
I loaded Fifi up in the
Buick and headed toward their camp.
These people were groovin'
and I liked it.
The hippies got kicked out,
but I soon followed, trippin'
all the way.

Dear Scott
You remind me of the time
I squished a moth on my windowsill
and green pus came out.
Your whistle is as annoying
as your milky white face
and your fat reminds me
of chain-links that you can't get rid of.
Your life is like the twilight,
goofy and dumb.

Nicholas Jones

Jared Stewart

Dating in Morrilton
The way you look at Morrilton's beauty at night,
and ask me to get you a zebra shirt for Christmas.
You always love to splash into deep puddles:
that gets on my nerves like a small mouse
crunching away on a cracker.
You say, "Hey, do you want to go dance jazz
and drink juice?" That's fine with me
but don't give me a hard, back-aching push.
You need to get going before we turn into
a big, fat, orange pumpkin.
It looks like the world could be eaten.

Brittany Zimmerman

Elimination Dance
All those who have prowled from
the dead and seen their gravestones.
Those who become beasts at twilight
when visiting the jungle.
Those who emerge from slimy baths
in all of their greenness.
Those who live in their bitter fairy tale
and never know that they are missing real life.
Those who demolish their sycamore
trees because they dislike words that begin with S.
Those who eat llama and
iguana tongues and drink dew.
Those who have braided monkey armor
into rainbows.
Those who promise sleepy beasts
that they will climb the hill and be smelly.
Those who know nothing about being
single but speak about it anyway.
Those whose boots are made of butterflies
who have lived in the stomach of an alligator.
Brianna Turner

Gusts of Golden Vancouver
The streets of Vancouver are made of unfurled kisses.
All of the people have bodies dripping with muscles.
Milk from the moon falls like honey from a hive.
Feet gliding across what seems to be crushed egg shells are heard.
Vancouver dreams of golden pianos that never cease.
Lora Jennings
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Arkansas City Elementary and Middle
Schools
Arkansas City, Arkansas
Primary Faculty Contact: Diane Oliver
Visiting Writers: Anne Greenwood and Gabrielle ldlet
The First Thing I Saw
Untitled
Listen to the crickets chirping
It sounds like a hundred birds
singing
When it is hot they chirp so fast
I can not sleep

Mowed grass is the first thing I saw
When I came to Arkansas City.
18 wheelers going by, blue jays
flying. Neons going by, buckshot
mud sinking in.

James Farris
Amber Fletcher

Because Hide-and-Seek

First Page of My Animal Book
Robins fly like the blowing wind.
Mockingbirds
mocking the crowing of the crows.
Chickens gobbling
very loud. Red tailed hawks' claws glisten in the
sun light. Peregrin falcons flap as fast as
rain drops
fall.

I will play hide-and-seek
Because it will be tickle-less
Because it is a silence thing
Because it is fun doing it at night
Because it is a rest's
Thing to do.

Jamie Glover

Crawdad
I will crawl in the water and
pinch everything in my path. I will
try not to get caught in a net so nobody will catch me.

Cody Forrenberry

Robert Lampkin
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The next two poems are based on a news item in Arkansas City: The school purchased a podium from the State ofArkansas, which had receivedfurniturefrom the US. government as part
of a sort offederal yard sale. The Arkansas City School principal was quickly alerted that there
had been a mistake, and the podium was actually ofgreat historical significance, since it was
the one used by President George W Bush to deliver his initial September II th response
speech. The podium was then put in protective custody behind several room dividers in the
computer lab to await transport back to Washington. We asked the kids to write a persona poem
from the point of view of the podium.

A Poem about Everything
The podium is blue
and plays violin.
The podium has albums
on it. The podium sleeps
and dreams
about buffalo
and looks at the stars
and wishes to go away from here.

The Happiest
The podium believes
That a woman
Should have romance
In her life on her 30th birthday
Or a glinting star
With love for you
And your mother

James Farris

Adrieiana Bailey

A Missing Spot in my Heart
I walk past some of the best dumpsters in town. Today my tail is tucked down. I trot in the
road, my tongue hanging out. "Get out of the road, Mutt!" a beer truck driver shouts. I walk
around, unwanted, unloved. Like I won't get help from the Guy Up Above. My coat is all
dingy, my fur all matted. I wish that girl would come and pat it. Hey, here she comes! She's
taking me home. Now, I'll never be alone.
Kayla Bryant
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Arkansas City High School
Arkansas City, Arkansas
Primary Faculty Contact: Tonda Powell
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom

The Broken Face
The broken face of bin Laden.
The weather of the night was windy and cold
and bin Laden said, "I need a face."
Nobody notices when you are alone
and the place of your face is missing.
North of my neck was missing because the ghost
of Venus had chopped it from its place.
Bin Laden was a very old and sick man
who had no face all because of the place where he
arrived. It was the night of Halloween and the midnight
moon had come out from behind the trees.
The color of the night was scary and the place
of the face was missing. And that color
was black in the face of bin Laden.
LaQuita Hampton

No More
Sarah is sitting there writing,
writing in the desert.
Sarah believes her writing is unimportant,
though her writing comes to her like sharp teeth.
The black state of her mind was quickly darkening.
Suddenly a desert wind is like birds singing.
Her pen blazes around on her paper.
With her beauty mark on her top lip she thinks.
Jessica Taylor

Seeing and Hearing
Moss and leaves
chilling noises
at the dawning of the sun
Blue tire marks at the end of the
street
People in fast cars driving by
slowly in the hail
that is denting parked cars
that are parked between the stars
People walking down the road
with
blue smut on their clothes
from working in the mine.
Singing angels with halos
over their heads
singing Christmas songs
in the sweet blue fog.
Venita Thompson
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My Memories
My grandparents'
house is like a box of memories
'
things you never want to forget,
like the brown piano
that sits in the comer. I remember
as a little girl I used to love
to push keys on the piano.
The candles
on the table that look like dolls
my sister and I used to play with.
The family pictures
on the television
that keep growing by the day. The glass bowl
on the table that used to be full of candy.
The red stain
on the kitchen floor that has been there ever
since I can remember.
The Malcolm X picture
that has been on the wall for years.

I Don't Got No Title
See the teachers afraid of speed,
the swimmers laughing at nicknames.
Soldiers' guns hitting the walls. Kids
saying what door do I go through?
Monkeys
tapdancing on the table.
Kawanna Wise

The Shadow

LaToya Farmer

As black as stone the shapeless
shadow moves through the grass.
The dark flows on itself. Bones mourn
and the dead don't hurry.
The grass is full of itself but the wind
gives me scales. The east rushes
west--remember the water
because yesterday has a long look.
Trixy comes and Trixy goes but the little
red cat swims straight down the stream.
The little green cat with the pale green
body was unthrilling.

Food Chain
The movement of snakes
under the leaves
left a long curly pathway for blazing ants
carrying a lifeless preying mantis.
The little rodents scurried around
for small nuts and snacks,
being watched by a cunning eagle.
And there in the shadows
an observing human watches over all,
hoping someone is watching over him.

Garlandia Wise

Kimberly Allen
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Augusta Elementary
Augusta, Arkansas
Primary Faculty Contact: John James
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Bill Notter
Trees
A Clock

The winter trees were dying.
The life was just sucked out of them.
The trees were laughing out white blood.
Then the trees fled away
from the thrashing night of
winter.

Oh no; Oh no I never
get sleep my hands are always
moving constantly, round and round
there they go. If I had feet
I'd walk to my Garden of
Woe.

Kaleb Jones

Amanda Utley

Kristi
I'm Kristi Yamaguchi,
I hate the icy cold.
I hate the endless practice,
I hate to have to go.
I hate the winter time, but
I skate day in, day out.
I wish I could just leave here.
I'm looking for a scout.
No one would dare believe me,
Except, maybe, for you.
I'm standing in the middle,
My lips are turning blue!
I'm sorry I must leave you,
I really must retire.
I hate to hurt those people
whom I most admire.
Today is the championship!
I made it all the way!
I'm sorry I must leave you.
I guess I lost today.

Things I Saw
I saw grass turning a yellow color.
I smelled BarBque squirrel. I saw
flowers. The smell of fresh air in the
hot sun. I also saw people playing. People
getting into man-eating swimming pools.
I saw people using evil sucking fans.
Janea Green

Becky Gibson
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Fairly Odd Parents
River
Am I just a river laying down in my
bed
or am I a plaything for fishes and
bears?
Do people love me or
am I just there for people
to harm me with polluted air?
When I flood, do I hurt anybody
or do I just destroy their homes
and beds? I wish I was alive
with a shiny red heart
instead of hurting and killing things
because I don't have a heart.

I am the Crimson Chin and my sidekick
is Cleft the Boy Chin Wonder but wait Cleft
said isn't that the Bronze Kneecap stepping
on the Chinsinatti town statue? Yes said
Crimson Chin let's go get him.
O.K. Cleft you use your magical hand
to bust the Kneecap and I' 11 use my chin
I said. Then Cleft used his powers
to bust the kneecap and I used my big chin
and smacked him right between the eyes
and the Bronze Kneecap fell in jail and Cleft
was about to wish himself out but wait...
to be continued.
Anonymous

Hillary Osier

Postcard from the Volcano
Sadness
Dear tourist,
Don't try to climb up me
I am not a mountain I have
boiling hot magma. I am
ready to pour out or just
tip myself right over.
I am very angry I am about
to explode, I told you, look
out below. I lost my temper
I am so sorry just don' t
climb up me.
from the Volcano

I feel sad when it rains
rain is the weight
that pounds the earth
creating pain.
When I'm sad
I feel sorry for everything I've done.
The rain is deep and dark
like the river in the park.
I tie the rope and metal ball to my leg
I throw myself into the river of rain
the center of pain.

Amanda Utley

David Dawson
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Bald Knob Middle School
Bald Knob, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Ken Blanton
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Anne Greenwood

All Sorts
flowers which have early bloom
ants who live in a lock
rules that have yet to be broken
tigers that die in the sea
things which are being invented
Bryant Dugger

The Great Fear of Kandar
The streets of Kandar are made
of sheer fear. The night watchers
protrude from hiding with the bears.
The wind comes with howling sounds.
The hatred of the city is so great,
many fear to go near. When it storms
it rains great flames. With the howling wind
comes great fear from Kandar.
Mark Borden

Elimination Dance
Anyone who has heard echoes they could not explain
Anyone whose shoe taps at the cheese carnival in Germany
Anyone who has dreamed of never returning to our time on Earth
Anyone who the light captured
Anyone whose ink has ruined their best mohair sweater
Anyone who night flies have watched over their well being
Anyone who the black of night helps believe
Anyone who the coast washed away
Anyone who has walked into another realm
Anyone who has washed their hands in blood
Anyone who has looked at the beyond and dreamed of a new beginning
Anyone who glowed at night
Elizabeth Rash
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Take Away
All people that hope the flame on a candle will start a fire
All people who jump off a bridge trying to reach the moon
All people who drink ink and hope that it will storm
Parents that yell at you for opening the door on a cold night
Boys that break their bones on purpose so people will feel sorry for them
Girls that take a bath with grease-soaked rags
Little children who stand outside in the night with their mouths opening hoping
to catch bugs.
Amy Spence

Field Destroyers
The John Deere 1750 combine went through fields
of roses and echoed like a train in the wind.
It sounded like rumbling cattle.
The horse was running the combine.
The combine dreams about the farmhouse and the fields.
The magenta roses look so pretty scattered on the combine.
The tractor thinks it can rise above cattle.
Daniel Bailey

Elimination Round
People that munch on notes. That stand pale
in Sanzeno. People at the comer in October.
People that bungie jump off a cliff's edge. People
that sit by a cold fire. Women that bottle
skin. Girls that storm houses.
Jonathon Basinger

Very Round Building
the Pentagon flames like a coin face
the walls are mad thread
and beauty blankets it
the tangled women stress a lot about what the building \\ants to be
it wants to be a beauty mark
humans and people come out of here
the upright flowers stand glossy around it
the eye with the face on it stands for flames
Odell Merchant

20

Bald Knob Middle School Return Trip
Bald Knob, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Ken Blanton
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Anne Greenwood

Big-0-Bug

The Bad Desert

Today we killed the biggest bug in the world
It was as big as a fat walrus. His skull
broke with a bone crushing sound. Scraps
of him leaked out of his shell
like a crumbling waterfall.

the desert sits in
a large hot pink
lazyboy recliner.
the desert smells like
a swamp full of pines.
the desert sounds like
an axe chopping bones.
the desert has an adobe
on the sun.
the desert claws ruts
in the wind.

Evon Butler

Bryan Spears

Elvis Presley,
Why, why, why did you dance
like that? Wh) did you dance
like a fox on fire?
Tyler Western

Babe Ruth
I danced like that for the
liking of music. It made me feel like
a beast in the spotlight.

Dear Babe,
How did you hit that many home
runs?

from Matt

Tyler Western

Dear Matt,
I hit so many because I was
as bitter as a bawling beast and I
held my rambling tongue.
from Babe
Matt Cross
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The Ugly Bug
Today we killed the biggest bug in the world.
His skin was as rough as a tree's bark.
His eyes were the color of milk.
His legs were as cold as ice.

The Crazy Woman
and Her Sadness

Miranda Wa

As I was walking down the
sun-lit coast, I happened to pass
a helpless looking lady. She had a
sad and feeble look to her state unseen
self. In her left hand she was holding
the skull of a pelican. She kept on
helplessly repeating "we're so pretty"
over and over hysterically. When we
mte eyes, she dropped the skull with
a clatter and ran toward the sand-bars.
I felt extremely sorry for her when
I thought about the pelican because
I had one sprouting wing when he died.

Sorry Paradise
I was waiting at the start
of an ax-cut road
for a woman with not a lot of money.
I saw her walking in the ruts
of a maple swamp.
Her eyes were on fire.
She stopped and asked
where is a farm house.
I walked her to the edge
of a grassy field
where the farm house was.
Then she ran to her children.
When she caught them, they
all blew away in the wind.

Alyssa Gordon

Justin Stanphill

Blue Moon
The secret life of the moon crackles the sticky green paper.
It hunts down the divided onion and eats the stew.
Its tears limp down the translucent roof windows.
The wandering blue moon wafts in the night.
The herbal knife goes down the dark blue moon's throat.
The moon rains down ebony creek.
A scolded Denver sleeps in the midnight.
J T Williams
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Bay High School
Bay, Arkansas
Primary Faculty Contact: Susan Vestal
Visiting Writers: Laura Gray and Hardin Young
Cemetary of Hope
Advice
Below the ground
Lie dead hopes.
Buried for miles and miles,
Hidden from all sight.
Rain.
Never to be seen again.
Pushed from your brain
No hope lives
It's under the ground
Rain.
Far away, a single leaf
Rises in the desert.
After years of banishment
Hope lives.
Rain.

Thanks
for the xrays
set bones
casts
stitches
bandages
and the advice
and precautions
that I never heeded.
Michael Nix

Rachel Michelle Doyle

Building with Broken Windows
A building with broken windows
Doesn't appeal to the neighbors
It lives beside.
The wind blows through
The cracks at night.
The cats claw at the doors.
How can anyone keep a building
Here so long?
The rain makes a thirsty stink
And the garbage was never taken out.
Kids come here to test their courage.
With the building with broken windows
Looming before them.
Jessica Thompson
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Bay
Pop. 1,800
City hall in front of a water tower
Telephone tower
Shake shop
2 car washes
gas station
baseball fields
murders
farming fields
railroad tracks
the smell of decomposing cotton hulls
cotton gin
antique shop
1 car dealership
full crop defoliant
sounds of cropdusters
The House of
Blake Ferguson

Untitled
I'm sitting all to my lonesome
Looking out to hear votces CI)
But all I see is bars and a wall
The smell is horrible
Along with the touch of the metal.
Byron Fouchal

Pain

This place is called the house of pain
But it doesn't seem hurtful.
People everywhere are jumping around, jumping around.
Everyone is singing and dancing, except one.
One man sits in the comer, in the shadows,
Loathing the cheery place and all the speedy songs.
He wishes they would stop.
The} don't.
Josh Moore

5 Ways of Looking at the Train
1. Waking in the middle of the night hearing the train.
2. I stand patiently waiting for the train to pass.
3. Squeezing sharply on the track the train comes to a complete halt.
4. Inside my house, the floors vibrate, the train is passing by.
5. Shining brilliantly the graffitti stands out, the train has been tagged.
Stacy Langford
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Bayou Meto Elementary
Jacksonville, Arkansas
Primary Contact: Kathy Church
Visiting Writers: Sean Chapman and Hardin Young
Recipe for Math
Six Ways of Looking at a Heart

Make half a
cup of numbers
Then add some
plusses and some
subtracting and
multiplying a cup of
dividing. Then mix
them up in two cups
of paper in the pot
Then put one cup of table
in the pot and
Then you will have
a recipe for math.

1) A heart
has
blood.
2) The heart won't
function without
a body.
3) A heart is
hooked on
a
tree twig.

Amber Osborne
4) The heart floats
while a
rat
rides on top.
5) A snake has
popped out
of
the heart.
6) You could hear
the heart
pump
in the water.

Zachary Douglas

As I Rode to School
When the yellow bus
rolled to a stop
Three raccoons ran across the road
The distant honking of a car
hung in the air
Two white puppies played in the yard
As we came to the school
we could hear
kids laughing
dogs barking
and a very sorrowful
song of a child.

Tara Taykowski
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...........------------------------------Five Ways of Making a Wish
1) Look at a star and wish as hard as you can.
2) Every kid makes a wish.
3) A kid completes a wish. A wish completes a kid.
4) Someone sneezes twice. Someone must be
making a wish.
5) Some wishes come true. Some don't.
Amanda Hood

Horses in the Wild
You see the horses
in the wild
runnmg.
The mare
flying in the air,
hoofs
trotting the ground
through the dark
pasture.

Ghost
I hear noises
Louder
I go where they are coming from
My window
I edge nearer
I look
The night sk-y shows brightful colors
I look out the window
I see a white girl next door
She stares
A baby blue sweater with a golden letter she
wears
I ler pink skirt sways with the wind
Straw hair falls down her face
She disappears
I am sure she said one word
IIi

Taylor Witcher

The Barn
The red bam
is gone
It's eight little
window its
blue floors
and stairs

It's
Gone
Gone

Michelle Burke

anonymous
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Benton County Juvenile Detention Center
Bentonville, Arkansas
Primary Contact: Karen Clark
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost and Adam Clay
The World Ends
You Don't Know What
You Have Til You Lose It

When the world finally ends,
The smoke will rise above us,
The fires glowing really bright,
A flash of light blinds our eyes,
As we walk across the rows of torsos,
We come up to a house of flesh,
All is pink from the engines exploding,
The goldfish jump from their bowls
Only to get singed and diminish into flames,
On TV the military begs for help,
And I sit back on the only patch of grass left
And watch the world finally end.

My brother and I returned home
Our women fixed supper
Our women poured us milk
Our women pulled out apple-cores
Our women cut our hair
Our women drew our bath
Our women set out our clothes
Our women became sick
Our women became dead
Now we have no women
Now it's just my brother and I
So let's see if we can survive

Josh

Cali

Bob
Upside Down

My name is Bob,
I have a matchbox,
I look at the sun,
I turn into a piece of paper,
The sun goes down
I begin to twist and tum,
I have a match,
I bum and then fly away
with the dust.

Last night, I slept in a microwave oven.
My girlfriend told me to do it.
In a dream, I heard a snake say
what's up to me.
I was in a tunnel under China hiding.
Ivan's grandma driving a shiny
corvette 90 m.p.h.
I curled my hand around the world.
I heard a crying child lost in a dark forest.
My girlfriend walks on her head at night.

Taylor

Robert
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Untitled
This folded debilitated looking beach ball appears to have
been neon green
and as I am staring at this ball a book erupts like
thunder and I am frightened
my face looks like a cat that has been run over
by a Mack truck
and as I look around it appears that nobody else
noticed the boom.
I then try to explain to others about the sound but
they quickly dismiss me because of the lie I told a
few years back.
Then I hear a swoo-swoo-swoo sound coming
from the ball.
Then a 3 pound gray, flying squirrel with two pecans
in its mouth sprang from the ball
and broke my mom's favorite red and green oriental
lamp.
Justin

My Mind is Like a Child

Untitled
blue attic
I want less
spark
fat lips
bones allow
flowers are all fangs
midnight
never possessed
metal and slamming doors
lost in the dark
no sound.

My mind is like a child in an old abandoned house
eating plums out of the plum trees
opening and slarnrning doors
hiding under beds listening to the cries of spiders
trying on old wardrobes and golden jewelry
peeking into the black attic and listening to the
ghosts gossip about the witch with a rotten stick.
Then running down the stairs in a flash
and looking out yonder window wondering
what lies on the horizon.
Michael

Antonio
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Benton Middle School
Benton, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Polly Caldwell
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Gabrielle ldlet

Dead or Alive?
The field is large, green and deadly. Every now and then you can hear the squeal of a raccoon
being eaten by a hideous monster. The smell of rotting flesh is almost unbearable. You can
smell the death and hatred that hangs over it.
Stupid freak egg could not be touched by a giant saucepan or he would die because that is his
fatal weakness. So, he makes up for it by jumping up and down. I met him when I was in a
shoving-your-feet-down-your-throat contest, and of course I won because that is my superpower. By the way my name is Jack.
After we met he told me he needed help with a case that was on his hard-boiled hands. Then
we had a long argument about him being an egg or not. Finally, he convinced me that he wasn't an egg. Then suddenly the world was blown up by a big nuclear bomb.
Jordan Krebs

Excerpt from the Captain's Log of Sea Scourge
I hear the waves crashing against the sides of the Sea Scourge. I smell the salt in the air.
I think it tastes like a salt lick. End log.
I'm scarlet the wild, Cap'n of Sea Scourge. Daughter of Grayfur the Mace. Today we're
en route to Skull Island in the far northeast ice seas.
"Hoist the sails!" yelled Scarlet.
"Aye Cap'n," replied Oak Leg, the petty officer.
"Swab the Poop Deck!" ordered the captain.
"Aye, aye," replied Patch Eye the cabin rat.
Michael DiCiceo
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The Bathroom
The bathroom, not a place you would want to live, right? Smelly, small, not so good. There's a
big puddle of soap and shampoo behind the toilet. And behind the towel rack there is a ripped
piece of wallpaper, a very big piece of wallpaper. The only good parts are the hidden snacks
under the sink and in the shower. And of course you can take care of hygene problems.
Fuzzy, what to say about Fuzzy. He's a little odd. He's twenty years old, and he collects pocket lint. If you pour ketchup or mustard on his feet, he will die. He still doesn't have
his driver's license, and he believes in the Easter Bunny, Santa Claus, and the Tooth Fairy. He
lives in my bathroom with me, Bob Franchucker. (He still won't tell me his last name.) I have
the coolest superpower ever: I can play the piano with my toes!
One day I asked Fuzzy, "Fuzzy, do you have any superpowers?" He said, "No, why
would I? Don't answer that." At the time I thought he might be lying. So anyway, we were
okay in the bathroom. But one day, we got sucked down the toilet into a black hole. Stuff was
crashing all around us. We were terrified. When it fmally stopped, there were aliens surrounding us. We found out that we had landed on planet Fred. Fuzzy used everything he had to
defeat the aliens. I even tried playing the piano with my toes, but it didn't work. We were
stuck there for ten scary years and we missed our bathroom terribly.
But then Fuzzy gained a superpower. He knocked out all the aliens with his black belt
Karate moves. We were able to get back to the bathroom. It still smelled, but we had our
snacks, we were fme. That's what happened to me and Fuzzy (who still won' t tell me his last
name!)
Meagan Landreth

Hatchet
Far, far back in the woods behind a house where the blood-red pond sat with many honeysuckles surrounding it, anything is possible.
Hatchet, more formally known as Machete, lives in a great big house on the hill in the
cemetery.
One day, when Hatchet was exploring the woods behind his house, he was dodging
trees, jumping limbs, and nearly falling in the creek, Hatchet slid and fell. He fell against a tree
with many huge thorns. The thorns were slightly poisonous in the tips. One jutted into his
side, and he took one to his palm. It hit a vein and blood was everywhere, on his clothes and
the tree.
His finger immediately started swelling. His stomach then began to ache and his hand
stung. It was as if someone stabbed him.
Ryan Hawkins
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Blevins High School
Blevins, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Joe Kell
V isiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Starla Wallick

My Girlfriend
I like to talk to my mailbox. She is my window
to the world. I hear stories about soldiers
and skyscrapers. Scary stories and funny stories.
One time I took my mailbox to a camp,
but there she didn't talk to me. I was deeply wounded.
Maybe it was because I brought her in the trunk
of my car. Maybe she didn't like other people.
I guess that's what it is. She only talks to me,
narrow minded! I even had to put my name on her
so nobody canse can talk with her. But I love
my mailbox, standing alone on the sidewalk
only talking to me.

George Koessler

Insects Love Music
I like insects. They're little and pretty.
You can hear a rabbit sound when you're by a pond
filled with a handful of frogs.
People think they are slick, but insects know.
When music plays, it flows with beautiful sounds.
Did you ever think animals love musci too?
I don't know how the frog got his salty voice.
When I turn and walked away from the pond, the frogs got louder and louder
and more beautiful.
Well, I saw animals when music played. It just sounds
like they love music. I don't know if it sounds like silver or
the air blowing entire faces.

Christopher Daniel

My Open Window
0 live green with my name imprinted on the side
Its place is on the cement sidewalk next to the flower bed
I live most of my life in it
It's a suitcase holding all of my dreams and desires
Long summer days have been spent rocking back and forth
We go everywhere together
We dream of far away places that seem so close
My rocking chair is my open window to dream
Nikki Guarisco

Forever
The Earth woke up with a great yawning
as the Sears tower poiked through cloud
after cloud.
The bass bounced and thrashed through
Lake Erie.
They were on the way to the Pacific Ocean.
Children ran and played in their t-shirts
and cut of shorts,
riding their wobbly bikes down the road.
This was a beautiful day under
the glistening sun.
Stephanie Ayoob

The Future of Earth Seen Through a Crystal Globe on a Table
blue scars bearing navy,
ancient green lands slowly dying,
shallow swamplands as organized ambush points,
deserted deserts home to nuclear weapons,
armies marching to war over hill and mountain, ditch and trench,
swarms of men and trained animals fighting every where,
death to all, all doomed to die,
the only sounds, the sounds of the click of emptied tuns and the clatters of war,
all have a slim chance of survival,
this is the bleak furture of planet Earth seen through a crystal globe
carelessly set on a table.
Stephen Lucero

Buffalo Island Central Elementary
East Campus
Leachville, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Mari Hayden
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost and Hardin Young
Large Red Man Reading
The room was
dark except
for the
orange fire
the clock
shining
the children
day dreamed
of the meaningless
story as the
large red man
read about the
red and black checkers
their toothy ridges
and their places to go

The Last Day of Winter
The snow man is melting
my good old friend,
the staircase is not frozen
no need to murmur
the hunger has ended
and so has the
sleeping
Get up .. .
Get up .. .
You lazy animals
Spring is around the comer

Aaron Cagle
Ana Meza

Six Ways of Looking at a Dog
1) Mean and intelligent like a child learning
2) The moon is gone, the dog must be hiding
3) The black bird is missing, the dog must have killed it
4) The garden is messed up, the dog must be digging
5) The baby is crying, the dog must have took it
6) The man next door has a tooth stuck in his leg,
the dog must be crying
Shelby Cagle
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Your Mom
1) Your mom is sitting on the couch
sewing
2) two eyes watching her
3) among the dark empty bedrooms
of our house a black Rotteweiler
clav. ing the cushions off the bed.

Large Red Man Reading
I saw a large red
man reading
a book
the book was full
of meaningless words
like a toothless
Captain Hook
his bootswere
green and pink
and a maggot
in his
hair
his spouse's name
was Checker
who loved all
haunted beastly
dreams
then the large red
man finished
the book
about a silly sounding
Captain Hook.

Dalton Womack

A Postcard for a Lost Friend
The sky is blue
around the carousel there are puffy
white tulips
my brother laughs like a chicken
you've got it bad
it is very cold and sometimes snows
The sky is a biG mud puddle on
a rainy day
The wind is blowing
The blackbird flew into the side
of the house.

Blake Feagin

Ashley Posey

Plains
In the grassy plains of Africa
the air was hot and dry
sweat dripping off foreheads was cold
hyenas were howling
Shelby Penex
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Buffalo Island Central Elementary
West Campus
Monette, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Kima Andrews
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Shannon Jonas

Sinister Stampede
Bulls are running into people
feet are stomping everywhere
Bulls spit in your mouth
tie-dyed rhinocerous snorting
Hairy apes jumping and screaming.
Charlye Rossy

Principal in a Crater Meeting an Alien
She gets sucked in a large blue crater.
And she's hoping that the alien won't eat her.
She runs really fast into a small green space
ship. The aliens said good job, come to me now.
Brittany

Love
Love is like your mom when you're getting in trouble
because you threw a heavy rock through
your neighbor's window. Love is like the time
you fell and cut your knee and your dad cared
enough to help you up and give you a band-aid
that had a green snake on it.
Michael
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How to Know for Sure Some Girls Are Ugly
How do l know for sure some girls are ugly?
'Cause if you look at them you'll fall.
Another thing is there are freckles.
You know how girls are ugly because
they have hair long as a river.
Blake Sebesta

Easter Bunny is Bad
The easter bunny is bad
because he hops around on
his legs throwing eggs at us.
We humans, we will get
that lily-livered, yellow-bellyed,
son of a one-eyed prairie dog.
The easter bunny let us down,
but now we will put him down.
Attend hut! March! March! March!
We are in the army now. Let's go.
We are brave soldiers. We will
take him to court. We will
win and take him to jail.

How to Know for Sure You 're Safe
If your windows are locked,
And your door is shut,
You're in the attic,
And your parents are in the livingroom.

Michael P

Lindsay Rice

Doomsday
On Doomsday the Easter Bunny gave me Christmas presents.
He said, "Look outside. There's a herd of beatles."
He said, "April Fools." Then it started snowing.
Then the sun started to shine like eggs in a frying pan.
Jimi Lee Copeland
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Carlisle Elementary
Carlisle, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Carolyn Martin
Visiting Writers: Bill Notter and Bobby Ampezzan
United States
You search and search;
you can't find that
last piece. Finally you
find it. It fits perfectly
into the puzzle. Everything
touches and fits When
) ou are done you eat
cornflakes. The milk covers
all the cornflakes except
one. It has a different
shape. The milk around it
fills the shape. Under
the milk you know
there are other cornflakes
after you drink all the
milk there 1s land.

Anger
Anger is like eating a bowl
of cereal only to find
out your dog licked it.
Anger is like riding your
bike a mile and then popping
your tire.
Anger is like hearing
a violin screech in your
ear.
Anger is lighting a firework and finding out it's a
dud.
Nicholas Harris

Julie Inman

Dinnertime Falling for Laura Bush!
Laura Bush is falling
for dinnertime because
she thinks it smells so
delic10us. Dmnertime is falling
for Laura Bush because she
has red hair hke the color
of its sauce on the noodles.
Heather Strickland
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-- ------------------------~

How to Tintinabulate
To tintinabulate, you first
need to put on a pair of rubber
boots and a rain coat. Then
you need to fill the bathtub
full with bubblebath that smells
like tomatoes and jump in.
Make sure that you don't use
soap but redwood oak that looks
like a duck. When you are done
washing, use the prickleberry
shampoo that sounds like someone
laughing. Rinse well. When you
are done, drain the water, shake
off like a Lab, and snort. Take
a deep breath and relax. You
have just tintinabulated.

Ice Cream
Seven bowls of ice cream,
Sitting on the lawn mower,
They like the cut grass.
Joe Turner

Sara Turner

Man in the Moon
The moon is a big ball
with a face. He only comes out at
night because the day was already
taken.

Drums of Rain
The drum is our big windowpane!
The drumsticks are the drops of rain!
"Rat-a-tat-tat! Rat-a-tat-tat! Boom!"
The snare drums are the raindrops
That rattle in the room;
The thunder is the big, round drum
That says, "Boom! Boom!"
We're happy when a rainstorm comes,
Because it brings the drums,
The Drums!

Andrea Reid

Justin Turner
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Centerpoint High School
Glenwood, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Lawanda Bright
Visiting Writers: James Katowich and Tony Tost
American Life
A hissing turbine
rattlesnakes matted under a lawn mower
glistening in the sun like a blue bird hovering in the air
Amanda Porter

Confused
The man lay silently in the cold wood cabin.
Barefoot and shivering he slowly drifted off.
He suddenly was in a large steeple.
Nobody beside him,
only the sound of grackles in the distance.
Walking outside, he saw himself.

Hitler's Comb
Hitler kept a black comb at all times.
This comb was small.
He would tuck this comb into his belt
after he finished his hair.
The comb had pieces of lint and dry
scalp woven into the bristles.
He would gently polish the comb
after every use.
The comb kept his hair looking like
glistening velvet.
Catherine Daniels

Holly Forga

Mirror, Window, Eggbeater
I look at the image of a girl in the mirror.
A painting of myself alone, almost in fear.
I dream of being on a balcony undetected.
Then my sights come back to my reflection.
My halo lost.
Somewhere a monk cries for my death.
Joanna Betts
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Untitled
My Daughter's Prom
We have been on frozen ground, where
trembling bodies lay

She comes down a spiral staircase
Red velvet dress
glistening in the spot lights
erect like a ice sculpture

through salty waters where
the fresh dew sat.
We have felt the air on cloudy
days, revived in glistening sun.

Amanda Porter

We have been with him in autumn,
in his study, by candlelight.
We did it all to end up
in a wood-smoke filled frreplace.

Dirty Towels

Ben Artman

"The dirty towel on the bathroom floor."
How should I say this?
Could I say it looked
as if a butcher's hand
had been cut and wrapped
tightly within it.
The taste of a pacifier and
the feather's of a blue
jay. The normalness of its
old emerald color was
now stained. For now
it looked like a patriotic
king would wear this
as a cape the color of
red velvet blood. But a
dirty towel? Would that
be fit for this patriotic
king?

Silk Flower
Feels leathery
weathered and old
like a wisened old woman
once beautiful but now drab
through the spider web of time
the chain of disappointment
the petals brown and cracked
like leaves crunching in autumn
the stem is cold
artificial
rusted and worn
like I will be one day

Shauna Cogburn

Adriane Johnson
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Central Elementary
Cabot, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Leara Beth Carmichael
Visiting Writers: Steve Ewing and Sean Chapman
Cat Style

The Big Fight

I'm walking on
four feet I have
fur. I don't know
what I am. I
play with strings
and I eat mice.
I jump and play
with my master.
I hear her name
is Lindsey and
my name is Snow.
We get along real
well but her big
bro spanks me
'When I hop on
the table.
I have two great
friends that look
just like me. Their
names are Vinny and
Julio. They're way fluffier than
me. They're a beauty
too. I hear I'm smaller
than them but I
think I'm older.

It's 12:00 time
for recess. I sat upon
the monkey bars.
I see a fight. I don't
know if I should tell.
I watch them pummel
each other as I sit I
wonder why they're
fighting. Their reason.
Violence never
solves anything
so why fight unless
it's for your rights.
The sound of the boys
fighting sounds like a
airplane crashing. It
smells like wild onions.
I wonder why they
fight there. They could
fight anywhere. I
hear the whistle blow.
Why go out if you're
going back in I wonder.
Charles Alexander

Lindsey Lockridge

Duck Hunting
The shells sound like
cannons being shot. They smell
like gas. The air warm, but
I'm cold. Pass me a shell. We got one
two, three, sixteen. Quiet, there's some more.
Drew Hulett
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Winter at Home
Inside

Outside

When I wake up
I put on my warm
pants.
And I put on three
cozy shirts.

It's very cold
outside.
You can
see
the snow flow
fall out of
the sky
you see
the snow
men children
have built
I'm glad
I'm inside where it is
warm.

I run down
stairs I can

smell the sweet
oatmeal.
My mom
says if
1 eat my
oatmeal,
it will
make
me
all
warm
inside.

Bayley's House
I first get there
I knock on the

freezing cold door.
Some one answered
the door. I walked
in. The room smells like
chocolate. The music
is up so loud my ear drums
are ringing.

Jacob Glover

Leslie Potter

Underground
I work underground. I fix the pipes.
I give people electricity. I'm dirty from head
to toe. I find big spiders and insects. It smells like
sweat. I use big monster machines that
look like big long arms stretching out
to grab something.
Bailey Cure
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Coleman Intermediate
Pine Bluff, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Peggy Browning
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan, Elizabeth Bryer,
Hardin Young and Gabrielle ldlet
Heaven of Human Flesh

4th Down

There was a heaven
Made of human flesh where
The ground was skin
The doorknobs were eyes
Keyholes were ears
The gates were bone
Tongues served as
Paths, teeth were
Used as seeds
Hearts and other
Organs made poles
Stairs and doors
And hair was
The grass the
Clouds were
Toenails and
Blood was
Drunk like water

The crowd
Is rowing
The sky
Is dim
Quarterback
Hike, I
Ran to
The inZone
He throws
The ball
It flies like
A bird
It falls
Like a
Bomb
Into
My hands
It falls
I will
Never
Do it
Again

Eric Smith

The Place .. Little Rock ..
Joshua Collins

Little Rock is a smoking addictive man,
Which the outside looks good but the inside of the
Body is bad.
Little Rock hides like a little child playing hide
And go seek. On the outside it smells so sweet
Like roses.
Erica Whaley
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People
People exhaust people very much sometimes.
People get angry and start to get out of line.
Start to get mad and then later feel sad.
Then try to find out what to do. They say
Sorry sorry many times. But the other person
Starts to get out of line. The person doesn't do a thing
'Cause he knows he deserves it. Now he's exhausted from
Apologizing many times. Now he feels happy
'Cause of what he has done. He went outside
To feel the breeze. He looked at the sky with
Its pretty clouds. And then feels better.
Kristopher Little

Shock
The basketball shocks the floor.
The floor shocks the basketball.

Heaven for Diet Coke
Your taste is original tasting
But the scam would not
Last long because GOD will
Not allow it you liar you cheat
I will not allow it smell your defeat
Diet Coke

Marquell Handley

Bo Goss

The Love Breaker
The love breaker is the breaker of love. He goes around and shoots hate arrows to all the lovers
he sees. He sneaks up on them with a distinctive smile. He knows he will make lovers hate
each other. He lies dark and green with a shrieked eye. A vision of toxic hate gas swimming in
the air. The flowers turning into green mush. A love breaker that hides his feelings behind a
shadow. A heart of pure gold that hides behind a big green hate cloud. A breaker that became a
school principal.
Antonio Anderson
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McDonalds
At McDonalds they overcharge you. The
Food isn't even cooked all the way. Some people spit
Pickled Pigs Feet in your Drink.
McDonalds like a chicken coop, stinks really
Really bad. People take bites of your
Hamburger. They won't get your order right.
It's never been expected, the bathrooms
Are never clean. They don't have French Fries, but
They have French flies. The dumpsters are cleaner
Than the building. Even the parking lot is ugly. The
Cleanest thing at McDonalds is the cars that come
There, but that never happens.
Jeremy Funderburg

The Shower

TV on One Volume
A boy once lived
At the West Vole,
Where he loved
To play Volleyball
And study voodooIsm. His dad
Was a volvox
That made a vertical vortex
His mother drank
From a volva
And they kept their
TV on one volume

In the shower, it's like a tall
tree in the rain forest and like a mouse
In the washing machine
In the shower it's slippery like
A little kid running on an ice hockey
Rink
The shower is like a massage from a
Hawaiian Hula dancer
When I get in the shower I
Want to stay there as long as a redwood
Tree lives in the woods
The shower is like a fat person, it
Stays in one spot and never moves
It smells like a soapy mist.
Garrett Amick

Jared McMillan
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Coffee

My Pinky Toe

Coffee, coffee it keeps you awake.
You keep on working, without a break.

My pinky toe wants
To be television,
To entertain people, to entertain
Kids after school,
My pinky toe wants
To be laughed at, changed
Channels by, my pinky
Toe wants to be special,
Something
To watch, something
To do when I'm bored,
Something funny,
Something important.

You can do math like a pro.
It you study late at night with a cup of Joe.
Coffee, coffee it keeps you hype.
You can stay awake all through the night.
Coffee, coffee is good in the morning.
You can drink while you are still yawning.
Jimmy Coleman

Halley Brooke Ragan

Rufur Tells All
l work lonely days and lonely
nights. Cold mornings soon
To come. I walked outside to
Take out the trash. The only thing
I saw was my master waking
Up the slaves. He saw me
And said hurry up and take
The trash out. I have one
Secret I will tell you. I have one
Daughter who's working in the
Underground Railroad, but I
Must not tell, cause my life and
Her life will be in danger. Pretty
Soon I will be free as free as
The birds in the deep blue sky.

Stupid
Water shimmers, water bugs,
Ice gleamers, ice shines, division
Sucks just like a hockey puck
Sparkle moves ice trays shake
I asked this girl out on a date
Salt is sour I want a
Flower the cheerleaders screamed
A little louder I hate apple
Cider walnut cracker almost
Broke my mom's backer back
My friend ties rats in his
Backpack I almost
Had a heart attack cause
His breath is wack
What you talkin I think
You better get the walkin

Tequila Grant

Breunta Hutchinson
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Cord-Charlotte High School
Charlotte, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Pepsi McCoy
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Mary Stokes
To Kentucky and Back (excerpts)
Clutching the wheel of his Dodge Ram, Jake McDouglas thought about his wife back in
Arkansas. Right then, he was heading for Frankfort, Kentucky. "Frankfort City Limits," said
the sign, the sun gleaming off of it like the kitchen light gleaming off aluminum foil. First stop
the Pentecostal Youth Pastors' Convention. He talked with a lot of the other youth pastors and
then they ate. Then they heard a youth pastor from New York speak. His voice sounded like a
tuba. He next stop was his best friend from high school all the way to his minor league baseball days. "I still got that shoulder injury," he thought, rubbing his shoulder. He visited with
his best friend and second baseman, Bobby Kowalski. "How's it going?" asked the 27 year old.
"I'm doing fme."
"When was your 27th birthday?" Bobby asked jokingly.
"You know when my birthday is," said Jake. He visited some more and finally, Jake
left. He drove over to the state fairgrounds for the National Gun Show. "My truck sounds like
a monster," he thought listening to his truck. He got out and thought, "I wonder how bad my
wife Ashley would kill me if I bought a new rifle for hunting?" After he left, he went and
checked into his room at the Holiday Inn. By now it was 8:00. "I think I'm going to turn in
early tonight," he thought.
He woke up the next morning and saw the sun coming through his window, cutting
through the darkness like a flashlight. He thought, "I'm going to see the sights today before I
leave."
... When he got back from seeing the sights, he had an urgent call from his wife.
"Honey, my water broke!" she yelled at him.
"I'll be there as soon as I can." He hurried downstairs and checked out. "I can't get to
Jonesboro by car," he said to himself. Then he saw the helicopter travel billboard. He sped to
the helipad.
"I can't take you without a reservation," the pilot said.
"My wife's having a baby in Jonesboro, Arkansas."
"No can do," said the pilot.
"I'll pay you 500 dollars now and 500 when we get there," he said desperately. "OK,"
said the pilot.
When they got there, Jake ran inside. He got to his wife and watched the baby be
born ...
John Franks
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Poof
"I hate wearing poofy dresses, Mom!"
She turned and gave me that look that always means the same thing. I grabbed the dress
and went to the room where all of the other girls were at. They didn't want to wear the poofy
dresses either. They didn't have to tell me. I could just see it in their eyes. They had been told
the same thing my mother told me: "If this makes the bride happy, you're wearing it." The six
girls and myself were all about the same age. I was eight and had an attitude of my own. It
was only 3:30 in the afternoon. The wedding started at 6:00 that evening. We all had the same
idea.
It all started when we spotted that pair of scissors laying on the old piano. We were
determined to get rid of that poof. One by one we passed around the scissors. They were beautiful dresses at the top, but at the bottom they were so big that we wouldn't be able to get
through the doors. We cut offthe bottom. It wasn't all the poof,just some. When we was
done, all was good.
We thought we was looking good until the bride and our mothers came into the room.
They looked directly at that pile of white fabric and lace laying in the floor. They turned and
looked at us. The bride was smiling. We were so confused. We sat staring at her. Suddenly
she burst out, "I am so happy. I hated those poofy dresses, and mother made me get them." We
smiled so big we stretched our cheeks. She ran over to us and hugged all of us. We looked
great and couldn't even tell the poof was gone. The wedding started and it went great, even
though the six girls, the bride's and my mother were still mad.
Cassie Lindsey

Squirrel Hunting
At eight, I went on my first squirrel hunting trip. There were all kinds of stuffed and mounted
animals in the house my mom and dad had killed over the years. I figured my squirrel would
go right next to the bobcat in the big case in the living room. My dad drove me down to the
woods where everyone always goes hunting. I took out my shotgun and loaded it. My dad and
I sat quietly by a tree waiting for a squirrel to appear. I saw one on a branch up in a tree; I had
to sneak up on it, so it wouldn't run further up in the tree. Then I shot and hit it on my first try.
It was still alive, and my dad picked it up by the tail and hit it against a tree to kill it completely. I started crying because I didn't know the squirrel wouldn't die right when I shot it. I asked
my dad to take me home and I never went hunting again. Squirrel hunting is way too traumatic
for me.
Ashley Stone
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Another Weeping Woman
Once there was a young weeping woman. Every
Thursday she would go to the ice cream shoppe to
make enough ice cream sundaes for every kid in the
neighborhood. Then she would shiver off the white
diamonds sweet-smelling perfume. As she cuddled
up in the keeping quilt at midnight, there would
be a space shuttle as the boat would pass by
sweet smells of flowers passed by. Her mother
would smother her in precious arms.
As the rough and rusty smell on the train
tracks dust. The smell would soon pollute
the air. The next day she would cultivate
her ice potatoes after she would activate her
hair. Then she began to turn old and
pale that her worst enemy would soon
be passing by.
Jennifer Nicole Banks

The Dreary River

Untitled
Panthers dig dirt
They fight
and scratch
The panthers bite
and they got gray and black
eyes.

The Mississippi River flows smoothly,
It seems to look smooth like velvet,
The water is brown like the iris in my eye,
Every day it goes swoosh.
It's shaped like a rectangle.
It smells like rain 8 miles away.
Suddenly sounds of roaring boats make the
swoosh fade away,
Like a lawnmower cutting grass.
Jerricka Boykins

Chevy
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Palace of the Babies
The babies swing around in the
palace sweeping up velvet on the floor.
The babies scream their precious voices over
the kindgom. The babies have a posing
contest showing their blunder smooth tiny muscles.
The oldest baby got out the tub and
trembly his little small green eyes. The
other babies were in the living room playing
with the ashes. The babies crunk up their
motorcycles and clinged down the diamondlooking road. That night at the baby cafe
the babies got into it with their Rusty
enemies. As the babies shivered they
Earle
backwards back to the palace
and cuddle under the cover and
Earle is a queen of wealth and heart.
fell fast asleep.
It is the touch of a dog's smooth fur, Earle
is
the smell of a wet dog flying around spreading
Eddie Rogers
stenches,
Earle is the sound of loud music.
It is the taste of cheese and anchovies.
It feels like a needle stuck in my arm.
Jerricka Boykins

The Disruption of Crawfordsville
There's a place in my bathroom where the tub has overflown.
The carpet in my house is like velvet. My eyebrow
feels like spikes on a dinosaur. I hear
footsteps down the hall of a million people over and over again.
There is a triangle that flips three times and still comes out the same.
I smell burritos in Mexico, they smell like chitterlings. I hear
footsteps getting lower and lower. Suddenly I hear them near,
I stomp loud and they quiet. There is a pivot in my backyard.
It's made of glass. It's spraying water. It breaks. It gets too cold
in the hot sun.
Christen Way
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Postcard from the Volcano
We got another postcard today. It was from the volcano again. He lives so close, I see no need
for him to send them.
But he does almost weekly. We wish he would stop. We don't want his acquaintance. He sends
them most dreadful. Not through the mail but delivers them directly. Not in our mailbox, but
through the windows and roof. He sends them hot from his hand so it burns in our minds.
It matters not our address. He knows the path by heart. He sent another today.
Candice Davenport

Lust
Frustration

Like wanting an apple from the tallest
tree
in the orchard.
Like chasing a balloon that flew out
of your hand
Like harassing a supermodel

I'm as frustrated
as a student
with writer's block
trying to write an original poem
Andrew Duck

James Rainey

Trucks, Cars, and Dogs
Trucks, cars, and dogs are making different sounds. Mom call me to get up is what I hear.
Bad breath, rain, the heat came on is what I smell.
Old candy, yellow teeth, plaque and foul air is what I taste.
Walls, TV, dresser, window, radio, someone standing at the door is what I see.
Alarm clock, bed, covers, eyes, forehead, and scalp is what I touch.
Antranette Hampton
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Pernicious Puffer Fish
The pernicious puffer fish
is an elegant fish
if you want to take a chance on going away.
So say a small prayer
and tell your family take care
because fifty dollars could be the cost of your
doomsday.

Raunchy Soldier

Shawn Owen

He stood so tamed
That's why he was named
raunchy soldier in the hall of fame
He hated his life
which made h1m think twice
he was a raunchy soldier
with a screwed-up life

The Athlete in the Bathtub After
the 200m Dash
The water drips with a constant thud
Sore muscles still tense and aching
He leans back as water hurries from his pout
His eyes strain in the dark
Looking for a reason to continue
His long climb to the top
only to be ripped from his throne
He has tumbled down landing hard on selfhatred
The wann water is his only solace
The world outside is cruel and cold
But that is far away now
All that is left for him
are his thoughts, fears, and the gentle
lulling drip of water

Quincy Lytle

The Microwavable Liver

Jasmine Jamison
The microwavable liver was quite a sight
It was delicious, nutritious a pleasant delight
It was small, but filling
It hated the microwave, but was willing
willing to sacrifice it all
to be ate, or slung on the wall

John Kirkpatrzck
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The Lake
The lake is one place that
smells like mountain spring
air and sounds like a
single island inhabited
by only you.

The Way Things are Different
I went toNe""' York 2 years
ago one summer. It was crowded with
people as some was poor, rich, or in
between. Some people sing. Some
people dance. It was a strange
thing to me. It's like people's jobs never
end. There were rude, nice, and strange
people walking around. All day everyday.
As I wonder to myself, what a
magical, busy place to be, even in stores
or on the streets. I look at them.
I see all different races. Working with
each other, without hate for the color of
their face. I say to myself, this is
different from the south. This makes
me think about how reality is so
exciting, beautiful, and strange, because
looking at the buildings up close
is better than watching them on
t. v. It is hard to live
in New York, because living down
south is a blessing.

Andy Buell

Witches Brew and
Bullfrog Stew
Salamander eggs
and centipede legs
makes a tasty meal
with a side order
of water tossed rocks
and Rapunzel's locks.
It's a pretty good deal
so sit on down
and for a starter
we' ll give you
bank tree bark
and garnets in silt, too
with algae water.

Jamelle Phillips

Katie West
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A House Lost in the Woods
Broken patches of ivy cover the steps
Reaching upward to the old gray-brown door.
A busted window to the left reveals an ancient
room.
Dust and dirt are thick on the rotted floor.
What few furniture there is
Tries to sink through the rotted floor.
Mold entraps the walls.
Hinges squeak when moved.
The inside is a wild wooded zoo.
Mother Earth has regained her land.

Rain
Tears of pain flood my path
to happiness. Clashes of thunder
brew outside my window belting
my head from within. Silent
screams fill my head as raindrops
pound at my door. Exalting
goddesses circle my corpse causing
a space between my body
and the earth. Believe, fear, but
never run. Coldness is lofting
in the atmosphere but a
burning flame is awing
at the storm. Exploding beneath
my feet are hearts and feelings
of passers to this heaven.
They are causing an absurd
backdrop of wine flavored
snow before my eyes. It rains.

Jonathan Thomas

West Memphis' Wai-Mart
At the Wal-Mart in
West Memphis, people will
fight a lot in the parking
lot, so you have to like
move before you get
your block hit.

Erica Gregory

Deanna Ware

One Island
Untitled
The vanilla scented candles carry her smell.
The mahogany furniture reminds me
of the rich color of her skin.
The pictures of country places comfort me as she
used to do.The beauty of the wine floral bedspread
reflects her spirit.
The old restored antiques are like her oldfashioned values that I still carry today.
All these things are in my favorite bedroom.
they are things I truly treasure.
They remind me of the greatest person ever.
My Grandmother.
Shannon Nicks
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Everyone avoided each other
like other animals avoid a snake.
Midsummer, almost like wearing
a heavy coat in the desert.
The mosquitoes are out in full force.
The day drags along.
Such a dreary day on Coney Island
3 days before the big
hot-dog eating contest.
Kevin Danielson

Crittenden Arts Council
Janine B. Earney, Executive Director

Wonder Junior High
Faculty Contact: Janine Earney
Visiting Writers: Matt Henrikson and Shannon Jonas
AI Capone in California
My name is Al Capone
die awaken in a world
full of gangs and crime organizations
the place where I am
is Long Beach, California
as I walk around the
crimelords of the land
welcome me with a
helping hand but as
I get to know the
new formed thugs I
see that they're at
my level and above
the crime games changed
and I'm out of league
as I see war and terror
feel the streets of Long Beach

Recipe for Love
It would taste like pork chops
It would be a donkey
It would be named Rosa
Rosa's car be silver and gold
It would say it's my baby mama
You ain't mad is ya
Stupid
Sorry Mrs. Halo breath stank
But it do

DeQuanda Williams

Decoris Robinson

Stiff Movement

The Lock Ness Monster

What if a hyena could sit
like a couch. It sat in one place
and did move about. I sat there
until the sun went down and
rose like the moon ready to come out.

When I sit and think of what
the great beast has gone through
all of the conflicts that it has had to face
whether or not to reveal itself to the
world or to stay hidden in its water
peaceful and in tranquility I can only
imagine the despair that it is feeling

Chris Malone

Cordero Jackson
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The Days of My Life
Let me tell you about the outrageous mustache
who talked to me. The humpback cheese who saw
my hairy shoe. What about the old pen that
chased that flat head hen. Say no to black
and purple glue when that tasty wind
blew. That one eyed dog who sat in
the top of that sour log. What about
my friend with a silver chin. What to
say to the killing closet, with a one
tire bubble Chevy. Who saw Santa
Clause who put excursion on pause?
The backwards nose grew a rain
Making rose.

Untitled
The chair is brown
and has four legs.
It looks like a dog that's not
wagging its tail.
Ashley Carter

Antwon Chatman

Untitled
I left my stop sign in
the projects but now I have
duct tape and that has made
street lights stupid.

Untitled
The wind moving as if it were
A young child filled with an ambition

D 'Angelo Moody
Cordeno Jackson

Untitled
The goat with brick teeth said I'm outer space.
I opened the cabinet and saw an elephant the size of a house.
The jar of pickles drove my car to the store.
If my neighborhood was a food, it would be a stale slice of bread.
Horse hooves have the secret planet.
My grandmother surprised me when she wore a pair of boots made out of bananas.
My zipper is like a clipper.
The craziest thing Michael Jordan ever said was I can fly like a hood rat in a hat.
The bucket said it was the statue of liberty.
Kenneth Hughes
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Departing
The road was rugged and dry, rising on a hill of sadness,
growing higher as death rides by.
The lawn is full of joyful roses and daisies,
waving to me, welcoming me home.
A bird bath contains birds,
singing sweet anthems to their master.
I walked to the door, brown with a gold knob,
displaying the cost of it.
The doorknob felt slimy
as its deceased master grasped and turned it.
As I entered, I immediately noticed my globe,
sitting proudly like a king on its stand.
I heard music of happiness lifting my burdens.
I sat on the couch one last time,
still thinking it felt like clouds.
An owl hoots as if signaling me.
As I exited, I felt the door.
It felt like water.
I walked across the lawn,
the roses and daisies waved goodbye,
as death carried me away.
Marquez Staples

Pearl Harbor
The bombing of Pearl Harbor
was a very sad day.
The Japanese had one
spotted dot on their planes.
As they hit the USS
Arizona, it began
to sink.
The smell of the
smoke left by
the bombs were
smothering
As Japan dropped
the last bomb
they had no
regret for
what they
had done.
They wounded America,
but not our spirit.
In the night, dragons
came on Pearl Harbor
and slept on the ships.
The Japanese had eyeballs
of fire with a black
background.
Nicole Benton
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A Lot of Dwarves Bathing in a Stream
There were a bunch of dwarves bathing
in a stream in Paris.
They do this every second Tuesday ofDecember.
The dwarves stood around in the stream
with the wind blowing.
They were bathing in the stream.
They all trembled because they were frozen.
The rocks were sharp and slippery.
And yet, none of them minded.
After it's all over, they sprinted to the cabin.
With their muscles tense, they headed to the highway.
Drew Ninemire

It is 5:30 a.m. in Arkansas
It is 5:30a.m. in Arkansas.
I'm near the small town of Edmonson.
I'm in a duckfield hunting ducks.
We are out before dark to get set up.
The duck blind is well camouflaged with brush.
I'm relaxing in a chair.
As the sun rises, the decoys shine like candlelight
in the dark. As some ducks cup
to land, their white wings look like
a ghost is holding out his hand.

Stewart Warner

The Description
The flamingo learned how to stand
on one leg last Sunday, but it fell
and it made a pounding sound on the ground.
It started to tremble when it got back
up. The flamingo's beak goes out and then
curves down. It is a big, pink bird that
is skinny. The flamingo does not have any
claws to rip anything with. Where the flamingo
lives is close to the smell of pine trees.
The flamingo is harmless as a toothbrush.
Paxton Marotti
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No Man Land
Terrific Luck
Scars hurt your feelings.
They sound like screams in the
middle of the night.
You are lucky to experience them.
A mark on your body that occurs
underground at night when the
hawks sing.
You sing with them.
Pain on your skin that came from
people who hate scars as much as
you did when you got them.
You hate to them tell them they're lucky.
They have to leave your body as
soon as possible, pain is too strong for
your weak-self. You want help. Scream
out for help in the shadow of the woods.
A knife can make you have scars
but you can heal them with love
and help. Don't ever cry because a
knife can scar your skin but not your soul.
I hate scars like I hate the fact
that they are terrific dangerous
prisoners in jails that exist in your mind.

I've never been to a plain with no land
He wants to lay in the tender rain
I always wondered about the rigid weather
His head is as tough as leather
I love the touch of birds' gentle feathers
He lives in a nightmare
I have never been to a pain with no brain.
His smarts is wild and tame
Justin Conway

Weed Free
Born here and raised I have no
weeds.
I never have grown an inch
I am just a runt
My neighbors (the house beside
me) have a dog whom I tripped
the other day.
Steroid free I am (fertilizer)
I'm I 00% naturally built.
Weed free I am.

Selena Williams

Tyler Allen
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Uncle the Great
My great uncle rides a unicycle down the street
in the cool underground cave
with a twisted mangled wheel.
The slim figure was riding like a clown in the circus
as the thunder storm went past him
as he fell off the tightrope into a lake of fire
while eating sushi on the way down
while doing double oogilie no handed
triple decker side back flip.

Phil Weri

Weird Hair
Permed hair is beautiful but
frizzy and colorful. Down but
bushy and frizzy. Highlights
work well when grey starts
streaking with dark. Scented
means clean and washed with
no lumps. Beautiful ponytails
up with no bumps. Long or
short hair is wonderful, beautiful,
and plump.
Kristan Root

What's Fun in Telling the Truth?
Every day I see a man jump off
a 60 foot cliff and land on a burnt chair
to get up and walk away.
I love to see a lion catch and
kill an innocent rabbit.
It is fun to watch a chef butcher a pig.
I enjoy people poking me with
funnels.
In the mornings I see the same
man fly from a tree to find food.
Tara Hudson

Nose
I love the burnt smell of hair
Merciless smell of garbage
blowing into rags
the feverish smell of rotten eggs
the blossoming smell of dirty socks
the dismantled fungus of the foot
but the best smell of all is WEST MEMPHIS
Emily Murphy
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Black and White Clouds
I have a very old black and white photograph.
It is so old it is as heavy as a cloud.
The picture is of people at a diner.
The people seem to be having a nighttime meal.
The people stare at one another as if
their hearts are melting in love.
The people in the background
look as if they are from the present,
but the picture was clearly taken
in the 40s or 50s. The people look so in love
that their voices want to scream it longingly.
The photograph is old and the picture
seems to have smoke on it, as if made by clouds.
Chris Carter

Traveling on the Summer
Clouds Painted with Wine
When looking at a picture
I thought of my friends
While we are together we
feel like we were lifted into
the sky like a cloud
Together we share food
at a diner nearby
The night stars glow to share
the laughter on their faces
While melting marshmallows
we bought some Hershey 's
Because we were bursting
into tears we grew tired
The voices inside us told us
to say goodnight
So we said goodnight and
left a ripple in our minds
to remind us of that time
Christine Ford

Painful Night
Say hard-cracking whip and mean friend.
Where it says icicle read broken heart.
When I say fire-dying I actually mean love tarnished.
Casie Dougherty
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Her Life
As my grandmother sat on her old porch
looking at the destroyed landscape
the lime tree in the yard began to look weary.
She told stories of the South and all
the blackberries she ate while drinking a soda.
The fabric of her old dress looked like
the color of the rusty blue car she used to have.
She has had a blank look on her face
ever since the day her daddy died.
The washer on the front porch
had mice living under it.
Brooke Cooper

Steven Skaggs
Steven Skaggs is a star,
a little star
that is not noticeable.
I hide behind
the moon because I'm scared.
If people see me they will laugh.
I don't know where I belong.
So when people sleep I move
further away. Soon I will move too far.
Steven Skaggs

The Buzz of the Tremors
at the Barbershop
At the barbershop, the gray hair fell to the floor.
As the hair fell, it spun lightly.
As I stared, I couldn't time when the hair
was going to rest on the floor.
It was like it was cut from its growth to die.
As more and more hair fell,
they became dark gray as one.
They lay there lazily like a beach bum.
As the barber ate a pear he kept cutting the hair.
It was like the customer's time in the chair
would be endless.
Matt Taylor

Jamie Akiki
Jamie Akiki, that is a hard mystery to solve.
The stars above prove to be no limits.
One minute to the next she is in a smoky argument
that shall have no beloved end.
She is no shadow following a simple highway.
A river she is, flowing in the ashed sky morning.
With questions to solve in an awkward manner.
Like a fox with black-ink eyes,
listening for a chance to find its next meal.
Jamie Akiki
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Envious Grey Rome
The streets in Rome are made of black wire.
The people are made of grey plastic.
They hear machine parts grinding
as the wind blows through the town.
The city dreams of live beings inhabiting it.
London is rude because it is alive.
The city becomes inactive when the children go away.
Rachel McLemore

Unknown Flaming Figure
Colors and Objects
The tye-dyed shoes
look striking against the shiny airplane.
The feather boa
glows in the hot-air balloon.
The polka-dot shirt
pours color into the bland horse.
Jennifer Haworth

Dad you will never yell at me
again for throwing tomatoes at a car,
because wherever you are
a portal of light will open up
and a mysterious black figure with
flames around him will make
you whimper as if you were
a little puppy and ground you for eternity,
never to do anything fun again.
Brian Go

Confusion
January, it reminds me of
a tangerine, sour and
strangely twisted beyond recognition.
Rachel Cook
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Excitement
Happy Valentine's Day
3 roller-coasters
9 days of Florida
0 days of school
1 day of riding horses
300 miles of driving without a license

Here are your shiny, juicy, fat
worms. You look disappointed. I
think they are cute, pink creatures.
They sliver through the earth at
top speed. These are handsome like
you. Happy Valentine's Day.

Lori Smith

Crista Ratliff

Work
Happy Valentine's Day

Everyday the same hard work
I'm told what to do
and how I should do it
bossed around like a dog being
told what to do by its master
stressed to get papers finished
on time
the same routine that makes
me tired and angry when I come
home. I take it out on my family
when it is really not their
fault at all.
I feel I am getting
closer to death day by day.

Here is your black widow.
It has dark, shiny eyes
just like yours. It
has big red dots just
like your underwear. You
could go climb nets with it.
Candace Marconi

Elimination Dance
Those who have privately danced with a mop
before the prom.
Those who have fallen asleep in a bathtub
while reading Dr. Seuss.
Those who have ever sent a fruitcake to a
friend during the Christmas season.
those who have ever convinced their sisters
a watermelon will grow in their stomachs
if they swallow the small black seed.
Those who have ever been to a wedding
and bawled, but not because of joy.
Those who have ever tried to get bubble gum
out of their hair with peanut butter.

Erin Spencer

At School
In the classroom filled
with a lot of students. The
teacher asked a question but
she didn't know the answer.
The room was silent and
she felt like everybody
was watching her. Then
her face turned red. She
screamed, "It's not fair!"

Nichole Sims

Kyra Hart
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Nature
Again

As he wobbles through the forest
with h1s Sunda} shoes on,
he crosses a little shabby bridge
covered with wisteria the color of lilac
purple
v. ith surroundings of lustrous green
magnolia trees.
While the sun sits still over the horizon
lik.e a fox, a light scrapes through to
guide him
down a beat down pathway.
As he walks on, he suddenly stops
like a fawn in danger
to admire a hummingbird
no bigger than his thumb.

As the sunset stills
the shabby glare
in my mind lost like iced-in
city blocks, the darkness in me
is like a milky way
of people lost
in their father's shoes following
the same path as I lay here
hoping the day will pass
and night might fall
waiting for us to be together
again.
The blood wrote names
in my mind waiting
to arise and see only angels.

Hannah Ha-wkins

Nicole Bennett

My Shark

Untitled

My shark is smarter than your poor fish,
example, your piranha.
My shark is faster than your sad fish,
example, your dog fish.
M} shark is meaner than your mad fish,
example, your hon fish.
Heck, my shark is a great white
and that's bigger than
} our sucky leopard shark.

Precious is a silver cat with a tail
so slender.
Her call rings through the walls
of an empty house.
Her course tongue rubs against my
hand.
Her sleek body slips through
the bursting white blossoms.
Justin Walker

Sarah Pillman
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The Lovely Guy
My boyfriend is on a rampage.
He talks like sleeping Buddhas,
but when I talk, he mothers me out.
Growing up on Greek,
the plot of his life is shyness.
I'm like a roaring train coming at crying
spiders.
A cyclone of black gritty winds
are looping around me to awake
to a dish for fat lips
that open before me like scissors.
The edge of his fingers
taught me to love again.

Constellations
Where night reaches day and moon
reaches sun, the Milky Way pours down.
Star dust in rainbows and Leo's back.
Pegasus flies through in glory.
Pisces swims past basking in the showers.
Aries rams into the dippers
and makes star dust fall.
Shyann Scott

Britney Short

All the world there is ...
The Hunting Cheadom
As we walk through miles of muck,
We could already hear the thundering
Shots from the other groups.
As we stood there in awe by the tornado
Of ducks falling from above,
The thundering sounds came from us,
And the bodies of the birds came pounding
To the earth as the ones remaining receded
In sorrow of the loss of their beloved companions.
As we stand tin the sage grass and feel the gritty
wind
On our cheeks in wait for another group of unfortunates.
Blain Pearce

As I stepped outside
I was lashed by wind
and there I became ice.
The grass was parsley green
and the mountain's whisper
haunted my soul.
I longed for a new horizon
and there the voice sang,
"All the world there is
can be your imagination."
After I heard the voice
a fire was lit inside
of me. It was like a snake
shedding its skin.
I began racing, scissoring through
my thoughts.
When I stopped,
I saw the great glistening
of the swift stream.
Everything became so clear to me.
Brooke Thurman
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Untitled
There are rats running through the kitchen.
The rats are purple with green eyes.
I see myself walking in that kitchen
with tom shoes.
I stepped in a puddle of oily water.
Nobody notices me in the kitchen.
It's 2001 and everything is so messed up.
There are rats rummaging through the kitchen
and rats, I cannot withstand.
Sammy V

The Broken Clock
The clock is broken into a million pieces--it's
been in the family for years-My mom enters--"Go to your room"-My dog runs across the broken parts and yelps-she's cut her paw
The heat is exhaustingly dry
My mom runs and tells me that it'll be OK
The clock is like the cracks in the dried land.
Meggan Lenderman

Hair Process
Now I have a lot of hair on my head,
getting braids in all kinds of designs.
I used to go around with a medium-sized fro,
then it was a small fro, thinking about cutting it off.
I was using growing grease on my hair and oil.
I had a low cut with waves,
getting it cut off with a fear for clippers.
I had a big sized fro with permed hair touching my shoulders.
Justin Tillar
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Personal Hygiene
What is that smell? It smells like a two-day-old corpse. Disgusting odors layered on top of each
other. The fragrance polluted the air, soaring like a flock of geese from household to household.
It was said to be three times stronger than the paper mill. This could lead to human extinction.
Could water alone solve this ridiculous problem? Personal hygiene was probably thought about
before dinosaurs by the cave dwellers. Each morning they went to the river and tried to eliminate their embarrassing body odors by continually washing themselves all over. Also personal
hygiene could have evolved on the beach as the waves washed the rocks.
Marcus Paul

The Party
A party jumpin off in Pine Bluff
Records go in around--crowd can't get enough
Windin the clock back so they can have more time
but Mama came in and said, "Not a child of mine"
She tries to pull you off the stage but Daddy says,
"Leave her alone--don't you remember when you were that age?"
The blue and white disco lights shine bright in your face
(wound the clock back a little bit too far in this case).
Nobody notices you out of all the drama
because somewhere else in Pine BluffOl' Dude is fighting his baby's mama.
So as you can see, Mama is like a clown
messing up a whole different circus in a whole different town.
Cassandra Dean

The Trip
I'm at home, feeling afraid of my own strength, while the refrigerator asks me, "Are you
ready?" As I hear those words it begins to hail inside the house. We all run outside to start floating in the air.
While I'm floating I'm concerned about time. I get into my spaceship to speed up my pace.
When I get on the ship, Mrs. Kim, my kindergarten teacher, is driving. She breaks both my
arms.
While my vision becomes blurry from the pain, a baby alligator breaks from its shell. When
Mrs. Kim starts to flex her muscles, I get afraid and run to check my stock report. As we enter
the Bermuda Triangle my arms come back together and Mrs. Kim, the baby alligator, and I
enter into a purple ocean.
Gianisha Madden
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H20
Me and O'Boy are out in the park on a sunny day.
Why is he looking at me so desperately?
It is as hot as fifteen people in a phone booth with winter coats on.
I remember when he was a nappy knuckle-headed child
running through the house and hurt his arm.
1 know that he wants unconditional love like people in Paradise.
On the other hand, maybe he only wants a drink of water.
Kammi Wilson

Untitled
I would have sparkled
like special rocks.
Fine bugs would brighten the skies.
Arrogant devils would burn
in a fiery inferno.
Nasty spit would spread
out of my way.
Dog-ugly dirt would burn evil.
Rocks would become my bodyguards.
Oh! What a life!
Tore-up gum would burn water.
Money flickers like grass.

9:42 pm: Olympics
She sits on the couch
cheering for her man,
her wrinkles disappearing
as she smiles.
Her feet don't touch the floor
and her curls get in her eyes.
She starts to yell, then jumps for joy.
"He's won, he's won, he's won the race!"
She jumps to her feet and dances for joy.

Rachel Hall

Suddenly her wrinkles come back.
He's gone for the night.
She trudges over and reaches for
the button above her head.
It's late, he 's gone.
It's time for bed.
Jenny Lowrey
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She's Lost
Grandmother is outside in the rain.
Grandmother, where is your coat?
The dirt is muddy, the leaves are falling, and there is no sun.
My grandmother was once a cotton picker.
She most longed for her grandkids to come and live with her.
She has no coat on because she doesn't realize it is raining.

Sherry Clay

I Lay Thinking of Things That
Worry Me: An Exquisite Corpse

The Earring That Blings
I'm blinging in your ear
like a light. I make
you look very bright.
I'm all diamond. I'm
not fake; you just
finish eating a steak.
Let's go to the mall
and get some girls.
1 want them all.
I will shine like
a light at any time
of the night. Just
put me in your ear
and everything will be
all right

Muddy shoes, muddy clothes
Medicine heals, where hollo\\shallow things.
Events are shallow on Wednesday.
They shatter my heart.
I cry and listen to jazz
and scream, "I want to go to France!"
Their history is too threatening
and my muscles ache.
I pray that backwards from my body
this workout will take
me until Wednesday.
As I go blank on this lonely world
the world is going backwards
Settling the Atlantic at night and day.
I shatter my mind as I lay.

Fred Pittman
Second Period

My Son As He Is
My son has bees in his head. Each question asked attracts him like honey. When he wakes in
the morning he buzzes with energy. He thinks he knows every dewdrop of information there is,
reading and pollinating from one book to another. Afterwards he picks up h1s swarm in the
Suburban, acting foolish and swerving. After his night out I ask hov. his da} \\-ent, and he looks
at me in different angles as if he has 500 separated eyes.

Anthony Black
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Shipwrecked Person
This hammock is getting on my nerves
Daddy my daughter would say.

Jeremy McGrath

But I can't say anything back because
This is the only way we can sleep.
Nothing has been different since
The boat was crashing into the sea.
My daughter and I were screaming.
The boat sunk and we jumped in
Now we're stuck on this horrible, dreadful island.
The seagulls fly over calling, "Onk,
Onk," which wakes my daughter up.
For breakfast we had fried mice with coconut
juice.

I am the best dirt bike
Rider ever. I can do a superman
No hander and a nac nac and
A hail merry and he invented
The lazy boy and he mostly
Hears the muffler. I have
More than 30 gold medals and
About 32 silver medals and
About 15 bronze metals
And I have a YZ 250 cc
And a YZ 128 cc. I can
Smell the sweat dripping
And I taste what I ate in
The morning before I leave.
Anonymous

Now I can smell the ocean,
And hear the waves that made us stranded.
Samantha Jones

Living in Fouke
In Fouke you can smell the fresh
Air. Me and my mom used to go to Dollar
General until the crash there. You
Hear traffic and see cars. You can
Touch the spirit. A lot of big
Things happens in this small town.
Sydney
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Ferret
I am a ferret. I've
Got long and short white fur. I
Live in like a forest that has lots
Of apple trees, black berries, and a
Lot of snakes, but it's made out of meat
And scales. In the forest I feel cozy,
'Cause I talk to all the animals,
And my home is called a burrow.
That means I dig in the ground for
My home. When I wake up
I smell danger sometimes, and
Sometimes it's just a false alarm.
I saw all my friends
Playing tag, and I went up
And asked them if I could
play and they said "yes." Then
I was it and I tagged my
Friend Beaver, and I felt far from
Her. Then I heard my mom
Calling me. Then I said "Sorry
Guys, got to go!" I am a Ferret.

Honesty
My mom's brown curly hair
My grandmother at church
My black and white retriever
Lindsey

Monkeys
I wake up under a huge
Jungle tree- I swing from tree
To tree with the rain slinging in
My face from the droopy leavesThe vine burning my hands feels like
Fire- I hear all kinds of birds
Chirping like they are going to die It is so loud- There is a cheetah
Trying to eat me - I am one of
The fastest monkeys in this jungle
So the cheetah probably won't catch me I live
In a very comfy tree - Everyday
I smell rotten bird eggs in all kinds
Of nests - I see every afternoon
An animal trying to sneak up on meI always touch dead meat when I am
Walking on the ground - I hear a
Rhino every morning
When I wake up --I drink out of
Huge rivers the water tastes like
Rotten meat but its my only
Choice - I smell danger every morning.

Alyssa Ann Nicole Bolton

Deer
In the morning
I wake up in the meadow.
I feel the wind blowing
Through my hair. I start
To run close to a pond.
I hear the water going
Slow and calmly run through
The meadow. I take a drink
A few times and eat some
Berries nearby. My mom comes
To me and I smell her sweet
Smell of her fur. She comes
Closer to me. I know that
I am home.

Hannah A/line Culwell

Katie Martin
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Faculty Contact: Mr. Barrett
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Sean Chapman

The Blue Building in the Summer Air
The wind is moaning. It's 3:00p.m..
A man walks into the building
dressed in shorts and a suit coat.
He has a briefcase in his hand.
You can smell the burning rubber in the air.
You can see dark smoke,
the smell of salmon coming from the kitchen,
the way the wind is blowing the old almond tree.
The sun is shining on the puple and pink truck.
A man jumping from the building because he is happy.
That's the blue building in the summer air.
Tyrone Knight

The First One
was like
setting the air on fire.
The second one was like
falling on the sidewalk
and breaking your ear.
The last one sliding down
a razorblade into
an alcohol river.

Turkey
The smell of a turkey reminds me
of a cold Thanksgiving or a Christmas
white with snow. Children laughing
and playing while the adults
prepare for the feast. "It's time
to eat," someone would call,
and we would stare at the turkey
in the middle of us all.

Moniquie Moore

Evelyn Jones
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Sitting Here
Here sitting in my rocking chair looking
at what is now and what was then. Just
thinking it was yesterday when I pitched water
to feed the cows, chickens and me. Thinking
how children have everything so easily. Thinking
of when I woke up 5:00a.m. getting ready
for the long day ahead. Having to get food
for the cows, chickens and all the other animals.
Doing work that I couldn't do yesterday
since the sun has gone down and I no longer
can see. This was not all my work. I still
had to head on a long journey to school.
As I sit here, I think and wonder, would I have my
body as it is now? All the bags
under my eyes showing that life
is not ice cream and candy. Legs that no
longer can stand without being helped,
when once they never set. Arms that hurt
like a drum was pounding all around.
It seems like yesterday and now
I sit and wait for someone to take my place.
Clara Huarte

A Long Beautiful Life

Chicken Head Boxers
These lucky boxers bring
to mind
a sunny day when the sun
didn't shine
or a silly poem that did not
rhyme.
Emerald Huggins

Betrayal
He treats me like a queen
He acts like I am his goddess
He buys me what I want
His mother befriends me
When I look away
She tells me lies just to get away
I cannot trust her
Her stories I will not believe
For she is my enemy.

I have been on my feet all day long.
Candice Tyson
It is hot and noisy in here.
Two ladies still wait in line.
Four ladies have gone home.
This smell of perming chemicals
is very strong. I don't need to inhale
this much longer.
Finally, it's six o'clock. I'll lock the door to keep others out-only to open it after my last
customer is dry.
Maranda Jackson
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Greenbrier Westside Elementary
Greenbrier, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Rachel Rowland
Visiting Writers: Cathy Hunter and Tara Bray

Sisters
The sisters in the old worn down neighborhood
writings on the walls twisted and curled.
The sleeves belonging to the girls
are tom and sunk in the mud
and deep dark colors.
Yesterday a cow filled their bellies
and the sadness broke out once again.
Now it is time for the sisters
and brothers to settle and fall
in deep sleep.

New York City
New York is a city that is poplular,
its piano is huge and loud.
The toys have muscles that grow.
The weather is hot and pretty.
New York is like the stars,
the bike brakes never squeal.
New York had a plane crash in 2001.
In the day it is sort of loud,
but at night it is all silence.

Stephanie Rozanski

The Day at the Pond

Jessica Tennis

Zeb and I buzz around the pond watching
the water evaporate and bubble.
We take a pocket knife just in case
we see
a snake with its fangs ready to strike.
The eyes of a frog glance at us as
we walk. The frog jumps and leaves a ripple in the
water.
As we waLk back to the house
after a day outside in the scorching
sun we collapse on the bed.
Shane Murray
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The Beautiful Fish

A Mocking Bird's Journey

Timothy, the great fisherman
went fishing on the rocky, muddy
shore. The line shook. When the sunlight
touched the line, it looked like a
ruby in the water. Then he saw
an undercut fish that was shiny as
a diamond. He said, "That fish is as
beautiful as the sunrise going down."
He plopped it on his sunburned
neck and walked the rocky road
to the lobster roll. Then a butcher
cut up the beautiful fish.
The boy cried when he saw the 14-year-old
fish getting cut up.
He was sad as a sick frog.

Bones sizzling as she
scuttles past
the fear trapped door.
Hoot owls walk the
undeniable
waves.
Flying 37 acres
of fat beaked
crows she arrives at
the tip-top of
the low
shadows.
Fish bowls of
greenlamp spirit,
sounds of cracked
com, while she flaps
her wings with
squawks of her half
leather beak.
Now she returns to her
cozy nest.

Jeremy Martin

Trouble, Double Slooth
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Nibe,
It appears Slooth is acting out
terrible things in playtime.
When we played charades, he made
every girl tremble. He threw
up his arms and said he
was a turnip and hated
those houseflies. He said he
was a snake and pretended to
slither; but worst of all,
he made fun of Ohio!
He got a mullberry out of Sarah
McDugles lunch box and threw
it at Ethan Stupy. It hit him
in the eye and bounced and
hit Layree Huddle
in the mouth! He has been
a lot of trouble! He made
Paige Crest weep!
Thanks, Mrs. Fooble.

Sarah Tillman

Winter
In winter
winds don't spin
and men don't come out
in their trunks and say,
"Get the water hose!"
In the winter, water boils,
Zane and Zeb are in bed
and chill pimples
are on your arm.
You
nuzzle in bed.
Tum out your lights
and, zip, you're out like
your lights.
Gabrielle Rowland

Brianna Bartram
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The Laughs Stopped
I blushed as I heard my dad start another round of laughter. I just sat there and waited for my
mom's smile to turn into laughter. I have to admit, I thought it was crazy at first too. As my
father started to settle down he asked, "You, play the tuba?" "Yes, dad, it's the concert tuba, not
the huge marching one," I replied. "You don't have enough air for the tuba, besides it is too big
for you," my dad said. I thought, I may be small for my age, but I have big enough lungs and if
I can pick up my sister who weighs 45 pounds I should be able to hold a concert tuba. I looked
at my dad and said, "lfNikki is trying to support me then why can't my parents?" "Fine, I'll
support you," said my dad. "Great, I'm going to talk to Mr. Martin tomorrow," I said.
The next day after school I went to the band hall to tell Mr. Martin that I wanted to
switch from the flute to the concert tuba. He laughed a little and said, "I don't know if you can
handle it, but I'll let you try because you want to. Here is the mouth piece. Come over here."
He pulled out a huge instrument case. As he opened it I asked. "How much does it weigh?"
"Oh, about 31 pounds," he replied. "I can pick it up," I told myself, "if I can pick up Caitlin, I
can pick this up." Once I had it in the correct position I blew hard. Out of the tuba came a
loud, full sound, it didn't sound airy or shaky. Mr. Martin said, "I may be able to help the band
after all," which was my goal.
The next morning I told other friends about playing the tuba. All I got from them were
laughs and comments like, "You, playing the tuba, the huge tuba!" The next thing I knew a boy
was saying, "As soon as she picks up that dang thing she's gonna fall down." All I got were
laughs, instead of encouragements like I hoped for. The only people behind me were Nikki,
and my parents. Three days later I was sitting in the back of the band hall with the tuba in my
hands. Laughs came from the students around me. After I played with the band that first time
things got better. Now, there is teasing like, "there's Little Megan who plays that huge tuba."
They don't laugh anymore because I am playing the tuba. Mr. Martin says it is a case of
not taking no for an answer. The laughs stopped.
Megan O'Neal

Billy Bob•s Fear
Billy Bob Pickelwing is 42 years old. He was in jail ten years ago where he got a tattoo of a
dragon on his neck. He now lives in Hamburg, Arkansas where he is a logger for Georgia
Pacific. When Billy Bob is at work he is always in the woods where he runs a chain saw. The
chain saw is always throwing chips of wood at his face and that is how he got the scar under his
right eye. He has a Mohawk that everyone laughs at when he walks down the street. Every
night he has a nightmare about going back to jail. He doesn't want to go back because he didn't
pay the man that gave him the tattoo and he said that when he got out he would find him and
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get the money. The man's name was James Lockwood. He is 33 years old and has blue hair
and brown hair. He has a patch over his right eye from a limb that hit him in his eyes when he
was running from the police. Every night before he goes to bed he prays for a new eye so he
won't have to wear the patch anymore.
One day Billy Bob was working and he looked up and saw a state trooper turn down the
Promise Land Road where he lived. When he got home and asked his neighbors what the state
trooper did down here, they said that he just came to check on his family that lived down here.
Billy Bob was relieved that he wasn't looking for him. Only one day he was listening to the
radio and he heard that someone escaped from the prison that he was in. He thought that it may
have been James Lockwood, but later he found out that it wasn't him.
One day Billy Bob was on his way to work and he heard that they caught him and that
James Lockwood was going to get out on good behavior. Billy Bob got really scared and didn't
go to work all week. He told them that he was sick all week and had to go to the doctor in
Little Rock. On his way home he saw someone that he thought was James Lockwood, but he
didn't have a patch over his eye. Billy Bob didn't pay any attention to it. That night he was sitting in his chair watching t.v. when he heard a knock at the door. He got up to answer it and
the knocking kept getting louder and louder. When he opened the door, there stood James
Lockwood without the patch on his eye. Billy Bob started to close the door in his face, but
James told him that it was good to see him because it had been a long time. Then he said the
same to him. Billy Bob invited him to talk about how he got out on good behavior. Later that
night when James went to leave Billy Bob made him stay the night with him until he got a job
and enough money to buy his own house. The next morning Billy Bob took James to work
with him and got him a job as a logger. When Billy Bob got paid, he paid James for the tattoo
that he put on his neck. James thanked him and Billy Bob hasn't worried about James living
with him ever since.
Lauren Gwin

Untitled
It was Friday night, everyone in Hamburg was at the championship game between
Hamburg and Monticello. At the game, the food ran out. People were very hungry. Everyone
said after the game they would go to Sonic. Once the game was over, everyone rushed down to
Sonic. When they arrived, they saw that Sonic's lights were off and a sign said, "Sonic has
closed down."
Everyone went crazy, everyone except Billy Bob Pickelwing. He was 42 years old, a
logger for G.P. Billy Bob wore overalls and a hat every day. His front tooth was missing and
his hair was cut into a Mohawk. Billy Bob had a big tattoo on his arm which he got when he
was in jail. Billy Bob didn't care much for burgers and fries. He loved fried chicken from
KFC. While everyone was running around screaming, he was standing back laughing.
Suddenly someone yelled out, "KFC has closed down too." As soon as Billy Bob heard this, he
went to his house, packed his clothes, and drove away. He was never seen again.
Raphael Levinston
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Hamburg Junior High Return
Hamburg, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Terri Riley
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Sandy Longhorn
Washing Clothes
Chicago washes clothes
they feel like silk.
An old lady says why wash them.
Chicago's winds blow her away.
Chicago now feels blue.
A dust storm rages in the laundromat.
It wounds the silky clothes.
He can still hear the woman
nagging from far away.

The Weird Dream
Last night I had a dream, a really weird one.
Really, what was it about?
I was in a black laboratory that had rows

and rows offingernails that were in jars.
As /looked at them, I began to get hungry.
My muscles tensed as I wished that
the fingernails were tuna covered bees.

Brittany Powell

Tuna covered bees?

Kitchen Crows

}es. tuna covered bees.

All of a sudden, I ran out of the room.
As I continued to run, I ran into a sign
that said "Welcome to Arizona,
the Hailstone State. "

The crows in Crossett, all
camouflaged by the darkness
can no longer use their
wings. For they failed to
keep their distance from
the kitchen. Now, they must
walk to smell the flowers, and
walk to see the ocean.
The most disappointing for
the crows is not being close
to the stars. Also they cannot
be in the heavens.
The crows must ride on the
backs of horses, and must
run away from insects. For
the crows in Crossett have
useless wings.

Hailstone state?

}es. hailstone state. Then hailstones
began to fall from the sky.
But they weren ~ hailstones.
Then what were they?

They were leathershefls.
Katie Moseby

Jessica Selby
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Too Hot for Comfort
boiling sweat with a sour taste like overcooked brownies
listening to cars bellowing out black stinging smoke
old hay burning in the blinding sun
with bumblebees and wasps flying into my face
tropical air lightly blowing through a T-shirt
while tasting cold, juicy mango and listening to the waves of the ocean
hot scarlet dust blowing in eyes and the taste of gritty
sand with only the sound of wind and lumpy rocks piercing feet
B.J. Johnson

Pirate Fingers
Hearing Confusion

The finger is a great pirate
who sails the seven seas.
He fires sea shells at the ports.
The banner he flies on the flagpole
is the black flag with crossed fingers.
In the night he examines the green
knights very closely, whispering
to himself about the gold clothes
he would love to wear, while staring
into the transparent sea.
The moon is bright and the flakes
of his hair shine when
struck by moonlight. He looks at
the clock, jumps into his ragged
bed, wraps himself in the sheets,
and spirals into sleep.

The ear thinks it is a cereal bowl.
The ear wants to be filled
with chocolate covered crickets
or even the stuff with the bee
on the box. The ear's favorite toy
is a glimmering spoon.
The ear enjoys being in the sand during
a picnic on the beach
or even making peace
with hot grease.
Ryan Austin

Hamburgers

Kraig Bowden

Texas eats hamburgers all day
Its big stomach feels like sandpaper
George Bush asked him if he would ever explode
.
Texas said if he ever exploded New York would feel the wmd
Texas' stomach began to moan and turn red
He then exploded and New York felt wind
This explosion left a big wound in his stomach
He moaned and people heard it miles away
Amon Johnson
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Highland Middle School
Highland, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Belinda Hill
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray, Adam Clay, James Katowich
and Annaliese Hoehling
The Strange Things of the Night
My dreams are filled with hornets.
I hear the roaring of the swarm far off
and wheelchairs are always rusted.
Tomorrow I will pluck dandelions from a bicycle.
Butterflies will become chainsaw sparks.
At Walmart bed wires are snoring.
Cactus are shivering in the cold desert night.
The ones far off sound ear piercing like
an electrical shock from a bruised rodent.
Ashley Orosz

The Creek Bed
The bed like a tropical forest,
where the sunlight is guarding outside,
the tree has dizzy worms,
swirling around in the dirt,
branches ply down like shooting stars.
The ditch has glass rocks in the water,
chinks in the ground covered with green mold.
Kyle Lute

A Note from Underground
Wrinkled, old parchment, the color of rum.
Holding shattered words from long ago underground,
of mingled comforts, supple shadows.
And thin silk moths that have died
ancient, waiting, writing from deep below,
on old rum colored parchment, in the winding shadows underground.
Ashley Pickle
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A Dream of Oranges
As I fall asleep with
a bottle at my feet
I dream
of Gypsy Polka dancers
playing dominos with
dogs. And as they
placed their pieces
the ground started
shaking for the sun
was going down and
the dawn was breaking.

The Tattooed Lady
The tattooed lady whispered in my ear.
She told me of a sunny place
where there are springs full of silk
people mingling in the village
where the road is so beautiful winding around
where there has never been a shadow or a sigh.
Jordan Powell

Daniel Brink

Notes from Underground
Fingers that write notes.
They don't know comfort,
waiting for somebody to find them.
Calm down there.
They are ancient.
No shadows either, just darkness.
Sigh when they see light for the first time.

The Tattooed Lady

Adam Baldridge

Tattooes on her head
Whispering ancient Greek
Fingers are in a fiery furnace
Screaming help, until they
are no more, shattered skulls
in her room, shadows lurking
waiting for their next meal
her lion roaring
she got too close now its her end.
W D. Dunaway
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Elimination Dance
Pictures who have spied on private conversations
between salt and pepper
please leave the dance floor.
People who have stuck their heads out of
car windows and accidentally eaten a bug.
Kids who try to talk, eat dinner, and watch
TV all at the same time.
All elephants who have tried to copy Durnbo
by flying in a circus.
Witches who tried to weave honeybees
into my dinner.
The echo that slaps people in the faces when
they're trying to talk.
Children who have tried to start food fights
with the mystery ham.
Grapes who make a game out of dropping on
vineyard pickers.
Anyone who has ever tried to paint
their siblings red during a bullfight.
And people who always hit their head when
opening the refrigerator while wearing
black or glasses.
Natalie Pickle

Untitled
I was born holding a ruler
in a zebra's cage.
I don't know why,
but now I feel like a zombie
with scales,
with fuzzy lips freezing
at Antarctica.
At school I play the xylophone
with my teeth,
it makes me feel kind of unique.
When I go to Wal-Mart,
I feel like a curl of pencil
shavings because I'm so shy
and I don't know why.
That's enough about me,
what about you?
Were you born in a cage
in Russia or an island
surrounded by sharks?
Could it be true?
Jessica Friend

Dallas, Texas
Dallas sits there playing an ear screeching trumpet.
Dallas drinks very dry sand.
Dallas wouldn't even stop at a water park.
Dallas would sit and let ants walk on him.
Dallas smells like a dirty old clerk.
Dallas tastes like sawdust.
Dallas will see if any thieves come.
Michael Woods
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Uncle Joe
My Uncle Joe, which nobody knows,
has perfectly straight teeth. Uncle Joe
used to work for the president. Uncle Joe
is like a bird, he flies from place to place. Uncle
Joe always tells me "It's important to do well
at school." Uncle Joe likes to curl his spaghetti
on his fork. Sometimes Uncle Joe winds
up in a foreign country. Uncle Joe trumpets
his way across the world. Uncle Joe is
Her
like a pigeon, he always comes home.
Jim Miller

She has a freckle on her nose.
She starts to do the funky chicken.
Her eyebrow is like a caterpillar inching
along.
She said "Clean you room."
She curled her tongue like a snake.
Then she wound her hair in a bun.
She started to play fiddle.
Her forehead is like a wave across the sand.
Rachel Horton

Progress Report For Buddy Smith
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Smith,
Your boy is crazy. When
everybody else was eating lunch, Bobby
was stuffing okra up his nose. And when
the rest of the class was doing outdoor
activities Buddy was zip zapping around
and he climbed the orchard tree to pretend
he was a monkey with a beak. When Mary
Kay was being good he gave her a
bone from a deer and told her it was
lucky. She cried and went home, but he
just giggled. And yesterday he picked some
weeds and stuffed them up Johnny's nose.
Your foxed face happy frog kid is going
to get expelled is he keeps this
mosquito nonsense.
Jordan McGuire
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Highland High School
Highland, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Debbie Kamps
Visiting Writers: Sean Chapman and Gabrielle ldlet
Isolation of War
The smoke billows up from my pipe,
the familiar, old scent of my memories surrounding me,
and I see the misty sea in the sunlight piercing through
the haze.
Somewhere below me a bell tolls;
battle is approaching.
The men hurry to prepare for war, struggling to
stay afoot on the slick deck of the ship.
L however, am alone.
I sit by myself in the cramped compartment of
the 16-inch, headphones on, waiting for the signal.
I don't need the headphones now, of course.
I am again alone with only my memories,
a soft chair to accommodate my aging body.
I put my pipe out and the ship goes
down with the haze.
Freya Holloway

Hot Guy
The sweet smell of strawberries
filled the room when the hot guy walked in.
Every girl's eyes focused
on him and the smell got sweeter and sweeter.

School
Erica Ford

Coming up the stairs,
Reinforced with steel.
Rising up to the door,
I listen to what is waiting for me.
Sounding like the roar of construction,
the people talk, laugh with seamless borders.
Taking the door, opening the new world
I begin to act.
Austin Gilbreath
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Turning Point
Mistreated
I was being mistreated

Cold Rain

singing a creek
heard a bird singing, a creek flowing

Gray stuffy clouds
Dripping water over black roof shingles
Silent water hitting crape myrtles
Clinging to grass blades
Warm dark colors
Patterns on Pillow
Eyelids drooping
Falling down into sleep

squirrel pass
saw a squirrel pass
very hard moment
it was a very hard moment
glad
very glad I did it.

William Maddox

John Olsen Woherton

Innocence Lost
Born to Eat

Brad sat on the hood
of his '96 red Chevy van.
His hair blonde stringy
and short
Eyes the color of a
freshly cleaned pool on a clear
humid summer day.
White tank top, knee length
blue jean shorts
And a smile that could
burn out the big bright yellow
sun
Three years passed
now long brown hair big
baggy black shirt, long sagging
pants no smile consumes his face.

They huddle together before they are killed
like going to fight a battle
that they will always lose.
Pigs are so plump and fat
they fill us up with their tenderous meat
parts from here and there.
Sausage with biscuits for breakfast
Pork chops for lunch
Ribs smeared with barbeque sauce
Mark Browne

Vicky Houghton
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Howard Perin Elementary
Benton, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Karla Neathery
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan
and Annaliese Hoehling
deadly hurt
his arms are made of worms
his pits are covered with hair
and shaving cream his head is
a fair just burned down by heat
oh how he smells like cologne
the nasty kind you know his legs
are always crying with mud and dirt
how unique the deadly hurt is.

The Book
When people open me I feel
excited for some one is interested
to see what I have to say, but I
also feel pain, as I bend.

Jamie Boshears
Jared Webb

Untitled
The Boy smells
like sweaty worn out pig in
a soccer game.

The Sly Shadow

The Girl tastes
like fresh flowers in the morning.

The Sly Shadow walks around scaring
children so much they don't
want to play outside where the
butterflies fly about and ponies
march around. The Shadow
scares every thing in sight.
It grows bigger and bigger
until ... Pop! The Shadow
bursts into small black butterflies
just by the touch of a child.

The Animal looks
like a sunny day with tan
hands.
Hannah Morgan

Alex Law
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beany blueberries
The beany blueberries live
on flat mountain. They went
in frightful woods. They are
Siamese blueberries.

The Door to Winter
I am walking through
a hall and see a
door. I open it it's cold
and chilly. I smell
nothing. I have to
wear a coat. And
everything is frosty.
I can throw snowballs,
I can make snowmen.
I see some
friends, Trey, Brad.
I see dead leaves.
I taste snow in
the air.

Haley Clay

The Green Sea Smoking
I saw a green-sea smoking.
It snatched at the smoke
Then the green sea popped.
He got out got his box.
The green sea smoking started aging
The smoke was like a ball
It sighed like I wanted to hold it.
The smoke was rich like ice cream
I wanted to eat it
But I knew it was just smoke
If I did eat it I would die!

Tony Boatwright

Shelby Poole

Untitled
Bear in a zoo.
Jack. Jump. Jet
It probably wants to be free.
Bear says "He wants to be free."
Pain killing is so bad
Peanutbutter says "Hello."
Peanutbutter says "Hello."
Mrs. Dawson says do it again.

Weird
I saw a monster
under my bed. If I'm
not mistaken he had
3 heads, 4 eyes, 3 ears,
I nose, and I mean
giant toes! He went
outside, a breeze came
in, his lips blew back,
again and again!

Brianna Claycomb

Lindsey Peters

88

Junction City Elementary
Junction City, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Margaret McGaha
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Gabrielle ldlet
"I Say, Who Does Your Hair? ..
Untitled

The lazy brown coconuts with
their hard & hairy shells hit the
ground with a thunk in my place.
A special flower blooms once a
year here. Ifl went there I'd
see volcanoes & the natives
would ask, "I say, who does your
hair?" The waterfalls would
shimmer in the day 's morning
sun. Anyway, this place
is a very beautiful island and I mean
beautiful.

I was looking' for some popcorn
Then I saw it
It was lookin' at me like it knew
what I was thinkin'
I tried to turn away
But it was too tempting ...
So I took it
It was soooo good
If I could rewind time ...
I'd ...eat it again
But I would tell the truth
'Cause my mom still doesn 't know
But I do feel a little guilty.
A little.

Zac Adkins

To the Wrist from Walker

Ashley Key

My wrist once thought it
was a plane it never
thought about anything
else and one day it
learned that it had
to become a wrist so
I taught it how to be
a wrist but the wrist
would not learn and I
sent him to wrist jail
and he lived in a
goohing ear. And one day
he died of earwax
cancer and found the
earwax phantom.

I See Oceans
I see oceans
Mom always says clean your room
I live in a snowflake
It's like a winter moon
The ocean's ugliest place
is the rotten fish 's face .

Clay Cottrell

Walker Cannon
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Untitled
A 100,000,000 dollar bill with a gold cover
and it has you screaming jackpot.
John started screaming at his sandwich.
In the year 1432 a floating car
hit a woman with a beard barking like
a dog.
Worms tasted like beatle juice.
When dogs kiss cats the cat drools
a lot and the dog coughs hairballs.
All dads say "Where's the remote!"

Twin Towers

Devin Ball

They stood tall. It was graceful but busy, full
of unknowing people that didn' t know that
one day their blessed towers would come down.
Ashley Marie Key

Problem with Life
Off in Space
There are crabs in the water
There is a math problem on his arm
There is a board on his arm
I am shivering in my bones
Mom hides my dog's squeaky toy
I lied to my dog
There are crabs in the water
The crabs bit me in the water.

If I went there I would jump
on the Milky Way and I would leap
into the dark and float without a care
until my mom wakes me up.
Ashley Marie Key

Carlie Michelle Bird

If the Rottweiler Was the World Map
The mountains would be the tail.
The water will be the fur.
The state of Arkansas will be the teeth.
The grass can be the Rottweiler 's legs and the long
arm.
Jarvis Nathan
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Upper Lakeside Elementary
Lake Village, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Ms. Cleveland
Visiting Writers: Adam Clay and Adam Prince
Summer
It's extremely hot at 100 degrees Fahrenheit.
Jessie May says, "It's hot."
I say, "Let's have a banana twist."
"Not now. It's beginning to become very sticky."
Mom says, "You two get in the house."
"My brown Rottweiler is going crazy."
I say, "Let's have a banana twist."
Sarah Callaher

The Speed of Cows
The sneeze of seas the cows sniffle at the
sight of roses. The skunks pass shoes around
at a place called Club Stinky Skunk. The moose
hate shores so the skunks stunk up Club
Moose. Then the cows came riding on motor
cycles. The skunks say look up and the
cows see their mother jumping over the moon
saying, Please, use a tissue when you sneeze.
Dominic Sarter

One Night in the 7-11
One night in the 7-11 a shoe stopped in. I thought it was the man
who rose from the dead everyone was talking about. It had
a bouquet of roses in its hand. (That's what really creeped me out.)
The roses smelled awful. They smelled like a combination of skunks
moose, and frogs. I thought about going and throwing them in
the sea. I took a risk and took a sniffle and it made me sneeze.
DeAndre Singleton
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A Piece of the Storm
There was a storm. In
The storm there was a moose.
The moose was chasing the
Rosebud all through the storm.
The moose was stroked by a
Lightening bolt. It got in a
Fight with the door of a
House. The moose's mind
Was in the clouds. The
Moose caught a cold. It sneezed
And thought it fell. Then it
Really fell and got a concusion.

Weather
Yesterday morning there
Was a snowstorm outside of
The house. It was fun because
We were outside playing basketball
And I slipped and fell so hard
That I broke my nose.
Have someone say something.
I will have my Aunt say something in
Spanish
"Twist"
I am going to twist
Like a ballerina does in ballet.

Sara Gallaher

The Emperor of Ice Cream

The weather changed.

The emperor gave the queen a skunk.
She said "Ugh" you pathetic loser.
He said what's wrong it's a gift.
She said nothing and walked away.
The next day he brought ice cream and a
rose.
She said thank you and kissed him.
And they lived happily ever after.

The next day and it was raining.
Someone say something else!
I will have my baby nephew to
Say mama.
Animal.
My squirrels are brown
And they run fast when I chase
Them around. I'm just kidding. I
Don't have any squirrels.
Describe weather.
The weather down here
Is fall and fall is too boring
For me.

Jordan Matthews

Latrice Walker
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Upper Lakeside Elementary Return Trip
Lake Village, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Ms. Cleveland
Visiting Writers: Adam Clay and Adam Prince

I the Neck
I have a cooked neck.
It is short and stout.
You don't put necklaces on me.
My neck is
Red. My neck is hollow.
It is stuffed
With candy.
Erika

Untitled
Monday is a glass fish.
Tuesday is an eye that rolled down the hall.
Wednesday is a ball that goes in the air.
Thursday is an ear that you can eat.
Friday is a thing that you put on your toes.
Saturday is a com that is on your feet.
Sunday is paint on your toes and fingernails.
Niesha Bagley

Crazy Weather
There's a twister coming towads us rna.
Ma, the bam exploded in--went bang.
Pa, the house is saying run for your life.
Pa, it's Monday, they said Wednesday.
Ma, yeah the weather is sunny now.
Pa, there's horses running around.
Ma, the bam came back.
Pa the bam is named Dusty.
Haley Anderson
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What
Curl my hair next week.
Snow is white and cold.
"Ask him," the girl said.
The fish popped up and down to the music.
Friday is the day he told us
we threw the shrimp away.
The cat popped up and down to the music.
How do you make a shoelace?
Olivia Palmer

Dear Mrs. and Mr. Trunks
Your son Joe Trunks is doing unordinary things
during his seven hours of class like making children
scatter in the hall by showing them his crusty
teeth and instead of a ghost scaring him,
he scared the ghost with his crusty bellybutton.
Courtney Partain

An Invisible Person
This person is Jack Flagoo.
He will swim.
He will jump on the trampoline. He
will swing and then jump
into the pool.
He will dye his hair black
with a white streak down the
middle.

May 24th
On May 24th I will be happy
because I will hit the attic
with my knuckles. I'll get some soap
and melt it and throw it
on somebody's back door.
I'll get a freeze pop and eat it.
Then I'll get some mail and mix it up.

Jason Cupit

Keon Green
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Lonoke Elementary
Lonoke, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Mary Clark
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom

The Life of Me
The leafless trees are bent with age,
and I am walking from ocean to Neptune.
Five years ago I walked 2,000 miles to Cuba.
I lived in a tiny wooden shack with only macaroni soup.
I sit on black rocks in the burly sun.
Yet, I am invisible to anyone around me.
I dream of a blue god to help me live
through the life of a burning flame.
Now I live in Greece scratching all over,
hearing, "Hey, yo pants is on fire."
Now when I want, I can eat canned sardines
and breathe in salt and fly away in the cold night.
Again now, the leafless trees are bent with age and still near.
Hey, yo pants is on fire.
Ian Cunningham

Appearances of a Sun
The sun is glimmering down to Earth.
What would the face look like?
The sun multiplies itself on Tuesday.
Nobody notices these changes but me.
The sun darkens my skin on a sandy beach.
The sun's face is streaming with gold and
whiskers.
Its surface is like a wavy piece of silk.

Blue Jay
Look at the blue jays
flying like they are the boss,
fixing to lick delicious bird seed
and peck on a spider,
going to swoop down in the river
looking like a steel-eyed
snake fixing to shout, Hooray,
curled up in a circle fixing to quiver.

Lauren Malone

Josh Pannell
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Swans
Heart Surgeon
Being old is not too bad.
When I wake up from
a nap I see little hearts
with faces running around
my head.
It makes me remember
how I wore my name
tag proudly and put on
my rubber gloves.
Sometimes though, I
think my dreams and
real life start coming
together and I don' t
know one from the other.
I think I remember
going through the
streets pulling out
people 's hearts and
putting them into my
nurse's bucket.
Then I hear screaming
and crying while doing
a very important surgery.
I remember walking
through stores with
tweezers and a mask
and saying, "Does
anyone have a bad heart?"
Did President Lincoln
come up to me and
say give me a heart?
I remember the
cafeteria food and coffee.
Oh well, enough remembering.
I guess I' 11 go back to bed.

Misha K.

Delicate, tender and white birds
Circling the pond, steel-eyed and sweet,
Shouting songs not to be disturbed.
Flying it seems, floating on the water,
Gracefully paddling and dangling their heads,
Seeming to try to sculpt the water,
Raising their heads slowly, yet beautifully,
Pecking at feathers to dry themselves,
Dipping their heads to let the water trickle,
Acting as the boss, but so sweet-natured.

Evan Park

Ode to Life
Life is like a battle,
like a piece of tender skin.
Everyone is welcome to earth,
no matter what color,
purple or silver. They are welcome.
When you get stuck and don't know
what to do, life is like a stone
that is holding you.
When life is almost gone,
like the dribble of rain,
your life is way more delicate
than when it began.
When life begins like the morning sunset,
like dangling from a cliff, like life is just a drift.
Like a guitar string, life is a charm.
Life is a speck of salad on your fork.
When life is almost gone, like the dribble
of rain your life is way more
delicate than when it began.

Chris Strain
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Magazine Elementary
Magazine, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Leona Cleveland
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Elizabeth Bryer
The Lilac Looks Last At. ..

In a Straight Line

The lilac looks last
at the dog-eared man,
the dog-eared man
looks last at the slim cow,
the slim cow looks last at the
lazy coleslaw in the barn,
the lazy coleslaw in the bam
looks last at the frozen,
blurry, hungry, navy-colored
lilac looking at the
soggy lemon on the
highway.

I have never made a bad grade before.
Yeah, right, I can't believe you believed me.
My lie was salty or incorrect.
I play clarinet in band.
I really do do that.
My band director is Mrs. Kitchens,
she says that nothing is impossible.
The hom of the clarinet is round like a circle.
I've made a few bad grades every year
in every class, but I'm not perfect.
Mrs. Kitchens has never chewed bubble gum
before, that's a lie too.
When the band marches they line up
in a straight line.

Jessica Beggs

Linda Callahan

Minneapolis
Minneapolis is like a juicy piece of chicken,
but a small one.

My Frenzied Friend
To me, it's just as good as the Big Apple,
or even better.

I had a very frenzied friend
She was a freshman
Her visits were quite frequent
Every Friday in fact
And she would fret
If she didn't have
Fresh water
On her frequent Friday
Visits.

It is like a person's heart beating
when they are riding a bike very fast.
The people move so fast.

It is like winning one million dollars.
Minneapolis runs for a mile through the mountains.

Brenda Bowerman
It tastes like a chocolate cupcake.

Kyle Smith
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Summersville
Summersville is always moving
Never stopping
jumps from the oceans and back
The air is full of excitement
Summersville the end of the rainbow
The jackpot
The fragrance after the rain
Tasting as good as a cherry cheesecake
Summersville smooth as a wave
Always playing
Never stopping
Sweet as a flower
Light as a bird
Summersville the air as clear as ice
Summersville an always moving place

Horizontal Horseplay
a horrid homed lizard and
a jaguar horseplayed horizontally
while a hornet blew a horn while
riding horseback as the hopeful
horse played hopscotch and the
horrid homed lizard shot hoops with
the jaguar roughly until the
hoot owl hooted as he hopped
on one foot while the hoodlum
bowler knocked down all the pins
with his hook.
Michael Mars

Alyssa

The Dangerous Bicycle
Can you touch the shock?
The nail gun flies off with pain.
The tension in the air makes subtracting smells.
I see triangular shapes.
Negative and positive stars fall on top of me.
Blood splatters on the screws on my bicycle.
There is only a fraction of you left
as the terrifying percentage of hammers surround you.
Jadyn Cleveland

I Love the Way
I love the way geometric figures drip from my ratchet.
I love fixing my tractor with my positives and negatives.
I love the way my pentagonal frozen chicken blows out of my parentheses.
I love the way my hammer beats the fraction into drops and swells
of refreshing numbers.
Nate Catlett
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Mammoth Spring Elementary
Mammoth Spring, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Lana Stead
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Bill Notter
20 Gauge
My name is 20 gauge.

I wish I had a key
so I could walk out of this house
so they could not shoot me
because it hurts when the fire goes down my throat.
Wesley Davis

Basketball
An orange smooth vegetable
used to make pumpkin pies
and jack-o-lanterns.

Kayly Vest

Giant Brazil
The houses in Brazil
are made of chewed up gum.
The people's voices
sound like water gurgling.
The fields smell like tropical forests.
At night the country dreams
about fireworks in the air.
At work people buy presents
to get out of work.
France thinks Brazil
is a weird dog.

Unititled
A salamander so long
skinny like your legs
sleek like your hair
being wet after
swtmmmg
Garret Busch

Logan Langston
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The Trapped Caterpillar
The finger doesn't know it's a finger
it thinks it's a snake or a caterpillar
that slithers around to be free in a wide
open field or a caterpillar inching around until
one day to become a beautiful butterfly
but instead it is trapped on a wand by a ring
never letting it free
Luke Johnson

Midi-Evil
There once was a man who was hated as bad as 6
month old cabbage. He went to his job
at the belfry to ring 3 bells of bronze. Oh
what wonderful sound he made, which swam
through the streets. Hail the great monk
of sound. Then his obnoxious wife
Emily stepped into the scene. "And please
take my wonderful wife!" he screamed.
Martin Lucas

The Blue Cool Paris France
The streets are made of silver.
The people that live in this city sound like birds.
At night they measure how tall they are.
The city dreams about touching the moon.
You get to the city by flying.
Mammoth Spring thinks Paris France
is just a fib.
Stacey Callahan

Low Riding Black Motor
a greasy, black motor
on a sandy beach in Florida
he hears the soft waves
bashing against the reefs
he dreams about sky
diving above the clouds
he sings like an elephant
seeing a mouse
squealing about the heat
the hot black tires think
the greasy motor
is very kind and gentle
Moon Bamber
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Mammoth Spring High School
Mammoth Spring, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: JoKay Smith
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost and Gabrielle Idiet

Big Blue Sky
There was a gravel road
with snow on it
in the living room
with a river of hate running through.
The devil danced in the middle of it.
He had two big eyes.
He is a bull frog.
It feels like spring?
Is this fun?
He feels the cold snow road.
It's cold.

In the Beginning
Redwoods in the California mountains.
A flood when it would storm.
When riding my four-wheeler I flipped,
ripping the tip of my tongue off.
The crystal ocean beach filled with jellyfish.

Jeff Lawrason

Andrew Schwartz

Recipe for Laughs
Tickle yourself and your pet panda.
Dive into a pool of pickles.
Freeze your underwear.
Pen up your net and invite the mosquitoes.
Push a stranger down a staircase.
Be sure to catch them with a hammock.

I Am a Pickup Truck
I am a pickup truck
I am white and old
I had a friend
His name was Billy Mash
He drove me all the time
He had all the windows
rolled up and he sat there
and told a couple of secrets

Megan Burke

Ashley Marsh

101

My Black Day
I was alone in my closet
and got caught in a web of nylon.
"What in the world!?" I screamed.
I looked down and said, "I had a bad day again,"
realizing my pants were on fire.
In the distance I heard a pin drop.
Knifing my way through the clothes
I said many bad things. I need to go to chapel.
My morning was a fiery hurricane.
I poured my heart out to the President
and told him he had bad taste
and needed to bathe his daughters in cold water.

Recipe for Love
When you're in love, you feel like a violet.
You want to dive in a cluster of glacial ice.
The heat of your passion is simmenng.
Put on your pajamas and have a tickle war.
Don't feel like you're being tackled down a staircase.
Let the mosquitoes sting )'our heart.
Tasha Savage

Untitled
I spilled grease on my favorite shirt.
The heat of the grease came as a shock.
As soon as the grease hit my shirt,
the heat turned me into an old lady.
My hands, which used to be pale and smooth,
were suddenly dark and wrinkly.
I looked up at the sky and saw my great-grandmother
looking at me. Suddenly I was her, and she was me.
My friends at school took one look at me
and never spoke to me again.
Why is everybody always picking on me?
Under my old wrinkly skin
I am still just a kid. I can still run.
1 can still leap. This old body will not stop me.
Jessi Flynn
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Mathias Elementary
Rogers, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Elizabeth Raybourn
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Matt Henriksen

A Frightened Frog
A frivolous frog froze frigid with fear from seeing a frock on a frond, covered in frost and frostbitten with froth and fruit-full with fumes of fury and frustration.
Tyson Wade

My Unconstitutional Uncle
My uncle was sitting on the couch wearing his underclothes and was uncomfortable. I was
uncertain and uncanny about his behavior. He was uncouth to the couch. He kept saying
uncomplimentary words to the couch. The words he was saying were very unconstitutional.
This was very uncommon about my uncle.
Ankur Pradhan

A Lyrical Lullaby
There once was a leopard that was sucking on a liver lollipop while lurking around he saw a
lumberjack and lynx in the lounge. He saw them with luggage so he kept his distance. He
went to the lighthouse to find other leopards launching laundry all over the place.
Jerry Rivera

The Expanding Mathbook
One day I saw a mathbook. It was expanding like an expanding refrigerator and the bike next
to it was v.;hirling like a mower and freezing like a waterhose in a line graph. Then I found an
answer to this silly shovel of a problem and it was sloshing digits in the monkey wrench and
draining decimals in the recycling bin.
Haley Spradlin
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Mexico
Mexico is a really boring place. It smells like Las Chivas haven't taken a bath. It tastes like a
toilet.
Mexico is like a cowboy who gets on his horse the wrong way. All you hear is personas
singing una cancion de sufrendo a solas. From Lupillo Rivera. Tu estas standing en una sidewalk que es con tamales.

Los Angeles

Anna Gonzalez

The air tastes like my
mom's sick fruit
salad mixed with
gasoline oil
But the Los Angeles
Lakers crush all
opponents with
Kobe's cross over and
Shaq's slam dunk.
It's more lucky than
a sixteen-year-old with
fifteen minutes left for shopping
at the mall.

My Brother's Bedroom
It smells like grandpa's feet
It tastes like old pizza
It feels like chewed gum
It's dark like a black night
with no lights.
It's as loud as a wounded trumpet.
Dariella Salas

Fred Brown

Deshins to ... into a poem
ve a unas palabras
que riman y sean
mui Christosas y
que tengan un espacio
que no tenga nada
y que te hagan
reir mucho pero
no te das esas
son christosas.
Fatima Aguiler

My Grandma's House
Guess if my grandma's house is very fun.
I'll give you some clues.
I do not know anyone.
The food tastes like a year-old bean.
Do you want to know what I've seen?
I've seen a rusty old airplane.
I've seen my grandpa go insane.
I've seen a chair that is going to break down,
I just know it. I've seen a kitty cat throw a fit.
I've seen a lawn mower paw
I've seen a little kid say aw
And do you want to know why?
It was because of a dragonfly.
Maranda Ujlnne
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Monticello Intermediate
Monticello, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Belinda Akin
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Scott Morris
The Bird With the Coppery Keen
Claws
I soared through Texas clouds
my claws shined like a flame
up ahead was my nest
the best nest in the west
I sat to rest clic clic clic clic
three little birds with coppery claws.

The Fat Man Who Got Fat
By Eating Doves
On Tuesday the man got fat.
Why?
He ate doves.
He ate and he ate.
He got fatter and fatter.
He was enormous huge.
His head got bigger.
His eyes got wider.
But he kept on just a eating.
And as soon as you know he was ...
Playing pool with the planets.

Ryan D. Rogers

Jessica Haynes

The Coach That Nobody Likes
The coach has too many blisters on his hands.
He has a scab on his knee that nobody likes.
His hair is really shaggy and
His hair is straight not curly.
If you don' t do right he will make you run around the field.
He always stays away from the highway, we think he's scared.
He always tells us about the history of softball.
He's very muscular.
Sometimes he makes us walk backwards.
Meagan Gilliam
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Palace of the King
There once lived a king who was very greedy. Someone took his beautiful emerald while he
was eating blackberries. He called the navy. He called the army A twister was coming "llide
under the beds!" the king commanded. Crows were swarming evel) where The kmg sank
under all the crows. Finally, they saw his sleeve. "I am the king, ) ou crows." He was trembling by the time they got him out.
Day Davis

Tennessee Stinks
Tennessee looks like a dump with radioactive spiders with green mold from in m) sock. And it
tastes like garbage from when I was born. And Tennessee sits around dnnking hmfast and
eating fat-free chocolate. Tennessee sounds like a crowd booing for a team that threw the ball
and the other team intercepted it and scored.
Bla1r Tucker

Funny Words
The Division
Bike Evaporates Multiplication
Clippers Freeze Fractions
Shovels Collect Division
Cars Melt Addition

I saw a division
water running after
a fraction and
it trickled down
my mouth into
a sum.

Fallh McClain

Marcie Roberson

Freezers and Turkey
are just alike they
are cold they are red, white
and blue they waddle
like ducks they
both tum yellow when
they see rats
Lanerio Avriett
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Norphlet Elementary School
Norphlet, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Rob Wright
Visiting Writers: Bonnie MacPhee and Laura Gray
The Moon Has a Mind of its Own
Bigfoot

At night it tries its best to make
The world tum pitch black dark
Did you know that it eats the
Astronauts when they land on it?
It's even made of rotten cheese
That smells like icky stuff
If you go to the moon you
Must be pretty tough. And you
Know, he eats those crazy cows
That jump over too. If you ask
Me, he 's pretty rude.

Well you might think of me as your
Average bigfoot but
It's not easy being
Me. Every day I go
Out to eat some poison
Berries and I don't
Even get a chance to
Taste the bitter, sweet
And sour mixture of the berries
because there is some idiotic
Guy trying to shoot
Me for money. And
I stink so they can
Smell me from a mile
Away. And my feet are
So big it sounds like
And earthquake when
I walk. And the kids
Love me. I'm not afraid
Of them, but when the start
Chewing on my ears
I have to push them off
Me.

Maegan Michael

A Burning Bush
Love is like a burning
Bush. It doesn't stop
Burning unless you stop.
Love is like a starving
Chihuahua dog when someone
Gives him a taco. He gives
You kisses and doesn't stop
Till you give him his taco from
the shop. Love
Does not stop.

Matt Hansen

Andrew Lewis
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The Sun
The sun is a candle that never burns out.
The wax on the sun is cold, but
Most think ifs hot.
There's more than one sun for every town.
The sun is shaped like an elephant.
The sun eats wax to keep it burning.
The sun is a schoolbox filled with markers.
The fire that keeps the sun burning is frozen lemonade.
Only I know these facts about the sun.

Mars

Caylie Covas

Mars is made of Swiss cheese.
If you feed it orange juice
It cries. Mars eats popcorn and
Watches moon monster movies after 10:00.
It eats crayons so it can be
A pretty color. Instead, it turns green.
It wants its mommy sometimes
An it's 99 years old. It doesn't
Like tiger lilies because they might
Bite it. You don't want any of
Its cheese because it's sour.
Mars is one of the greenest planets of all.

Polkadot and Chitter

Nicole Ponde

The pink polka dotted caterpillar said "Oy!
That leaf tastes bitter!"
While playing who's got the best leaf
With her friend, Chitter.
Chitter won. Polkadot said, "You played well."
Suddenly they heard something ringing.
Chitter ate a bad leaf. Now it
Was dinging in his stomach.
"Something smells good," said Polkadot.
"That's me," said Chitter. "I fell in the flowers."
Suddenly rain started to shower.
"Let's go in the house," said Polkadot.
"We'll eat a mouse!" exclaimed Chitter.

Morgan Reid
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Oak Ridge Central High School
Ravenden Springs, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Tammy Looney
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Annaliese Hoehling

Exquisite Corpse
We burned the moon.
The sky shone bright everywhere.
The grass and plants were growing around us.
The fruit fell upon the earth with a ring.

Untitled

Jason Swan, Melody Wagner, Ariel Burns, and Emma
Pittmen

Bad Day at the River
The dust blew up,
tasting like salt
when it hit my mouth.
The shadow of a
black cloud covered
the earth. Blooms
of seaweed were tossed
black and forth. The
storm carne crushing
in, dropping plunges
of honey. Only to
float down stream.

The child's skull
doesn't know yet
it's a skull.
It wants to be
a football or a globe.
It dreams of
maybe someday
being tossed in the air
or to be placed
on an axle to
spin round and round.
It wants to have a friend
with the number twenty-three.
It wants to feel
the dirt that's on
the hard, hard ground.
It wants to circle
the sun, round and round.
Echo Cartwright

Lisa Wells
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Unique Rare Osceola
In Osceola the air is like the smell of rain, mystic and rusty.
A solitary guy who penetrates into everybody's mind lives here.
The city dreams of dark glowing moonlit nights.
Winter fell early here one year.
This is the hardest year the town has ever experienced. No more lively sounds.
England sees the city lonely with unusual customs.
Brooke Tweedy

One Summer Morning
The exhaust leak
pours in the bright summer morning
as the man struggles
to open up the tom and wrinkled map.

Clutching Hearts

Jennifer Fitzgerald

People with feral depression have
swollen hearts. They clutch
their heart and wish it would go
down. Their hearts explode and
the pieces gorge into the canyon
like a flash flood.

Crying Black Bird
A glossy black bird,
doing a loop in the rain,
by a factory in Detroit,
dropped from the black
night into the mud,
covered in sludge from
the factory.
Justin Holdener

JC. Looney

Dead Bug
The dangerous red wasp
is hesitant to dart through the air.
Possessed like the bodies of Afghan souls,
he dreams of peaceful shadows.
As he steals the brave heart of Orion,
he stings people with blows of poison.
His tiny wings are transparent like smoke.
He is now as dead as a weathered rock.
Wendi Micheal Brown
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Osceola Middle School
Osceola, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Gina Cole
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Gabrielle ldlet
Kitchen Explosion
The mixer sloshes
Chocolate chips shoot out of Ms. Sellar's car
Coffee cups fall in Fiesta, Texas
Fancy china plates reflect salt at Harrison High School
Towels fall onto three-story mansions
Ms. Atwill's car shoots out spatulas
Seth Walls

Saxin' Around
The saxophone is like a leaf ruffled in the breeze.
The direction was more south not east.
Do you know what was the piece?
Nobody notices why,
But the smell of summer is nigh.
The piece will make you quiver,
It is called, "Lady Liver!"
Because I have to go,
I sincerely know that you will listen to the masterpiece Lady Liver wrote!
Dustin Thomas

The Lonely Cat
Things I Don't Want To See
The cat screeched to the church music.
The cat had come from the east.
Do you like cats?
Nobody notices the cat.
The cat smelled like rain and water.
After the rain the cat quivered.
I don't really like cats.
Because they are mean.

Alien
Megan
Rolls
Hairy Foot
Nick Fountain

Candace
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The Dancing Dog
The dog did the spinaroni as he heard the break dance music
as he was leaving the apartment
He was heading south for winter
Why would a dog head south for the winter like a bird?
Nobody notices the dog heading south for the winter
The dog smelled horrible like a dead rat
He was very cold so he had to quiver
He was heading south to help his master hunt birds
Because the master fed the dog birds
as the dog did the spinaroni to his master's break dance music
Dorian Long

Wacky Kitchen
In my 3-story mansion
I go into the kitchen.
This is what I saw:
The salt was with the pepper,
and the spoon was dancing a jig.
I looked at the coffee cup
and it was wearing a wig.

My Love
My love is like the heat
in the Sahara Desert.
It is like the wind
in a cool summer breeze.
Is this true love?
Nobody notices my love for you.
My love is like N'Sync
flowing through a girl's head.
My love is like a wound
on a soldier after a war.
This is true love.
Because I love you.

The rolling pin was rolling over the spatula,
The towel is dripping wet.
The can opener is opening the corn,
and the carrot peeler was acting like a pet.
The knife was battling the screwdriver,
and the mixer was tearing the coffee cup's wig.
The china plate was speaking Chinese,
and the spoon is still dancing a jig.
Charity Lopp

Justin Price
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Otter Creek Elementary
Little Rock, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Janis Tucker
Visiting Writers: Starla Wallick and Bonnie MacPhee

Heart of the Yot
My friend and I went upon
a ship. The bubbles of the
sea as big as me. We drank
juice until it was gone. We ate
cake 'til we cramped and it was
gone. The blue mist from the
kitchen approached. We flew to the
sky and partied all night. Beats came
from the stereo. We flew to Africa
and started to float. The heart of
the Yot was liquid like gas. We
changed clothes so dad would not know!

Rainforest
Rainforest so green full of
tundra. You're so big like space.
Trees are the stars full of life,
but space is empty - no life. You're
lovely so many sights to see, so
many mysteries. But I am hopeless with all those poachers and
lumberjacks that keep making
tracks with bulldozers.

Stephanie Jennings

Ahuther Tas

Untitled
When I am 40, I will be a farmer. There will
be pancakes, pickles, hotdogs with mustard, meatballs,
hamburgers, peas, cottage cheese, mashed potatoes, orange
juice, eggs, peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, toast, hamhocks,
lemon cake, baked potatoes, yellow jello, com, steak, pie,
spaghetti, cheese, bread, syrup, donuts, ABC soup, noodles,
ice cream and cone, french fries, bacon, grapes, sub sandwiches,
anchovies, carrots, and grits falling from the sky.
Gregory Adams
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Golden Shadow

The Park

Dark golden shadow strolls
across the cage dressed
as a girl riding a bicycle
to smell insects. Everybody
was in danger. The next
morning nobody was not
there.

There was danger at the mountain.
Everyone saw a parachute. The world as
a chatter in the morning. The bicycle
path was gardeny
and shadows were dancing.
Connor Henson

Otis Singleton

When I Met Jupiter
One night Jupiter carne
down and asked why
don't you look for
me at night? I don't
know. Are there really aliens
up there? Are they mean?
Of course there are aliens.
No they are not mean.
They are my best
friends. Of course they're
the only things I
know. But one time
I met a gerbil. He
was very mean. But
this is my first time
meeting an earthling. You
are the first one I have talked to.
I personally think everybody else
is just boring. I have to leave now
before the scientists find out
I'm missing. Goodbye.
Bye!!!!!
Katherine Taylor

Other People's Money
The nickel in my pocket jingles
as the quarter falls into the payphone
and a dime is dropped and lost forever while a penny is found that
once was lost when somebody was
happy because they just got their
paycheck. And so am I because
my dad just came from Japan where
a piece of bubble gum costs 300
yen.
Jared McGowan

Mosquito
See the Mosquito fly by.
With his long nose looking.
Looking for the perfect prey
just so he can have his way.
Shish-ka-babing people along his way.
Issac Zinck
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River Valley School District
Strawberry, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Regina Brown
Visiting Writers: Hardin Young and Jeffery Johnson
Five Ways to Look at a Lava Lamp
1) The lava lamp is silent and cold when the lights go out.
2) The lava lamp's green bubbles are like oatmeal cookies.
3) Sitting beside the digital alarm clock the lava lamp grew ten bubbles at a time.
4) Swallowing each other, bubbles in the glass dome make war.
5) The black dome and top were like tunnels on the lava lamp.
Ludie Sexton

Ocean Safari
Fall
Fall smells like fresh cut wood.
Fall tastes like smoked ham and dressing.
I hear deer moving around in the woods.
I see leaves falling to the ground.
My hands hurt from touching and cutting wood.

Jump into the ocean
with Sondra and me.
Let's tour for creatures
who live in the sea.
One clam sits, mouth wide
open; two dolphins play as
three starfish eat under
the sea.

Daniel Watson

A school of four blue fish
swim by in a flash!
Five crabs play and
waddle in dark green sea
grass.

Five ways to Look at Breakfast
1) It was so horrible my dog rolled in it.
2) I think it was road kill stuffed in a shell.
3) The lunch lady went to the road and scraped it off.
4) The stuff stunk like a skunk and had salsa on it.
5) Whatever it was, it was still moving.
Brittany Niswonger

It's nice that we're
seeing them, but there's
more to the plan.
Let's count all these sea
creatures and start with
the clam.
Whitney Huskey
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Recipe for Sadness
Cry out all your tears into a cup and
drink them again.
Blow your nose and accidentally sneeze
on your burger and cry even more.
Go into your room and cry so
much you have to take a boat
to the bathroom.
Alicia Boode

Recipe for Aging
hug the brothers of failure and fate
kill your cat and eat a buzzard
write a book with no cover
take the rind of a watermelon and
the stem of a cherry
eat a stick of deodorant for
your afterlife; if you smell bad
you'll pay the price
love your family; love your kids
your life is an odyssey
live it long for it won't
be long till your gone

Trees
Trees are the kindest things I know.
They do no harm, they simply grow
and make shade for sleepy cows and
gather the birds among their boughs.
They give us fruits and leaves above and
wood to make our houses out of and
leaves to burn on Halloween and in
the spring news buds are green.
They are the last to hold the light
when evening changes into night and
when a moon floats on the sky.
They hum a drowsy lullaby to
sleepy children long ago.
Trees are the kindest things I know.
John A.K. Wilson

Recipe for Warmth

Ludie Sexton
Swallow a lit torch
Jump inside a log of fire
hug a certain someone
down a bottle of hot sauce
stick your fingers in your light socket
step inside the water heater
pile inside all your winter clothes
Amanda Cook
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River Valley School District Return
Strawberry, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Regina Brown
Visiting Writers: Hardin Young and Laura Gray
Ocean
I see the ocean,
with fish in it,
crabs and clams
swim smoothly through it.
Its dark places have
scai) thoughts
where whales and
sharks sleep.
It's bluer than blue
It's clear with
grass that lives
at the bottom.

The Woman With a Picture
I saw a woman sitting on her porch
staring at an old picture of her husband
as if looking back on her past
think of him trying to remember
the way he used to drink his coffee
or the way he would whistle while
he washed the dishes. I just wish
I could cheer her up as my mom did
when I lost my dog Copper.
Kristen

Heather Potts

Atlantis
The Early Morning

To get to Atlantis
I would sail
deep in the ocean
on a polka-dotted fish.
I would swim to a wizard
and make
a wish
I would break
through a mountain
and fly on a bird.

Among the early morning
farmhouses in the mist
of the bog a should be
butchered pig sat on
a log eating a toad
or was it a frog?
Michael Richardson

Lori Masey

11 7

George Washington's Life
They say I never told a lie.
It was true, but I regret it every time.
As a lad, I was never lie, but I got so many wuppins.
That changed when I grew older. If I never told a lie,
then how did they expect me to get all the way
to the presidency?

Spring Birthday Party

Tyler Wright

The hearing
of my friends laughing
as they play in the rain
is like hearing
the birds chirping
their songs in the spring.
The smell
ofthe fresh
rain pouring
as we jump
on my trampoline.
The taste
of candy
makes my mouth water.
The sight
of rain falling
and friends playing.
The feel
of rain falling on my head.

Down in Tombstone
Down here in Tombstone
us men have to hustle
up our own grub
because we don't believe
in squaws. Here in Tomb-stone we have no lawmen,
because if we have
a problem we take it out
in the streets and besides
that there isn't anybody brave
enough to be a lawman.
We have no bank
either, because every time
someone puts their three
cents in, it's gone
one minute later.
So remember if you
are faint at heart or
have a lot of money,
Tombstone isn't a
place for you.

Tera Polston

Mountain Peaks

Michael Richardson

I look right at the mountain
peaks with cobalt at the base,
the light shines on the silent snow,
with sunlight as still as grace.
Kay/a Smith
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Scranton High School
Scranton, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Laura Witt
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and James Katowich

Jane Tells All
As I sing into this rusty brown stick
Shovels beyond shovels of memories are dumped
onto me.
She dies in her sleep to have me fmd her
peacefully lying in her silk pajamas
I run scared out of my mind
fluttering for words.

Roy Tells All

Sarah Lensing

The Goat Bones Up on Cornbread
Goat Walks,
Talks and plays alone
But doesn't know how to make
that fresh golden crust cornbread,
his flaw which hurts him
each day. Make him want to fly away.
Johnny

The elm tree tells a story of
how we once loved.
My wrinkled skin tells me how much
I make you feel ashamed of me.
The cigarette smoke and my
bulging belly, which makes me feel
pregnant, tells me how much I
fear you .
Richard Walker

The Broken Clock Bones Up on Time
Broken clock on the wall. Time
once your ally, but now betrays you.
Face smeared and body scarred.
Although falling behind, you tick
still rhymes.
Jared Keathley
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Roy Tells All
As I drive my truck, my body wrinkled with age
I remember the night I made Jane.
Ruby was holding a skillet when I first saw her
wearing a new velvet dress, cooking dinner,
though she's changed over the years.
She has become a very depressed woman wrinkled in time
who would threaten a life to be young again.
I only drive to save money for Jane
So one day I will be able to see my
daughter singing in her bar filled with
happy people and cigarette smoke
The Juggler Bones Up on Feet
and enjoying the lovely sound of her voice
one last time before I expire.
Retchous rank smell of feet.
Weird as it may seem. Ajuggler
Nicole Fox
uses hands and finds feet so fascinating.
Toes like Vienna sausages painted
colors of dark sandy beaches
dreams of such
perfect feet. He was blessed with
Another Day
perfect hands. "Why, Oh Why,"
juggler screams. The balls hits the floor.
The city was full of blue devils
Scrubbing out the tired beaten hands
of the wild and snarling ostrich
All the while the city bus sliced
through the cold rows of streets
Looking, waiting for the next wolf to come.

Stephanie Dawn Rice

Nicole Turner

The Embarrassment Factory
I see whoopee cushions, parents, rusted bikes. Thorn trees falling
on you, people dropping icicles on your head for a joke. You
riding an old rusted tricycle, overalls that are 3 sizes too small
a man wearing a blouse, old shoes that
have holes in them, old glasses with duct tape all over them, poor people,
old shirts.
Doug Schluterman
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Smith Elementary
Springdale, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Patti Hays
Visiting Writers: Nic Pizzolatto and Gabrielle ldlet

Elvis
Loss

I don't like the taste of pills.
I don't like the smell of skunk.
I don't like the touch of a porcupine.
I don't like to hear the sound of a semi.
I don't like to see my own death.
All I want is my life back. Thank ya
thank ya very much.

Forget the gone
What is done is gone
Live your life and
Forget the gone

Ashley Sharp

Jonathan Baker

Pinocchio Cries
Slowly walking with a clunk clunk clunk
Empty inside with no heart to go to
When I touch splinters will hurt them
I think to myself, why me and why not me
I try to cry but nothing will come out
I am just wood trying to find a home
I live on forever never to die.

Bryan Jones

Disturbed
In his nonhumble home of Springdale Zared is annoyed, because his sister the diabolical genius
is planning something annoying. His parents are out and the diabolical genius has disappeared.
She has been especially diabolical today. All of a sudden the genius jumps with something to
annoy me. As she hits the ground I run. I run to my room and jump on my bed, but the genius
catches me and tortures me with her annoying tool. I lay being tortured and knowing she is
younger than me.

Zared Gay
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Growing Tadpole
Egg guy yuck tasted like bugs.
Tadpole smells like fresh cut spring
flowers spread across a babbling brook
with a hint of lemon. See one
of us growing limes like one
tree growing, really growing. Frogs hear
sounds like one fly after another
buzzing like a nonstop pest.
Snappy taste crude fringe salted
with worms.

Love
There is one person in my life.
He is deep in my heart
So delicate in the wind.
His dark blond hair blows.
I only wish he knew
How much I feel.
There is a pattern in my soul
That calls out his name.
He flies around my head
Like a lonely hawk on the plains.

Reece Davis

Falling Snow

Meagan Jordan

Small stones falling in water
Melting ice on a hot day
Something falling at a high speed
Fast wind blowing hard
Something tryng to breathe
A goose's soft honk
Ashley Sharp

Woman Loses Wooden Leg in Beaver Lake
Hello, I'm Ursula. I'm a really old lady, and I'm really grumpy. So for your own safety I would
just stay for the story of my event in Beaver Lake, nothing more. Ask the guy on the Channel 5
News. I gave him a concussion with my false teeth. I got mad and threw them at him. He
stayed late and asked for cookies and tea. Anyway, back to my terrible event. It was 1893, and
I was on a ferry ride looking for beavers. The boat crashed and I took off for the other end of
Beaver Lake, but when my wooden leg hit the water, it was like some call to the beavers. They
came up to me and ate my leg and hair. So there's my story. Now go. I've got cookies in the
oven, but don't ask me for any. Now go. Get out of here. Get.
Stevie
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Stuttgart Junior High
Stuttgart, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Lawana Shuck
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Mary Stokes
That's Life
It Must Have Been The Fishsticks
It must have been the fishsticks
Those darn fishsticks
That swam from Argentina
And raided the U.S.
By using their brilliance in chemistry
They turned the diamonds into undershirts.
Oh, what a horrible thing to do!
Then out of those undershirts
They made their own flag
Being navy, lime green, and red.
They also drew minnows
On the flags that struck fear in humans
That reminded them of what they once were.
Meanwhile, up in the frozen terrain of Alaska
The army of cornbread was brainstorming a plan
A plan to make the fishsticks fail
A plan to rid the U.S. of their horrible wrath.
Then they made their move.
On a Tuesday at dusk they began their march.
Oh, those brave cornbread souls.
Never will they escape my memory.
The battle was long and hard.
But in the end the cornbread prevailed!
And for their victory meal
They fried the fishsticks
And ate watermelons for dessert.
Nora Gibbons

My life has been a chain.
Tears have been shed.
Mechanical pencils have been lost.
Oranges have been dropped.
For help I've leaned on a crutch.
Ashten Adamson

I Know You, AI
AI, I know I've seen
you somewhere before, but
where? Could I have
seen you as a traveler
in the west? Or did I
see you Tuesday walking
along the ocean? Though
I can't brainstorm where
I've seen you, I know
I've seen you somewhere, AI.
Possibly you were the
little boy in the undershirt
playing in the dirt.
Or were you the psychic
man that was telling
people their fortunes? I
know now who you are,
you are the boy that was eating
some watermelon in the
dirt. I will always remember
this memory of you.
Ashley Burdett
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The Coach Nobody Liked
When you think you are a failure, the mean coach would say, hey, you need to
trace your steps and follow them running and give me ten laps. Tuesday you
are going to come to me after school and your tail will drop and run three
laps, 10 push-ups, 30 sit-ups, and by the way you're lifting weights, and
you'll never be the same or give yourself a word that you're a failure. The
coach is a fiction that everyone likes. If you're a man, Coach Harris, she will
work you till hey, till your tail is gone.
Do you want to wrestle to getting your tail up, she would say when you sit
down, and she will make a frown on her face and have it frozen on her the
whole time like dirt or dust on your body or face. Boy, but if you give her
a watermelon all hike will break loose, she would say Hi, you look like you
need time off, you look blurry and like you lost memory. Your undershirt is
wet with sweat. She is just killing bees everywhere everyone lives.

Racquel Phillips

Defiant Bride
He told her to go fishing in the Arkansas
River, but she went to the ocean.
He asked her to join the army, but
she joined the navy instead.
He told her to trace the picture, but
she erased it.
He told her to go buy a canteloupe,
but she bought a watermelon instead.
He wanted to buy pearls, but she bought
diamonds.

I Know You, AI
I know a clumsy man
whose fortune's very bad-he doesn't like dirt
in memory of his brother Chad.
No sign of fiction or failure,
the watermelon was hard to curl.
If you don't like to march,
sit here with this navy girl.
We had to win the charm
without one good trace.
To me this man is a traveler,
the loafer is in his face.

Joe Strickland

Laray Loudermilk

The Guy That Lied
My heart capsized when he walked in.
He came up to me like bait.
I looked deep into him and I
saw my coffm afloat.
He said that I was the only
one, he said that his heart
scratched like fiberglass.

Jordan Krisell
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West Fork Middle School
West Fork, Arkansas
Faculty Contact: Linda Fulton
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Adam Clay
A Touch of Mexico
Mexico looks like an
island all green and pretty.
The people sound like brooms
brushing at the ground. The
elevators there are like crumbs
falling down. Their food tastes
like pie as sweet as gum.
The weather there is like a
soft comb going through your
hair. Mexico looks like a reed
all green and pretty.

The Lung Doesn't Know It's a Lung
It thinks it's a god who controls the sky.
It wants to be a flame or a prisoner.
He likes to eat the frozen mist in winter.
He likes taking photographs of the
bread covered with mold.
Even though he doesn't have much
energy he still plays with treasure.
Ethan Murphy

Jadie Rodriguez

Elimination Dance
Those who eat garbage and pretend that their eyes
are falling out.
Those who float on a drifting log in a flooded
nver.
Those who are afraid of the dead, alive and snakes.
Those who have been slapped at a cemetery by
a chuckling girl.
Those who dream on a hill with a fork in their hand.
Those who have sat in a smelling chair in a
empty house.

Austin Clem
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Things Being Done All Day
Waterslides splash kids.
Rollercoasters run lunch ladies away.
Children crush pictures into pieces.

The Crazy Storm Knee
The knee doesn't know it's a knee.
It thinks it's a storm that spirals through town.
It likes to go to the desert for vacation.
It has a lot of energy to go around and round.
The knee hates salt. It will spit and gurgle it out.
He has plenty of teeth.
It uses it for grinding bread.
The knee goes over the landscape
And comes back with a headache.
Jess Holiday

Hillary Bolin

Terrible Mars
Mars is like a red M & M.
It dreams about tasting chocolate
sugar cubes. Flies live on Mars. They
sound like a broken typewriter. The
planet is like a hollow log. The flies
fly around taking photographs. Mars is
like a chocolate ice cube.
Cody Ellis

Elimination Dance
All Earth people who pretend to laugh.
Damsels who have locust orchids.
People with old pet snakes swimming in a flooded bank.
People who have been hit with a walnut flung by a squirrel.
Someone who unfolded a dream in October.
People who chuckle at fairytales like memories.

Abby Graupner
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VISITING WRITERS
Bobby Ampezzan received his undergraduate degree from Dickinson College of
Pennsylvania where he was a student of fiction writer Susan Perabo, former director of
the Arkansas Writers in the Schools program.
Tara Bray is co-director of Arkansas Writers in the Schools. Her work has appeared in
Green Mountains Review, Many Mountains Moving, The Southern Review, Puerto del
Sol, and Midwest Quarterly.
Elizabeth Bryer is a graduate student studying fiction writing at the University of
Arkansas. She was awarded a Lily Peter fellowship in 2002.
Adam Clay is co-director of the Writers in the Schools program. He is a second year
poet from Mississippi.
Mark Cherry received Lily Peter fellowships for fiction in 2000 and 2001.
Sean Chapman has published poems in Zone 3, The Laurel Review, Aethlon
Journal of Sports Literature, Louisiana Literature, Water-Stone, The Distillery and
elsewhere. He is a former co-director for Arkansas Writers in the Schools.
Bethany Edstrom is a former co-director of the Arkansas Writers in the Schools.
She currently teaches at Choate Rosemary in Connecticut. Her work has appeared in
Crab Orchard Review, Timber Creek Review, The Chariton Review, Plainsongs, River
Oak Review, and Slipstream.
Steve Ewing is a fourth year fiction writer.
Laura Gray, raised in Scottsboro, Alabama, earned her BA in English and Political
Science from the University of North Alabama, her MA in English from the University of
Montevallo, and her MFA in poetry from the University of Arkansas.
Anne Greenwood is a second-year student in the literature program at the University
of Arkansas.
Matt Henriksen is a second year poet from Wisconsin. His most recent publication
appears in can we have our ball back?
Annaliese Hoehling is a second year student in the translation program.
Cathy Hunter writes poetry, fiction, and plays. She completed her MFA in 2002.
Gabrille ldlet's work has appeared in the LA Weekly, US Weekly, IFF, and The
Sundance Film Festival Catalogue.
127

Jeff Johnson is a third year poet from Chicago.
Shannon Jonas is in his second year of the poetry program at the U. of A.
where he enjoys the misadventures of "Author" Wiggen, reading poems written in
dialect, & avoiding the camera.
James Katowich is an instructor of English at Louisiana Tech in Ruston.
Sandy Longhorn teaches and lives in Fayetteville, AR. Her poems have
appeared in Black Warrior Review, Gulf Stream, River Styx, Shenandoah, Sonora
Review, and elsewhere.
Bonnie MacPhee is a fiction writer from Avon, Massachusetts.
Scott Morris graduated with an MFA in fiction in 2002. His work has appeared in The
Texas Review.
Bill Notter worked as a mechanic, a construction laborer, and an alcohol and drug
counselor before coming to the University of Arkansas. His poems have appeared in
Alligator Juniper, The Formalist, Poet Lore, and his chapbook More Space Than
Anyone Can Stand.
Doug Park is a fiction writer from the midwest.
Nic Pizzolatto is a second year fiction writer.
Adam Prince was educated at Vassar and went on to teach English in Korea. He is in
his fourth year of the fiction program, and he received a Lily Peter Fellowship in fiction
in 2000 and 2002.
Tony Tost's work has appeared in Fence, Field, can we have our ball back?, and
storySouth. He received a Lily Peter in 2002. He was voted Most Dedicated Student
for the 2002-03 school year.
Mary Stokes graduated in 2002 with an MFA in poetry. She now works in Austin,
Texas for the National Wildlife Federation.
Starla Wallick is a second year student in translation.
Hardin Young is a third-year fiction writer at the University of Arkansas. He received a
Walton Fellowship for 2002-03.
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SCHOOLS VISITED IN 2001-2002

Angie Grant Elementary School
Arch Ford Co-op
Arkansas City Elementary & Middle Schools
Arkansas City High School
Augusta Elementary School
Bald Knob Middle School
Bay High School
Bayou Meto Elementary School
Benton County Juvenile Detention Center
Benton Middle School
Blevins High School
Buffalo Island Central Elementary, East
Ruffalo Island Central Elementary, West
Carlisle Elementary
Centerpoint High School
Central Elementary School
Coleman Intermediate
Cord-Charlotte High School
Crittenden Arts Council
Crawfordsville Elementary
West Memphis High School
Forrest City High School
llughcs High School
Wonder Junior High
West .Junior High
Marion Schools
St. Michaels
West Memphis Christian

Delta High School
Dumas High School
Fouke Elementary School
Grady High School
Greenbrier Westside Elementary
Hamburg Junior High
Highland Middle School
Highland High School
Howard Perin Elementary School
.Junction City Elementary School
Upper Lakeside Elementary School
Lonoke Elementary School
Magazine Elementary School
Mammoth Spring Elementary School
Mammoth Spring High School
Mathias Elementary School
Monticello Intermediate
Norphlet Elementary School
Oak Ridge Central High School
Osceola Middle School
Otter Creek Elementary School
River Valley School District
Scranton High School
Smith Elementary School
Stuttgart .Junior High
West Fork Middle School

