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About This Anthology 

The Writers in the Schools Program is now in its 29th year. Overseen by 
Professor Emeritus James Whitehead, led by co-directors Amy Nawrocki and 
Bethany Edstrom, 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 stu
dents wrote poems in the form of letters, and some created personas--other peo
ple through whose eyes the world of the poems are revealed. Some classes invent
ed 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 te?-chers 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 inten
tional 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 (501) 575-4301 or wits@cavem.uark.edu. 
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Amity Elementary School 
Amity, AR 

Faculty Contact: Cass Adams 
Visiting Writers: Andy Albertson and Bobby Ampezzan 

Ten-Year-Old Girls Are 
Mean 

Ten-year-old girls are mean. 
They hit, they kick, and even 
Throw sticks at you. They chase you 
Too. Ten-year-old girls are mean. 
They slap you in the face. They 
Hit with sticks. Ten-year-old girls are 
Mean. They hit you with bags. 
They throw paper balls. They even 
Spill your coffee on you. 

Derek 

12 Ways I Wish 

I wish I could eat crocodile guts. 
I wish I could swim in fire. 
I wish I could jump in Antarctic waters. 
I wish I could beat up Arkansas. 
I wish I could stop the world from turning. 
I wish I could breathe in outer space. 
I wish I could fly with meteors. 

My High-Powered 
Girlfriend 

My girlfriend is high-powered. 
She is the boss. She is like a 
Lion tearing at your heart when 
She doesn' t get her way. 
She is my master. She wears 
The pants around the house. 
She is like a rose. If you give it 
Water, it will continue being pretty 
If you don't, it will get ugly. 

Andrew 

I wish I could crash an eighteen-wheeler into a monster truck. 
I wish I could stop everything in the whole universe. 
I wish I could kill the whole universe. 
I wish I could only eat meat. 
I wish I could have all the lava in my stomach. 

Tyler 
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The Purple Tiger 

There was a purple tiger that lived in a twenty-story house. He put his rubber feet on a sting
ing carpet. He smelled air. He met my cousin and his tail wagged 1 00 mph. He went to the 
beach and swam around. "I wish it would rain," he said. It rained hail and knocked him 
unconscious. He woke up and said, "I need to use the bathroom." 

Chad 

The Intelligent Beach Bums 

The sat on the beach all day long 
Solving math problems with a big yellow, 
Black and blue toad. 
One day they got such a hard math 
Problem that it took them two days, 
Four hours, ten minutes, twenty-one seconds, and 
Two hundred sheets of paper! 
They worked so hard that the bums 
All turned red, purple, and blue. 
From then on they were ordinary bums 
Except for the fact they were different 
Colors. 

Mimi Mengis 

How the Dead Cat Got Its Torn 
Rebel Flag 

There was a dead cat named Dog-gone. 
He went to heaven and an angel told him 
That if he wanted to stay in heaven, he had 
To get a torn rebel flag. 
He went to earth and joined a war. 
The deal was that if his side won, then he 
Would get the flag. 
His side lost and he went to you-know-where. 
Don't think that though because he didn't. 
He just stayed on earth. Last time I checked 
He was ok except he was dead. 

Sam Harris 
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If I Should Nap with 
Death 

If I should nap with death 
I might be extremely quiet 
As not to wake it 
Also I would say hello and good-bye to 
All I know and meet 
If I should nap with death I should 
Go, happily, to sleep. 
For how unfinished this may be 
To those who are a critic 
I might say this to you 
You go nap with death and tell me 
What you see. 

Meg Garner 



Arch Ford Educational Cooperative 
Plumerville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Polly Bakker 
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost, Emoke Pulay, Mark Cherry, 

and Hardin Young 

Stars 

Stars are children of the sun. 
The star's favorite food is frog legs. 
A falling star is a star going on vacation. 
Stars like to dance. 
They like Scottish jigs the best. 
Stars had hair at first, but it burned off. 
On a cloudy night, the clouds are visiting the stars. 
Stars like to draw pictures in the sky. 
Peanut butter is too sticky for stars. 
The North Star's real name is Caitlin. 
The stars are best friends with the moon. 
When stars are happy they draw smiles in the sky. 

MegArey 

Hunger 

I am hungry 
I look in the refrigerator 
There is no food 
I go to the store 
There is nothing I like 
I make my own food 
I don' t like it 
I give it a name 

Joey Balch 
Out of Place 

My Rolling/Rocking 
Horse 

I heard a quack in the swamp. 
It might have been a cow 
from the sound of it. 
If I had seen the cow, its spots 
most likely would be 
in the shape of Alaska. 
I saw a bright blue 
flashy thing zoom by. 
Then I saw bubbles sink down 
in the swamp. Then I promise 
I really did see the cow. 
It said Quack Quack Moo! 
I was so shocked that it 
had said a thing at all. 
I got my friends to come 
down and see, so I 
took them to the swamp 
on my rolling/rocking horse. 
They said "Nasty, that smell 
is horrid and you're crazy," 
and off they went on my 
rolling/rocking horse. 

Tiffany Myrick 

The big book on a shelf full of paperbacks. 
The only table in a room full of chairs. 
The only tree between the highways. 
The only redhead in a world made for blondes. 
The only silent voice in a room full of poets. 

Christie Melton 
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The Planet on the Table 

There once was a man with big ears. 
People made fun of them and the man was quite tired of it. 
He decided to create a machine to shrink them. 
Many hard years of labor passed and the man grew old. 
At last, at the age of 78, the product of his work was complete. 
No one would taunt him anymore. 
He set the machine to shrink mode, aimed it at his ears, stood back, and waited. 
At the last second, a bat flew in and corrupted the machine. 
Assuming that it was broken, the man 
flailed the thing in his hand at the bat outside. 
Zap! The machine went off and shot a beam into space. 
It hit Mars and shrank it down to the size of a pea. 
The next morning, the man was having peas for breakfast 
and Mars fell onto the table, into the peas, and he never noticed. 

Hillary Birdsong 

The Booger 

Rolling Chair 

The rolling chair never sits still. 
It's as rambunctious as a little kid. 
Rolling all over the room, 
bumping into this and that, 
but I guess that all depends on 
who is in the chair. 

Crystal Ballard 

The booger is always dancing. The party is hard to control. 
When your nose is stopped up, the booger is sleeping. 
On days when you have a runny nose, the booger is dying. 

There it goes. 
Boogers travel, though you may not see, from South Africa to Germany. 
On days that the sun is shining bright, the booger has found a woman. 
The boogers have brothers but not sisters, fathers but no mothers. 
The boogers always cry, but they are not shy not shy. 
The boogers are the best astronauts when you blow your nose. 

There they go. 
Sometimes boogers get stuck on things: your homework, your food or book. 
Boogers love to dance on their tip toes. Take their picture. One day 
they might be famous, who knows. 

Courtney Turner 
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Fear 

The man in the cell is jumping wildly 
as if something happened. 

The cheetah is screaming, 
to keep the others away. 

The girl's parents die. 
She is on the street, shivering and alone. 

The greyhound is mad, chasing Benny. 
The look on Benny's face makes me nervous. 

The snakes come into the room 
and flood the walls. There is no way out. 

Jarrod Montgomery 

The Hammerhead Shark 

Light Grey 
Ashton said "That one big shark!" 

The hammerhead made a movement. 
Bu Bump! Bu Bump! 

The shark went through the deck! 
Crash it went. 

Never compare the shark to anything! 

Darion 0 'Neal 

The Mysterious Cyclops 

Once there was a mysterious Cyclops. 
It didn't have one eye; it had three. 
It wasn't mean; it was nice. 
It was all the opposite of any other Cyclops. 
It was a different color, too. 
It was green! 
It was green, so it could hide in the forest. 
Then it was found. 
The people pretended to be his friend. 
Then they killed him. 

Rachelle Bishop 

11 



A Diamond 

A diamond in the dirt is ugly. 
A diamond is something to put on your fingers 
to draw attention from your broken nail. 
A diamond is a lump of coal 
that has seen far worse days than I. 
Most women spend more on diamonds 
than on shoes. A diamond shimmers 
much like a wad of tin foil. 
A diamond is useful to prop up a table. 
A diamond in the dirt is ugly. 

Mikala Knight 

Brain 

Your brain is actually 
a ball of spaghetti. 

When you're not in the mood to learn 
you can turn your brain off. 

Your brain never gets the credit 
for its body's work. 

Your hair is actually to keep 
your brain warm. 

Sometimes if you look through your ears, 
you can see your brain. 

Your brain wishes it had legs, 
so it could explore the world 
without looking through your eyes. 

Mallory George 
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Confused 

As a single woman awaits a cab, 
a yellow cab becomes green. 

All the earth still in its place, 
one young girl hasn't changed. 

The lights at a concert flicker, 
except that of the color blue. 

Only one rose petal doesn't fall , 
but forms another flower. 

The chair you sit down in has four legs. 
The chair you get up from has three. 

The air conditioner works, 
but only blows hot air. 

Chelsey White 



Beebe Elementary School 
Beebe, AR 

Faculty Contact: Anita Bogard 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Amy Letter 

What is Shy? 

It is when I look in the 
Mirror. When I look in water. 
When I look in my truck. 
When I look in my car. 
When I look in my own windows. 
When I went to kindergarten. 
When I went to first. 
When I went to second. 
When I see a turtle. 
When I see a bear. 

Kristen Whitman 

Untitled 

You hear the 
crickets and the 
owl. You will see 
the sun go down 
and the moon come 
up. Now the fire
flies come out 
flashing their lights and 
the deer with their glowing eyes. 

Steven Rolland 
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Rain 

Rain will clean 
you off and 
water the 
flowers I love 
rain some rain 
is sad and nice 

Logan McClelland 

The Pig and the Rooster 

The big pink pig and the big red 
and brown rooster. They are going 
across the China Sea. The boat is 
polka-dotted purple dots and yellow. 
The pig squealed because he 
was afraid that they would sink 
in the China Sea. The pig had blue 
eyes. The rooster had blue eyes 
too. The rooster said cockadoodle
doo! The pig waved his curly tail 
and squealed again. They sank. The end. 

Jordon Galloway 



Untitled 

The train that moves 
on the double, it moves 
very quickly with the wind 
against my feet. It is white 
and worn out. It is rusty 
and cold. It has 
flowers and plowers that 
move. It makes a sound like 
this: tooooooooooooooooot 
toooooot with the bee 
keeper to keep the bees 
and get the honey. There 
will be horses and goats and 
cows and sheep and snakes 
and ducks and geese and cats and dogs 
and squirrels and raccoons and tigers and bears 
and lions and muskrats and wart hogs and 
turtles and Siamese tigers and 
hippopotami and elephants. 

Sheldon Jackson 

Cars 

The sound that it makes is 
beep beep 
and it has to have gas 
to go somewhere 
it goes to Beebe, to Cabot, to Little Rock 
and if you run out of gas 
then you have to push it to a gas station or leave it. 

Mattie Ballentine 
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The Things that 
Move 

The air moves here and there 
Up and down. 
Sometimes it will whistle. 
Fast and slow. 
Long and short. 
Loud and short. 
High and low. 

Travis Spikes 



Benton County Juvenile Detention Center 
Bentonville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Karen Clark 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom 

Fire Monsters in the Man's Fried Brain 

Blurry images go through the man's head, 
shadowed thoughts--sometimes he wished he was dead. 
Dancing dwarves swarm around his place. 
He starts to get scared the dwarves are punching him in his face. 
He curls up and yells for help, 
and two men in white come and take him away. 
The man struggles in his cell, 
still screaming, shuddering in his fear. 
The last thing he saw was the men in white 
and a needle that enters his vein. 
He passes out with a birdcage on his brain. 

Jason 

Room ofA3 

In this room in the JDC 
I found a cigarette in the round hole. 
I drank a fifth of whiskey in my cell, 
then Mr. 1 came in and yelled at me 
and said we didn't change the rules. No 
smoking or drinking. Then he took a drink 
and became green in this room in the JDC. 
The toilet is very cold. 

Kurtis 

My Dad 

The old man 
sitting in his boat 
out on the lake on a very sunny day. 
He flings his rod with great intensity. 
His lure smacks the water with a small pop. 
His bald head reflects the sunshine. 
He's got one, yank, sets the hook and reels it in. 
It's a keeper, but still he lets it go. 

Ben 

15 



My Car 

My car used to be as gray as the sky 
on the cloudiest day, 

but now it is as red as a child's 
face after laughing as hard as possible. 
I like to listen to music while driving, 
such as Green Day, The Cars, Operation 
Ivy, and The Cure. 
My car is as wide as bell bottoms. 
It's as old as my oldest cousin. 
When I slam the brakes, it slides, 
yells, shouts, and screams. 
It's as shiny as wet hair, 
as sly as a mouse. 
Luckily it has no damage. 
Everyone likes to stare with their eyes, 
I like to hear the sound of my car 
keys as I walk out the front door to leave. 
My car is the most beautiful car I have 
ever seen. 

Olivia 

Together Forever 

Loneliness Upon the 
Brown Roof 

Orion seemed close enough to touch. 
The planets seem so far away. 
Upon the roof climbs a dwarf. 
Facing the blurry sun, 
He reaches blindly for a branch. 
No one to talk to or to wink at, 
All he has is the loneliness 
upon the brown roof as comfort. 

Rod a 

She sits on a log in the woods behind my house. A small blanket of sunlight rains down through 
the forest roof. Rain still trickles from the recent shower. I look into her eyes and try to remem
ber why they're so familiar. Now I know--I've seen them in my dreams repeatedly. She is my 
only desire. 

As we walk down the trail I tell her things only she can know. She will never repeat what I 
have said. 

We come to the lake and sit down on a bluff. I look into the water and think how deep it is. It 
has no measure on my love for her. Like she could read my mind she explained how she recent
ly uncovered her true feelings for me. They're deeper than the bottomless pits of hell and higher 
than heaven's sky. 

Now our physical form has changed dramatically. But I still feel the same way. We are each 
other's shadow. We never look sideways, but always ahead to the day that our ashes will be 
thrown off this very cliff into the wind as it whistles through the caves below, and eventually 
into the lake. 

Jon 
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Benton Middle School 
Benton, AR 

Faculty Contact: Polly Caldwell 
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Bethany Edstrom 

Untitled 

"Wake up, little goldfish," says Anna. "I got some yummy fishfood for you." Now I've 
got to put on my work uniform, she says to herself. 

"The ice cream truck and mixer are in the driveway waiting for you," says her boss. 
Later in the day the children want ice cream, and they ask for chocolate but Anna gives them 
vanilla. Another boy named John asks for blue and gets red. Then all of a sudden Anna knows 
she is making all of the kids scream and cry. Anna has been lonely for years now and she 
decides to quit work. In the many days that pass by she has weird dreams. 

Bliss Burton 

Title's on the Line 

"Coach, put me in, please. I can do it, Coach. I know I can." 
"Coach, don't put him in--I have a hurt ankle and still could do better than this worth

Jess piece of trash," I heard him say wearily. 
"Nobody on the Philadelphia 76ers is a piece of trash," Coach said. "Scott Good, get in 

there." 
"Thanks, Coach, thanks. I won't let you down." I can't let him down, I can't let him 

down, I can't let him down. Ooooh no, Jim Dandy is guarding me. 
"OK Folks, with 30 seconds left it's Lakers 100, Philadelphia 98," the announcer 

shouted. 
"I know this bench warmer is going to mess up--why the heck did you put him in?" 

Jimmy exclaimed. 
"--Philadelphia bringing it down ..... 10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 5, 4--the pass to Scott Good. Oooooh 

no, he's trying the half court hook shot. 3, 2, 1, swish buzzzzz. Philadelphia wins 101-1 00, what 
a game!!! I can 't believe it, oh my gosh. That will go down in the books, folks." 

"That's what I call skill, Jimmy." 

Garrett Crowson 
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Evil Betty! 

"Get back to clipping the lawn with scissors!" I yelled at Jake. 
"But I'm thirsty, Granny Betty! Can't I get a drink? It must be 100 degrees outside." 
"No! Now get back to work before I make you clip the lawn with my toenail clippers." 
I walked in the bathroom, and Abby was asleep on the floor. "Hey, get back to work 

before I make you scrub the toilets 10 more times!" 
"I'm sorry," Abby replied, "but I was up all night scrubbing toilets. I'm just tired." 
I walked into the living room and sat down to watch TV. Boy, was it hot. I pulled out 

my dog whistle and blew it. "Fufu, get in here." He came in on his hands and knees, barking. 
"Good kid," I said. "Now go get me a Coke, and you'll get a gingersnap." 

Kathryn Dawson 

Untitled 

I. Five Seconds and a Lifetime of Pride to Live 

I sat in the stands as a sudden calmness settled over the crowd with Taylor on the court scream
ing in pain and clutching his ankle. The coach sent in Milano Cornfield. In the last five seconds 
of the game I swelled with pride because my grandson scored a medal for the U.S. I could tell 
even with my old eyes that Taylor was angry that he couldn't have made the winning basket. 
He limped out onto the court, stomping with the foot that wasn't hurt, and Milano dodged just 
in time as the fist swung past his face. 

II. Envy at the Last Hoop 

I broke my ankle right before I tried to score the last basket. I was taken out of the game and 
Milano Cornfield took my place. I wasn't too worried because I knew he would never measure 
up to me. But suddenly I saw with my own eyes that he had made it in the last five seconds. I 
was envious because the crowd was shouting his name, not mine. I felt like punching Milano 
and before I knew it I was on the court and my fist was passing his face. 

Sandy Vick 
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Benton Junior High School 
Benton, AR 

Faculty Contact: Shirley Maxwell 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom, Laura Gray, Amy 

Ramsden, and RD Hollenbeck 

Farewell to Florida 

I don't like Florida. I think it's crude. 
I think we should send a swarm of spiders-
No that's not good. It's just rude. 
Maybe we could set it aflame with many lighters. 
Then we could sell all its ashes 
Or we could let it sink in the ocean. 
People might have pictures of it on their dashes. 
Sure let's do it, we'll all take the notion. 
Florida is nothing more than a big blister-
Maybe we could let the Spanish take it over. 
It's worse than my big sister. 
I should go find a four-leaf clover. 
I do not like it, I really hate Florida, 
I think Alaska is much better. 
Before I would go there I would slice my aorta. 
I think their state should be filled with adders. 

Wade Edmondson 

Self Portrait in Ireland 

Suicide 

An old car finally runs no more 
when it hits a brick wall. 
The car has had no 
maintenance or oil change. 
No new tires, taken through 
rough roads as it loses control 
and hits the wall. The man 
who has been taken down the 
rough road or has touched 
the bottom of the swimming 
pool has nothing left. As he 
approaches the brick wall he 
puts the gun in his mouth. 
He smashes the wall with 
the pull of the trigger. The 
man will be like the car 
hauled off to the junk yard 
worthless. He is in the heap 
of coffms lying six feet under. 
He has nothing left. 

Eric Smithson 

In Ireland I speak with a strange accent, not them. I drive on the wrong side of the road, 
not them. I remember my old house back home and I wish I could bring it here. The 
people seem nicer and it has given me a good attitude. Sometimes I want to go back to 
my home, because it is not everything I expected here, but for some reason I don't. I 
am trying to make as many friends here as possible. I am not used to living in a town as 
small as this. Everyone knows my name here and regards me warmly. There are many 
kids here. They don't just play all day like I did back home--they have to work a bit, 
because there is a severe lack of people. I am not shy around these people for reasons I 
cannot explain. It feels like I have known them for a long time even though I haven't 
been here long. Yet I know I will be here for the rest of my life. 

Thomas Griffin 
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Passing Through Main Street, Benton 

The town of Benton is a contradiction within itself. 
There is nothing to do, but we're always busy. 
As you enter the older part of town 
the sight of old stores meets your eyes. 
Keep going you'll see a paper man standing still 
Forever holding his paper, unless someone cuts him down. 
As you pass through Main Street, 
Memories of parades and celebrations come to mind. 
Dancing in the street and seeing the old cars. 
Big excited horses 
And pee-wee cheerleaders jumping in the bed of a truck. 
All is quiet now, though 
Seemingly deserted except for occasional cars passing by. 
Two churches, a Methodist and Baptist, 
Stand tall and proud proclaiming their faith. 
As you come along you notice big maroon paw prints. 
You realize you're nearing the football field. 
On many a game played on the fresh cut grass. 
Now growing higher waiting to be cut again. 
You can almost hear the fans cheering 
As the home team has just scored a touchdown. 
But in reality all is quiet 
As most of Main Street, Benton is 
Until another parade or game 
When the town of Benton gathers in the streets. 

Kacie Thomas 

One Yellow Afternoon 

The memory is gone 
like the silence of the piano. 
My mom came home from work. 

She cooks chicken and rice for dinner. 
The oil spatters on her knuckle. 
The dog lies down and curls his tail 
around his body and sleeps. 

Long Truong 
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The Duties of the 
Mornings 

In the blurry morning 
as the golden sun rose 
the bees worked steadily 
to pollinate all the angel 
flowers that grow in the 
soil on this wonderful planet. 
The bark from the moss 
in the valley blistered the 
horseback piano as it 
bounced along the south corridor 
with the sailor playing "The 
January Tumbleweed" as the 
strawberry bride chases after 
her long lost lover the sailor. 

Matt McGinty 



Mr. Football Field Painter Man 

Mr. Football Field Painter Man, we would like to thank you 
for your hours of hard work making the field look perfect. 
We want to thank you for painting the lines with precision 
so that the players know exactly where they are 
and for making the end zone so beautiful and for the logo 
on the 50 yard line even though it takes hours to paint the field. 
It only takes a few minutes to destroy it. We salute you, Mr. Football Field 
Painter Man. 

Lance Chism 

A Worker 

A busy three-segment body scurries all around. 
It is looking for crumbs along the broken ground. 
His antennae are like spotlights, moving everywhere. 
His six little legs march to the ant song with extra care. 
The way he twists and turns is like the movement of a snake. 
He will only live a year, or a few months, give or take. 
He doesn't know this, nor does he mind. 
His life is blurry in this short time. 

Donna Stone 

My Room 

I open the door, darkness covers every square 
inch. I tum on the light and my hamster 
flinches. I turn on the lamp with the 
dancing wax. I trip on my guitar and bust 
the pick. I watch the world through a 
13" window while I listen to a song from 
the Beastie Boys. The hamster sleeps 
through all the noise. My floor is impassable 
with trash. The only way through is 
by hopping gaps. My world is not clean 
and my mother complains, but I like it 
that way. Across the globe there is not other 
place that I can truly call mine. 

Wayne Kennedy 
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Fear 

The coffin held the young boy 
and everyone that walked by felt the stomach 
cramps as they saw him lie there 
in the old and brown box. 

Heath Roseberry 



The Wind that Grins 

The weather gets to me like a whispering wind would do. 
It reminds me of the pet bird, which is also blue. 
A little old lady comes up to me and grins, 
with a rumble in her voice asks me if I hear the wind. 
Like strings from a harp or violin, my face becomes 
like the old lady's, covered with a grin. 
The kitten with this lady is falling fast asleep 
drifting off to a place where dreams can keep. 
The weather gets to me like a whispering wind, 
and looking at the lady once more, her eyes tell 
how she feels it too, along with her grin. 

Sarah Hillman 

A Child's Eyes 

My eyes are little and green. 
My ears are tucked away behind my hair. 
My nose is small and fragile. 
My mouth is closed but it is learning the language. 

Look, there is a dog. 
It has big eyes and ears. 
Its tongue hangs out of its mouth. 
He is laying down. 

Untitled 

When you see "Bubba" driving down 
Military Road without a shirt on 
in a truck with one headlight smashed 
you know you're in Benton. 

Codie Crumpton 

What's your name? 
I'm ten years old. 

To the Year 2050 

What? I asked you your name. 
Yes. I'm ten years old. 

You are smart 
But you don't get my question. 
You give advice 
But can't take a suggestion. 

Maybe my question was blurry 
Or it was whispered too low. 
No, I asked it crisp and clear, 

Remember that it was like this 
With the internet mankind's mind was turned to mush 
We sit around in class clicking pens 

Jenny Powell 

You must be in a stage where you'd rather crack 
your knuckles than to listen. 

Jacob Castleton 
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Bradford School 
Bradford, AR 

Faculty Contact: Nolan Brown 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Laura Runyan 

If I Were The Sea 

If I were the sea I would rule all the world, 
stealing children from their families to be my slaves 
beneath the deep blue waters. If I were the sea 
I would rip apart the ships that slice across my skin 
like heated fillet knives. If I were the sea 
I would suffocate all air-breathing swimmers 
just for my amusement. If I were the sea 
I would wreck and kill all that anger me 
and erase from existence all who oppose me. 
If I were the sea I would push away 
all who depend on me for food and shelter 
and gleefully bury them at the bottom of my dark 
blue waters. If I were the sea all 
would worship me. 

Zack Meachum 

Coleslaw 

Coleslaw, you are so gooey and crunchy like 
lizard scales and so colorful like 
lizard guts, and when I throw you 
you stick to the wall like an abstract 
painting, you are watery like lizard blood. 

Brandon H 

Barb Wire 

Construction Men 

Construction, don' t understand 
can't stand it how about 
you, then construction 
men are not so good 
tight jeans with their 
gut hanging out like 
the only exercising 
they do is picking 
up the remote, but then he's 
young, about the age 
of 19, tall, small, with 
a sweet little smile 
working hard without 
a care in the world 
I am starting to understand 
construction men. 

Abbe Roussel 

I feel the barbs ripping through my leg like a knife ripping through a peach's skin. A barb 
pierces through my finger like a needle piercing through a person's ear. I feel blood dripping 
down my leg and finger. The blood feels like water flowing down a waterfall. As a doctor sews 
me up I feel like a jolt of electricity flowing through the wires in August. 

Steven Jones 
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Dancing In The Wind 

I looked 
out the stained glass window 
just in time 
to see a homeless person 
crammed inside a cardboard box 
like a hermit crab. 

I stepped outside 
to walk around, and the air smelled 
like steaming heaps of logs 
at a lumber mill. The wind was soft 
against my cheeks. 

The wind felt so good 
that it could just pick me up 
and carry me off into the distance 
until you could see me no more. 

It felt like there were paler shades 
of April and May. The wind 
would pick you up and take you off 
into the sky like a flamingo dancer. 

Tara Scoggins 

About Dad 

Before I was born my dad 
broke his leg and had pins in his leg. 
He was hammering with a black 
hammer when he broke it. His dog 
was the one who tripped him. 
He was working in the backyard. 
The police car was black too. 
He still limps on it today. 
Now he listens to music 
that sounds like an ambulance. 

Daniel Brady 

A Glass of Water 

A glass of water heats up in the sun 
which is shrinking in size. Its awkward shape 
keeps me wondering. Moving, 
breathing, it's alive. Water squeezed out 
of a mountainside spring. It's running 
a marathon and gaining no feet--it's just there. 
A glass of water. 

Ciley Johnson 

What My Dog Told My Cat 

I will eat you like a blender dissolves ice cream 
or like a fan chops the air. 
I will spit you back up like a baby 
who just drank three gallons of milk and 
is on a roller coaster. I will bury you 
like a human being covered in mud till 
death. My teeth 
sink into your soul as if it were a Russian 
being held over a rebel flag 
and being shot to death 
or like a cow being slaughtered into hamburgers. 
I will slap you around like a dart board 
at 1 00 darts per second. 

Chad Andrews 
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Bryant Middle School 
Bryant, AR 

Faculty Contact: Sue Reeves 
Visiting Writers: Bobby Ampezzan and Tony Tost 

Paper 

Paper used to rule the world 
the rumor paper came from a tree 
was made by a paper hater in history 
Paper will not lie to you 
Although paper does not speak the truth 
27 is paper's lucky # 
paper is not rectangular 
paper is circled and yet squared 
It is known that paper recyclers end up in paper heaven 

Jessica Sutton 

Pepperjack cheese 

My Shoe 

Lying there sideways like a small shrub 
Just laying there while I fidget with my eagle No. 2 pencil 
My shoe a Nike basketball white and blue shoe by the way 
How goofy it looks just lying there on the bare kitchen floor 
My shoe 
Once I believed 
it would make me run faster 
jump higher 
be taller 
but now it is nothing. 

Robert Graham 

The moon is made of pepperjack cheese 
Nobody really eats pepperjack cheese, they stick it in their ear 
Pepperjack cheese will blow up if Grape Juice touches it 
Bowling balls are biffed with pepperjack cheese 
Some people use pepperjack cheese for lotion 
Preachers carry pepperjack cheese for good luck 
Pepperjack cheese is the only thing train drivers eat so they won't have to go to the bathroom 
very often. 

Joe McGavran 
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George Washington and the Page 

George Washington lived in a book 
He fell in love with a green and blue page 
in his book where he lives 
"There are many pages 
but this one is the most beautiful," says George 
George was talking to the page 
The page's name was 79 
A week later they fell in love 
They were like a tree and its leaves 
you could not separate them. 
Then one day 
a person came along and ripped 
the book apart. 
They were separated 
George was lost without her 
Then one day George was walking 
He found his wonderful book 
he went inside 
He found his page but She was all blue 
George loved her even more 
And until November 17, 1987 no one 
has ever been in love any more than 
they have. 

Angela Keys 

Desert Way 

Weird Chores! 

Do your homework! 
Mom and Dad always say! 
If I don't earn my keep 
I lose allowance 
So I did my homework 
Clean your room 
So I cleaned my room 
Run for President! 
So I ran for President 
Vacuum the lawn! 
I did 
Walk the cow! 
The cow is running so fast 
I think I' ll ride the cow! 

Lauren Kennedy 

The haunted snakes crawled across the sun-scorched earth searching for food. 
Hot rain seeped into their ice-white skin as they crawled further. The remains of torn open 
bodies lay on the ground. Their blood stained the ground. 
The killing ants had gone to war again. 

Will Thompson 
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Carlisle Elementary School 
Carlisle, AR 

Faculty Contact: Carolyn Martin 
Visiting Writers: Anne Greenwood and Mary Stokes 

You Are in Farmer Country 

To avoid this mean vicious 
animal, you have to stay away from cows, 

pigs, and horses. You must 
never play in the wheat fields. Be 

aware of the farmers ' 
dumb dogs. If you do encounter the 

farmer, you can do two 
things. One, you can say "I reckon 

that be being the dinner 
bell." Two, you can get on your 

hands and knees, start 
eating hay and say "Mooooo!" Be sure 

to have fun and be 
careful in Farmer Country! 

Matthew Wagner 

Haunting 

As they haunt through the 
vines of the trees, they whisper 
through the hanging flowers against 
their knees. The silver moon rises 
and they see glittering fireflies 
in the trees. Next what do they 
see? The gold sun rising in the 
trees . They run to see gargling 
pairs of velvet tigers in the 
weeds. All that's left is me. 
To figure out why I'm there 
beneath the trees is to figure out 
why my friend is standing against 
me. 

Julie Tate 
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The Tigers That Were 
Hunted 

It was a sunny day and I saw 
some tigers hide in the trees and 
flowers. The tigers' eyes were big. 
Then I saw the tigers move and 
my heart was loud and then 
someone was hunting the big 
beast. I saw a big green toad 
then the moon came out and 
there were the stars. 

John Thrower 

The Island 

In the island the grass 
waves like the ocean, the 
crabs that have their shell 
to protect them from day to 
day, the frogs shine with 
color like the flowers of the 
island, and the beached trees 
sway like the ship I was 
once on. 

Erik Delany 



A Peaceful Day 

In the middle of the jungle, tigers lay 
where it is cool 
wild flowers lay on the ground 
The breeze swaying them all around 

Who Are You? 

Looking up at the moon, they dream and wish 
Thinking of pools and fresh water 

Drinking it up until there is no more 

Who are you? 
Are you me? You 
have two eyes and 
you can see. Just 
like me. Your eyes 
are brown like 

Sitting around in the sun's roar. 

Jennifer Simpson 

Jellyfish 

The jellyfish blobbed into Mr. Ray's 
Barber Shop. He scared off Ray and all 
his customers. It was covered with hair 
when he broke the mirror and tore into 

the gurgling dirt, 
which turns into 
mud when it 
hits clear water. 
You have two hands 
which you need. Just 
like me. Your shirt 
is green like the 
liberty grass. You 

all the seats with its ... well ... suckers. He 
knocked over the shampoo and kept 

are not like me, because 
no one is alike, that's 
okay, that's what I 

the water running. The jellyfish 
guzzled down two whole bottles of 
styling gel. But the little jellyfish had 
begun to cry because he got mousse 
in his eye. Then he left peacefully 
and guiltily. The reason he did all 
this is because Mr. Ray gave the jellyfish 
a bad combover. 

Jared Kittler 

like. 

Julie Inman 

You Are in 11th Grader Country 

To avoid 11th graders never talk about 
their family. Never say their girlfriend 
is downright ugly. Never say their truck 
stinks and never say, "You Stink." If you run 
into an 11th grader, always make sure you have 
enough money and always, always make sure 
you are not surrounded by people so 
you can run. That is how you do it. 

Gilbert Ruiz 
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Cave City High School 
Cave City, AR 

Faculty Contact: Jane Marotta 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Sandy Longhorn 

Veronica 

I like the way various variations of 
her hatr come together and form beautiful luscious 
strands. The way she looks at me with such intensity 
in her eyes and the way she most caringly 
holds my hand. Veronica, my sweetheart of 
all sweethearts. The way her eyes look like 
a royal blue majesty, but yet have a sense 
of wonderful rainbow in them after a rainy 
spring day. She smells like dandelions and orchids 
waving in a luscious field of green, green grass. 

Derek Treadway 

WW/1 

As we walked the mushy dirt 
In heavy helmets and guns, 
We wondered if we had a clean shirt. 
As we walked the mushy dirt, 
We heard the booms and gushes 

Strawberry Sweetness 

Strawberries are simply delicious. 
Sucking and slurping a strawberry milkshake 
through a straw is like surfing a tsunami. 
Such a perfect set of sour and sweet 
at the same moments, stimulating my tongue 
with the redness and small black seeds. 

Jamie Watts 

Of air above us of the straight and big fire birds. 
Then we heard what we were expecting, 
Some sort of dirt and booms were so exciting. 
So v.e ran and ran again until 
We won. Then all stood still. 

Robby Myers 
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Black Death 

I am a rat roaming this street. 
Life is awesome. I no longer scrounge for meat. 
This thing that has happened. 
I don't quite understand, but all the people 
are dying. They are suddenly struck 
by disease and when I watch them 
die it reminds me of the smell of human 
flesh boiling in a huge pot of water. 
The screams of death are like a young 
child haunted in a dream by the ghostly 
demons. 

Jamie Watts 

Babe Ruth's Home Run 

I have a dry taste in my mouth. I smell the rain from 
the cloud. As I stand here on the mound twisting 
the ball round and round. I see the Babe 
call his shot. I start to sweat. It's getting hot. 
That catcher starts to give his sign. In the count, 
I am behind. I am so lonely on this hill. This 
is a test of my skill. As I rear back to throw the 
ball, the crowd goes quiet and all I 
hear is the bat cracking loud. The ball disappears 
in the clouds. 

Shane Stouffer 

Housewife's Loneliness During the Civil War 

I am as lonely as a shoe without 
its laces as I sit and wait for the 
homecoming of my husband. I no 
longer know what to tell my children 
when they tug on the hem of my 
skirt. Oh, what I wouldn't give to hear the music 
of his voice whispering sweet nothings 
in my ear. How I long to once again 
smell his hair, how it only smells 
of him. This loneliness, it is as bitter 
as hot tea on a summer day. 

Brooke Sutten 
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Central Elementary School 
Blytheville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Vonnie Henson 
Visiting Writers: Bill Notter and Brian Spears 

My Sister 

My sister is a wall. 
She smells like rotten eggs. 

When she calls me names and picks on 
me she acts like she's a zebra that 
wants to tackle me. 

She treats me like I'm invisible 
Just because I'm 11 and she's 19. 

My dad screams at me like a 
bear. 

He tells me, Markeita go clean 
up your room. 

I stump at him and tell him 
you treat me like I'm spoiled milk. 

Markeita Gentry 

The Emperor of Ice Cream 

Get some ice cream share it. 
And lower taxes. Marry a poor 
man's daughter. And eat ice cream every day 
after lunch. Get some money and 
give it away and you will be the Emperor of 
Ice Cream. 

Gerrett Howard 
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Untitled 

I hear the cat bark 
I see the green sky 
I feel the sour lime 
I taste the jagged rock 
I smell the number 1 0 coming fast 
I know the small cat 
Saying don't forget your hat 
Falling in falling out of the bath 

Laura Coleman 

Recipe for Stupidity 

Clap your feet wildly, 
Stomp your hands in the air, 
Drink food and eat water, 
Next make friends with a stair. 
Put soy sauce on your gerbil, 
Toss the remains down your pants, 
And don't forget the hairy snake, 
Then do the hamster dance! 
Sell your car for gas money, 
Slap some meat backwards, 
Dip yourself in honey, 
Finally eat a wild porcupine. 

Doug Harlan 



... 

Boys 

Boys have serious issues 
they stare at you up and down 
and sometimes I wonder why they lie. 

Whitney Soward 

Blades of Grass 

The grass outside is as sharp as a porcupine's quills. 
It is a mixture of light green and brown. 
It's as sour-looking as a lollipop 
Or a Jolly Rancher. 
The blades are many in number--maybe a million. 
A fluffy-tailed squirrel runs about the lawn 
As it says, "Eat some more supper." 
The grass is now covered with ice. 

Lindsay Hay 

Traveling Across Arkansas on 
My Duck 

My Duck is fast when I hop on it. 
The feathers go in my face. 
People say "You are crazy to ride on a Duck" 
But I don't care. 
When I got to Little Rock, 
I ran out of feathers and 
I had no money for feathers. 
He was naked and featherless. 
And that was my Duck nice 
and featherless and sure 
shiny. 

Davion Billups 
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Untitled 

I hate bumble bees 
because they sting me. 
They're yellow and black. 
I wish I could sting them back. 

Lauryn Howell 

Recipe for Crying 

Pinch yourself 1 0 times 
let your baby brother bite you 
drink a bottle of hot sauce 
bust through 15 doors 
trip over nine logs 
break your glasses 
jump into a lake full of frogs & 
top it off with 100 snakes 

Jazz/in Waterford 



Chidester Elementary School 
Chidester, AR 

Faculty Contact: Becky lves 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Mary Stokes 

Memo to the 22nd Century 

All you computer freaks, 
back in the 21st century we boys 
were down and dirty, 
we would make clubs in the woods 
with our handsaws, knives, 
camouflage, and boots. We 
would climb trees and find 
old candy shelves that were 
solid metal but light and we 
would slide down railroad rocks 
that were in piles. We would wade 
in mud too. 

Tim Ponder 
Joe Johnson the Indian Man 

He will put a spell on your sore. 
He bites a rose and then he starts dancing 
like a spinning car. Bee noises swarm 
from his mouth and sting people. I dance with him, 
happy as a cheetah, and Joe Johnson's girlfriend 
September England says, "Who's dancing with my boyfriend?" 
She slaps Joe, then says, "I'm sorry, I didn't know." Then Joe 
goes back to California, Mississippi to sweep the floor 
of his brick house and put his clothes away. 

Class Poem: First Grade 

The Deer who Stole my Home 

One day a deer came to my house. His horns busted my door open. We were all scared so we 
stayed in bed. When the deer got in he ate all of my chocolate cake and drank some Pepto 
Bismol and got a tummy ache. Then he went in my room and I was so scared. He put on all of 
my perfume and lipstick and I snuck out and told my mom, "Let's get out of here," and we left 
as fast as we could and the deer lived happily ever after in our house and we moved to LA 
where there are not so many deer! 

Kay/a Lidge 
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Tongue Twister Tea 

I feel like a tongue twister, 
turning and tangled like a tail. 

I feel like a tippy toe, 
taped to a table in a tub. 

I feel like teeth in a tiger town, 
like two turtles taking a tool to town. 

Class Poem: First Grade 

Raspberries 

I like raspberries because they're good and sweet and probably sour. 
I like twisters because they are twisty and really twisty. 
I like chicken because it is good. 
I like stars because they are in the sky. 
I like porcupines because they stick people. 

Kadeisha Williams 

Silver 

Silver smells like air freshener. The silver 
caps in my teeth shine when I talk. A duck 
flies silver in the moonlight. Silver is dimes 
and nickels rattling in my hand. Pots cooking 
chicken noodle soup are silver, and silver is water 
swishing out of the faucet. A silver cat scratches 
a turtle. A silver dog chases a silver cat. 

Class Poem: Kindergarten 

Rhino Stampede 

One day a rhino stampeded from Little Rock Zoo all the way to April's house. He made the 
music go up full blast on the radio. He was so tall his horns took off the roof. He ate the hot 
dogs. He even ate the refrigerator. He broke the windows. Then he ate the mattress feathers. He 
had to use the bathroom so bad that when he sat on the commode, it flattened. Then he went out 
the wall and back to the zoo with the roof on his horns. The rhino did all this stuff to try and 
find the roof to use as an umbrella to use when the rain came and he couldn't find it even 
though it was on his horns. He didn't even notice. 

Jenna Lamkin 
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Coleman Intermediate School 
Pine Bluff, AR 

Faculty Contact: Peggy Browning 
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost, Tara Bray, Bethany Edstrom, 

and Bobby Ampezzan 

My Cabin 

My cabin sits in the pinched dark forest of fern trees, where a faint smudge of light can come 
through. On the hillside where the gust of light whirlwinds blow, a dead herd of buffalo always 
roam. When I wake up I am hit by the fanned mist of the summer air. The logs in my fireplace 
are a faded breath of ashes after burning the night before. I go outside and the copper shine of 
the last light of the morning blinds me. I go and get the clear blue spring water from the small 
brook for my soap made from carrots, com and bright green beans. The night is near with the 
rainbow of colors in the sky. The pinched dark has come and now it's time to wait for another 
day in my cabin. 

Travis Rushing 

1942 from 2001 

Poem 

Stranger speaking your name 
while walking funny. 
Lightning sizzling in your ears. 
Dark spiders swim in red lakes. 
Walking funny on a round new 
planet. Flowers lay like leaves 
on the hard ground. 

The dead grow happily in this mirror 
called fish-light. 

Jackie Manis 

The wind like bones rises like rust on a burning chair. 
The burning chair sits by the window with strange peace. 
Blue gas fills the air of what now forms a new planet. 
The red lake transforms into a panther. 
The summer is soaked, extreme in red. 
The dead grow less dead in 1942, without pain. 
The killing of ants is in the air. 

Laura Claussen 
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The War in Russia 
The Rugged Bible 

The soldiers had a war in Russia. 

My Bible is very old 
It is as rugged as my grand
mother's teeth 

Some people were scared so they curled up. 
The color of their guns was gold. 
After many days they smelled like rats. 
The captain had a gold eye. but I like it, though there's one 

more thing it needs He always says, "Don't be a coward." 
The freezing water blocked their path 
so they could not run. Sara Hedden 
The food tasted like old shoes. 
When the war in Russia was over 
Russia looked like a cave. 

Eric Jackson 

My Mom's Fascinating 

My mom's fascinating about how she and my dad switch places. 
Now my mom is shouting and my dad is doing mazes. 
Now my mom is watching football and my dad is washing clothes. 
Now my mom is going to work and my dad is picking a rose . 
Now it's time for bed and my mom is sound asleep, 
and my dad is cooking and trying not to weep. 

Jonathan Ruth 

My Dad Doing Yoga 

The sound of my knees popping and my dad griping 
about the pain in his arm as the instructor 
calmly tells us to slowly let the air pass 
our of our lungs. As the instructor then 
tells us to pull tighter on our knees my ears 
hurt from the sound of my dad now griping 
about his knees hurting while my knees feel 
even more like they are about to tear away 
from cartilage that holds it on. 

Kyle Dempsey 
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Dead World 

As I walk on to the playground 
hearing smashing of bodies 
I think about the destroying of houses 
and dead fish frozen in a wall of ice 
Footsteps all around me like an ice cream 
scoop dropping ice cream over and over 
thud thump everything crashing 
all around swirls like tornadoes 
crying laughing like a deadly game 
of volleyball if you miss that's 
the end why must so many 
people miss? 

Anonymous 

Untitled 

B.O.R.I.N.G. 

Family is boring, 
like a floor that has been stepped on, 
like a cat that has been sleeping. 
A book that has been broken. 
Like your friend eating a box of pebbles. 
Like a spoke that hasn't been broken. 
Like Mother Nature frying bacon. 
A book with no pages, 
a leather coat with no leather, 
a hot air balloon with no hot air. 
A beam of light that doesn't shine. 
Biting an apple with no taste 
Or riding a bike with no wheels, 
Racing with no car. 
Imagining a blank page: 
Nothing there. 
Gathering sweaters. 

Joni Alexander 

A deep dark strand of hair blows across her face. 
Many more blow into the wind 
And it seems as if it is a sea of deep dark hair. 
Near the top of her head there is something different-
Dear precious strands of gold hang on her head. 
A whispery sort of wind still blows on and on. 

Katie West 
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Crazy Mick 

His nose is blue with freckles. 
It's big and square, and 
it helps him to fmd his friends. 

He climbed a mountain. 
It was like climbing a million stairs. 
It was like doing homework. 

While he was climbing he made 
his eyes tum black and pop out of his head. 

When he reached the top he daydreamed 
of a banana split topped with chocolate syrup. 
strawberries, nuts, and one big luscious cherry. 

When he snapped out of it he was like a baby 
in a cradle. I was like a shadow of a monkey. 
We were looking at the moon when Mick said 
it looks like a planet. I also said I want to break it 
like a muscle pumping up. 

KaShaye Jones 

My Sister Flying 

I have a sister a sister who flies 
she is my sister I am her sister 
we are sisters but we don't know why 
but we are sisters that's all the time 
She takes me flying on a ride 
She took me to Batesville, Batesville that cries 
for she is my sister a sister who flies 
she'll take me anywhere ifl ask why 
because she is my sister a sister who flies 
for I am her sister a sister 
who does not fly, but we 
are sisters and that is right, 
silent as we sleep all through the night. 

Megan Varnell 
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Valley at Night 

stars 
shine 
bright 
as 
a 
flashlight. 
winds 
howl 
bravely 
at 
the 
moon. 
mountains 
stand 
as 
straight 
as 
soldiers, 
but 
quiet 
as 
church 
mice. 
waterfalls 
take 
turns 
feeding 
one 
another, 
while 
the 
dark 
sky 
looks 
down 
on 
the 
valley. 
this 
IS 

the 
valley 
at 
night. 

Nakendra Marlin 



Coleman Intermediate Return Trip 
Pine Bluff, AR 

Faculty Contact: Peggy Browning 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray, Elizabeth Bryer, Bobby 

Ampezzan, and Bethany Edstrom 

Trees 

The willow's limbs were showering with white and green leaves. 
The oak stood proudly with its branches shooting 
stra1ght like soldiers. 
The pine was filled with leaves like porcupine quills. 
The cypress had armies of knees surrounding its body. 
The elm was dotted with white spots and covered with leaves of gold. 
The persimmon was overloaded with its bitter orange fruit. 
The plum is jumping around with purple plums. 
The redwood is towering with long red branches. 
The apple is flaming with red, juicy apples. 
The pineoak is pointed with little bunches of acorns. 
The palm is reaching out with wavy leaves of fans. 
The dogwood is streaming with colors of white and green. 

Travis Rushing 

The Family I was Never 
Born In 

My mom and dad were married 
with a knife in their heads 
and cheese in their paper-clipped pockets. 
They would sit in the freezing, 
snowmobiling-type house watching 
Michael Jackson's afro 
be thrown across the stage. 
My brother was born 
with batteries in his back, yelling 
"Keep going, keep going, keep going," 
until one day when he tore a hole 
in his T-shirt and burned the soles 
off the bottoms of his shoes. 
Now he s1ts in his rags 
on the couch, with his eyes 
squeaking as they turn. 
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Percy 

I am a rapper, with hedges 
of gravel in my house. I rap 
about ugly women with holes 
in their teeth and with grapefruit 
dust in the corner of their 
gums. I have sharp blisters 
from the trusting knuckle 
of a snow sled. I live 
in Mexico City where there 
are silent whispers of 
bumble bees emerging from 
their beehives. I wanted to 
be a farmer in Texas to shimmer 
the big, juicy, and green apples 
from the sharp edges of the 
tree. My father was a Navy SEAL 
with strong healthy muscles, stronger 
than a single ostrich. 

Jasper Clay 



Cousin Frank 

His face is smooth like a baby's body. 
His eyes are like hazel nuts. 
He likes to look out of the window and listen 
to the birds sing lullabies to each other. 
He is afraid of storms that send 
thunder that roars like a king lion 
and lightning that lights up the earth like firecrackers. 
He dreams about a land of candy and honey. 
I lis hands look like little spiders crawling 
around doing work for his success. 

Tanesha Curl 

Women at 82 

Their faces are wrinkled like 
the ocean. Their hair is like 
a blank sheet of paper. Their 
eyes are like a puppy 
and sweet as sugar. Some 
may be getting glasses 
for the first time. 

Josh Smith 

Next Up 

The Mad Butcher of the 
Beverly Hills Restaurant 

An animal runs out of the cooking room 
with onions and carrots on its head. 
The light cut of a scary and deadly song is heard. 
The butcher comes out yelling, "Come back! 
You're today's special." The butcher's gray 
butcher knife is sharp and shiny. 
The butcher's shirt is bloodstained and his face 
is crinkled and rotten. While chasing the animal, 
he knocks over a round pot full of chicken 
stew, with bell peppers and olives. 

Anthony Hadden 

A dark haired boy was swinging a heavy bat on the on deck circle. 
His blue jersey glowed under the lights of the ballfield. 
You could see the sweat pouring down his dark, cold face. 
His hands looked hard as they gripped the bat fiercely. 
Many moths buzzed around, but he paid no attention. 
As he stepped to the plate, the bleachers were glittering with the flashes of cameras. 
On the first pitch, he hit the ball, and it sailed out of the park like a small dove. 
When he hit it, his face went from cold into a contagious smile. 

Caleb Tichy 
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My Dad 

My dad has rose red lips and big blue 
eyes like the stars that shine through the night. 

He sleeps like a knight that rides 
through the night and he cooks 
like an award winning chef. 

My dad is afraid of a dog that has teeth 
like a meat cutter and is the size 
of a 200 pound bear. 

My dad dreams of winning 
2 million dollars worth of old race car tickets. 

My dad likes working on things, 
so he works like he's in lav. school 
with his big hands 
with the nice curves like a woman's body. 

Brandon Denham 

The Nazi 

A wall with blood on it in 
June, the month ofNormandy 
and brains like barbed wire 
and a Nazi German soldier 
standing laughing at the red 
blood stain on the wall, then 
a shot rang out. The Nazi 
was hit by a bullet in the stomach, 
yet there is no new stain 
for this happened 40 years ago nov.. 
June is like the ghost month. 

Jake Johnson 

Why You Smell Funky 

You slide in May like a worm. 
You eat things like flies. 
You play around in car oil. 
Stink bugs bite you. 
You never take baths. 
Your breath smells like an old fish. 
Your shoes have flies feeding inside them. 
That's why you smell funky. 

Dante Grimes 

The Five-Star French Restaurant 

The people are loud. The customers are arguing with the waiters and waitresses. 
The cups clink as people make toasts. It seems as if the rhythm were the rhythm 
of Old France. The customer said to the waitress in French, "My tea isn't sweet 
enough." The cups are white with gold trimming; the plates are the same. The 
people here at this restaurant dress elegantly. The rich mistresses wear 
beautiful silk dresses. The young ladies dress in skirt suits. The men and 
gentlemen wear suits. The gentleman who said his tea wasn't sweet enough in 
French has bushy facial hair. The gentleman also has round-shaped eyeglasses 
that are connected with a gold beaded chain. This man is eating carrot souffle 
and spinach quiche. 

Dominique Wildes 
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Darkness 

Darkness, you can't escape it. 
It follows you everywhere you go. 
You can't hide within the shores of Lake Erie. 
You can't hide behind the Himalayan Mountains. 
Soon Darkness will be here. 
You can't hide in a triple decker house in China. 
You can't run from California to Florida for the rest of your life. 
You can't lock yourself in a Ford Focus with the lights on. 
You can't keep yourself in a vault in a nuclear power plant. 
You can't destroy darkness; its everywhere you turn or look. 
You can't hope that a giant asteroid will hit the earth 
in the direction that it is turning so it will stop the spinning. 
The only way to escape darkness for awhile 
is to jump into a radiation tank or just just just 
turn on the light. 

Avery Alexander 

My Peanut Butter Lover 

My peanut butter lover is crazy. 
He sleeps in the microwave and eats 
out of a blender. He swims in cups 
of water. He laughs at melted water 
and gargles in Sissy's Log Cabin. 
He loves to take a bath in the dishwasher 

The Dark Dragon 

Its wings are like huge clouds dark as night. 
Its legs are like huge sturdy mountains 
with sharp intimidating claws at the end. 
Its eyes are like wildfire spreading fast. 
You never see the dragon, but you feel it 
in your senses, slithering from nerve to nerve. 

William Beard 

and climb on ant hills. He likes to call people 
in Payless over the intercom. I guess 
that's just the way he is. My peanut butter lover. 

Nikki Phillips 
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George Bush 

I need a break always 
signing peace treaties and 
stopping wars. I need freedom 
always locked up inside these 
walls. I need to get out 
and play golf without 007 
as my caddy. Will somebody 
help me and please don't 
vote for me. Vote for my 
son but not for me. 
He likes royalty and bodyguards. 
He likes being locked up 
inside these walls just 
go across the hall and 
ask him but please 
just leave me alone. 
Don't bother my wife or 
me, just go see my son 
and leave me be! 

Paul 

Plumbing 

Use your knuckle to twist it, Bob. 
Twist the thing and fix the knob. 
Don't bump your crown sweet child 
or you'll have a frown and end in pain. 
Don't slobber on your doughnut. 
Do you know why we do this? 
To make money cause we are poor. 
What do we call this? 
Plumbing a drain. 

Jacob Felts 
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The Emperor of Ice Cream 

He said you can have vanilla frogs 
or you can have strawberry dogs 
or maybe rainbow sea logs. 
But none for me, 
I'll take the chocolate chicken. 

Holly Dulin 

Happy 

My favorite animal is a cat 
She is black, orange and white. 
Sassy is a cat she is very special. 
Sassy my cat is very quiet. 
Today Sassy told me to clean my room. 
I pushed my cat in a wheelbarrow. 
Today I gave my cat a bath because she 
smelled bad. 
My favorite animal is a cat. 
She is purple blue and pink. 
Me and my cat did a back flip off the house 
and started flying. 

Megan 



Surprised 

A Tin-Can 

Hi! I'm the Tin Man. 
I don't like cutting or chopping wood, 
but my crazy Tin-Woman is always cold. 
And one day the old big-nosed witch comes. 
She says, "Ditch your wife and marry me." 
I say, "Yeah, sure, my wife is ugly, but you're uglier." 
Then she freezes and my wife cries 
"Boo hoo" and marries the Stupid Lion. 
Then that girl comes with that brainless Scarecrow. 
They take nine days just to find the oil. 
And then I rust and they oil me 
and I come kill wolves, get attacked 
by pig monkeys and then get a 
fake heart from the dumb Wizard of Oz. 
Then I go home and my dog goes 
crazy and the story starts all over again. 
I don't like being a tin-can so I 
try committing suicide but I don't 
have a heart. So I ask the brainless 
scarecrow and he definitely doesn't know. 
So I quit. 
That's my side of the story. 

Joel Chang 

Turkey 

This morning I woke up with my 
red alarm clock ringing. My sister 
Amy was still singing. She thinks 
she is the queen of the universe. 

Come and pick a turkey, 
Alan, so we can carve it. 
Next we can stuff it with stuffing and 
down it in our mouths. 

My mom said, "Go clean your room." 
My brother threw a red 
airplane with two wheels in 
my room. I could hear a whistling 
sound coming from the living room. 
I went in there and I saw 
a blue basket. There was a kitten 
inside that said "How do you do." 

Felicia Stroble 

Alan, did you like the turkey? I hope you did. 
Christmas is coming. I hope you are ready to do 
the same thing 
Each turkey this time is even wilder. 

Candace Marconi 
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Lions in Detroit 

Lions in Detroit are running amuck, 
jumping on buildings and licking on ducks 
With a sharp and fierce appetite licking on 
toes and kissing folks' nose, chewing on soldiers' 
heads with a big stars and purple dinosaurs, 
licking on theu knuckles while others chuckle, 
glowing undern-ater with super muscle, 
throwing the earth in circles, 
that's all today with lions in Detroit. 

Colton McGinnis 

The Loving Care 

My Old Lifestyle 

I, Roy Lee, is a black man with no 
friends. I never did worry about it. I knew 
one day God was going to bless me if I 
held on to his hand. 

Didn't anyone like me until God 
blessed me with some money. 

It was hard for me to go 
back and forth to school. 

I got my education anyhow. 

I felt like a bull in a tiny fence. 

If you knew how I felt you 
would be sad too. 

Now I'm happily a pro 
football linebacker. 

Brandon Hill 

Her eyes sparkle like a star, her eyelashes are shiny like the sun, her eyebrows are smooth and 
silky like a shirt. I take her to a Chinese restaurant, and she sees lots of modern made stuff by 
Chinese people, she sees lots of different clothes, and hats they wear, and different kinds of 
shoes on their feet. She twinkles like the night stars, and when I touch her she gives me that 
feeling like something's going into my body. She's like that because she's very touching and 
beautiful. She dreams about when she's flying in the air with wings, and she has a different 
body, not a normal body but a very different body, and the only time she dreams about it is in 
the night, when the wind blows. She covers with long white robes like a god, she melts when 
day breaks, her chest is loving and caring, she's sharp like a knife, she whispers whenever she 
talks. 

Paul Sisk 
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A Dish of Peaches in California 

There once was a soldier who lived in California. He had an appetite for peaches. He 
had sharp teeth, that glowed in the dark. His knuckles were as hard as a hammer. He had curly 
hair that was very short in the front and long in the back. His muscles were as strong as an ele
phant. He loved to go underwater, and he had a good memory of everything he had ever seen. 
He loved the earth, and he circled around it every three years. Every morning he would eat a 
dish of peaches. When the people in the town ran out of food or peaches he wouldn't offer them 
any. His limits were very unusual. Sometimes people thought he was the meanest soldier of all. 
He really didn't have any friends. He loved peaches, and he claimed he could eat them all day. 
Most of the time, his peaches would turn purple, and he would still eat them, even though he 
became sick every time. He loved it when it became starry outside. One day, the soldier had run 
out of peaches. He asked all of the townspeople would they share. They all replied, "No." He 
was very sad and hungry. 

Charlisa Brown 

Unusual Tom 

Tom was a boy who had bright eyes like fire--when 
it is very dark you can see them glow. They were dark black 
like the sky at night. He could see everything. 

He takes a trip to Mars with his grandmother. When 
they get there he walks around the planet and goes to an 
old house. His bright eyes glow up the room and he sees 
someone. He asks, "Who's there?" and a strange voice answers. 
The voice comes closer. It was just a boy with a rock. 

He looks like a tiger. His skin is 
striped black. He is colored orange. He changes shapes 
as night falls. He hunts animals with his bare hands, 
chokes them until they die. 

He likes to daydream. He thinks about his mother 
and the rest of his family five million miles away. He 
talks to them every day after school on his 
phone. He tells them about everything he does. 
He plays chess. And he likes to cover up in a big 
quilt. His eyes can melt ice. He has sharp nails. 
He whispers in his sleep. 

Xavier Richardson 
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The Day The 
President Came 

Hi, it's me again 
I hate the 
time the president 
came to town. 

Everyone was 
going to 
see him, and 
I did 
not have 
anyone 
to 
play with, 

All my friends 
were gone 
to see 
him Jacob, 
John, Iseah, 
Mack, and Phil. 

That was the 
horridest day 
I ever 
had in 
my entire 
life. 

Prince Bridges 
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Sa bastian 

Sabastian's hands are light, soft, and pretty. 
His hands are different from our hands because 
he works fast and his handwriting is still neat. 

Sabastian goes to Hong Kong to visit his 
aunt's sister. On the way there on the airplane 
he jumped out because he wanted to see the 
big statue. 

Sabastian is very disappointed because 
when he jumped out of the plane he 
got his Nikes dirty. So he went to the 
store and bought one hundred pairs of 
Nikes. 

Sabastian went to sleep one night his 
dream was crazzzzy!! .. ... 
He dreamed that his Nikes blew 
up like a bomb, and his aunt's sister 
got chicken pox. 

Sabastian left Hong Kong on the plane, but 
he jumped out again because he saw a coin. 
Luckily a blanket was on the ground. On the 
way down he caught a shiver in his 
muscle. Sabastian drove his metal car home. 

Eduette Millar 
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Spaghetti Mountain 

Spaghetti mountain is 
tangled just like dangle. 

I will swallow the 
meatball just like 
aT ball until January 5. 

He will go underwater 
and find a golden egg role. 

I will make a egg 
combo. 

And whisper to my 
friends, this is my 
memory and I will never 
go hungry. 

Aurterio Barnett 



How Xavier's Hands Fell Off 

This person's hands are big and 
black. These hands are bouncing 
a basketball. This person's hands are 
different from everybody else's because 
they are big and black. 

This person went into space and stuck his 
hands into the sun and he said "ahh! 
This is hot." Then he went to a colder place 
to cool them off and they were black and burnt. 

This person said "Oh no, my hands are burnt. 
and he just started walking around on Pluto, and being 
disappointed and frustrated made him even madder. 
So he tried to bleach his hands and his hand stayed 
the same color so he went to a physician. 

So this person went to sleep and he had a dream. 
It was about him sticking his hand into the sun and he 
pulled them out and there were stars on his hands. 

This person was a coin collecter. He hid them 
in a blanket under his bed. Some of them were fake 
and metal. One day he was watching television when his 
hand started to shiver, and muscles began to grow and fmally 
they fell off. 

Jerrika Boykins 
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Eskimo's Day 

This mouth is small. 
It is small and shivering. 
This mouth is small and shivering because 
it is an eskimo's mouth that 
lives next to a frozen pond. 
The eskimo's mouth called the 
eskimo's dogs inside an igloo 
to give them a bath, but had no 
tub or sink. And she got hungry. 
So the eskimo ate fish instead of giving 
her dogs a bath 

but changed her mind 
cause it smelled badly 

But the eskimo was 
still hungry. 

Lauren Wilson 
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Egotistical Circus Clown 

An egotistical circus clown laughs, 
forces, follows his 
wa)' through life. 

lie has an obvious 
attraction to the 
path of least resistance. 

A confused audience 
marvels at his 
act. 

Taylor Archer 

Alien 

Elvis Seen at Strip Club 

Walking into a local club, 
Elvis was seen. 
They said he had too much, 
too much to drink that is. 
While singing and dancing, 
he talked about his past. 
Remembering his days on stage, 
he danced with a girl or two. 

Courtney Foster 

An alien flew to Arizona. He was caught by the local police and given to military scientists to 
study. The scientists taught the alien English. The alien's name is Sourk. He came to earth to 
steal pieces of the ozone layer. Sourk says he has been doing it for years. His UFO can scoop 
up pieces of the ozone layer and store them in hidden chambers. Sourk only eats plants, but he 
has very sharp teeth. Arizona police say he eats little babies. Sourk is being kept in a locked 
room, which he claims he can get out of easily. Sourk's UFO was destroyed and Sourk will be 
released in a few months if he promises to get married and behave. 

Adam Smartt 

49 



They're Alive 

Ten GI Joes became alive last night in L.A. after 
a deadly lightening bolt struck the aluminum 
box they were placed in. The tiny plastic 
toys became 50ft giant killers. The giants 
smashed all of the big hotels in the rural 
area of L.A. The 50ft creatures have been 
terminated by Dr. Laura Lessinger, a news radio 
psychologist in Nevada. Dr. Laura read 
a book of war stories to the tyrant lil ' fellows 
which made them think of what they were doing. 
The giant creatures were put in a net and 
thrown into the ocean. 

Trevor Young 

At Night 

The scraggly desk sits alone in the empty school. 
He knows not what to think when the children are gone. 
"Maybe a child will carve into me tomorrow," he exclaimed. 
And he fell asleep quickly to pass the night. 

Lindsay Ganum 

Wooden Man Raises Termites 

He was solid, grounded, stable 
Then, the wooden man found a hobby 
He thought the termites would bring him joy 
Now he is hollow, empty, almost nothing at all 

Lauren Daniel 

Disgruntled Earwax 

As the disgruntled earwax runs down the ear, 
he passes a germ who says 
"Christmas is acomin', gotta get this fella 
sick before it gets here," and runs away even 
faster than it came. 

Stephanie Eaton 
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The Winter Tree 

The tree in winter reminds 
Me of a melting ice cube ... 
Fading away, losing its life and vibrance. 
Taking the shape of a witch's finger 
Or the vulture's claw. 
The winter tree is an old, old woman, 
Just skin and bones, 
Or a tired baby, soon to wake, 
New and refreshed. 

Natalie Parker 

A Job for the Queen 

Untitled 

The firefly flickers like a light bulb 
that is about to burn out as little children 
run around in the backyard trying 
to catch him in their clear, clean 
Gerber baby jar. 

Kay/a Ashley 

As she stepped into the ball pit at the McDonald's playground, Queen Elizabeth began glowing, 
like an aspiring circus clown with his fust red nose. She was a child again. She buried herself 
in the colorful pit of bounding children and flying balls and watched the parents outside the net 
lining whispering and throwing curious looks in her direction. But she did not worry, she was 
relaxed and young again. She began to play and toss balls around, much easier than her regular 
routine. She was finally away from the hassle of being a role model for a whole country. 
Always being trailed by burly guards. This was her kind of job. "Official McDonald's 
Playground Player." When she went home that night she fell right asleep. It'd been a hard 
day's play, but she knew she'd be ready the following day for more fun. 

Cathy Nayler 
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Becoming a Hero 

It was late afternoon as John Wayne began to lace up his ballet shoe. As he did this, he 
began to ponder about how he wished for his life to be. How he longed to be a hero and to hear 
the battle cries of the Indians and the firing shots ringing out through an open desert, yet he was 
left to this mindless dancing every day 

A clap from the teacher woke John up form his fantasy. "Hurry and stretch!" she called. 
"You're on in fifteen minutes!" John sighed. He knew another performance would only mean 
more embarrassment. As he stretched, he thought, and as he thought he suddenly decided that 
if ballet was all that he could do, then the ballet he would do great! "Showtime!" called the 
teacher. And for once, John smiled. 

He danced with grace and a definite poise to him, rather than his usual sloppiness. As 
John finished his final move and turned for a bow, he looked out into the audience, who greeted 
his glances with smiling faces and cheers. The cries of battle had called; John had answered. 
And now, he truly had become a hero. 

Celia Murphy 

Elvis Presely, King of the Nile 

Somehow, time has gotten mixed up. Elvis Presely, the king of rock and roll, has 
switched places with the famous Egyptian, King Tut. This could change history forever, or it 
could just result in a few comical situations. 

"Whoa, what happened!" said Elvis as he found himself laying in the desert of Egypt. 
"There you are, Your Majesty, the whole kingdom was wondering what had become of 

you," an advisor to the pharaoh said as he helped Elvis up and dusted him off. 
"Your Majesty?" Elvis said in a confused tone. "Oh, yeah, that's right; I am the king of 

rock and roll," he said. 
"What's this rock and roll of which you speak," the bewildered servant asked. 
"You mean to tell me you don't even know what rock and roll is? Well, I guess I' ll have 

to show you," he said as he belted out a verse of "Jailhouse Rock." 
"That music is really something," the Egyptian said. 
"I answered your question, now answer one of mine. Where are we?" the King asked. 

"Right outside of Memphis (Egypt that is)," the advisor said. 
"What happened?" Elvis said. "I guess everyone missed me so much when I went on 

tour they deserted town. When he said deserted he really meant it. 

Jerry McKenzie 
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No Changed Feelings 
Here 

He was dark like chocolate. 
Thanked the lord everyday, 
for not begin alive before 
the turn of the century. 
His ancestors out with cold hands 
in the night trying to escape. 
White men tearing his "people" apart. 
Bodies lying in the grass 
with clothes tom off. Some bleeding 
like lambs, and some just staring 
at the sky, praying for the lord 
to save them. He stood in his 
yard, hands on hips, what should 
he do now? Rise up and tum 

into smoke, or hurt himself and 
the people around him? 

Karla Keck 

Thanks a lot Pencil 

Thank you Mr. Pencil for being 
created and making us write. Thank 
you, Mr. Pencil for making stupid reports, 
paragraphs, essays, and work for us 
to do. Thank you Mr. Pencil for all 
of the ignorant things you do. 

Wesley Catlett 

City of Strangeness 

As you walk through the streets, 
you see people carrying jellyfishes 
and jars full of fog. 
You tum to look down a dark alley, 
only to see torn open bodies 
with much-handled beanbags 
thrown on top of them. 
Little children aren't just killing ants 
in the street anymore, in this city 
they try to kill each other. 
Philosophy isn't a known thing, but 
slang is weekly used in jobs, school, 
homes, etc. Inkblots cover children 
who have strained to make the perfect picture. 
If you enter a espicei shop you shall 
be amazed; the counter will be littered 
with twice-dipped tea bags. 
When you begin to look around 
you shall find things of complete strangeness: 
13 jars of pickled plastic roses, 
5 jars of powdered toasters and much more. 
As you begin to tum back home, 
you fmd endless highways to be 
unbearable, so you tum back but 
only to remember the people who 
fill the streets that carry jellyfishes 
and jars of fog. 
So you decide endless highways 
may not be so bad after all. 

Brittany Dinavan 
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Soap 

So fresh and so clean, clean 
Glorious soap, we meet again 
in this same tub everyday. 
I love the way you always sud up 
Perfect, that foam and those tiny bubbles 
make my day 
So small, yet so important. 
Could life carry on without you? 
How could we forget the past if the 
stench of yesterday's track practice is still fresh? 
How do they pack so much importance into that 
little bar? 
Genius, you and your creator. 
Now it is time for you to go to work. 

Bryauna Lewis 

Monster! 

The monster jumped out from underneath 
my bed 
last night. 
The monster jumped out from underneath 
my bed sticking out his tongue last night. 
The monster jumped out from underneath 

City of Stupid 

The city where rowdy poodles 
damage camouflage highways 
Where nurses make Jelly fish tea 
sunn) with lots of fog 
Killer ants fight with the 
panthers that tear the beanbags 
No one works, just sit all day 
sticking pennies into toasters 
And plant plastic roses into the 
sideways ground 
The ground that strangers 
sleep on v.hile dreammg of 
Clouds that look like lambs 
The stupid people light up their 
shoes to v.atch them spark 
All the stupids wear 
dirty shirts that they look stupid in. 

Killey Garrott 

my bed, sticking out his tongue, creating an earthquake last night. 
The monster jumped out from underneath my bed with his parrot, sticking 
out his tongue, creating an earthquake, last night. 
The monster jumped out from underneath my bed, with his parrot, sticking 
out his tongue, 
creating an earthquake with a bowl of hot chili last night. 
The monster jumped out from underneath my bed with his parrot, sticking 
out his tongue, creating an earth quaked with a bowl of hot chili made 
of pudding last night. 
The monster with a missing toe, jumped out from underneath my bed with 
his parrot, sticking out his tongue, creating an earthquake with a bowl 
of hot chili made of pudding with eyelashes on it last night. 

Sharla Wooten 
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50-Foot Bird Eats People in NYC 

A 50-foot bird with 1 0-inch long teeth 
bit into the flesh of the people of NYC. 
His 12-foot wings swept over the crowd 
as he scooped the people up in his mouth. 
They scream, run, and jump over the cars, 
but he got them and even the ones in the bars. 
He went through the streets, all through the town. 
He ate the people all around. 
He sucked them through straws to drink their blood, 
Like chicken wings, for sauce, he dipped them in mud. 
He sucked on the bones until they were dry, 
he spread out his wings and started to fly. 
He flew through the town so quiet and dead. 
Look up--he might be over your head! 

LaShonda Walker 

Hanging 
With the Joneses 

Shaped like an hourglass 
Hiding behind my bed 
Eating some chicken salad 
Wearing a T-shirt with Captain 
Kangaroo 
Got gold teeth like she from Memphis 
Sister shaped like a pear 
Cooking some scrambled eggs 
Momma watching "Gone with the Wind" 
Baby brother talking about going to 
Disney World while he was eating 
some cake with his Cookie Monster bib. 
Granddaddy in the back listening 
to a Jimmy Hendrix record 
while eating an Egg McMuffin 
and some cornbread. 
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My Lady 

My pear-shaped lady sparkled 
like glitter. Her dimples hide 
under the bed like shoes. 
When we touched, my heart 
was floating like a boat. 
As "Sexual Healing" was playing 
in the background, she ran 
in the backyard. 

Stephon Lathan 



Wednesdays 

Every Wednesday I have the pleasure 
of riding to church 
with a miniature computer. 
He's only about eight or nine 
and knows more about math and science 
than my brother's college professor does. 
He wears his hair slicked back and gelled 
and his skin is pale and grey. His eyes 
are coal black and are framed 
with square-rimmed glasses. 
Clothed in neatly-pressed button-up shirts 
and pants, pocket protectors, calculators 
and such, he makes me wonder if he's really 
human, and not an android built 
by the government to take over society. 
He seems to be cold and without feelings 
yet he will laugh at a joke 
that only a master computer would get, 
but still he goes to church every Wednesday 
and listens cold, stiff, and dazed. 
He must be an android. 

Katie West 

They Blamed 

When Cake Was 

When Elvis was discovered 
I was in the space of an atom. 
Momma was pencil-thin 

in her cheekbones. 
Televisions weren't drowning 

in the media overload. 
Computer boxes were as large 

as the Beatles then. 

Hallie Dodson 

The ladies laughed at the ugly losers, 
The boys blamed the bums, 
Society blamed the skies for sending them such slums, 
The companies blamed the cars for always clunking along, 
and the students blamed the scholars for knowing all the stars. 

Brittney Bruce 

Man With Half a Face 

Man with half a face looks out the window as if he only had half the time. 
He thinks with half a brain so he's only half right. He looks at you with 
half of a smile and he's only half the man he used to be, now. He has half 
the looks and half the attitude, and can only see half of me and half of you. 

Terrence Wilson 
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Faculty Contact: Ginger Crowder 

Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Andy Albertson 

All Around the World 

Nobody knows the zip code for Texas. 
I drive a John Deere tractor for Las Vegas. 
I eat macaroni and cheese only in Memphis. 
I look at the Milky Way from Asia. 
I bought my stove from Canada. 
I like Forrest City Poptarts 
and I have BB King's baby fork. 
I lost my crackpot in Mexico, 
and refried beans are so-so. 
I live on earth without forks. 
In my house I have no floors. 
I bought my cotton gin in California. 
I don't like Hughes 
where the football team always loses. 

Jonathan Grady 

Eyes 

The eagle eyes 
on an eerie face, 

lazy, blue, bright, 
and with black pupils 

like glowing, glittering 
gleams of sunshine. 

Crystal 
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Lonely Stranger 

A lonely stranger 
wandering down an open road. 
A stranger who'd walk 
a million miles on that cracked 
blacktop just to feel your 
warmth tonight. 
Even if it's a stranger, 
someone loves you. 
Drive down that road 
and into the arms of 
that someone who loves you. 
Don't waste another 
minute on your crying, 
lucky dreamer. 
Find me tonight, 
and fight the break 
of dawn. 
We'll ride alone 
together, 
right through the 
icy sky. 
So when you're 
lonesome and loving 
me, 
I' 11 be on the road 
all night. 

Jessica Cook 



3-Eyed Woman Marries 3-Legged Dog 
for Chinese Mafia 

Three-eyed woman Melinda Streetliver brought her three-legged dog Frisky to the courthouse 
to be united in holy matrimony. Streetliver said they were both eating out of the same garbage 
one day and fell in love at first sight. "She told me what pretty eyes I had," says Streetliver, 
"which really made my day." They plan to join the Chinese mafia for world's greatest couple, 
which was awarded by a Chinese Manager, who found the couple in his garbage one night. He 
says, "At first I thought it was just a broken chair, because Frisky was lying on his back when I 
found them. I wished them good luck and went back into the restaurant." "We plan to have chil
dren in the near future, as soon as Frisky gets out of the pound," says Streetliver. 

Glenda Dobbins 

Sunflowers 

The sullen sunflowers 
sit near the house 

rising again and again 
above the children's heads 

standing still 
in the slow wind. 

Kellye Boozer 

Man Has Dead Twin Brother Removed From 
His Toe At the Age of 65 

Doctors say John Frump, 65, came in 
complaining of his toe hurting. 
The doctors were very stumped. 
"We have never seen anything like this, 
it appears to be a human inside his toe." 
After many rigorous tests, he had the mass 
removed. Once the object was out 
and identified, they came to the conclusion 
it was his twin brother. The only comment 
we could get from Frump was, 
"I thought I had a brother, but my family said 
it was all my imagination." We're yet to figure out 
how his brother got in his toe, 
and doctors say we may never know. 

Colby 
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Time Doesn't Fly 

As I sit on the wall round with numbers 
Time moves as slow as sap falling from a tree 
My numbers like eyes watching the hands roll by 
My hands like arms racing for freedom 
Slowly as they move, will they ever get around 
As I sit on the wall time is like a sea current with no wind 
My numbers are like a whale with no need to rush 
My hands like a setting sun at half past eight 
Will they ever move? Time doesn' t fly. 

Vaniessa Taylor 

Tiger 

As the tiger walks around the plain 
smudging the grass with its paws 
It makes its way to the Amazon 
The tiger sees people working 
The sound of hammers going bang, bang until they are done 
When they see the tiger, they shrug their shoulders 
not knowing what it is going to do 
But the tiger walks away like a ghost 

Kevin Morgan 
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Watch 

I am a watch silvery, 
shiny, and beautiful. I 
tell people when to go 
and when to stop. I 
tell them when their 
loved ones are born 
and when they' re dying. 
I have a spectacular 
function that no 
other object has 
because I am a 
watch. 

Rickey Hutchinson 



On the First Page of My 
Dream book 

I was on the battlefield wearing my armor. 
My heart beat fast. 
As he speaks to say let's get away, 
My fast heart beat stops, but 
as soon as he began to strike, I blinked 
my eyes then opened them. I was 
dancing around a fire, with 
people screaming ooowees, ooo, 
oo. The dust rising into the air 
and then I stare. As I look into 
the skies, I began to realize that I'm 
in outer space. As the stars began 
to fade away, it turned black, and 
then it all started back. 

Danyale Toliver 

My Wasp 

I'm the Only One 

As I hide in the comer 
hoping that the soldiers 
won't barge in and take 
me, 

I 'm the only one left 
in this house, the soldiers 
took everything including 
my family. 
I'm the only one left 
in this dark, damp, cold, wet 
house. 

I'm the only one left 
the soldiers still haven 't 
found me. 
I'm the only one who will survive 
this torture. I can 
live on sadly knowing, that 
I'm the only one 
left. 

Randal Eason 

Wasp rides the wind in the summer like leaves do in the fall. 
He crumbles a poor ant's dreams when he invades its home. 
Then she flies away to her nest under the roof 
of the dime store. 
Wesley my neighbor was stung last week by a child of the wasp that I 
love to see. 
Buzz is the noise that she makes flying once again 
But Wesley caught her with 
his sticky little hands. 
I shrugged my shoulders and went inside 
As I thought to myself, now my wasp has to die. 

Latisha Miller 
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On the First Page of My 
Dream book 

On the first page of my dream book 
It's always sunset. 
With colors of blue, red, purple, and yellow. 
Trees of purple, grass of blue 
Sky bright red and yellow. 
Edible tree trunks, drinkable perfume 
that makes your body healthy and strong. 

On the next page of my dreambook 
It's always morning. 
Birds chirping and flying overhead. 
Moistened green for small ants 
Picking up carrots so they can prance. 

Khi Thurman 

The Butterfly 

Wind 

Wind is always whispering, 
gossiping to its friend, 
telling secrets about 
the relationships between 
the sun and the moon 
and the stars and the sky, 
while it needs to 
be quiet and go goodbye. 

Derek Love 

The butterfly has wings like the softness of a tulip's petal. 
It flies through the narrow holes of the rake it's near. 
The butterfly is in the field of a farmer in South Dakota. 
Here it makes friends with Jenny. 
The butterfly was frightened by a sound that went BOOM. 
With its beautiful wings, it fled into a narrow pipe. 
After learning what the sound was, she broke into the wind. 
The wind made her feel as free as a gleeful child swinging 
high heights. 

Antronette Brown 
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Rainbow 

A Television from a 5 Year-old's 
Point of View 

A rainbow spreads its wings 
as if it was a bird; 
It giggles through the night 
like a monkey in a tree. 

The television is an entertainer. 
We sit around it and let it act out 

It sings a tune about a big 
red balloon. 

the classics, such as The Secret Garden 
or The Little Princess. When it eats, it laughs 

like a class clown. When it is finished, 
it just sits there, 
probably thinking up new stories 
to tell. 

It 's the King of the World 
wearing a colorful crown. 

Jasmine Horton 
It blinks its eye 
Time for beddiebye. 

Mahaginy Stunaelt 

On the First Page of My 
Dream book 

I go to a paradise, like Hawaii. 
It has a waterfall, with huge 
boulders sticking out so I can 
jump off and dive. 
I see the clear blue-green of the water. 
I hear the waterfall splashing down onto 
the pool. 
I taste the tropical drink which never 
seems to run out. 
I smell the explosion of flowers all 
around me. 
I touch the ancient carvings marked 
onto a certain rock. 
Like I said, there is an explosion of 
colorful flowers around me. 
Red, blue, violet, or yellow. 
It has all colors imaginable. 
That is my dreamplace. 

Jasmine Horton 
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When the Rain Comes 
Down 

I sit watching the ponds 
open like black blossoms. 
We belong to the moon 
now as time lies shattered. 
The earth is infinitely 
inventive and a new life has set in. 
The glass is falling all around 
as I sit and watch the boughs 
strain against the sky. 
Time has traveled and my soul 
is an insistent whine in its defense. 
Now that the beasts are hibernating, 
the earth is formless and lacks 
comfort. Only I can give it back 
peacefully. 

Nyrce Smith 

My Own Needs 

My Love For My Mother 

When she's asleep, the rain 
sings a nice melody with her breathing. 
Her eyes are serious like a black snake 
stiffed in action to catch its prey. 
The tick-tock of a clock 
is like the heartbeat of my mother. 
The hard work she does 
is like a spirit watching over us. 
When she is happy, it is like a mother 
singing a lullaby to her baby. 
When she is tired, it's the heart 
of a clock that has stopped ticking. 
I feel like just calling for her 
to come out of her cave of sorrow. 
When she is hurt, it is like looking 
at a cracked mirror or a broken door knob. 
Oh hear all these things and imagine 
the love of my mother. 

Amanda Wiley 

My own needs are like a window 
swallowing its dull stars. 
My own needs are like chrome hubcaps 
for my future dream car. My own needs 
are like spirits passing over water. 
My own needs are telling me to go further. 

Edward Ubiley 
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The Redeemer 

The sleepy roaches are gray 
and breathe less knowing The Redeemer 
comes a dark way. The roaches cry. 
Spirit come near. They stir 
from their cave of sorrow. 

The Wilderness Surroundings 

In the wilderness lived pink roses 
that were filled with crying spiders. 
The birds' voices echo as they sing. 
The long grass outlines the beautiful scene. 
The hoof grass soothes the blowing wind. 
The uniform's smoothness can't be touched. 
The beautiful sight of the clouds 
filled with drifting white smoke 
as the large flakes of leaves fall to the ground. 
What difference is there to be found? 

James Aytchan 

They can hear The Redeemer's foot steps, 
and they breathe to the beat. 
The roaches are as still as stalled traffic. 
The roaches think The Redeemer 
is aggravating as a blister to a child. 
But then the darkness ends. 
The light has come, and the roaches 
scatter. No more roaches. 
The Redeemer has come. 

Ashley Shelley 
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My Shoes 

They have walked on a red roof of a house. 
They have stepped on a mouse. 
They look like nickel hubcaps and work 
like they have been in a gray breathless battle. 
They are the color of those black rocks, 
and they smell of my filthy socks. 
They look like a black snake, 
stiff with action, 
ready to attack, 
like it is your last time coming back. 
Filled with sleepy roaches, and looking 
like those silly coaches 
who make those faces. 
Those are my shoes. 

Neicole Whittiker 
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How I Love You Pet Frog 

You put the cream in ice cream. 
You put the full in beautiful. 
You're my cherry on my shake. 
I love you pet frog. 
I remember your first jump, 
for I am forever your master. 
For all this, these things I say. 
Why do I say this? What does it mean? 
How I love you is our business, 
our destiny. 

Justin Ellis 

Roaches Coming After Me 

At night I think about 
the croaking of a roach 
nibbling water out of the sink 
like a dog licking his bowl 
for water or to eat. 
When you smash a roach, 
you can hear it crack like a pecan. 
When you smash a roach and 
then try to go to sleep, 
you might see a roach spirit. 
You might see more coming out of you. 

Kendra Clark 
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Birth 

My light flickers 
as my body cracks. 
Like a dish for the lips, 
my world starts to shape. 
Like a golden ball 
I plop into the world, 
for now I am born. 

Marcus Birdo 

Black Snakes 

Small birds pass over 
water black snakes. 
Black snakes slip 
into sheets of mud. 
Black snakes crawl 
under the hills. 
Black snakes have 
faces of puddles. 

Junissa Brown 



My Angry Mom 

One day my mother burst with anger, 
making a vengeance of iron. 
Who made her angry? 
She made my brother cry 
with coarse croaking, 
then she popped open a can 
of pop and drank and drank 
until she burst. 

Brandon Vaughns 

Fire 

With no shape, 
you crackle like the fangs 
of a bat twitching for food. 

Princess's Dream 

The princess's silver fish cried 
as she dreamed about her country's nakedness. 
She dreamed of a large spider's silt 
transforming into black cold rocks. 
She dreamed of her small green heart 
breaking of sorrow as she screamed in her sleep. 
Wake me witch. Don't linger around. 
But weeds of sorrow grew inside of her. 
As she screamed louder and louder in her sleep, 
she just simply said farewell sweetly. 
I cannot take this defeat. 

Chelsea Coleman 

A cry of sheets of fire covering your pits, 
rising higher and higher like the moon 
and burning like the sun, 
muttering like the chirps of a bird 
while glowing brighter and brighter. 

Christopher Bohanon 
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Faculty Contact: Keith Fudge, Ph .D 
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Sandy Longhorn 

The Eyes Do Not Know Yet They Are Eyes 

Imagining celestial bodies flying sideways through 
a skeletal lighthouse, the light flickering 
from the moths flying in front of it. 
When the gauze is removed from the 
burned head of the angel, they saw 
their immaculate reflection in the mirror 
by the light of the moon not noticing the 
stench of hell claimed by the fish and 
sv>an droppings along the hot highway. 

Keith Stickland 

Springtime 

The Spotted Jaguar's Goal 

The glistening coat of the jaguar curls at the ends. 
The jaguar makes a hairpin turn to catch its prey. 
The jaguar moves through the woods like a Russian spy. 
At night this animal dreams about living in a zoo. 
The jaguar is in a steel cage. 
The children played with the jaguar in the jungle. 
The jaguar is a show cat in the zoo. 

Dennis Bates 

The people are coming out to watch their favorite team. 
The flowers growing wild along the road as butterflies kiss them. 
A blue cloud running through a pond of lilies. 

Rebekah Wiley 
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July 

Sun glaring off the recently cleaned windows, 
men with tears of salt dripping onto burnt 
asphalt. 

Fields of dirt scented flowers, girls with dirty 
faces and pigtails. 

Waiting for a long cool breeze to whisk me away 
to better days. 

She/lie Loftin 

Hello, Shin Queen and Cigars 

The shin doesn't know yet it's a shin. 

Ode to Milk Chocolate 

The galaxy of my heart 
kissed the spiral twist 
as I remembered what it did construct. 
My chocolate tears 
cried under the starlight. 

Jessica Talley 

It thinks it's an English queen running hither and thither wreaking havoc 
on all forms of etiquette 
or it is a threadbare tin can sun spangled in an alley with a box of Cuban cigars for company 
rolling in the wind as the world unfolds. 

Jonathan Jackson 

Ode to Lawnmower Blades 

Oh blades, 
You spin 
rhythmically 
on your axis. I appreciate your intricate sharpness 
trimming the itchy grass on my vast 
green lawn. You pound 
on my eardrums, steadily, surely. Propelled by powerful unleaded liquid 
petroleum, 
you are the reason I mow my lawn 
every other week. As oceans of trimmings bow 
to your every move, I remember summer. 
Memories of baseball, 
slushies, 
and part-time jobs. 

Jonathan Jackson 
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Eastside Elementary School 
Warren, AR 

Faculty Contact: Marilyn Johnson 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden and Laura Gray 

The Nasty Monster 

I saw a monster. His hair was 
like bits of paper. Its skin 
was brown like a tree. Its feet 
were yellow as a rain coat. His 
hair was spun in a cocoon 
like dreadlocks. He looked 
like a sliver candy piece 
of paper. He shined like 
the yellow sun. His arms 
were green like monkey bars. 
His head was shaped like a cone. 

Airiona Thompson 

Inside Some Teeth 

It was like roller coasters 
on a lose tooth. It be nasty. 
Germs, cavities, destruction stuff. B.T. 
could not stand it. B.T. did not 
stand it. It was too dangerous. 

Note: B.T. is the germ. He is al
ready a germ. 

Catie Crawford 
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The Working Cows 

In the factory of gray 
the plates pass by with 
tears coming from the 
working cows with their 
suits hanging low 
making chocolate milk. 

Cole Brown 

Untitled 

Dear William Shakespeare, 

How, oh, how, do you think up all those 
poems and plays like Romeo and Juliet? 
They are so entertaining. How oh 
how do you think up all those sayings like, 
"Is it to be or not to be. That is 
the question." 

From, 
Wendy Nace 

Dear Wendy, 

I think oh, I think up those entertaining 
plays, poems, and sayings by lying 
on my hard springy bed and closing my 
tired eyes. Then they just hop in my empty 
head. Thank you for asking. 

From, 
William Shakespeare 

Wendy Nace 



Untitled 

Dear Paul Bunyan, 
I want to know why 
you were so big and bold 
like a steal bulldozer? 
That's because I was born 
big and bold. Well, I 
have to go. 
Sincerely, 
Chance 

P.S. Write back. 

Dear Chance, 

I want to know where 
you live and how 
you know to ask great 
questions? 
Sincerely, 
Paul Bunyan 

I live in 
Arkansas and I learned 
how to ask great questions 
from my family. 

Sincerely, 
Chance 

Summer 

I like to have a sleeping party. 
When we go to sleep 
our hair gets bundled up. 
It looks like spaghetti. 
When we go outside 
we throw the Frisbee. 
It looks like we throw a 
peppermint at each other, 
and that's how I spend 
summer. 

Nancy Sanchey 

Inside an Eyeball 

It is like a shell in here. 
It smells like chickens. 
When it gets bloodshot 
you see red lightning. 
When it gets a headache 
it shuts its eyes. It gets 
dark and shaky and 
lies down somewhere 
with visions. Later on 
its eyes open and it gets up. 

B.J. Boswell 

The Fork Monster 
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My monster is made of forks 
and it smells like mashed 
potatoes and it moves but 
he drinks TV fuel and he walks 
on clothes. And it looks like 
a big old shiny glare in the 
sun. And in the night it lights 
up like tall sticks. 

Lance 



Emmet High School 
Emmet, AR 

Faculty Contact: Beckie Loe 
Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Elizabeth Bryer 

Guitar 

My guitar is my freedom, 
It puts me in control. 
It's more beautiful than diamonds, 
And sounds more evil than Satan. 
Although I can make it sound 
angelic. It can sound like 
Lucifer coming out of Hell. 
It can also sound like Angels 
in perfect Harmony. 
I think drums are cool too. 
The gray area of freedom is "majority rules." 
I played the entire "Stairway to Heaven" 
solo by Jimmy Page of Led Zeppelin. 
Mi l/amo Johnathon James Korenek, 
Yo Hablo espanol mucho, NOT! 
Beautiful Guitar, Almost Godlike. 

Johnathon Korenek 

Millwood Dam 

The water was clear as gold 
Minnows were flipping like dolphins 
The fish were biting like flies 
The worms were slithering like snakes 
Poles were bending like trees 

Jones Small 

Untitled 

Honesty is a lion. 
It will stare you right in the face. 
A wish is a leaf. 
It will fly away in the wind. 

Nicole McCoy 

Things Just Like Basketball 

When I play basketball I sweat all the time. 
Catching a rebound is like doing crop work. 
The farrngirl is watching me play basketball. 
Drinking coffee is fun like playing basketball. 
A shot of whiskey is like skinning your knee on the court. 

Mario Montell Hopson 
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You Are In Spaghetti Country 

Avoid at all costs the house of the Grands 
on the evenings that they cook spaghetti 
If you do enter, try your best not to eat 
make excuses if possible 
do something revolting to get kicked out 
If offered a taste, punch the person and run 
Sometimes eating is unavoidable 
stick to the salad and eat lots of bread 
liquids will also fill you 
there are three types that you should know about 
The Dad variety is quite greasy and the noodles are a bit undercooked 
it will definitely make you quite ill 
The Mom kind is bland and the sauce is unseasoned, 
put the fork down and back away slowly; the dog will eat it 
The only acceptable kind is by me 
but it is quite elusive 
Don't worry, though, it's just slightly worse than 
a squirrel bite 
you should recover within four to six hours 

Kenny Grand 

Homecoming 

The moon was like spilled wine; 
Its brightness flooded the sky. 
We walked through the forest, 
Hand in hand. 
Finally, we reached the house, 
Our hearts singing like bells. 
We walked through the door, 
And were welcomed with open arms. 
We were fmally home. 

Kristof Barham 

Butterflies And Their Whiskey 

When the butterflies wake up in the morning, they don' t drink coffee. Instead they drink 
whiskey and read the newspaper. When they go out in cotton fields they're still drinkmg 
whiskey. When they come home from the cotton fields, then they drink their coffee, but only 
with their whiskey. When they go to bed, they're still drinking, until the early morning. 

Shane Antley 

72 



Flippin Elementary School 
Flippin, AR 

Faculty Contact:Marilyn Muehler 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Bethany Edstrom 

The New Presenters 

I wrote a poem on a sheet 
of paper. Then I got my paper 
and pencil out of my desk. Then 
these two nice ladies asked me 
to write a poem. They asked 
everyone in the class if they 
knew anything about poems. 
They introduced themselves and 
set their stuff down and walked 
backwards in the classroom door. 

Amber Stubenfoll 

Old Age 

I scratch my arm that is healing, 
from where I bit myself last week 
while I was locked in my cage. 
I live with a hamster. 
I do not like being old. 
I am happy when I think about trying 
to live in a tree. When I was younger 
I cried when my mom tried to shoot me 
for going to the bathroom when I was one. 
I still cry today. 
I admire my beautiful bald head. 
I practice the Olympics in my cage. 
When I do this the hamster bites me 
for kicking him in the head. 
I am going hungry and eating myself. 
This is me, Daisy, age 95. 

Ashley Taylor 
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Alex 

When I was young, 
And my dog came home, 
I'd step on the rung, 
of my very first ladder. 
When I was 4, 
I'd suck on my finger to sleep. 
Once when I woke up, 
I heard not a peep, 
My brother was hiding, 
Which was very cheap. 
He tripped on an extra piece of 
siding 
And landed on my finger. 
My stomach began to rise, 
As my heart began to linger. 
When I was 9, I liked to play 
rugby. 
And I didn't like a bug. 
Or even a simple bee. 
Once when I was 14 , 
I was having a lot of fun, 
on my own trampoline. 
When all of the sudden, I twisted with 
a fright. 
My leg was broken and it wasn't 
all right. 
Now I am 105, 
I can't cook, 
Plus I can't read a baby book. 
I still play rugby, 
And I don't like a bug. 
Or a simple bee. 
I can do push-ups 
and I can run 
and I love the setting sun. 

Correna Wood 



The River 

The waterfall in the river getting 
sucked back up the cliff, 
The river disappearing, 
The rapids getting calmer, 
Clouds moving back into the sky, 
Lightning going up instead of down, 
Rain getting sucked into the clouds as if by a vacuum cleaner 
The river disappears 
When all that is left 
Is a deep hole in the ground, and a hot summer day, 
Drying up everything. 

Ashley Taylor 

Elvis 

Elvis slurped the Asian water 
in Cotter. He embarrassed Romeo and Juliet 
with his pet. He splashed a horse and buggy 
in a tidal wave and gave them a hug. Elvis 
smelt inside his shoe. He still wants to 
smell yours too. Elvis went down an alley 
and kissed a girl named Sally. Elvis has 
been everywhere and done everything. He still 
has his college ring. 

Megan Devibiss 

Butterflies, Beautiful Butterflies 

Watch a butterfly, a beautiful butterly 
fly back into his cocoon. In weeks and weeks the 
cocoon gets brighter not darker. Then a caterpillar 
comes out, a fat caterpillar. It spits parts of leaves 
into their spots of a leaf. Soon the caterpillar is 
smaller and smaller until it climbs back into an 
egg. The egg lies there for weeks until 
a mother butterfly picks the eggs right back up. 

Kendall Robert LeCompte 

74 

Alicia's Weird World 

When I was a baby 
I always used to pretend 
that I was a cute 
little Angel. 
But for Halloween, I was 
an ugly devil. 
Then I always pretended I was 
a ballerina. 
Then when I turned a couple 
years later, people made fun 
of me for always wearing purple 
dresses and glasses. 
I am vel) afraid of big, hairy 
monsters, so I alwa} s hide in 
a mud hole so they won't 
eat me. My house is 5 stories 
and I live w/my granny. 
Plus I get the whole up
stairs. 
And the meanest thing I've 
ever done was pour 
chocolate milk on my 
best friend 's hair. 

I guess my world isn ' t so weird 
after all. 

Talon Randall 



Franklin Elementary School 
Little Rock, AR 

Faculty Contact: Karen Ware 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Bonnie MacPhee 

January the Snake 

January is like a snake slithering down a 
hill waiting for his prey to kill for dinner and 
not get thinner. So his wife will not have 
a big knife and try to kill him. So he 
will get some dinner and not get thinner. 

Benjamin T Phipps 

Me and My Friend 

Hi! I'm a butterfly 
I have beautiful wings. I have a friend; he's a bird 
his name is Blue Jay. We play lots 
of games like tic tac toe and we like 
to play flying. One time Blue Jay 
had slipped and fell. When he fell he broke his 
leg. I went to go tell his mom, took 
him to the animal hospital. The doctor fixes 
his leg when the animal hospital brought 
him home. Then one day my mom fixed 
some peanut butter and jelly sandwiches 
and some cookies for me and Blue Jay 
He was so happy and it made 
him feel better. 

Brianna Williams 
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The Kite Who Is Scared 

This is my kite, so shiny and gold. 
I fly like a bird in the sky 
Sometimes I am very so shy. I am 
Very so shy because I think that the 
Other kites are big and scary. 
That's why I am so scared. 

Dakelon Deadman 



I Am Cinderella 

I am Cinderella. I have 
to clean the rooms. 
I have to go to the basement to get the broom. 
I have to wash the dishes and feed the fishes. 
I want to go to the ball, but I can't at all. 
I have to scrub the floors and clean the doors. 
I finish my chores, 
But I still can't go. 
I sigh, then I cry, 
I hear someone outside. 
Look! It's my fairy godmother! 
I tell her my problem, 
She helps me. 
I look in the mirror- I'm in a beautiful dress. 
I go to the ball, 
No one recognizes me at all. 
I have to be back before 12:00. 
I lose my slipper and my gold clipper. 
Someone fmds me and I get married to a handsome prince. 

Marcieca Pride 

The Mosquito and the Tornado 

A mosquito and a tornado are very good friends 
Their favorite game to play is catch the mosquito 
The tornado always wins 
The mosquito wears a slip because she is a girl 

May 

May is smelling a beautiful flower 
May is outside playing with friends 
May is in the backyard planting flowers 
May is a beautiful month 
May can be a queen. 

DaShauna Ziegler 

One day the tornado went into the bathroom and saw the mosquito changing 
"Ahhhh!" screamed the mosquito 
"Ahhhh!" screamed the tornado 
"Don't tell anyone you saw me change!" 
They ate lunch and forgot all about it 

Marcieca Pride 
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Gillett Middle School 
Gillett, AR 

Faculty Contact: Sissy Odaware 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Laura Gray 

Turkey 

The turkey flies through the woods like a plane over fields. 
It runs as fast as a deer when someone spooks it. 
It eats wheat, peas, com, and meal as humans do. 
His head turns bloodshot red when he is mad. 
His head turns blue and white as the ocean when he is in love. 
The turkey sleeps in trees as owls do. 

Dallas Hackney 

Great Sports 

Space 

The stars of space 
are like the snowy screen of my TV. 
The comets of space 
are like the dragons of China. 
The planets of space are based 
on old gods of Rome and other countries. 
The darkness of space 
is like a black wall, except there's no wall. 
No way past. 

Sean Hargrove 

My favorite sport is football. One reason why I like this sport is because of the loud bang you 
make when you hit someone. My favorite part of football is when you get a water break. But 
the bus rides to the games are kinda bumpy. I like how the motor of the bus sounds. Sometimes 
I bring my CD player along on the ride. I am also glad the windows are tinted on the bus 
because the sun hurts my eyes. 

Collin Holzhauer 
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Cut 

The doctor taking out the stitches in your wrist where you cut yourself. The blood on a towel 
going back into your hand and arm. It's so red dripping all over you. You going mto the emer
gency room with a weary look in your eyes. Your quiet sobs as you think about what the doctor 
will do to you in the waiting room. You go out the door while your mom holds it, you \.\alk 
backwards to your car and get out at your house. The glass that was shattered comes back up to 
reveal a window. You taking your hand out from inside it and showing no signs of damage. 

Mary Chambers 

Deer Meat 

You go into the pan as white as snow 
after being dipped in flour. 
When you are ready 
you come out brown and crisp. 
Like a piece of a puzzle you 
fit on my plate. 
You smell a strong scent 
of grease. 
You taste like no other 
thing, so chewy and soft 
after being dipped in ketchup. 

Jessica Van Horn 

My Island 

I am the second toughest in my class. 
The freezing water I blast through. 
The island is not far from me now. 
The salt water beneath me 
was getting sucked into my eyes. 
Correction: I am the first strongest 
hurricane. 
I spin so mighty that a whistle is all you hear. 
The island is as small as my eye 
because I am a little hurricane. 

Sean Hargrove 

Ode to a Rose 

A rose is so bright, pretty, and is sometimes 
large, it is like a cocoon opening 
with a big bright butterfly inside. 
A rose is like a ruby, bright and shiny, 
a rose is like a swirl, its petals go 
round and round It is also hke a bird 
egg cracking open. 

Tiffani Stender 
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Gingerich Elementary School 
Stuttgart, AR 

Faculty Contact: Kerry Newkirk 
Visiting Writers: Scott Die/ and Hardin Young 

Restless 

In England, a white king is making a checkmate. 
In Siberia, a tiger is on the rampage. 
There's a group of people partying like there's no tomorrow in America. 
Hawaii is issued for a tropical storm. 
The volcano in Greece is erupting fiercely and mightily. 
A dirtbike race is going on in New York. 
In St. Louis, Mark McGuire is smacking a home run. 
I'm in my boathouse, thinking about what's happening somewhere else. 

Keith Davis 

To Get to The Vatican 

Well, if you are starting from Anchorage, 
Alaska, sail across the Bering Sea and take 
A left when you arrive at Beijing. 
Fly across the Gobi Desert and ask the flight attendant 
To head to Moscow and take aU-turn 
And walk to Athens it is only about 3000 miles. 
Go northeast and there is a big chapel. 
You can't miss it. 

Zach Benton 

79 

B-L-U-E 

What is the bluest? 
To the astronaut ace 
afloat 
m space, 
nngmg, 
swmgmg, 
rocket-hurled. 
No other blue 
So new 
So new 
So bright 
A blue 
Ball 
Of the 
World. 

Lauren Coil 



How to Get to Candy/and 

To get to Candy land just dream of chocolate, 
Suckers, and more. Get on strawberry avenue, 
Take a right, ask a garbage man in Kokomo, 
Take a left, a U-turn, 
Then you' 11 see a man that has no hands. 
Ask him to point the way. 
Go straight in Neverland, fly a block, catch a bus, 
Hop five times, and then 
You're in Candyland. 

Lauren Ragland 

The Nervous Band-Aid 

The nervous first year Band-Aid 
Watched around the box trying to 
Figure out whose scab he'll be stuck on soon. 
He had no friends and he was all alone. 
Soon the box opened and a 
Hand reached in and pulled the 
Nervous Band-Aid out. 
Now the only thing he was nervous about 
Was if the person took baths. 

Robin Pratt 

A Recipe for Mosquito Gumbo 

First you take 1,000 mosquitoes full of blood 
And put them in a pot. 
Add ketchup, mayonnaise, and honey mustard. 

To Get to Alaska 

To get to Alaska you must dive into 
a swimming pool, then close your eyes 
and count to 50. 
To get to Alaska you must read 
all the books in the library in a day. 
To get to Alaska you must pour ice 
in your pants. 
To get to Alaska you must take 
10 sleeping pills then in your dreams 
walk all around the earth 
until you break both legs. 

Morgan Felts 

Fill another pot with soy sauce, shrimp, lobster, and freckle juice. 
Pour the first pot into the second pot 
Then put it in the blender. 
Blend it there, put on toast, then scrape it off the toast. 
Set the oven at 350 degrees and you eat. 

Josh Rowland 

80 



Grady ElementarySchool 
Grady, AR 

Faculty Contact: Barbara Davis 
Visiting Writers: Bill Notter and Brian Spears 

Maps 

High adventure. And bright dreams-
Maps are mightier than they seem: 
Ships that follow leaning stars. Red 
and gold of strange bazaars. Ice 
floes hid beyond all knowing planes, 
That ride where winds are blowing! 
Train maps, maps of wind and weather, 
Road maps taken altogether. Maps 
are really Magic wands. For home 
staying Vagabonds! 

Desiree Owens 

The Emperor of Ice Cream 

The Emperor of Ice Cream 
is greedy and mean he is so 
ill-mannered. And He burps and slurps 
all day. And he eats too 
much Ice Cream and 
he gets fatter every day. And 
even if he is mean, ill-mannered 
and not polite, I know deep down 
he has a good heart. 

Jasmine Davidson 
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Tatie is Snidy Dody 

Snidy Dody your teacher is 
nidy She knows karate She beats 
up everybody Her breath is Kicking 
The clock is ticking Next thing 
she'll be eating Church's Chicken. 

Shakeena McDonald 

Postcard From the 
Volcano 

I saw a volcano 
and there was something 
in it we did not 
know what it was 
so we asked the 
wise man he said 
it is a post 
card and he said 
open it and 
a beautiful flower 
will come out 
of it. 

Candice Henderson 



Greens 

If I were some greens I would hate myself 
because I wouldn't like the look of me 
and the smell, and my life would be 
in dangerous trouble. Cause someone 
might eat me. And I wouldn't like 
to be in someone else's stomach. 
And I wouldn't want to be all nasty 
and smelly. So it is hard to 
be greens. 

Kelly Nicole Jackson 

Recipe for Fish 

You can use a lawnmower 
in a large cup then 
you dream up a story in it. 
Use a trash can. Then 
a stinking rabbit. 
Use some exhaustion 
and rattlesnake for 
the tail. In the inside 
I put some baseball gloves 
with stones. 

Whitney Turner 

Untitled 

The Talking Sandwich 

Here I am 
The talking sandwich 
Please don't eat me 
I'm just a little sandwich 
That has good meat 
That has red tomatoes 
Please don't eat me 
I 'm not your size 
Thank you 

Justin Crawford 

One day I hire a 
painter to paint my house then a reader 
came and acted like he was a farmer 
and he said waiter so I said that 
I am a player for the NBA so 
I am not a hunter and not an artist. 
You can come and play the violinist 
and we can go on a tourist then 
you can say finalist then I can 
be an actor and a visitor then a sailor 
and I can be an inventor. 
I met some scientist and I told the 
governor and he announcer what I said 
and I was the manager. 

Candice Henderson 
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Greenbrier Middle School 
Greenbrier, AR 

Faculty Contact: Robin Clark 
Visiting Writers: Adam Prince and Bobby Ampezzan 

Cougar 

Nice, clean, cool 
2 engines, horsepower, 
5,000 miles on it, 
comfortible, standard 
shiny, air conditioner 
too good for grandpas 
Might see your Grandpa 
In it saying "See-ya, Grandma." 

Josh Parrish 

Satanic ski-lift 

It was a horrid night he 
Got no sleep 
When he got up there was 
Toe-jam all over his feet, 
He decided to go skiing, but 
Wait where was the snow? 
I guess it melted last night 
while he was lying 

Kelli Leding 

Basketball 

A basketball is like an 
Orange peel. 
It isn't eatible yet it bounces 
A basketball is like an 
Orange porcupine that 
Is waiting to release its 
Quills. 

Meighan Bonner 

The Bomb 

Lenny Lion is in the atom 
He is strong because he is what 
Is in nuclear bombs 
The weather was very, very, very, 
Hot 
Explosion, picket, popping 
"I'm the big Boom. Boom" 
Weather now is cloudy 
It is the year 1945 
I have seen the atomic bomb 
Dropped on Nagasaki and Hiroshima on T.V. 
"See if your Mom need's anything done." 

Ben L. 
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Pen 

I like to chew 
On your end 
You pretty 
Little pen; 
You do my 
Homework, and 
Write my notes, 
And you taste 
Awful, but I still 
Chew 
On you. 

Kyle Meek 

A fish 

Is a coke can. 
Its fins are little hands. 
Its tail is a small book. 
Its brain is gum. 

Lindsey Parker 

Mom 

Octopus, playing 
Paying the Playing Platypus 

On Mars raining 
"I want to build a volcano" 
Hungry, hungry like a T-rex 

It starts snowing 
It is the year 200,000 
I smell a hotdog stand 
This is great 

Nathan 

The Day Nupatale went to 
Mars 

And drank 

Caitlin 

All kinds 
of 

slushies 

Pencil 

It is like a Post that holds a fence. 
Straight and pointed at the end 
Like a cane without the bend. 

Rebecca 

A Chow 

A big dirty cottonball running in 
the yard. 
Brown as mud. 
Loud as a ship's hom. 
Short as a squirrel. 
Fierce as a bulldozer. 
Smart as a leprechaun. 
Smelly as a skunk. 

Whitney 
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Harrisburg Elementary School 
Harrisburg, AR 

Faculty Contact: Linda Lambert 
Visiting Writers: Brian Spears and Doug Park 

Sadness 

Some people make you feel all wet inside. 
They make you feel like little baby trees. 
They make you feel like you've jumped into a hole and can't get out. 
They make you feel like you've climbed up a tree. 
They make you smell like your dad's bathroom. 
They make you act like a jaguar is chasing you. 
They make you feel like you've touched a hot stove 
and they make you feel like you're sick and you are green. 

Amber 

Untitled 

She sweeps with many colored brooms, 
and leaves the shreds behind; 
oh housewife in the evening west, 
come back and dust the pond. 
You dropped a purple ravelling in, 
you dropped an amber thread, 
and now you've littered all the east 
with duds of emerald! 
And still she plies her spotted brooms 
and still the aprons fly 
till brooms fade softly into stars, 
and then I come away. 

Lauren Barrett 
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How to make dreams 

Use a cup of strawberries. 
Squish it up. 
Pour some Pepsi in the cup. 
Put some milk in it. 
Mix it all together 
Hold your head down. 
Then drink it. 
After that, shake your head. 
Then hold your head up. 
Then go to sleep. 
Then you dream. 

India Robinson 



The Waterfall 

The waterfall water was running fast 
The leaves by the waterfall were as green as the boy's face. 
The boy 's name was Jamaica. 
The waterfall rock started turning colors and talking. 
The giraffe drank the water from the waterfall. 
The giraffes turned silky. 
The water turned clear. 

Beth Witt 

Freedom 

Freedom 

As the ocean flowed I thought of my life 
The green weeds were tall and straight 
Just as it was last summer. 
Then a rabbit jumped from a bush and talked to me. 
Then I smelt something. It smelt like low tide. 
My dog was sitting beside m. She's twelve feet tall. 
I touched the cool water with my legs. 
It was like a dream, full of orange, blue, and purple. 

Jaleesa Viann 

is ruby red, blizzard blue, ghost white. 
is a bird, cat, dog mouse, and a hamster. 
is music, shouting, talking and whispering. 
the bird says "hello," the cat says "hi," the dog says "good morning." 
the quarter horse cracked a snake 's head. 
is uncontaminated water. 
is the beautiful hot sun. 
is brown, white, yellow. 

Sarah Tarpley 

86 



Harrisburg Middle School 
Harrisburg, AR 

Faculty Contact: Linda Lambert 
Visiting Writers: Brian Spears and Bobby Ampezzan 

As you leave the room 

As you leave the room 
books on the shelves start 
rattling, the floor beneath 
you starts to rumble, 
books fall, shelves bang against 
the wall till eventually they fall, 
sounds from the room 
start moving toward you 
closer and closer until 
you fall . then the floor 
falls through into a dungeon 
of ceramic dolls staring 
out at you and sounds 
are all around you till 
you scream of fright and terror. 

Hope Barnhill 

Hopper of a Combine 

The greenness of the parts inside it. 

Connie: An Acrostic 

Cat is the sweetest animal 
Octopi are the scariest animals 
Now hear this 
Now hear this 
I have a dog 
Everyone should have a dog. 

Connie Cullum 

"Stay out of that hopper, boy," said my uncle. 
My uncle tries to navigate the storm and field 
~bile yellow rice cascades into the hopper. 
This seems so bizarre. 
"Sta)' out of that hopper, boy," said my uncle. 
Green and yellow blending together just seems so inviting. 

Rhett Heef 
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The Rose 

The tiger runs strong and hard 
like my love is for you. 
The rose blooms and smells sweet 
like my Jove is for you. 
You are my Jove. 
You are the one. 
You smell like the sweet sweet rose 
and when the tiger runs 
and jumps over the rose 
it turns into you 
and you my love are there 
in front of me with the rose. 
This is my love for you. 
You are the one. When the tiger 
runs at me, I am not scared 
because I am behind the rose of love. 
When the tiger gets there, 
there you are with the sweet rose. 

Brad Jackson 

Red 

A tiger jumped out of a bush at me. 
We were in the park when it happened. 
He said, "Hey, hey, don't shoot me." 
So I just skated by, like a car on the street. 

Nikita: An Acrostic 

Never eat a narwhale. 
It is like a unicorn dying for evil. 
Keep all your narwhales alive. 
It is a good policy. 
Try not to eat them 
Although they taste like chicken. 

Nikita Smith 

Blake: An Acrostic 

Blizzards are very bad on 
Land and water 
Around the U.S.A. 
Kids are dying and so are 
Elephants and other animals 

Blake Mauldin 

When I got to the bottom of the hill, I crashed into a tree. 
So then a Siberian monkey fell out, just like 
the spider in the water spout. 
The monkey spat green spit at me. 
"Don't react badly," the monkey said. 

Robert House 
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Harrisburg High School 
Harrisburg, AR 

Faculty Contact: Lidia Wallace 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Stacy Kidd 

Hate 

What happens to my hate? 

Does it wash away 
like water from the icy snowcaps of a mountain? 
Or does 1t spew like water from a fountain? 

If I held it would it burn? 
Or would it move move a lot 
twist and turn? 

Could I control it like a game? 
Or would it be wild to tame? 

Perhaps it is all in my head. 

Or will I know before I'm dead? 

Josh Page 

Bookshelf 

Boldly standing in a comer 
like the sad and doleful mourner 
with the same purpose, day after day. 
Hold the books, and stay out of the way. 

Brian Maple 

The day I ran 

As I'm running my feet pumping so fast 
I turn to look and see them at my heels 
I run faster until my body is a boiling pot 
I run until I find a place to hide 
There they are right above me 
Sweat begins to pour as rain 
Then suddenly I hear nothing but a heartbeat 
I realize it is mine and slowly begin to move 
A loud noise like a carmon goes of in my head 
Slowly my blood begins to pour like a river running 
I see the light wait now it is dark 
I hear and see nothing but feel 
all life pour from my wound 
Then nothing nothing at all and I know 
it is over and I am dead! 

Spencer Clowers 

89 



Independence Day 

The chains and whips cracked down on my body like 
a blacksmith's hammer. 
As if smashing against the searing heat of a formless 
piece of steel. 
Today is my Independence Day. 

I broke away from Master Montegomery, and raced up 
the cellar stairs. 
I burst out of the doors and flew out among the tall snow covered 
cotton stalks. 
Today is my Independence Day. 

I lied down in anticipation, hoping and praying he and his 
dogs didn't fmd me. 
I gathered my breath. 
Today is my Independence Day. 

I raced down the Mississippi River. 
It wound and curved like a coiled snake about to strike. 
Today is my Independence Day. 

Finally, I made it to the only road near. 
I waited until nightfall to find a safe house to rest 
my weary feet. 
Today 's My Independence Day. 

Jesse Bonds 

Grandma's Rolling Pin 

It sits in an old tattered drawer 
wanting to be used. 
Grandma's hands spent many days 
rolling out her dough. 
When she used it, it would sometimes 
squeak 
Now it's old and not very meek 
but it still has a little squeak 
Ever since Grandma died, it sits 
in the drawer alone, just to hide 
But it still sits in an old drawer 
wanting to be used. 

Sabrina Cravens 90 

The Fox Hole 

I've been in this ditch for weeks, 
and the sun hasn't shined for days. 
I can't get out of this hole. 
Stop the shooting. 

The stench of gunfire lingers in the air, 
and death is on the hunt. 
A bomb just exploded. 
Stop the killing. 

My platoon retreated two days ago. 
I couldn't get out of my hole. 
Only me and Johrmy are left. 
Stop the insanity. 

The shells keep exploding. 
Johrmy talks to me to keep my sanity. 
Too bad Johrmy died two days ago. 
Stop the killing. 

Micheal Doyle 



Harrisburg High Return Trip 
Harrisburg, AR 

Faculty Contact: Lidia Wallace 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Stacy Kidd 

Untitled 

One day while I was walking, 
I saw a big hairy and muddy dog playing. 
He was playing in mud puddles in the park 
after the rain. 
The mud that he was playing in was so 
slippery it caused him to fall. 
He took off away from the mud puddles 
and ran toward a man that was sitting 
on a bench and reading a paper 
and started shaking himself off. 
The man got up and started screaming 
at the dog. He said a very unchoice 
word to him. The man looked like a 
mad policeman. The man got up and 
started kicking the dog and the dog took 
off quietly. He was yelping and whining 
all the way out of there. 

Chad Heap 

(untitled) 

The Owl's Dream 

The owl yawned and 
shut his eyes as a 
purple haze wormed in front of him. 
The lazy city of Cairo 
loomed into his view. 
He watched a maroon cockroach 
crawl across France Lane. 
Then the ragged ground 
suddenly began to quiver. 
He awoke with a jolt 
And gave a long sigh of relief. 

Brittney Lynn Carlier 

Look at the black panther, fearless and quick. 
In the jungle he roams stating his domain. 
The panther proudly stands upon a slippery rock. 
Mark Mooney, the hunter, searches for game. 
"The black panther is all I have left to complete 
my collection," said Mark. 
The panther stood stiff as a board, ready to pounce. 
Quickly the hunter raised his gun 
But it was too late, the panther struck first. 

Dustin Harrison 
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Ode to the Chewing Gum Below the Table 

Ode to the chewing gum below the table 
complete silence, complete nothingness 
The feeling of invincibility until you feel 
the wrath of a 2 1/2 year old kid pull 
you away from existence and all you have 
ever known in an instant. 

Robert Beach 

Untitled 

The giant white polar bear 
on the way to his den 
walked across some slippery ice 
and fell on a man named Dick Price. 
Dick said "Have you been drinking? You smell very nice." 
He said it like he wanted some too. 
And the ground quietly began to boo. 
The bear spoke "Yes, I have, it's New Year's. Wouldn't you?" 

Bryce Mahony 

The Walk 

As walking down the pretty green path 
I saw a beautiful pink rose. 
I picked it up & smelled with my nose. 
0 my oh my did I ever laugh. 
I continued walking down the road. 
I stopped once again to lay by a tree. 
But then I fell down and bumped my knee. 
I wanted to cry & even explode. 

I got up again and started for home. 
I had to show my mom my little boo-boo. 
I dug in my pocket & pulled out a comb. 
And all of the sudden I felt so alone. 
I fell down again & lost my good shoe. 
0 how I do wish that I could be you. 

Trevor Cooper 
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Hazen High School 
Hazen, AR 

Faculty Contact: Scarlett Golleher 
Visiting Writers: Paul Karns and Brian Spears 

Untitled 

My dad 's on my back 
get your grades up 
My mom's riding me to 
clean your room up 
I'm on myself 
to get stronger 
do it the right way 
it takes longer 
do it the wrong way 
it could end you 
My grandparents are on me 
something about digging ditches 
Me I want to serve my country 
then fly for the farmers 

Matthew McMallon 

Thunder by the Musician 

Footsteps approaching down the hall 
a light tap tap tap. 
Clickety click of the instructor's baton, 
gathering the attention of all. 
The sounds of lightning 
fill the air. 
The pouring rain surrounds us, 
winds billowing through the trees, 
forcing clouds all about! 
Rain being forced to pound the windows, 
leaves flying everywhere. 
Lightning ceases, winds calm, and rain 
begins to drip, drip, drip. 
Silence. 
Footsteps leaving the hall, a 
light tap, tap, tap. 

Paige Lisko 

The Granny from Little Red Riding Hood 

This wolf breaks in here and goes straight for my refrigerator! He doesn't even care I'm sitting 
here naked eating chocolate cake. But no, right on past me. I sit and watch him eat my turkey. 
My dinner for tonight, I thought to myself as I went and got my gun and started to load it. I 
caught him by surprise. His eyes fiery red and furious, I had interrupted his meal. He said, "No 
one disturbs me!" And as I put my gun between his eyes and pull the trigger, I say "No! No 
one disturbs me!" I pick his lifeless body up and take him to the sink. And I think, wolf stew 
would settle just right on my stomach. 

Hilary Holyfield 
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Bashful's Love for Snow White 

After a hard day at work my brothers and I headed for home. I didn't expect our house to be 
clean. I marched upstairs and to my wondering eyes I saw a beautiful young maiden girl with 
skin so white it glowed. At that moment I knew it was love and I felt the blood flow to my head 
making my face beet red. She decided to stay with us. I never had the courage to ask her to be 
with me. As years went by she fell into a deep sleep. I tried to kiss her when no one was around 
and there wasn't a sound, but my lovely Snow White wouldn't wake. A prince woke her up but 
I couldn't help but think--what does he have that I don't? 

Stephanie Rutherford 

Palace of the Babies 

covered in mustard and ketchup. 
The walls are made of pancakes 
with endless syrup dripping down. 
It smells like dirty diapers. 
Rattlers glued to the ceiling 
and frogs jumping around. 
Popsicles floating in the air. 
Heavy metal screaming from 
the radio. Babies are happy! 
Parents locked away underneath! 
Oh, what a wonderful world! 

Dana McLernon 

How to Make Peace 

Drown the green army men in Kool-aid 
Pull clovers from the ground 
Dye your eyelashes purple 
and drain the bathtub water 
Eat chalk and gravy, but swallow carefully 
Peel your skin back, exposing all inside feelings 
Hide under your sink but 
don't forget the peanut butter 
Detach your fingers and eat them 
and love all the worms 

Katie Lisko 
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My Sister Barbie (as 
said by Stacy) 

My sister Barbie® what can I say? 
She's perfect, she 's preppy, she's 
got Ken on a yank leash and I 
hate her for that! 
She's got all the cars but forget 
about income! All that goes to 
Mattei® 
She has all the clothes, but they ' re 
all pretty corny. 
And she has undergone at least 
some 30+ face lifts, but she's 
still all smiles! 
But I don't care! Give me 
a couple more inches and I' II 
kick her derriere! 

Hannah Plafcan 



Horace Mann Magnet Middle School 
Little Rock, AR 

Faculty Contact: Stella Hayes 
Visiting Writers: Elizabeth Bryer and Brad Summerhill 

The Assassination of Abraham Lincoln 
as depicted by the Historic Wax Museum 
DeWitt, South Dakota 1996 

Beautiful silk suit from Japan 
lies radiant around the waxy figure 

of her scream. Bonnet on, blue dress and stockings, Mary 
on her feet-like an alert mother for child 

Where the married can't shriek her husband alive, 
her arms windmilling American sky. 

A pump in Abe's chest heaves 

To mimic death-howls. The blood is red as fire 
His hat: fallen on the carpeted floor. 

A laughing John Booth, his arms outstretched, 
His pistol barrel exhaling fake smoke. 

In a split second, the guards finish the scene 
rushing to capture the dangerous assassin. 

As the light fades in the glass casing 
The people move to see the next exhibit 

but I stand alone thinking, staring at the scene 
And I push the button to see it all over again. 

Winston Malley 
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Austin, Texas 

The huge city's traffic 
flow is heavy as I continue to 
ride down the smooth but dusty 
street With a February as hot as 
May and as dull as September 

Chrystal Ridley 



Negri/, Jamaica 

There are so many trees 
there is the same amount of trees and stars here. 
It smells like food all the time 
with the mixture of smoke. 
It's very hot as if I were a cold meal and the sun and 
Earth were my microwave. 
It's quiet unless I'm near the 
beach. The water sounds 
like a playing tape player without a tape. 

Paul Thomas 

Blue Mountain, Arkansas 

Dirt roads winding 
left and right 
Ponds almost black 
from the mud 
Trucks sputtering 
behind me. 
A trailer made of tin 
and almost turning red 
Roofs falling in. 

Grandma's house smelling 
like venison and baby food is cooking. 
She has apple 
and other trees, 
but the birds eat them before she picks. 
When it rains 
and the wind blows 
the shutters creak like the tin man 
and the roofs leak like water being turned on. 

Heba Mehyou 

Brinkley, AR 

Across the many acres of land 
grass as green as unripe bananas 
swaying dancers in an infinite green sea 
the wind as their instructor 

the warmth of the sun, the cool of the wind 
all happening simultaneously 
as though a battle over terntory has begun 
the bright sun shining victoriously as the v.ind 
stops 

I can hear the whistling of the wind 
as a choir with only one song 
slowly coming to an end 
as the day turns to night 

as the night appears 
I see the moon dominating the sun, as king 
and the stars as its subjects 
ruling until the new day begins 

Travante Gordon 
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Huntsville High School: First Visit 
Huntsville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Pattie Shinn 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Adam Prince 

Cat Mountain 

On this mountain 
cats bid 
the sun come up. 
Some play the trombone, 
and the gruff cats chase 
the passing swans. 
They roam all day, 
echoes filling the ripe air. 
When the sun gets sleepy 
they vanish from this circus, 
where the dog-eared cats' 
orchestra plays the sun to sleep. 

Megan Roach 

Palace of the Lilac 
Queen 

As the lilac-faced majesty 
gazes out over her land, 
the stale wind shakes her. 
The echoes of time sound 
through the halls of 
her ivory-encrusted tomb. 
Her palace is the site 
where time is crowned. 

Tali Davis 

November 7th 

gray sparkle eyes with 
green swirling centers 
watch from a 
classroom comer, 
intently focusing 
on the tree out 
the window. 
the massive maple 
shedding gently 
in the wind 
her cool black leaves. 

the sky clears slowly 
for the sinless light, 
we've waited long 
for the dark night. 
it creeps and curls 
with slow movement, 
gently dying 
from its first kiss. 

Malinda Moore 

Padded Walls 

The raving madman stood near the fire, 
reduced to rags, though he felt like a sire. 
He watched the bus tires track through the snow, 
his amber eyeballs watched men to and fro. 

"The ghosts in the street, they don't bother me," 
he said as he rushed back into his tree. 
Hopefully someday his wooden fur will soften 
for the padded walls are what he dreams of often. 

Trevor Maher 
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Sudden Thunder 

The dark autumn sky left a hint of rain behind 
as it left us to head for Egypt. 
While watching the rain I snacked on popcorn and candy. 
The sound of thunder was faint as though 
a small Honda Accord had pulled up the drive. 
It was so dark and creepy I started to tremble. 
Are people in Egypt this skeptical? 
l suddenly dropped my popcorn at an unexpected 
rush of thunder and a splash of lightning. 

Kay/a Cornett 

November 7th 

Stars of Africa 

Our stars come from Africa 
the land of our heroes 
the land of our athletes 
the land of the yellow afternoon 
and ivory-teethed black beauties 
How can one say 
they hinder the world 
They have moved us forward 
in the area we lack 
The differences we once saw 
have vanished like echoes 
into the changing sands of time 
only occasionally surfacing 
to make ripples in the streams of our lives 

Evan Niehns 

The colors of red, yellow, gray, and green all around, 
signifying pay day, school, and fall. 
The urge of getting up at 6:30 just to see 
the red and yellow outfitted clones and smelling 
the greasy school tacos and watching the 
grimy campaign ads on commercials during Channel 
One, and seeming somewhat uncooked like 
the french fries that are also lurking in the cafeteria like 
the tacos. 

Trent Wilson 
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Huntsville High School: Second Visit 
Huntsville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Pattie Shinn 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Tara Bray 

Jane Speaks to her 
Stuffed Dog 

It's time to go now Jason. 
The money's not important. 
There are no bones inside. 
The Jock is too strong. 
What's that? It's going to rain. 
We' d better leave this place. 
We must go where the drops go. 
Don't be afraid, I'll hold you. 
When I blew up the house I held you. 
Ah, we're at the wedding now. 
Chris looks sad now. 
Candy looks mad now. 
I hear the raindrops. 
Oh, aren' t they glorious. 
Sizzle on the monkeys. 
Sizzle on the floor. 
It's time to end it now Jason. 
Say goodbye, this is the moment. 
Boom. 

Karyna Johnson 

Untitled 

Hope 

On the wet side of old fires 
' where the royalty are nobodies, 

the wealthy are reduced to rags, 
the blue flower opens and out comes hope. 
A small word, and anarchy's foe, 
to the world greater than the pope, 
each new loss is but another chance 
for her loving beauty 
to come out and dance. 

She is magic. 
Loving, caring, always there. 
I have a premonition she is near. 
She will save us from havoc. 
She has sworn over and over 
her love will last forever. 
We will be lost never. 
We need no luck, not even a clover. 
Anarchy's reign is over. 

Andrea Holt 

The forms whisper about the blunt tip of a rusty 
old knife around a carnpfrre. They seem to be obsessed 
with it. They talk of it all night as the flames 
of the campfire curl off into the night. 

Orion Fleissbach 
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The Winner 

I wait patiently for the clock 
to move--it seems like the hands 
are broken, but finally my eyes 
see what I've been waiting for. My mom 
is home. She just got back from Little Rock 
in time for the races at the gym. 

It's time to make my way to the starting line, Jim, 
my coach, says. They set the clock 
and we're off. Unfortunately, I stumble on a rock 
and fall on my hands. 
I get back up and my mom 
cheers--I don't want to take my eyes 

off the finish line, which my eyes 
can see so clearly right now. This gym 
has got to be the longest in the world. My mom 
is still cheering, and the clock 
keeps ticking, the hands 
on it moving so slowly. I pass the little 

girl in front of me, but the little 
one in front now must have eyes 
in the back of her head 'cause she won't let me through, her hands 
push me back--"Disqualified," says coach Jim. 
I'm up to third place. I wish that clock 
would stop. It's making me crazy, and now I see a mom 

yelling, a mom 
yelling 'cause her daughter cheated, the little 
girl now sits on the side, watching the clock 
with a look of anger in her eyes, 
with a look of hatred at Jim. 
She grabs with her hands, 

with the same hands 
that pushed me back, with a look at her mom 
and at coach Jim, 
she picks up a rock 
and throws it at me, but my eyes 
see it and I run through the finish line with the stopping of the clock. 

My mom's eyes 
shine with joy, her hands grab mine, my little 
girl has won the race at the gym and stopped the clock. 
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Huntsville High School: Third Visit 
Huntsville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Pattie Shinn 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Adam Prince 

What I heard on a New Orleans Trolley 

The drunk and his constantly watchable friend Bob 
were reminiscing on the war and someone named "Charlie." 
The widow mumbling something softly to her departed 
husband, and then consoling herself by holding her grandchild's hand. 
The business man excitedly closing a deal and 
guaranteeing his kids' education. 
The loud lusty voice of the night-black trolley 
operator cooing gently to a lost child. 
The bride and groom and the silent conversation lovers have that only they can hear. 
The whir of the electric engine moving us down Carondelet Street. 
And the thump, thump, clack 
of the tracks as we mover over the 
loose, shining track onto a forest of concrete, 
marble and steel. 

Justin Copenhauer 

My Hit 

I step up to the plate, bat in my hand 
The ball is pitched. 
I swing hard and when the bat and ball hit 
It sounds like thunder. 
The ball is going, going it's gone. Homerun. 
When they fmd the ball it looks like rags. 
She put all her muscle into that swing. 
And hailstorms came while in that swing. 
I hypnotize jazz players 
And cradle ashes in my arms. 

Exquisite Corpse: First Period 
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What The? 

The cable tangled. 
The ashes fell .. 
The car went sideways. 
and hit the cabin 
as my elbow crackled. 
I arm wrestled the oversized man. 
And didn't feel a thing as he forced 
my hand and wrist through the bench. 
There was nothing but blank space 
on your whimpering face. 
The moss grows deep 
In the country of Italy 
where aluminum is made. 
In a cabin far off in the woods 
was a cabinet with mustard 
where bees swarmed in my hair. 
Aluminum foil I wish I'd worn. 
I'm embroidered with com. 
The bees have attacked. 

Exquisite Corpse: Third Period 



Things I Like To Do in Home Ec 

As I sit in hard bony seat in Home Ec, 
I twitch and kick the person in front of me. 
I like when Mrs. Edwards yells at me. 
I tap my nails and play Morse code 
to a friend across the room. 
I like to see Mrs. Edwards go insane. 
As I'm cooking, I like to pour grease on the 
stove burners and watch a fire take flight. 
I like to see Mrs. Edwards in a running frenzy. 
I put my hated enemy's favorite necklace down 
the garbage disposal and turn it on. I 
hear it crunch. I like to see them cry. 
I sew my tote bag. While no one's 
looking I rip small holes in theirs. I 
like to see them pout. I go to the iron 
and scorch a misplaced hand that 
happened to be in my way. I like 
to see scars. I like to be mean. 

Marlaina Wood This and That 

Untitled 

After the creation of earth 
little kids were asking what's that 
as they watched a jellyfish swim by 
with a cup of hot chocolate 
gripped tightly in his tentacles. 

Althea Clyne 

I remember the drum sounds of the civil war. 

Humid Days 

Pencils write books of Lincoln, Booth and Jim Crow. 
Songwriters captured the flowers in nature with their instruments. 
Now we sing in rock music about nature. 
We play in groups around our houses banging 
snowballs at each other. 
I run in my shoes to the sound of an alternative 
Band amplified in my headphones. 
That was inspirational. 
This is fun. 

Megan Ellis 

The weather is cloudy and humid, our clothes stick to our backs. 
The sun is hiding but the rays still seem to kiss us with their heat. 
Even the tank top and short shorts seem to burn me up. 
Logan, my nephew, always says, "hot, hot." 
July is always our skin tortured and turned red. 
Logan tries to splash himself and Chico with water to keep them cool. 
But today the sun is not out and we're still scorched, but 
Logan's baby blues eyes still clash with his reddened 2 year old skin. 
July is sometimes like the oven baking our skin without light. 
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Huttig High School 
Huttig, AR 

Faculty Contact: Melissa Hays 
Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Sandy Longhorn 

My Blank Paper 

The blank paper is blindingly white as I 
try to figure out how to decorate it with my words. 
Like steel, the paper is hard to conquer and 
shape the way I feel. 
So my mind drifts to Paris, to better help me form 
my words. 
So then I say to myself, "Maybe it's fme the 
way it is." 
Like an Achilles heel the loss for words 
keeps bugging me. 
So finally, I contaminate my paper, the 
first line is done. 
So now my not-so-blindlingly blank paper 
has the start of its journey. 
Like ripples in a pond, my paper is now 
changed. 

Brittney Schoonover 

I want to know 

My teacher tells me of all the new technology, 
and my teacher tells me about DNA. 
I asked him why you can't make one animal from another. 
He was wearing a chemical suit. It was white. 

Dustin Osgood 
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Ode to My Truck 

My truck is as big as 
two gorillas laying on the 
road. Its fresh clean scent 
smells like a cherry 
pie. As I am riding along 
in my truck the fresh 
scent helps me relax like 
I am laying out by 
the pool. Its color is 
like sun-fire burning in 
the noon day. 

Felecia Woods 



The Old Horse 

The big, brown, long-maned 
horse smelled like an ocean 
full of dead fish. 
He stood and chomped on the 
com, which sounded like he 
had a mouth full of steel. 
He looked as if he should 
be trotting down the rugged 
streets of London. 
I stared some more at this 
beast and said, "What a big 
ugly horse!" 
He began to stomp his heel 
on the grassy ground. 
He turned to find me looking 
at him. 
As he still stood chomping 
on the com, his long black 
tail swayed from side to side. 
This big brown horse reminded 
me of an old rusty gun. 

Joy Grissom 

Ode to New Shoes 

I was walking through a store 
when I saw a pair of new shoes. 
They were as shiny as the 
paint on a new car. They gave 
off a smell of new, unworn leather. 
The shoelaces were black as night. 
The silver stripes running through the 
black on the sides like lightning 
in a dark night. The tread on 
the bottom was as clean as a waxed 
floor. I looked at my shoes and 
they looked old and worn and rough 
to the touch like an old, old horse. 

Trey Phillips 

The Ode Bird 

The bird of paradise. A tropical 
bird that transforms into a book 
of wings. That has never been read. 
It smells like a fresh morning breeze 
after a rain. With the color of a 
rainbow. That stands out like 
a white cow in a herd of black 
cows. With a golden streak 
down its back like the crown 
of a king. The wings flow like 
a feather in the wind. They flow 
without a sound. But the voice 
of the wonderful bird of the 
tropical rain forest could put 
a crying baby to sleep. 

Chasity Nichols 

The Night Sky 

The night sky 
is so beautiful, 

Pitch black, 
with little silver spots. 

The taste is like ice, 
on this cold winter's night, 

And the smell is so crisp, 
like starched and ironed jeans. 

The sky so vast, 
like a never-ending TV screen. 

The stars, 
those little silver spots, 

Look as if you could just reach out, 
not too far away and hold one in your 

hand. 
The sight is so marvelous, 

like it's a miracle it's there. 
The moon casting an eerie glow 

across my back yard. 

Mar/us Bolding 
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Jasper High School 
Jasper, AR 

Faculty Contact: Margie Rutledge 
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost and Bill Notter 

My Left Pinky Toe 

Fell off squirting red blood. 
Ran away and I tried to chase it. 
My foot hurt too bad to get it. 
I found and then buried it. 
I woke up the next day with it in my mouth. 

Chase Lemmon 

War 

I lost my legs in Vietnam. 
The smell of blood was all around. 
I tore off my camouflage jacket 
as a tourniquet 
as the words "Sweet Home Alabama" 
went through my head. 
Our of nowhere a wildebeest 
looked me in the eyes. 
It was like facing death. 
Then forgetting I had not feet, 
I tried to run. 
As it all calmed down 
I took a big gulp of Zinfadel wine. 
I recall looking in the sky 
and seeing a circus go by on a cloud. 

Anna Finley 
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Confusion 

Standing by the ocean 
thinking of many things. 
The salty water 
lapping at the shore. 
People are fishing 
with homemade poles. 
There's a pier off in the distance 
with many cafes along the way. 
There's a couple arguing. 
There's a couple making-up. 
But between it all 
a child stands 
throwing crackers up to the seagulls. 

Sheila McAllister 



Red Velvet 

The moist red cake that sat on the counter 
smelled so good that I could almost taste it in my nose. 
When it reached my mouth it tasted like a hot strawberry 
and when I reached the bottom of the pan 
it was rough like a sandy floor. 

I stood watch that night over the cake 
so that the bigfoot would not touch it. 
When the cook got back the next day 
he marveled over his work. 

He was so happy that it did not turn into frog legs, 
so he named it red velvet because of its green pan. 

Tyler Brasel 

Planet Hubbachubba 

On the planet Hubbachubba, 
spicy women walk around 
eating birds and drinking hot water. 
Around five a.m. they wake up 
to a sweet glass of tea. 
They look like rag dolls 
that just woke up. They lost 
their teeth but I found them 
in a soft blanket of spam and eggs. 

Eddie Joe Huff 

Please Forgive Me 

I am a morning person. 

My room smells like cats and salami 
and a shirt in my room smells like cologne. 

Please forgive me, cause I'm just a soul 
whose intentions are good. 

Oh Lord, please don't let me 
be misunderstood. 

I have dreams about bears sometimes 
and they say their eyes are like the ocean. 

My dad has Flinstone feet. 

Are zebras white with black stripes 
or black with white stripes? 

A tree is chasing a dog and consuming it. 

Ariel Jasper 
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Jimmy Brown Elementary School 
Star City, AR 

Faculty Contact: Hope Robinson 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom 

A T-Shirt Speaks 

I'm getting tired of you wearing me. You always go to P.E. when you wear me--you be musty. I 
feel really ashamed of you. You get on my nerves. How come you never take me to a dance, or 
to church? You will never have fun with me. You make me very sad. 

Jesseca Darrough 

Air 

When the air walks through my hair 
it stomps hard. 
It talks, but when it talks it sounds 
like it's whispering through my ears. 
It gets mad sometimes, 
but I cheer it up. 
When I run through it, 
it tries to push me back. 
Smoky air gives the fresh air 
heart problems. 
When I blow a kiss 
it always spits it out. 

Allie Lamb 

Rat 

The Beautiful Slug and 
Earthworm 

Earthworm, earthworm, you ' re as soft 
as ramen noodles and spaghetti . 
You dig in the dirt in the hot summer 
sun. You're as squishy as mashed potatoes 
and as slow as a turtle. When you wiggle 
your antennas I get lost in my mind. 

Anonymous 

When I see a rat, I think what a beautiful wet tail and beautiful fur. You can run really fast and 
when a cat comes up I scare it away. Then I give you a kiss. I like your gray fur. It smells like 
me. And you and me eat the same food out of the same plate. We eat with the same spoon and 
fork. And you and me take a bath together. And we listen to the radio. When we go to bed, I 
share my bedroom with you and we go to bed in the same bed. I still share my room with you. 

Keneisha Edwards 
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Kobe Bryant 

Your eyebrows shiver when you run 
up and down the court in Chicago. 
You dunked forty-eight baskets 
like a giant. 
You can throw snowballs like you can 
throw a basketball. 
When you dunk, 
the goal breaks like an icicle. 
When you dunk, your tongue goes out 
like a frog catching a fly. 

McKinley Hellums 

Globe 

I see the world and some people 
love to spin me and I get dizzy. I have 
been here all my life. I see new people 
every year. I like my ear phones 
but my head goes round and round, 
that's the part I don't like. If someone 
cut me or made me fall they would be 
in a heap of trouble but I will have 
a broken heart and my cheeks are all puffed up. 

JJ Green 

You're So Ugly 

The White Snow 

I'm so cold 
there are icicles growing from my 
eyebrows and I'm shivering like a 
jackhammer breaking cement 
in the sunlight of a cold 
morning. The snow is as white 
as a cloud, thicker than a 
river, softer than a water bed 
and it's better to play in 
than it is to eat. 

Jordan Hooks 

The Sky-Blue Deer 
Antler 

Take a sky-blue deer antler 
and hide it in a secret chest. 
Use it to save you in battle. 
Don' t waste its power. Use it 
to get you out of rage. Dip 
its points in cool flowing water 
to calm your madness. 

Chris Peterson 

You're so ugly. Your skin looks like the Texas ground. When you wear your glasses you look 
like a four-eyed freak. Your freckles make you look like the inside of nostrils. Your teeth are as 
gray as a mouse. Your snow angels look like a forehead. Your lips are as slimy and green as the 
inside of an ocean. Whatever is wrong with you no one will ever know. 

Victoria Harper 
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Junction City Elementary School 
Junction City, AR 

Faculty Contact: Margaret McGaha 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden and Bethany Edstrom 

The Aluminum Foil Fortune Car 

Frog has freaky green hair 
a very weird pair 
of eyes with a finger for a nose 
and hair on his toes. 
He was made from paper mache 
with a very weird crochet. 
Frog jumped in his car 
and went to the bar 
after he drove sideways 
he met a stranger named Shay. 
Frog left Shay at the skating rink 
'cause Shay liked to sing 
too much Frog had a car made from aluminum foil 
he liked to boil 
his peanut butter with an egg beater. 
He is at the water right now. 

Chris Miller 

Nasty Ole Vines 

I have vines growing out my 
nose and mouth and eyes that are 
blue and yellow with polka dots and it's late 
and I am asleep with vines in my body 
growing like blood veins in a baby now I hear 
drums beating slowly coming closer and beating 
faster and hits the edge of the drum 
with the stick and stops then my face 
turns blue I am suffocating but still breathing 
Then I get sucked up by a tornado and 
thrown I land being knocked out then I 
wake up seeing dirt. I am in a pit with 
nobody around not being able to move with 
no vines on my body. 

Lance Disotell 
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I have never ... 

I have never been to 
Texas. It seems to be 
the color of a yellowish 
orange like the color of 
a colored piece of paper. 
It is like a triangle 
and a rectangle on its 
back. It sounds like 
a blue jay singing and 
a ball running through the 
streets. I have never been 
to Texas. It tastes 
like burnt potato. It 
is the color of a 
cardinal and the throat 
of a robin. It sounds 
like a woodpecker. 

Kurt Casedy 



Untitled 

Dear Jay Leno, Why Why Why does your 
chin hang low? Why do your hairs stick 
up when you laugh? Why do you come 
on so late? What do you do during the day? 
Do you sleep, eat casserole, or watch TV? 
What do you put on your casserole? 

Your Friend, 
Ja' Kendra Crew 

Dear Ja'Kendra, The reason why my chin 
hangs low is that when I was a kid, I 
swallowed a hockey puck. My hair 
sticks up because it laughs whenever I do. 
I come on so late because I want to. 
I eat casserole all day and watch 
TV. I put hair, sour pickles, dirt, 
vegetables, and worms on my casserole. 

Your friend, 
Jay Leno 

Ja 'Kendra Crew 

The Weather Changer 

The clouds make it rain 
when it's time to rain the clouds tum black 
Sometimes I throw a ball up to see 
how hard the wind is blowing 
But I tell people not to play when it's raining 
because when the rain hits you it is freezing 
thunder bursts out with a loud sound 
Then the sun comes out and dries 
all the land, because the man 
smiles and shows his golden 
buttery teeth. 

Kurtis Hoof 
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Pencil 

Oh! You write my words on 
paper. I twirl you around 
when I'm bored. You go 
through a razor and stay good. 
If it weren't for you I couldn' t 
mark my place in a book. 
I can rap you on my desk 
and not get in trouble! Thanks 
Pencil!!! 

Zachary Adkins 



Kingston School 
Kingston, AR 

Faculty Contact: Tammi Davis 
Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Chelsea Rathburn 

The Prices of Danger 

Danger is looking a wolf-dog in the eyes, 
Hearing the growls, smelling its breath. 
The canine 's fur matches that of a coal miner's burnt beard. 
So much like Alexandra afraid in New York. 
The actions of the dog are peaceful, to a point. 
The streets of L.A. are dark and gray. 
The deadly wolf of anger cries with fury. 
The wolf dog demolishes the Rockies with one bite. 
Hasta fuego! 
The canine spoke to me in a tongue quite clear 
For danger is an outlet of curiosity. 

Thomas Wambler 

You Are in Trey Country 

You are in Trey Country. 
Avoid being born, having sugar, or sharp, hot, dangerous items. 
Stay away from electronics. 
Never carry sugar, really really really really dark chocolate. 
Anything that could have any potential in being fun, leave at home. 
If you encounter Trey, cross your eyes and stomp your feet. 
Tell him a tongue twister. 
If all else fails, say sentences such as: 
"Where do you live?" 
"5, 4, 3, 2, 1 ... 11 

or "You scratch my back and I'll scratch yours" 
in an attempt to confuse him. 
Have no fear, leave chocolates out of reach, and you'll 
Do fine. 
In emergencies, hold your hand in a gunlike gesture 
And say, "I swear, move and the chocolate gets it!" 

Trey Barton 
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Cowgirl Country 

Cowgirls are underestimated, 
Disrespected with threats. 
Thought to be weak, 
They outdo most. 

Don't call them weaklings, 
Or wimps to their faces. 
Don't start a ruckus with them, 
You will be erased. 

Most cowgirls stand tall, 
No matter the danger. 
You won't hear them say 
They were scared. 

If you meet one, 
Be respectfuL 
Don't treat her like a sissy, 
She is tougher than that. 

Few true cowgirls 
Are left in the world. 
They died out 
From disrespect. 

Billie Jo Meyers 

Confusion 

Swimming is as weightless and joyful as outer space. 
A purple duck swings as he struts his six-webbed foot 
Belching the Star-Spangled Banner as the smell of 
A Canadian bacon pizza cooks slowly under the heat. 
Jeffery imitates a Bon Jovi song in Kingston Square. 
The salmon are biting on minnows today. 
The smelly boy of happiness is playful. 
Jeffery flew across the basketball court in the air. 
Salmon aren't living in Arkansas anymore. 
Jeffery knows how to be a sly coyote. 
The remote often moos to make me angry. 
The water splashed from the diver 's swan dive . 

Jason Zylstra 

Emotions of the World 

Love is like a river blocked by a dam. 
The White River has fire flames down its back. 
Love is a tomato bursting in the air. 
Greg is from Mt. Home, Arkansas, and is now in peace. 
There is peace in the valley where Daddy lays. 
The darkened clouds of sadness roll in. 
Daddy flies above my head and into the 
Sky. 
The valley is dark and cold from killings and violence. 
Pardumua, that is the valley of peace. 
The river jumps over the dam. 
We sat as if we were in love. 

Andrea Fancher 
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Lincoln High School 
Lincoln, AR 

Faculty Contact: Sherry Bell 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden and Cherri Randall 

Rantings and Ravings of a Mostly Well-Known Poet 

The King wants yet another play, a love story, 
but I'm still drawing blanks. I've used up a lot ofthemes already: 
star-crossed lovers; lovers betrayed by a believed friend (in fact I think I used that twice), 
lovers placed under spells. 
You can' t just slap one together, you know. 
It takes time, inspiration. PEACE AND QUIET! Stick 
me directly over the Great Hall--stupid light, It NEVER 
stays on. And he wants supernatural entities. Those blighters 
are hard to work in sometimes. Love stories 
and supernatural entities don't mix very well. 
WILL THEY BE QUIET FOR ONCE! 
I can't work in these conditions: poor lighting, 
poor acoustics. One can't think in an environment 
such as this. I can't see how they expect me to produce 
anything in this room, except a horrid temperament 
perhaps. And quite frankly, I don't think this keep could endure 
much more of my tantrums. Why, it looks as though the slightest 
tempest could send the entire thing .. . Wait 
a minute. Yes. I've got it. Act I, Scene i: Exiled Lord causes 
Tempest. 

Haleena Gregory 

Leftovers 

I start out on the stove for the night and slowly and slowly time 
passes by. I'm starting to get cold and it's getting very late. I'm 
being wrapped up now and put in the fridge for the night. The light 
goes on and then goes off and I begin to wonder about my life. It's 
now the next morning and I'm pulled out into the light. I'm being 
unwrapped now an placed on a paper plate. Now I'm confused on 
why I'm still cold. I'm being carried outside and across the back
yard. Then I see that almost-starving poodle sniffing at my cheesy 
smell. 

Adrian Risley 
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One Color Stop Light 

As the scenery fades past in shades of greens 
and blues you look straight ahead, wondering when the 
next sign will whiz by so you can find out what little town 
is coming up. The road seems to disappear over the horizon 
with not a turn in sight. Cars seem to be changing 
directions all the time. 
Even though you think you're going the right way, 
somebody stops and says to go the other way. 
As you speed through the overpass, 
the air changes to a thick fog, and the smell 
changes from a clean autumn to overpowering 
fumes. As you choke, you wish that you 
listened to on-goers, but in the distance you see a faint 
light. Could it be your destination? 
Nope. Just that one colored stop light, and it's shining green. 

Jimmy Sellers 

The Town That Doesn't Exist 

Parched, dry and thirsty 
my mouth is. My exhausted 
body begging for wetness 
of even one small drop of life's 
liquid. No town or any such place 
around. I have to keep going, 
for if my aching feet stop moving 
now, they may never move again. 
Fallen, and now crawling, I'm blessed 
by the sight of a settlement. So happy 
no longer crawling I'm blessed 
by the sight of a settlement. So happy 
no longer crawling. I'm running. I 'm not 
getting any closer. I'm not 
making any progress. I'm not 
realizing how used up my body is. I collapse. 
The last breath my body will ever have 
escapes me. My body is left there in 
the sandy brown desert, rotting, 
As my bones are bleached by the harsh 
Arizona sun. 

Chance McDonald 
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Lonoke Middle School 
Lonoke, AR 

Faculty Contact: Mary Clark 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Laura Runyan 

An Irish Sends a Postcard Home 

The climate here is very strange 
it gets cold like it could snow but doesn't 
sometimes hotter than fire 
most things aren't green 
it's more of a rainbow filled with colors 
I can guarantee you there aren't any leprechauns 
running around! 
They speak a strange way here 
and a music star pops up every two days! 
A lot of these people are very kind like at home 
some are like lions as fierce as can be 
I hear howling wolves at night unlike home 
their solemn howl puts me to sleep 
the snakes are of plenty 
many are poisonous and will kill you like that! 

Jolie Smith 

A Neptunian Sends a 
Postcard Home 

The people roam the planet, 
swishing past fellow people. Thinking, 
working, lying, breathing. Prohibited by the 
garments that adorn their bodies. 
The colors, sounds, smells, and feelings 
whip by like a kite in the wind, dipping, 
swaying, and fmally crashing in the after
math of an argument. The apologies, 
while sometimes sincere, are moments 
later forgotten in the hectic world that 
people have created for themselves and 
their posterity. Earth is still a youngling 
and like any juvenile will learn from 
its mistakes. 

Melanie Johnson 115 

February 

February looks 
like flowers 
blooming 
February feels 
like a horse 
running fast 
because the 
month goes so 
fast 
February sounds 
like birds chirping, 
rainfall on a tea 
kettle and kids 
laughing and jumping 
in the water, 
dogs barking 
for someone 
to come and 
let them out. 
February!! 

Somer Grimes 



Beach Story 

Warm sand, soothing waves, the gentle 
Cries of the seagulls are all around me. Children 
Call out in gleeful cries, for the tide 
Is coming in. Rushing to meet the water, 
Young lovers begin to laugh. Older generations 
Hold each other as a gentle sea-bound breeze 
Blows. I see and hear many things around 
Me. 

I touch and feel odd things here. 
The gentle warm water caresses my 
Skin, along with rough seaweed scratching 
My feet. A salty water mixed with sand 
Coats my skin. A cool tap washes the mixture 
Away. Things feel so amazing here. 

Hannah Boles 

An Australian Sends a Postcard 
Home 

I'm sending home a postcard, from a place 
called Arkansas. 
They have a very weird language I can't 
understand at all. 
They use dolphins for scientific experiments 
and eat malted milk balls. 
These people sit around and do nothing all day, 
and don't even go outside to see 
the fresh looking new day. 
That's why I don't bother talking to them 
at all! 

Emily Adams 
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Time Warp Postcard 

As I step out of my time machine, 
I see Thomas Jefferson signing 
the Declaration of Independence. 
When I step into my time 
machine, I go further back 
in time. As I step out I see 
the Indians crossing the land 
bridge from long ago. I hear 
the soft thump on the ground 
from their feet as they walk. 
Then I go further in time and 
observe dinosaurs spreading across 
the land. They smell of must 
and dirt, and they feel like a snake's 
skin. Their taste is like something 
that is gone, but not forgotten. 
I could go on, my friend, 
but I will stop here. See you 
at home. 

Caitlin Sjostrand 



McClellan High School 
Little Rock, AR 

Faculty Contact: Shirley Ferguson 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden and RD Hollenbeck 

Rage 

Rage is walking in the house and smelling 
The awful scent of motor oil left behind 
From my mom's boyfriend. It smells 
Like the blood that pours out of veins. 
Sometimes I taste it through my Aunt 
Joan's greens. I even see it as I walk 
Down the lonely but busy halls of 
McClellan. 

Dominique Johnson 

Hurt 

You and I were going to the movies Saturday to She's 
All That. I was at the Christmas parade and Elvis 

Hurt 

Hurt is like a man who tells 
The truth about everything except 
His mistakes. 

Patrice Rawlins 

Was going past and the cell phone was ringing and it was 
A slow ring. Something went through my body and I didn't 
Know what it was. When we reached the salon everyone 
Was in the rain crying and I didn't know what to think. 
Your sister came to the car in tears and her eyes were 
Red and said, "He gone. K'low is gone," and I fell 
To the ground and started crying. Big Mama came to 
The car and told me to come inside and pray. Uncle 
Ledeal came around wiping our eyes. We said our 
Final words in prayer I didn't get to say goodbye, 
And I'm hurt but for you and myself I live life 
To the fullest. It has been a year and a month and 
Still I call your number wishing you were here. 

Stephanie Thomas 
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Joy 

Hate 

Hate is like a lady 
Screaming in your 
Ear, and you are 
The only one who 
Can hear it. 

Joy is like a toothache when it's 
Cured. Joy is like winter when 
You have the month of May. Joy 
Is like eating your mama's greens 
And corn bread. Joy is like eating 
A box of Peppermint Patties. 
Joy is when I woke up on Christmas 
Morning and saw Santa Claus 
Standing in my living room. Joy is 
When I had the Holy Ghost in 
Church one Sunday morning. Joy 

Albert Harris 

Fear 

Is like the fizz in a Pepsi. Joy is 
When the devil leaves my house. 
Joy is free like 
Butterflies flying. You get Joy 
When you see birds fly over 
The blue skies. Joy is like 
Seeing the green lakes on a sunny 
Morning. 

Shan/ita Austin 

Fear is the feeling you get when you know your cousin might never wake up. 
Fear is silly like believing in Santa Claus but 
It makes an impact like stepping on a land mine but 
Surviving with a hole in your heart. 
Fear is the dark void in the back of your mind. 
Fear is like bungee jumping off a 200-ft. cliff and hearing the cord snap. 

Maya Johnson 

Where is this Place? 

Aimlessly looking at that shallow puddle of decaying water. Mosquitoes lin
gering about waiting for their next victim. 
An old Coke can with its surface 
Color dimming. Treacherous dark smell 
Invades the soul. Can't escape this 
Place. How long has it been? How 
much longer can I stay? 

Luis Pena 
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McGehee Elementary School 
McGehee, AR 

Faculty Contact: Patti Smith 
Visiting Writers: Amy Nawrocki and Laura Gray 

McGehee 

McGehee is like a 
crayon box with all 
the colors of the world. 
When you wake up you can 
hear the trains coming down 
the tracks like a herd 
of buffalo running away. 
Then when you go outside 
it's so hot it feels like 
you' re on the planet 
Venus. Then when 
night comes it's as cool 
as a snowy mist. All 
the people talk in a funny 
sort of way, just as 
southern as the west wind 
in Texas. That is the way 
we live in McGehee. 

Zach Sloan 

Socks 

Evolving 

It was late in the evening. 
The starfish started to sprout 
and the combine crept along 
in the night sky under the stars. 
The eagle went home while the 
thunderbolts started to 
grow. I could see the flood 
coming while it evolved 
and the sky started to 
unravel. The bam was 
noisy with all the animals 
for they were so happy 
to know that it was going 
to rain. The wrinkled sky 
covered with dust 
was very silent while 
the flood moved on. The 
flowers started to bloom 
and the grains of rice 
evolved out of the ground. 

Chase Dennis 

Socks are like the sun shining on your feet on a summer day. 
They resemble the shade of trees after a long day of playing with 
your friends. They die every day, but their lifelessness is 
washed away in a sea of whiteness in this square-shaped container. 
After they are brought back to life, they are ready again. Did 
you crawl out of the ocean, or sneak under the door? 
Did I meet you and save you while running from tornadoes? 
Maybe you robbed a bank and hid in my house. 
Do socks live in New Jersey, Maine, or Iowa? 
Or you came from above, just to guard my own feet. I bet 
you just roam now so that you can sleep. 

Terence Reed 
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Dreaming 

As the young boy stood over the beach, he started to 
reminisce about the days at the old ranch. Waking up to the 
thunderous crowing of the rooster and looking out the window 
at the beautiful radiant sun as it swam through the 
sky. He liked nothing more than to put on his worn-out 
stitched-up overalls and play with Pepper Mill, the bam 
pony. Every morning they would take a long adventure 
through the wilderness of trees till they came to a 
glorious meadow, where they frolicked and played 
till supper where after they were done, they camped 
out under the lit-up sky where they fell into an 
outstanding dream. 

Darell Dansby 

Beef Jerky 

Beef jerky, your sprinkles 
of pepper look like stars 
in the dim sky. I launch 
you into my mouth. You 
explode into a hot spicy 
rage. You look like 
a snake who slithers 
straight without any 
moment as you go 
down my stomach 
and now I'm not that 
hungry. 

Grant 

Starfish 

The Maggot That Got His 
Groove On 

There once was a maggot 
He wanted to get his groove on 
He started to boogie down off the head 
He went down like a jet 
Then he turned on some music 
And did the "C" walk 
Until he got stepped on. 

Dustin Day 

The starfish inched its way out of the chocolate-brown mud. 
He increased his speed to the puddle beyond the pink sky. 
I snapped a photo and the starfish with the crystal clear water 
and the cardboard-brown sand glistened in the flower-yellow sun. 
When I got to my sky-blue house with my marker-red car 
parked in the garage, I walked to my room with its blue jean
blue walls and to my closet. I hung the picture of my starfish 
in my bright orange closet. 

Josh Karnes 
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Mammoth Spring Elementary School 
Mammoth Spring, AR 
Faculty Contact: Janet King 

Visiting Writers: Laura Gray and Anne Greenwood 

The Horses 

The horse 
bubbles as it drinks. 
There is a bang of the gun 
when they run in the race. 
It creeps up on the horses 
to pass and it 
is almost 
like he 
IS 

flying as they go across the 
finish line. 

Adam Watson 

Midnight 

As I lie in my bed the sea crawls 
into midnight. It looks so lonely without 
a little island to talk to. 
Then the sun slowly comes up and the 
sea awakes from its napping. Occasionally 
com floats around at noon. Once the sea 
ruled the planet. 

Maddy Wright 

Dolphin 

The dolphin swishes through the water 
with a shiny body 
with a fresh coat of churned water on it. 
The art of the way it moves, does its tricks 
and how its soft flippers go through the water. 

Moon Bamber 

Flood, Mud and Our World 

The earth floods, then it is muddy. We have 
globes in our class, we play in the mud. We hate 
it when it floods. We look at the globe and see the 
different places. After a flood, there is mud for us 
to play in. 

Stephenie McCullough 
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Mammoth Spring 

The waterfall by the large spring runs down to the ground, 
smashing into the large rocks and spraying itself proud. 
And all the trees stand together in the woods, 
like an army of soldiers 
dressed in brown and green. 
The sun shines in town, 
washing the land in bright light. 
The birds sing their songs 
before the sun sets. 
And the little antique shops' lights dim 
as all the sleepy people go home. 
Darkness spreads across the water 
turning it black as the star-speckled sky, 
And the shimmering on the water. 
These shimmers are the stars 
And quiet blankets the town, 
thick and black quietness 
and all the people rest 
for another peaceful day. 

Jessica Lynn Regarald 

Along the Water 

The man floated across the ground 
with starlight above his head. 
As he thumped his feet on the sand, 
he watched the sparkling sea. 
The sand was as if it was a pool 
of golden coins 
lined up waiting to be wet by the 
water of the sea. 

Corey Godwin 
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The Busy Ant Hill 

Mammoth Spring is like 
an ant hill, under 
construction with 
busy ants rushing 
to their jobs. 
The spring is like 
a giant puddle 
for the ants to 
play in when the 
work is done. 
And in the winter 
the ants stay in their 
houses snowed in 
from their busy 
jobs because of 
the white fluffy 
clouds on the ground. 

Corey Godwin 

Pollution 

The oily mud boils in the shiny red 
and orange sun. While the oil filter 
spills out into the soil. 

Kayly Vest 



Manila Elementary School 
Manila, AR 

Faculty Contact: Pamela Castor 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Cathy Hunter 

Golden Village With a Green 
Sky 

At the end ofthe day, 
I finally stop. Then I gaze out 
at the green sky. As the sun sets, 
the trees shrivel up 

The Midnight Sky 

The midnight sky, 

and tum into woodpeckers with drums. 
Buses line up to take children home 
and watch as the town turns 

do you hear it growl? 
Do you see the poems 
hiding in its eyes? 
Do you see the orange 
and green stars? 

into the Golden Village, 
as rabbits with no life, bare teeth 
and the hyenas fall silent 
and any soul of any beast enters me. 

The stars are his eyes. 
Someone is behind the eyes. 
They are looking through them. 
Do they see me hiding in Nathan Robbins 

My Pencil 

My pencil 
stared up 
at me 
with a 
frown on 
its face 
I wrote 
about it 
to make 
it happy, 
and it was, 
it was indeed. 

April Jones 

the trees as thick as castles? 
I hope not. 
For I am only a small mouse. 

Katie Studebaker 

The Storm 

While a storm was roaming the skies, 
a heron started to see battle scenes in his head. 
He took it off to shake them out. 
While he took his head off, he saw a bobcat 
with lightning eyes and sharp teeth and claws 
picking the bones of careless mice, 
and once the bobcat was done, there was an eye left 
of the mouse. In the eye it looked as if 
there were eyes behind the eyes, 
and the wound that the cat gave the mouse 
was the wound of delight. 

Chase Edwards 
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The Perfect Shot 

He is running down 
the court 
dribbling as fast as 
lightning. 
The ball is a buzzing 
orange blur. 
There is a man at the free-throw line 
with a perfect shot. 
He gets the pass. 
He goes for the lay-up. 
The crowd is stunned 
by the perfect shot. 

Andy Fleeman 

Deviled Eggs 

When I look at them, I think of monster eyes. 
When I smell them, I think of a swamp. 
When I eat them, I think of puking. 

Trey McCormick 

The Civil Warriors 

They look so brave and confident, 
But then they look so scared. 
They are like an egg 
that won't let anything out. 
They cannot tell if they're happy or not. 
But can you tell? No, 
you cannot. 
It is like they curl their happiness 
up in a ball and let 
nothing out. 

Jessican Fleeman 

A Young Girl 

There is a young girl 
who rises from the dead one day 
with her out-stretched hands beating 
on drums as it rains toads. 
The toads climb into wells. 
There are rabbits with red eyes staring at her. 
She has visions of battle scenes in her head 
while remembering happy days of her life. 
She tries to stand, 
but she is nailed to the floor. 

Jenni Miller 
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Even Though 

Even though 
We're very poor 
We're happy. 
We're happy because 
We have each other. 
Even though 
We roam these streets 
Looking for food, 
We're happy, because 
We have clothes to wear. 
Even though 
We share a room 
In a one-room 
Apartment, 
We're happy because 
Our mother tries. 

Amy Browning 



Manila Elementary Return Trip 
Manila, AR 

Faculty Contact: Pamela Castor 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Cathy Hunter 

The Sounds of Rivers 

The Tennessee River, so pale, turning over and over again. 
The mines are like the St. Lawrence River for their beauty. 
The vulture is like the Congo for its gushing sounds. 
The Mississippi is like a mill, but the calm moon settles it down. 
The St. Francis River feels like the wind in the valley. 

Jessica Fleeman 

Oak Leaves Are 
Hands 

On the dark stem 
of the evening 
Love sang, 
waking the blossoms, 
the horses like bulls. 
The wind was like whines 
from a dog. 
I spread my arms 
as if to hug the 
wind. 
My yard was like a sea 
offish. 
But only one 
thing stood tall, 
the hands of my oak leaves. 
Yes, yes. 
Oak leaves are hands. 

April Jones 

The Rumbling Tractor Moving 
Across the Sea 

Oh, the rumbling tractor harvesting the wheat 
looks like a boat over the sea when the wind blows 
wheat as yellow as the sun. It smells 
sweet and salty like the sea. 

Sometimes it even sounds like the sea hitting 
the rocks. The machine, a bright red, like tulips. 

Jessica Fleeman 

The Reader 

As the reader speaks, the night passes slowly. 
I wonder who he is. The broad shadow 
covers his face as there is no light. The dark 
stem of evening rises. The smell of burning 
leaves drifts in the window. The reader speaks 
and speaks. My weary knees are like a feather 
for I sit and listen when he's done. He stands 
while the clock strikes midnight. I look 
and while he walks out, I wonder. Who is the reader? 

Joseph Mecallie 
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...., 

Time and Place 

It is 4:30 in the morning in Las Vegas. 

It is 6:00. I get up and eat sausage and biscuits. 
It is now 6:15. I get dressed in blue jeans and a shirt. I brush my teeth. 
It is 7: 10. I wait for the bus while I play with my dog, Keith. 

It is 12:30 at Manila Elementary. We are eating pizza. 
My friend and I talk. The kids are stuffing 
their faces and drinking chocolate milk. 

It is 11 :30 in the Rocky Mountains. 

It is 6:00 in the evening. I sit down in my recliner and watch 
my favorite TV show. The sun 
is red like it is being tickled by the sky. 

It is 7:00 in West Palm Beach, Florida. 

It is 11 :00. I am sound asleep 
dreaming of being a veterinarian 
helping a sick German Shepherd. 

It is 11:00 in Texas and everyone is dreaming. 

Laura Ramsey 

The Rivers 

The St. Lawrence is coming in with barges. 
The Amazon has lizards looking at you. 
The Ohio River has castles by it. 
The Nile has bloody meat on the sides. 
When I see the Colorado, I see the sun rise. 
When I think about the Arkansas River, 
1 think of Cyclops. 
On the St. Francis only churches stand up. 
I had my last good kiss on the Mississippi. 

Blaine Lawrence 
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Arctic Zone 

The arctic polar bear 
is as white as the arctic sunset 
in winter season. 
It is as big as the mountain tops 
of the Great McKinley. 
It growls to protect its baby 
like a new mother would. 
It dazzles us when it dives 
into the massive ocean. 
Its eyes are as blue as 
a round aqua stone. 
Its jaws are like pliers 
crushing anything it catches. 
Life for a bear is hard, but 
it fights to survive. 

Michael Stare 



Mena Co-op 
Vandervoort, Dierks, and Acorn, AR 

Faculty Contact: Martha Cathey 
Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden, Zack Thomas, 

Doug Park, and Sandy Longhorn 

The Forest Spook 

The forest is full of birds 
Not very pretty birds at all 
Iguanas everywhere 
Roots sprouting 
The smell of poop from an elephant 
Flies buzzing overhead 
Bananas rotting 
The taste in my mouth of tobacco leaves 
Butterflies of all colors are what I see 
Stumps like teeth are what I feel 
Sounds echoing from a cave 
It looks like a storm coming in 
From the south 
Skeleton bones make me scared 
I come upon a swamp with chickeny 
Alligators 

Jennifer Byrne 

I Wonder 

I wonder what it's like to fly. 
I wonder why the days fly by. 
I wonder where the people go and 
why they scare 
other people like you and me. 
I wonder what it's like to talk 
Mexican or Chinese. 
I wonder what it's like to live 
a life without wondering. 

Hope Ward 

The Silky Slithery Snake 

A silky slithery snake. 
The snake shivers and shakes. 
The snake slithered to Antarctica and made an igloo. 
The snake said to the penguin, "Get out of the way, I'm watching TV." 
A walrus sat on the snake's igloo and broke his igloo. 
The snake licked an ice brick on his house on accident and got stuck. 
The snake's house fell on top and squashed him. 
He is as flat as road kill. 

Matt Phillips 
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Confused 

Confusion sounds like really loud Godsmack 
music, confusion feels like a fire burning 
inside my mind, confusion looks like a tornado blowing in all 
directions, confusion tastes like infection inside a part 
of my body, confusion smells like death 
in a room 

Jerramy Wickson 

The Big Fat and Stewed Bullfrog 

I like the big fat bullfrog. 
I see him jump and twist. 

He jumped in my dryer. 
My mom screamed and said, "Get it out!" 
He jumped out and broke a plate. 

I picked him up and ran 
I tripped and the frog flew 

and fell in the pot and got stewed like a carrot. 

Kenny Lee 

The Tree Who Couldn't Grow 

Everything around me is so huge. Everyone says 
"Hello, shrimp." Well, sure 
I could have been a leaf, 
but once you a tree, you 
tree rest you life. You think 
it's nice photosynthesis in your 
leaves, well think again. 
And I think I should grow. I just stick of 
bark. I tired of it. 
You stick, you stick for life. 

Brad Williams 
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Fear 

Hear the scared blue wind 
brush through the pine trees 
in the cold night. 
Feel the blue cold wind like ice 
sweep through your body at night. 
Taste the cold night wind. 
The sun dripping ice. Blue ice. 
Like scared fire. 
Smell the bears' cold wet fur at night. 

Mariah Blender 



Tombstone 

is a southern town on the map where the door 
squeaks, the birds cry and the sand 
whirls around the town where the 
souls of people cry and the 
stores gleam off the wet cobwebs 
of the water. The old 
chairs rock back and forth and the smell of cedar 
stores and the thorn balls roll back 
and forth until they are out of sight 
and water drips out 
of the tower which catches my eye 
but when it hits the ground it 
dries up, the skies are reddish, the 
graveyard gates squeak back 
and forth and the people rest in 
peace in the yard with the dates 
they were born and died and 
the vines grown up over them and 
the tall fence around it sways 
back and forth and the windows are 
cracked and the steps squeak and 
the snake rattles and crickets 
hum and the town sets in peace. 

Anonymous 

The Mean Dragon 

Madness 

I can see the look 
on my mother's face. 
It says I'm grounded 
when I smear Vaseline all 
over the walls. 
It looks like stem 
eyebrows pointing down, 
eyes like a diamond sideways, 
a mouth pointing down, 
and a sentence repeating, 
"You're grounded, you're grounded!" 

Brad Williams 

A dragon breathes fire as hot as the sun. 
Every time she does, it makes me shiver like 

the leaves on a cold windy night. 
I wish I could send her someplace far away 

like Saturn or Uranus. 
When she does it, it sounds like she is saying, 

"Go away!" 
The sound breaks when she sets something on fire. 
The dragon starts clapping and dancing when 

she gets it on fire. 
After she breathes fire her little pink 

dress is burnt to a crisp and she smells 
like ashes. 

This dragon is as mean as the people in 
sci-fi movies. 

Ashley Ward 
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The Beetle 

A beetle is like a diamond 
that's just been found. 
In the winter the beetle will shiver 
as if it were a wind-up toy. 
As the beetle climbed into a space 
ship it lifted off and took the beetle 
to planet Jupiter. When the 
beetle landed, it said, "Wow! 
Look at all these Jupiter 
bugs." The beetle broke his leg 
and was like a toy never played 
with. When the beetle recovered 
its hands were like the softest 
feather. When it walks it has 
the most beautiful sound like 
a cricket playing a song. The beetle 
is as sweet as the sweetest fruit. 

Dakota Campos 

Band City 

Hawaii 

Hawaii is like a little dot 
compared to the great big US. 
It tastes like a fresh coconut. 
It sounds like a peaceful evening of silence. 
It smells like the fresh fruit bowl that 
your Aunt Kelly has on her table. 

Michael Barnes 

Greed 

Greed is like a leaf trying 
to get to the ground before 
another leaf gets there first. 

Jeremy Roberts 

As we drive into town something is different. 
There are no talk shows on the radio; it is all one never
ending song after song after song. TV is one MTV 
channel that plays top songs. CNN is reporting on 
Britney Spears' downfall 24 hours a day. 

In a house all the lamps look like Treble 
Clefs or Bass Clefs. On the walls there are measure 
after measure of C notes, D notes, E's and F's. Every 
time you sit in a chair the chair plays N'SYNC's 
hottest new rap song when something is done. 
Your alarm clock wakes you up to Elvis's hottest 
song. 

David Lee 
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Mountain View Elementary School 
Mountain View, AR 

Faculty Contact: Donna Sullivan 
Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Bonnie MacPhee 

Mr. Bob and the Sea 

Mr. Bob the shark was bored ofthe sea 
So he got out and left that beautiful blue sea 
He wanted an education really bad 

Insult 

So he went to Mountain View Elementary 
School in Mountain View, Arkansas 

You have too much make-up. 
When you wake up you 
Have big hair. It even It was hard and easy 

And sometimes he wanted to give up 
But he was determined to show 
His pals in the sea how much he knew 
He learned reading, math, English, and 
Science, 
But he wanted to know more 
So he tried to learn geometry 
He found it too hard so he gave up 
He ran back to the sea and dove 
Right in 

Glides through the air. 
Your make-up is too orange. 
It looks like you went through 
A desert gorge. It looks 
Like fire on your face. 
Your face is shaped like 
A vase. You need to go to 
A drugstore and get some 

And he loved the feeling. He loved 
How the waves splashed up 

Hair frost. Most of all you 
Need to blow your hissing nose. 
Oh I forgot-get some rouge. 

Kathreen Persons On him and he decided never to leave 
He liked it where he was, so he 
Said he would stay 
And play in his sea every day 
And he would always enjoy his 
Home; the place where he 
Could have fun and eat others. 

Lauren Foust 

Untitled 

Bring Bobby, come! Bobby bring your tank 
And the bazooka. Come to my house 
Now. I'll show you my chicken and show 
You the outhouse, phew! The walls ofthe privy 
Are purple, and there's a basket filled with books. 
My brother spends most of his day in there and 
That might be the reason it stinks. 

Thomas Lee 

131 



The Iguana 

The Iguana stays in the little aquarium. 
He is a little vegetarian. 
He bites like a little knife. 
He is not very scary or hairy. 
He licks the windows like Oreos. 
He stinks like smelly feet. 
He is dangerous, but so hilarious. 
He is as cool as a swimming pool. 
I like my little creature. He's full of features. 

Kathreen Persons 

My Letter 

When are you coming? 
I have a plane waiting at your 
Airport for you. You will have 
Trouble finding me on Earth. 
I 'm on Salwyn. Aliens are really 
Nice; they think I'm their king. 
Please hurry, I'm asking them 
If you can be king too. 

Eric Moore 

Come See Me 

Come see me. Come on a plane that sparkles 
In the sun. Come on a surfboard on a deep blue 
Sea. Come on a big butterfly that has rainbow 
Colors on its back. Come see me. Come on a big 
Flower with big bright petals that stands 
Out over the ocean. Come see me please. You 
Would see big flowers with big sparkles in the middle. 
I have a house with windows of gold. So please come 
See me. 

Amber Hill 
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Untitled 

Once in December I 
Was going home and I 
Came across a bright 
Yellow house 1t was 
Standing in the clear 
And when I walked 
By someone standing 
Outside she looked up 
And gave me a 
Warm smile. 

Samantha Eversoll 

The Fire 

The frost on my face, 
The fog around me, 
The fire would not light, 
My face a rouge color from 
The cold, I groped around 
In the dark, trying to find 
Food. As the fog died 
Away, the sun came out, 
And the lake burned with 
A red light. I managed to 
Find the strength to light 
The fire, and 1... fell asleep ... 
By ... the fire. 

Will Phillips 



Perryville High School 
Perryville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Bruce Bryant 
Visiting Writers: Doug Park and Bobby Ampezzan 

Batman's Flaw 

My name is Batman and I've been through it all 
But underneath this armor I have a flaw 
My flaw is love and it happens all the time 
When a woman has committed a crime. 

Yes, it is true why the woman escaped 
From the city jail yesterday late 
I helped her, yes, it's the truth 
But between me and you I think she's cute 

I don' t know why but every time 
My heart stops pumping when a woman commits a crime. 
I wish I could explain it but I can't 
I've got to go because I'm going to faint 

I was just told I have to go 
And get a woman who stole 1 million dollars in gold 
You never know it could be the woman of my dreams 
But with any luck she'll find me. 

DavidM 

Untitled 

T.K. and Mike came over one night and ate dinner 
with me and we had a severe flash flood. T.K. started 
breathing through my gun barrel so I gave him some 
coffee through it and haven't seen him since. 

Corey McGhee 
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Untitled 

Hatred is fiery torture; 
it is that itch on your back 
That you just can't get to. 
It is two people 
ripping you in half 
with all their might. 
It is the toast crumbs 
in your butter. 

Jared Jullos 



Untitled 

I know you're in my forest. 
I feel you in my forest, 
all hidden and secretive. 
You think you have people fooled 
Where you live, 
You are very small and shy, 
hidden from mortal eye. 

The Little Pixie 
Little Pixie fair and slim, 
was found hanging on a limb, 
people from high and low, 
came to see the show, 
the little Pixie said "Have a nice day!" 
Then Little Pixie ran away. 

Emily Jean Tindell 

Prose Poem 

Recipe for Acceptance 

First, we take one cup of 
pickled eggs and add it to 
a divorcing couple. 
Then, you take some 
miracle whip, add to your desire 
and throw in some 
new friends to taste. 
Bake in a preheated new school. 
And serve with a smile. 

Shana King 

Chilling breezes skim the water as the morning scents skim Alaska's shoreline. The halibut 
fishing is in full swing and hooks dash through freezing water. The old Inuit Gary guides his 
boat as the vibrations of the prop engine shimmer in his hands. Tommy, Gary 's young grand
son, sits at the edge of the boat as curiosity and anticipation invade his mindset. Tommy's first 
fishing trip has new destinations and new experiences in store and a new world of water is 
opening in Tommy's mind. 

They enter a shore that has not been viewed by younger eyes in some time. Mountains tower 
and clash with hanging clouds and winds penetrating over their peaks. Tommy's eyes enlarge 
and he is filled with wonder. He drops his line down deep into the Earth's fluid and waits for 
the creatures that hide within to prove their presence. Tommy is patient yet excitement pushes 
his blood to rapid speeds. 

As Gary watches his young grandson and as memories flood his mind's eye, a shower of emo
tions engulfs him and he feels young again. This is his moment, for he has lived only to pass on 
these feelings to someone young and useful. 

Fish flood their waters and thousands of eyes direct views on their boat and the hooks pull. 

Wes Blaylock 
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Pinkston Middle School 
Mountain Home, AR 
Faculty Contact: Linda Gray 

Visiting Writers: Amy Ramsden, Hardin Young, Elizabeth 
Bryer, and Laura Gray 

The Person On The Moon 

Every night I try to touch the moon. 
I've tried everything from stilts to being thrown like a ball by a giant. 
I heard of an old lady who was very wise, she told me to fly. 
How would you fly? 
I tried homemade wings. I got close but did not touch. 
I tried tying a kite to my arms and legs to glide up through the cool night air. 
I touched the moon but got stuck that's why you hear about the person on the moon. 

Christina Chaffee 

Inside a Black Hole 

Inside a black hole it is like a tent 
that never opens. 
Every once in a while you can hear a gallop 
of thunder. 
There is no carpet or enough room to even blink. 

Brittany Ross 

Pineapples 

are people 
sticking out from the world. 
When you go into war, 
the people form a circle 
to hold together. 

Jonathan Lawrence 

How To Stretch Your Arms to Reach Love 

When I look at you, I know I can't get you. So I want to eat enough rubber to stretch my arms 
to you. I love the way you laugh. I love the way you act around your friends. When I go to say 
something to you I end up hurting myself, like when I tried to tell you I liked you and some
body hit me upside the head with a locker. I still have the bruise. 

Jessica Lube 
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A Horrible Day 

Pear-shaped, cream-colored ears 
listening to brain-shattering music 
looking outside and wishing it wasn't raining 
blistering his ears away 
and then, his parents slam on the brake 
and swerve, turning the wheel as hard as they could, 
while the scent of death awaits, 
as the hail cuts through the wreck like knives. 

Michael Griffin 

A Tornado 

His ears are round and long, 
They are red from being hit by shards of glass. 
The tornado is right outside the window, 

Cantaloupe 

Round like Jupiter 
cut in the shape 
of a quarter moon. 
Sweet like honey 
and soft like a 
pillow. 

Justin Coleman 

And it shoots a piece of wood and it hits his hand causing a gash. 
The house creaks and groans and almost breaks. 
He looks out the window and sees the huge, dark, twirling round mass of wind. 
Suddenly, it's gone, then a smell of burning wood and wet grass everywhere. 
The sky looks like a huge gray fluffy blanket. 

Cole Hopper 

Apples 

Red like the flames 
of Venus. 
Sweet 
like sugar 
on a gingerbread man. 
The middle 
like stars 
from outer space. 

Eric Bruton 
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How to Teach a Purple 
Monkey to Dance 

First get one purple 
monke). Next get 2 bottles 
of Prozac, a cane, 12 cans 
of Dr. Pepper, 5 fish bones 
and one rubber band. Take the 2 
bottles of Prozac and feed 
them one by one to the monkey. 
Take the rubber band. 
Attach it to the cane 
so you can create a 
spaceship. Drink the 12 
Dr. Peppers and hit 
the monkey in the head 
with fish bones. Go to Japan 
and throw the monkey off a 
cliff. If all goes well, 
your monkey will be dancing 
in no time. 

Anonymous 



Wanting To Be Heard 

Having is not so pleasing a thing as wanting ... 

Like I want to be able to hold up like a microwave instead of being soft as a banana ... 

What I mean by being soft as a banana is that I am gushing with thoughts and ideas that I can
not express .. . 

I rush through things and I don't want to explain myself and when I tell my friends and family 
they just seem to plop my thoughts and feelings to the side and it makes me sprinkle with tears. 

It is like they are grinding me with a food processor and when people make fun of me and tell 
me what to do I feel like a toaster ready to blow up! And really I just want to be heard. 

That is why I want to be strong as a microwave. 

That's why having is not so pleasing a thing as wanting. 

Winette Rogers 

Sleepiness 

First take a drowsy medicine on 
accident before going to school. 
Then add 1/2 cup of little baby brother 
screaming all night. 
Next add 3/4 a cup of bloodshot 
eyeballs and a bottle of empty Visine. 
2/4 cups of boring teachers. 
Mix together. Freeze overnight and 
eat as ice cream. 

Kristian Jones 

Retarded Poptart 

Far away in a small 
village sat a Poptart. 

It stood up straight against a wall 
as if it were being 
measured by inches. 

It would look gloomy about 
how slow the 
crumbs dropped off the covering 
of frosting like a rock tumbling 
off a cliff. 

This certain Poptart was 
known as the "Retarded Poptart" 
by the way it just sat there 
like it had been stumped by an 
unusual question. 

As if it had a blonde moment. But unusu
ally it was a chocolate covered 
Poptart. 
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Microscopic Toilet 

1. I sat down on it and it disappeared 
2. Falling as it shrank to size. 
3. I exclaimed, "Where did it go?" 

Cat Litter 

Your fresh powdery 
scent mixed with 

4. Running to my room to get my magnifying glass 
clumps of digestive waste 
and turquoise crystals. 

5. Searching my bathroom frantically 
6. The toilet said, "Hey down here. Hey Big Boy." 

A never-ending job you 
have with all the cats 
alive. You always 7. And I looked down and there it was! 

8. I stood up and crunch. 
9. Oh no. I know what that was. 
10. And I lived toiletlessly ever after. 

Chris Ramsey 

do potty breaks, or 
even overtime. Your 
customers are picky. 
Never give a raise. 
Like I said, a 
never-ending job you 
have with all the 
cats alive. 

Uta 

How to Have a Good Party in a Nursing 
Home 

First of all, hire your school's football 
team to do the decorating. At midnight, 
put roosters in each of the 
old people's rooms, then turn the lights on so that they crow. 
All of the old people will think it is morning and 
get up. When they come into the kitchen for breakfast 
start playing songs from 
the '30s. After that everyone 
will probably try to dance. 
Note: Be sure to watch the John and the Phone 
old dudes to make sure 
they don't break a hip. 

Megan Burges 

John was a boy with only one phone. 
He had it taken away by his mom for 
"borrowing" some cash. 
So every time he wanted to talk to his 
friends he had to plan beforehand to meet them to talk. 
So he went and talked to his friends. 
In the end, when his mother offered back his phone, 
he said, "No! It is just a waste of space!" 
Besides he didn't need it. After all he had email. 

JT Easley 
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Sheridan Intermediate School 
Sheridan, AR 

Faculty Contact: Darla Jackson 
Visiting Writers: Bethany Edstrom and Tony Tost 

Chopsticks 

The two of us sit here between some fingers 
being used as Oriental forks. 
We are chopsticks 
Kids think we are playthings 
but we ' re not 
We come in different colors 
Some are made of metal and some of wood 
When we have bad dreams 
we wake up and yell, "Chop Suey!" 
Chickens use us for walking sticks 
Cows use us for long toothpicks 
But worst of all are the beavers 
They use the wooden chopsticks as candy sticks 
But the good thing about us is we are special 
Korean people have a set that have designs 
that are unique and have gold chains. 
So we are chopsticks used in different ways. 

Theresa Beard 

The Turtle 

The turtle would rather be fast you know 
The turtle would never play in the snow 
If the turtle played in the snow 
The turtle would never get back home 
The turtle's feet will never grow 
They'll always be fat and slow 
The turtle's eyes can see in the night 
The turtle will never be a scary sight 
The turtle dreams to be fast like a bear 
But the turtle will never grow any hair 
I think the turtle should stay slow 
To get wherever he wants to go. 

Christina Bruner 
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The Weird Boy 

every earthquake looks like 
chapped lips 
but every time I go to the 
dentist he uses a monkey wrench 
to pull my teeth out and 
puts a silver cap on 
I always wonder if I need 
glasses because I can never 
see thunder when it rains 
I need to go to the doctor 
and get an x-ray because my 
tongue does not have bones 
but then again I really need 
my eyes checked because I can 
see the wind 

Joshua Smith 



My Neighbor 

My neighbor is a monkey. 
Every minute she gets a new hair in her goatee 
and she always has chapped lips, pimples, fever blisters, 
and very long eyelashes. 
She's really smart if she uses her brain. 
She always destroys things but hurts herself in the act and cries. 
Her tears sound like rain pouring down and puts me to sleep. 

Jennifer Palmer 

A Trip 

Rainy days are dark and wet. 
Limos are very long with lots of windows. 
Her earrings dangle from her ear. 
"Felicia, what are you doing today?" 
I love going to Branson in the summer. 

Fred the Head 

Every other second Fred drops by my house. 
His head is as hard as bone. 
He has a goatee the size of a dollar bill. 
His eyelashes are jet black with birthmarks. 
He has a tongue the size of a full-grown snake. 
He has a brain the size of a pecan. 
He whistles like the wind on a stormy night. 
He cries like a cat with a broken shoulder. 
He howls like a wolf at the moon. 
He can destroy all of your property. 
His teeth are as sharp as lightning. 
His hands are as strong as the Energy Bunny. 
He gets a new alarm every year. 
He loves to hear the clock ring and ding every hour. 
He hates numbers. 
His favorite food is bacon and com. 
When he is out of groceries he licks the crumbs. 
He likes bread, crackers, tunafish sandwiches. 
He has his own private table. 
His favorite friend is a firestarter. 

Hunter Humphries 

"Felicia, I get to go to the lake. Come with me." 
The kite dangles in the sky. 
"You never go anywhere with me." 

Beth Allen 
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Smackover Elementary School 
Smackover, AR 

Faculty Contact: Jan Henderson 
Visiting Writers: Anne Greenwood and Bethany Edstrom 

Scientist Cindy Rella and 
Lazy Rodney 

I am 45 and I live on a 
rocky island. My boyfriend 
Rodney says you're a big 
scientist, you big scientist 
can you cook for me 
Thank you lazy 
house man and yes I 
will cook for you 
Plus, my house is made 
of rocks and your 
couch is made of you. 

Monique Frazier 

Butterman 

I, Butterman, write 
comics. My comics are 
called Butterman. I 
love butter and I make 
it too, Me, Me, Butterman. 
I hope you read this slow, 
if you didn't just read it 
over again, and this too: 

I, Butterman, will be 
leaving soon, my business 
will be shutting down. 
Goodbye Hookman, Cindy Rella, 
Polly, Rodney, and Opal, goodbye. 

Garrett Taylor 
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Whispers of the Hands 
of the Oak Leaves 

Whispers of the oak leaves 
gentle like angels 
The shadows of the oak leaves 
shadows of the hands 
The curly ones 
They look like ancient hands 
Some even look dog-eared 
Some try to grab and reach 
Others try to stay still 
Some hum 
Some sing 
Some just lay quiet waiting waiting 
Waiting to dance, some do anyway 
Some are just so furious 
Some dangle in the air 
Whispers of the oak leaves 
gentle like angels. 

Katie Jordan 



The Game 

The ref calls "out." 
A rat runs from a glass being thrown down. 
Our best batter is up and the crowd is quiet. 
When you walk in the dugout you hear cockroaches 
crunch under your feet, 
and you can hear a black pillowy dog get hit by a mini van. 
Ten minutes later the black pillowy dog walks up to you. 
The dog is three-legged now. 
The dog is chicken to walk up to you. 
Something drips on your face. 
Before you know it, it's freezing as the rain 
rushes down your uniform. 
I'm up to bat, and in a matter of seconds 
I smack the ball when a raindrop hits 
my lens and goes in my pupil, 
and my eyelashes are soaked when we win the game. 

Stephen Arthur 

The Rat Behind the Corner 

I feel like a rat hiding in the corner 
trying to get some brown sugar from 
the pots and pans but I'm too chicken 
and skittish if I'm long-legged and 
I'll probably spill the brown sugar 
and it will rush and splash on the floor 
and some of it could get in my 
snout and make me sneeze and 
the people will hear it with their 
eardrums and they will 
see me with their eye lenses and 
I will blush. 

Clayton Cothron 
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The Man who Lost his Wife 

There was a man playing hide and seek 
and he couldn't find his wife. 
He looked in the water, under the ashes 
in the fireplace, in a hollow 
log, he thought about her and saw 
her picture hanging on the wall. 
It was night time and still he couldn't 
find her, he heard the whisper 
in the wind. He was very furious 
because he couldn't find her, all 
he saw was his shadow. He sat down 
and drank some juice, the man had a bad 
blister on his finger from opening 
so many things. But then he thought 
that she was upstairs and that's 
where she was: in the closet. 

Antwon Davidson 



Smackover High School 
Smackover, AR 

Faculty Contact: Tanya Corley 
Visiting Writers: Tiffany Denman and Elizabeth Bryer 

Ode to a Biscuit 

Ode to the fluffy white interior which makes 
mouths water across the world. 
Ode to the golden brown crispy exterior 
which gives texture to something so beautiful. 
Ode to the thing that makes the sausage complete. 
Ode to the thing that makes gravy so good. 
Ode to the biscuit, the world's grandest pleasure. 

Josh Seymour 

Untitled 

Early Winter Wonders 

Lying in the swaying grass, 
I spotted some deer, embedded like beetles. 
As I crawled through the grass, it 
Seemed as if it was as deep as water. 
The deer jumped up warily and ran away. 
I lay there silent like mist on a winter hayfield. 

Brandon Hughes 

This one insect had the grace of 1,000 eagles. 
The insect's sting left a blister on my soul. 
The insect's eyes were as red as cherries. 
Father Time came and asked the insect to "slow down." 
The insect stopped to drink the water from the fountain of youth. 
The power of the water made his hair curl and straighten again. 
Father Time then smashed the bug with his hands. 

Matt Williams 
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Untitled 

Blood, 
oozing down my quivering arm, 
Flesh, 

hanging off my wiggling leg, 
Splinters, 

all stuck in my face, 

Man, it hurts to get hit by a log truck! 

Tabatha Neely 

Black Earth Mother of us All 

I hear her calling in the distance 
Black earth mother of us all 
I hear her cries over the fences 
Black earth mother of us all 
I hear the children playing among the weeds 
Black earth mother of us all 
I hear the men cutting down her trees 
Black earth mother of us all 
I hear her crying in the wind 
Black earth mother of us all 
I hear dying in the morning 
Black earth mother of us all 

Tracey Grant 

My Old Black 
Baseball Socks 

Holy touching my feet 
smelling like Tide 
you are comfortable to wear 
you're a year old and 
your health is faded 
the washing machine 
said you taste nasty 
but you are still 
my favorite black 
baseball socks. 

Terry Harden 

The Distasteful Tomato 

I love the way you squish between my fmgers. 
The way your nasty taste makes me want to puke. 
I love the way you look at me when I am tossing you about. 
The way you smell like a molded piece of bread. 
I love your squishing sound in the trash as I toss you out. 

Bridget Peterson 
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Southside Elementary School 
Bee Branch, AR 

Faculty Contact: Donna Wiedower 
Visiting Writers: Scott Die/ and Tony Tost 

Dear Reader, 

Today, let's make waves in the dark brown sand. 
We can sleep under a howling oak tree. 
Let's also burn dark red berries. 
Maybe we can add twice as much salt. 
We will lie down in the big field and brush our 
teeth while looking at the clear blue sky. 
We can sit and stare at the sparkly water. 
Do not fear paint because we have to paint a fizzy 
line on the barn door. 
We can also nail bees to some oranges. 

D.J Burrows 

Hitler and Poe 

Dear Adolph Hitler, 

Why did you not destroy Edgar Allen Poe? Was he too weird? Did he hide from you? 

From, 
Kyle Ayres 

Dear Kyle Ayres, 

I didn't destroy Edgar Allen Poe because he was invisible and could move from place to place 
in seconds. Yes, he was too weird because he was a five-headed monster. He didn't need to run 
away because he was invisible. 

From, 
Adolph Hitler 

Kyle Ayres 
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Henry Ford Dreams of Fast Food on Trees 

Have you ever met Henry Ford? 
I did one night. 
I didn't notice him at first because he smelled dirty and disgusting. 
His hair was all covered in grass that was a type of green. 
I asked why and he said he just got done traveling by squirrel. 
He told me all about his travel and said the most annoying thing was to hear 
his aunt sing about seeing Lassie. 
I said I know how you feel. 
His hands were tougher and had oil on them. 
His eyes were a deep blue. 
I was surprised he still had ten fmgers. 
He also claimed on the way here he fell into a well. 
Then he said good-bye after awhile and then he disappeared. 

Beth Bradford 

Dear Dale Earnhart, 

Recipe for Insanity 

First, get a very large bowl of chocolate fudge. Eat it. 
Then put on velvet hairpins, cross your eyes twice, 
And run around in a crazy disarray. Then go out to 
A field and pick ten nameless flowers and hold 
Them with dignity. You are now a figure of insanity. 

Jamie Lee 

Why did you crash your car? Did you hate Chevys that much? Hey, when no one was looking, 
did you drive a Dodge or destroy a Ford? You know your family misses you and might be mad 
because you were 50 yards from the finish. Have you ever dyed your hair? 

Signed, 
Justin Bro 

Dear Justin, 
I crashed my car because I hate Chevys. My family doesn't miss me because my body is rotting 
in their living room. I decided to be nice to my son and mean to the guy behind so I slowed 
down. I did dye my hair orange and thought it was peaches so I ate it. 

Signed your worst nightmare, 
Dale Earnhart 

Justin Bro 
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Southside Elementary School 
DeWitt, AR 

Faculty Contact: Robert Franks 
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Amy Nawrocki 

Ode: The Lightning Rustin Eason 

Lightning, you are so beautiful strike 
by strike and like thousands of daggers 
flying in the sky. Some may have fear but 
I am thrilled by how you light up 

Rusted as an old rabbit 
Umbrella floating in the air 
Silly as a bug on a stage 
Tigers are fast like me 

the sky like blood in my eye. 
You smell like electricity shaking 
a pie. You feel like me falling in love. 

Zack Gill 

Ode to Water 

When the 
sun hits 
the perfect 
spot, you shine 
like tinsel. 
You are 
glossy like 
glitter. You 
dance like 
the waves 
of the ocean. 
You have 
the smell 
of 10,000 roses. 
When I drink you 
it's like 
I'm in 
a sunny 
paradise. 

Lizzy Dann 

Sunday 

Ice cream hard like me 
Nice as birthday parties. 

Rustin Eason 

Sunday dresses up with arrogance. She 
loads up the wagon just as the beautiful 
bell of freedom tolls. The night approaches, 
defeating day as it slowly seeps away. 
Sunday unsheaths her beautiful voice when 
smgmg. 

Hannah Padgett 

Untitled 

The eye doesn't know it's an eye. It 
thinks it's a slender pony at a Hawaiian resort 
running after a wild boar, munching one. 

Nick Williams 
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Ode to My Toothbrush 

Oh toothbrush, when 1 use 
you I feel like my teeth are 
being massaged to sleep. They 
feel like they are crystallized. 
You honor my teeth. I love 
the sound you make and how 
my teeth feel after I use you. 
When I touch your bristles, they 
feel like soft cotton. I also 
taste your freshness. 

Stephanie Manis 

The Great Arm 

The arm doesn't 
know it is an arm. 
It thinks it is a shark 
swimming deep in the sunless 
bottom of the sea. It swims 

A Croquet Horse 

My horse of silky fur 
who plays croquet and 
polo every day in May, who runs like the 
wind on hooves of ivory, who is the color 
of a dark summer night with a white 
star that looks like a small star 
shining in the night, met Kristy who rode 
her to Arkadelphia and met some 
Arabians who played croquet and polo all day. 

Hannah Padgett 

around the towers of what used to be paradise. 
He wants to see the gardens of wet seaweed 
and schools of fish. 

Slade Kagebein 

A Crab's Words 

The waves lap against the sand like a child 
running back and forth. A small crab quietly 
tiptoes across the golden sand. A little boy 
and his dad build a hot, flaming fire. Its 
strong viscous flames give the beach night an orange 
glow. "Dad," the little boy says, "look at that crab." 
"Watch me now for when the morning comes, I will 
be gone," said the crab and tiptoed away. 

Rachel Bisswanger 
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Star City Middle School 
Star City, AR 

Faculty Contact:Susan White 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray, Bonnie MacPhee, Scott Die/, 

and Bethany Edstrom 

Tucker 

Her face is pale 
as a ghost. 
She doesn't move 
her hands. 
She has them crossed 
most of the time. 

Her clothes smell 
like cigarettes. Her 
shirt was the color 
of her face. 

She loved to saw. 
It sounded like a 
train when you 
walked by. 

She is afraid of 
snakes 
with their wet 
fangs as they 
look you in the eye. 

She always 
wanted to go 
to Alaska with the 
huge mountains and 
cold air. 

Timothy Hoyt 

The Incredible Magician 

The magician started 
pulling rabbits 
out of his hat 
stuck a sword 
through his pocket 
and pulled it from his back 
he pulled a cloth through 
the side of his pants 
laid down and said watch 
this dramatic dance. 

David Reed 

The Confessions of Big Bird 

I have a collection of nose-goblins 
on my window. I go to the restroom 
and I eat my food in the sink. 
I chew tinfoil while wearing a sombrero 
and playing N'Sync tapes backwards to 
hear Satanic messages. I run down the 
stairs with a paper bag on my head. 
I eat earwax with marshmallow sauce 
while watching the bread grow moldy. 
I like to put spoons and forks in 
the microwave and see what happens. 

Kenny Stephens 
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Why I Miss Swimming the Muddy Ponds 

I miss swimming the muddy ponds because I like to swing out from 
the tree and land with a big splash. I miss almost getting bit by a big 
snake. Then after being scared half to death, me and my friend would kill it 
and go to my house and drink Cokes and talk about girls. 

Zach Byerly 

The Summer Snow Dream 

Lying under the sun with smooth sand between your toes, 
you see ocean water with ashes from a fire floating on the surface and 
body-builders with big muscles popping their 
knuckles, while others lift shiny silver weights. 
You go to pick up a weight, and find out they are 
aluminum. 
The sun is beating down on you and the 
humidity smothers the cool winds. 
All of a sudden, snow pours out of the sky, 
as if it is a cold February morning. 
It makes the blood in your veins run cold and then 
you're in bed with pneumonia. 

Veronica Hartsfield 

Life 

Life - a relentless struggle 
for what, 
like Tetris, only gets harder, 
more difficult, 
years being levels, 
never the same with 
less and less time to make 
your decision. Some 
moves are like chains 
and you learn good 
results. Others are like mistakes 
blocking off paths. In 
the end you wish 
you could fix your 
mistakes. But it's too late. 

Darrell Green 

Girls at 14 

They rediscover their need to call Daddy 
when in trouble. 

Now they dress up for real and the dolls 
lay forgotten on the floor. 

Mommy is still their source of comfort, 
though they do have rules . 

Something is filling them, something that is 
like the warm glow of a candle that 
lights their way. 

Julia Wilkerson 
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Grandma Shirley 

I love my Grandma Shirley. I like the wrinkles on her 
and her sparkly white teeth. 
The rough skin on her hands and 
the way she clips her fingernails. 

She smokes Newport cigarettes as 
I sit by her choking off the 
smoke she blows 
out of her mouth and nose. 

She watches her soap opera 
stones as I come and join her 
on the couch, then she says 
"Sh'Ron, fix me a bowl of 
cereal." 

She's afraid of the cancer she has 
and fears dying. 

She has dreams 
of her and Grandpa about 
the young days. 

Sh 'Ron Mallett 

Field Trip Permission Slip 

Dear Parents, 

I'm glad to inform you that the 
bad students of Star City Middle School 
will be going to Africa. It is extremely 
dangerous and expensive. The school 
will pay all but $500.00 per student. We 
will leave on July 1, 2002. We will 
return on September 6, 2002. If you 
give your child permission to go to 
Africa at this time, please sign 
and return. 

Jessica Trantham 151 

Life and Death 

As the oath of winter is broken, 
it moves out like a defeated country. 
The fust signs of spring are here. 
Life moves on as things tiny and 
great appear. 
Flowers sprout and trees are blooming. 
Shades of claret red, French blue, and 
lime green can be seen. 
Flowers glisten in the rain. 
But as time goes by, 
death is watching and waiting. 
Waiting for winter to reclaim its victims. 

Kasey Nix 



How to Get to the 
Confederate States of 
America 

You buy a big Rebel flag, a rifle, and a 
big Bowie knife. 

Go South in a great four-wheel drive. 

Get stuck in Louisiana muck. 

Go huntin' in the great forest of 
Arkansas. 

Down a few beers. 

Find a few girls and shoot a few 
squirrels. 

Then make some brotherly friends. 

Kevin U 

Why I Miss Mom's 
Spaghetti 

Because they stick in your teeth, 
Because the sauce is like soup, 
Because it takes years of searching 
for meatballs, 
Because you need a net to catch the 
noodles, 
And because there's always some 
left for tomorrow. 

Nastassia Thompson 
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Touchdown 

The crowd roars 
as the opening 
kickoff takes place 
The Super Bowl is finally 
under way. 
The receiving team 
watches the ball 
as it hurtles toward 
the deep man. 
The ball finally 
graces his hands. 
He feels the blood 
rush through his veins 
as his adrenaline pumps 
like the pistons of a 
car. 
He darts around two 
seven-foot monsters. 
As he dances his 
way through the defenders, the crowd 
goes silent and all 
he hears is the beating 
of his heart. 
It feels like he has 
been running for a lifetime. 

Chad Nealy 

Swallowing Island 

Riding along the highway I pass a ditch 
full of trash and rusted cans. Like 
a freak snowfall the junk keeps 
building up until a rainy 
spring washes it away 
into the next 
dry, swallowing 
culvert. 

Rodney Phillips 



Sutton Elementary School 
Fort Smith, AR 

Faculty Contact: Charles Shipman 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Cherri Randall 

August 8 

There is no break between 
yesterday and today. Mother 
and son, air and earth are all part 
of the other, like this typewriter. 
I am connected with these words 
and these words with this paper 
and this paper with you. 

Jessica Jones 

No Moonlight 

A black kitten 
with a large black eye 
was carried into the field 
and was buried in the field 
so a wolf could not 
eat the dead body. 
It was fifty years before 
I saw the bones 
of the kitten 
that I put back 
into the earth. 
A dance floor 
was put on the bones 
of the kitten. 

Catherine Wilson 

1,000,000 Gargoyles 

There's millions of them, smelly monsters! 
What do we do? 
I'm scared they have mossy red tongues, 
yes, more than one. Seven! 
They lick the skin off people 
until it all comes off. 
We hear the screaming of people. 
Gargoyles have dragon wings, 
teeth like crocodiles, claws like a bear. 
They do not blink, so they can see us better. 
We hide in the dark shadows. 
When morning comes, they're gone. 

Kara Gordon 

The Night of the Gargoyles' Play 

At night the young gargoyles come out to play. 
1, 2, 3 are free. 
4, 5, 6 are free, 
tumbling down the old dead hill, 
prancing around on the old shivering lake, 
playing in the town church, 
saying the Bible is so absurd. 
1, 2, 3 o'clock. 
4, 5 let's get home before six said one, 
so they all went tumbling home. 

Elisha Pereira 
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Yellow Afternoon 

It was a yellow day 
when dawn came early. 
I was walking alone 
in the damp forest. 
In the comer of my eye, 
I saw her again, 
the girl with the rose. 
As I thought before, 
I was going through life alone. 
I loved her so much. 
I hadn't had a last good kiss 
since years ago. 
As we heard a song, 
the only song we two can hear, 
we were dancing 
on a dandelion floor built on springs, 
dancing slowly 
into each other's arms. 

The Old Me Poem 

I feel like my stomach is shaggy, 
and my beard is all gray, 
and my arms are wrinkled. 
I feel like my teeth are rotten, 
plus I don't like my smelly toes. 

Timothy Ashe 

All this happened in one yellow afternoon. 

Tommy Chanthaboune 

Stop Light 

I get 
so mad 
when I 
have to 
pick red 
or yellow 
or green. 

Asya D. Lester 

Note on Moonlight 

As the sun goes down, moonlight goes up. 
I sneak out of my bed and open my balcony window. 
As I open my window I hear the black bells 
of summer sing out their song. 
I can also smell black honey of summer 
with a sweet smell. As I lean out and see, 
the moonlight has a note telling me 
how summer is going and winter is coming. 
Moonlight goes and now the sun fires up. 
Moonlight is over and now a new day has sprung. 

Magaly Centino 
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Trusty Elementary School 
Fort Smith, AR 

Faculty Contact: Rick Foti 
Visiting Writers: Sandy Longhorn and Tony Tost 

Untitled 

The earth's skin 
fell on my head. 

I didn't know how 
it shaped itself like a jellyfish. 

I went back into 1942 
and got my body from the sun. 

The sun turned into a rock 
and I cried until the water turned 
chocolate. 

This is how my story ends, 
by dumb choices, and this 
is how it ends. 

With a juicy apple on a 
stick. With rain coming 
out and tangled flowers. 

Melanie Simpson 

To My Head 

My head always gets enough 
sunlight, but my arms don't. 
My head wonders why it can't be 
braided like my hair. My head gets sleepy 
all the time. If my head could be anything, 
she would probably be a cat. 
Not an ordinary cat. One that is a rainbow 
cat that is slim and its fmgers are 
violet. It would be Moses' cat. It would 
have hair down to the floor. It would 
catch butterflies every day and bring 
them to Moses on a hot sunlight day. 

Haley Renee Ronson 

Sad 

I am sad and I feel like an orange 
rolling down the town. 

Christian Torres 

In the Land of Honey ... 

Seven hundred years ago in the world 
of Honey, there was a beautiful house with a 
roof made of fragments of an ancient, rare flower 
made of gold. Little mice would stand and 
gaze at the tiny house in which lived a little frog
like creature so light it would float in the honey 
lake. The tiny creature had wrists so small the fabric 
around it would tatter in two washes. 

Yuliana Torres 
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The World of Color 

The mind becomes a dandelion. 

The snow becomes a peacock. 

The father becomes a lion and violet 
becomes a rose. The sunset becomes a moon. 
A moon becomes a star. 
A star becomes the world. 

Jazmin Waldon 

The Marvelous City of Dallas 

Dallas smells like hard bread and stale Cheetos. 
The roads are made of purple Laffy Taffy. 
There's a red and blue monkey that lives in a lake. 

My Amazing Piano 

My piano, it plays a good jingle. It 
can also transform into anything. It 
is amazing. I have to give him space 
so he can be a bridge or something. 
I think in the winter he is most 
helpful. He turns himself into a fireplace 
and burns and makes fire just to keep 
me warm. It can hold water because 
it is a bottle. I'm a painter so 
it is easy to make music out of 
anything. I can make ripples on 
my paintings to express it playing 
music. The crow, I would draw it 
flapping its wing because it looks 
like it is making music. 

JimmyHuynn 

The clouds are made of cotton candy and the monkey sometimes jumps and eats some of ' em. 
At night the sky is filled with glittering stars made of gold. 
Dallas ignores L.A. because it just thinks it's better than anyone else. 
Each night at 12:00, the lights go purple and jazz starts playing for the party. 

Yul iana Torres 
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Walnut Ridge High School 
Walnut Ridge, AR 

Faculty Contact: Vickey Jones 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom 

Life Out There 

It was an endless road. 
They felt as if driving had caused 
them to stay up all night. 
Finally they came to a hotel 
by the sea in Michigan, 
a sea raging with wild water. 
As they walked down the dark 
and gloomy hall looking for an 
elevator, they encountered an ugly 
muscular cat lying in the center 
of a slippery floor. 
They passed a man on the chair 
by their room, and he had tears of 
mercy in his eyes. Anyone could see 
the last few years hadn't been easy, 
although life in the city in 1998 
wasn't easy anyway. 
The simple journey to their room made 
them realize life in the real world 
was only as easy as the concrete 
on a sidewalk in a city street. 

Valerie Nettles 

German Youth 

Lake Norfork: Summer of 
2000 

I remember our boat skidding across the water 
like a duck that had just landed 
from the sky. 
I remember the sound of glass breaking 
when my mother went through 
like a baseball through a neighbor's window. 
I remember the jolt from hitting the shore; 
it was like being hit on the back 
by someone three times your size. 
I remember the many fistfuls of people 
who ran to see if we were OK 
like mothers who have heard 
their children scream. 
I remember the sound of the rescue 
helicopter. 
It sounds like ten thousand heartbeats 
all beating at once. 
I remember what I felt when I 
watched my mother being lifted away 
from me like a favorite toy 
when it's time to go to bed. 
But the thing now that I remember 
most about that day is my father saying, 
"Son, please watch your step, you might 
fall and cause something." 

Samantha Collins 

In Germany the girls are hot, the drinking age is 16 
and there a friend gets sick again, I throw him into the water. 
When he came out, he was mad and said, "I'll tell my father." 
I gave him hot chocolate to get warm again 
and just a year later, we'll sit at the same place 
remembering the fun we had and his yellow-red face. 

Martin Feldmann 
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March Rain 

We hid under the earth with the ants. 
The fire they made cast a yellow glow on the faces I saw. 
This happened in March when the first spring rain came. 
The ant to my left asked if the rain had stopped 
but I stared into the tunnel before us. 
A figure appeared from the tunnel, eyebrows 
arched as if to say something important. 
They looked to the questioning ant and said: 
"In darkness there is no rain." 
The voice flowed like the silvery tones of a harp. 
"March," I said, "is like an anthole 
in the rain, an in-between time of seasons." 

Melissa Rash 

The Empty Pond 

To Break 

My heart is irresponsive to lightning 
It sees only black snow 
My days have only seen small 
battlefields 
but have broken the sidewalk 
a crack at a time 

The heart of another seems 
barely disturbed 
though my scars are like 
palm trees in rows 
Another invisible cold 
black line 
Another ocean under 
a bridge that broke 

Amber Hoffman 

A man sat, listening to the music. Just listening. He sat and he sat, but nothing happened. He 
could only listen. He suddenly felt left out of the music. He felt sick, and everything was so 
indigestible. So he wandered outside to an empty pond, like a drunk man who can find his way 
in a song. Feeling empty, he thought back to his past and remembered nothing but retreat, so he 
decided he would watch that pond until it was full. He sat there for many years. He would close 
his eyes and see faces, but still his exhausted brain told him to keep watching. He wanted to 
pick flowers in the spring and romp in the snow during winter. None of this came about, and he 
loathed it. Until one day he looked and the pond was full. What was he supposed to do now? 
He was still unsure where he came from. From 1980 to 1995 he sat and thought and still didn't 
know. So he sat a little longer. Thinking about what he had thought about all those years. He 
remembered the flowers, and the snow. All the friendly people who had walked right past him 
all his life. The times he had accomplished nothing, but did nothing about it. So the man sat 
outside to watch the sun go down. He forgot how pleasing it would be to just be free. For the 
first time in years he felt free like he was soaring. Like a beautiful hawk with a wingspan and a 
light chest. 

Amanda Duncan 
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Walnut Ridge High Return Trip 
Walnut Ridge, AR 

Faculty Contact: Vickey Jones 
Visiting Writers: Tara Bray and Bethany Edstrom 

The End 

Sketchy you run through the house and clean up 
'cause the parents could be home any time. 
Outside it's summer and you told them to stop 
but they didn't listen and thought they were fine. 

Forget about what happened there by the wall in '89 
when a bunch of people got killed; 
the burning ceiling on a house by the Rhine 
makes you slurp over an empty field. 

Martin Feldmann 

Wild Wolves 

The wild wolves 

The Reverse 

The field was covered in dead ducks. 
We sat down in the pit to begin the hunt. 
One by one our guns sucked the bullets 
from the ducks until we had reached our limit. 
The ducks flew away peacefully. 

Brandon Evans 

in woods west of here 
Howl horrifying sounds 

in the hollows of the air 
Their cry creeps 

in my cold mind 
Like a sweet song 

of the savage side. 

Samantha Collins 
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Corn 

I see an eyeball floating in my soup. 
Oh, please help me pick out the soupy links. 
The steamy surface is muggy. 
I have a circus tent over my soup bowl. 
I could eat my soup at a train station. 
Stupid vanilla cream rabbits threw soup on my stained glass window. 
Alas, my soup is lost. It rolls down locked shutters. 
I am but a traveler in a world of soup. 
There was whiskey in my soup, and after a sip I see drunken wasps. 
The soup which I loved, will it come back? I don't knov •. 

David Dude 

Guy Who Rakes The Field 

You ride around on your 3-wheeler 
barely missing the bases. 
Dragging behind your woven metal 
thingy making cool circular patterns 
like waves in the ocean as you 
rake that infield to perfection. 

Cody Holland 

Untitled 

The dirk is for the small and stealthy 
as the short sword is for piercing the flesh. 
The Katana is used by a skilled ninja warrtor 
but a gladiator would use a bastard sword in battle. 
Only the well trained can use the double bladed 
and a well muscled person could use a cla)' more. 
A battle knife can kill someone v.ith one stroke 
but the wicked blade is more painful. 
The long sword has a good reach 
and a dagger was made for speed. 
Where the scimitar was made for power, 
the broad sword was made for precision. 
A rapier is a weapon that was made for the noble 
and a two-handed was made for the barbaric. 

Greg Meyers 
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Warren Dupree Elementary School 
Jacksonville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Kathy Swift 
Visiting Writers: Andy Albertson and Zack Thomas 

Jacksonville in the Night 

In the night when the 
meadows wave goodnight in Jacksonville, 
as the lights and cars go to sleep in 
the parking lot. 
As snow starts to fall on that 
black night, the school locked up for 
the day and maybe tomorrow. 

Brianna Block 

Untitled 

She likes to swing on the eat's tail and 
she likes to swim in the fish's mouth 
she eats cats and dogs and she likes 
to sleep in logs she also likes to get in 

Inside a Perfume Bottle 

The golden liquid swims around me. 
It smells like wildflowers growing 
In an open field between high mountains. 
The plastic sides are as smooth as glass, 
As I fall under, the liquid stings my eyes 
and it tastes like acid and vinegar. 
As people spray the perfume, it sounds 
like a cat hissing softly in my ear. 

Stephanie Parish 

fights and eat the person that she is fighting with. 

Shelia Dennis 
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Night in the Magazine Store 

The pages talk to themselves. Lonely, dark and so sore. 
The rain water says, "What's wrong?" Then some more came 
And they said this is no game. If you were lonely 
You could call us. We would help you. 
As little miss muffet sat on her tuffet, 
the little horns were dancing around 
Saying, "Hurry, hurry, the people have gone today." 
They were running slow and straight. 
That night when the people were gone 
When the comics and magazines carne alive 
In the magazine store. 

Kimberly Wolff 

Traveling 

Sally is singing in the valley. 
In Italy her sister Mary and her 
nice gentle pet goldfish 
Goldy are swimming in the lake. 

Sleep 

Shadows creaking, 
Leaves sweeping, 
Eddy crossing the rivers. 
Elephants dnnk.ing their water for bed. 
Plants dancing in the night sk} . 

Jessica Tarkington 

In France Mary's friend Emily is going 
north to the valleys in 
Georgia. 

Brooke Irwin 
How to Know You've Got Spirits in 
Your Pond 

Splashing fishes died 
The next day after I saw 
splashing water 
I stuck my hand in there 
And one fish gave me a hit on the hand 
I put back my hand 
And I ran I came back the next day 
My hand smelled like goldfish 
They were not there 
I walked inside 
This wouldn't happen if that cat stayed away 

Kay/a DeSoto 
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Yellville-Summit Schools 
Yellville, AR 

Faculty Contact: Randi Connior 
Visiting Writers: Tony Tost, Bonnie MacPhee, 

Emoke Pulay, and Brian Spears 

Mad 

That day ashes were in my mouth 
That day blood was circling my face 
That day glass was in my throat 
That day you were locked into my fist 
That day you were in the back of my mind 

Danielle Dennis 

Moon 

The moon is sleeping in the night 
and the snow is building a house. 
The snow is alive 
and has lots of food to eat. 
The moon is growing nails on its hands. 
The snow is dreaming 
while the moon is sleeping. 
The moon's head 
is lighting up in the night 
and his nose is very pointy. 

Trista Phillips 
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Untitled 

I like you as much 
as I like chalk to eat. 

Your love is like 
sausage blowing in the wind. 

I love you as much as 
a wet dog that just got 
out of the rain. 

I think you are 
a smelly toe. 

Troy Marasen 

A Recipe for 
America 

If America was alive 
it would roll up 
and go to Asia 
to buy a map 
so it could find 
Australia. 
And the people 
would be very hurt 
and not sleep. 
The planet Mars 
wouldn't know 
what's wrong with Earth. 

Daniel Schaeufele 



Long Day 

I hop in the bathtub & I'm sailing the ocean blue. 
I'm Columbus in my big boat in 1492. 
II All aboard, 11 I call 
and tum to the bathroom stall. I hop back 
in the bathtub. Oh no. A snake is in my place 
so I run to the church room & scream 
Amazing Grace! Then I run back out the door. 
I run to the voting house & say 
DOWN WITHAL GORE. I run back 
out the door. Oh no, I see them 
giving cigarettes to the poor. I go 
over & try to stop them but they refuse. 
Oh no, it's backwards day now. Me excuse. 
All of a sudden I notice I'm getting 
kinda pruny. Now I'm dripping on the rug. 
I was an explorer til Mommy pulled the plug. 
Now it's time for bed. 
Oh well, I'll get all the sleep I need 
when I'm dead! 

Sarah Thornton 

Tiger 

a tiger IS 

can growl a 
talk m an 
a tiger can 
a racecar. if 
very closely 
that the tiger 
change m to 

Taylor Davis 
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The Button 

A button that you 
wear on your shirt. 
A button that you don't eat. 
A button that you 
don't put in your hair. 
A button that you like. 
A button that is colorful. 
A button that don't talk to you. 
A button that ) ou keep. 
A button that you 
don't eat for ice cream. 

Ariel Hensley 

lazy. a tiger 
tiger can 

you 
you 

a 

unpleasant 

will 

run 
look 

can 
start 

zebra. 

way. 
like 

see 
to 



The Terrible Things that Happened to Me 

I saw a dinosaur in my backyard! 
Also an enormous whale in my bathtub! 
The dining room had the devil inside! 
I saw a burglar man that was all green. 
I heard a big crash outside the door! 
I counted to three as I ran into my room! 
I saw a squirrel run up the tree! 
My brother said, "What are you doing under your bed?" 

Chelsea McCune 

I am a King 

I am a king. 
I live with the pigs. 
"Go clean your room." 
My mom looks like a witch 

The Tornado and the Green Stuff 

A tornado pays for all the damage. 
The tornado does not have fun. 
The tornado picks its nose. 
When the tornado spins, 
green stuff goes everywhere. 
The tornado throws big green balls. 
The tornado tries to hit people. 
The green stuff the tornado throws is slime. 
The green balls the tornado throws are stuff. 
The tornado picks up chickens 
and stuffs them up his nose. 

CJCapps 

and my dad feels like soggy crackers 
and a big kaboom happens 
when lightning strikes 
and I look like a blue melting snowman 
and I wish I had wheels for feet 
to get around faster. 

Carl Marcusen 
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How Octopi Get 
Girlfriends 

Octopi don't croak. 
They dance their feet 
and sing, "bluba bluba." 
They usually walk, 
but sometimes they fly. 
But even they will sing 
for girlfriends. 
They ' ll even platypus-kick 
on a boy trying to hurt 
his girlfriend & then they'll 
go to undersea movies 
and eat popcorn. 

Anonymous 

Fear 

The Easter Lily 

The Easter lily is green. 
The Easter lily is blue. 
The Easter lily looks like a dead chicken. 
"I like Easter lilies that smile 
when you walk by 
and say please and thank you," 
said the Easter lily. 
But don 't lick an Easter lily. 
Easter lilies show no mercy to tornadoes. 
Easter lilies entertain babies. 
Easter lilies kiss you when 
you feel like a dead chicken. 
You can dig them up 
and they will give you good luck. 
They will never bite. 

Cory Pierce 

Fear is like seeing a fly and wetting your pants. 
Fear is like hearing a lion from France. 
Fear is like touching an electric fence. 
Fear is like smelling green spinach for the prince. 

Sheldon Ketchum 

A Chair 

A chair feels like sand, a chair tastes yucky, 
a chair smells like cedar, it looks like a toothpick, 
sounds like a hollow log. If a chair was alive 
it would probably go through 9.5 billion pounds 
of cheese. If a chair answered your bedroom door 
you must live in the wrong house. Don't try sitting 
in an electric chair, it would hurt! Don't expect 
to see a chair become elected for President of the U.S. 

Daniel Schaeufele 
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Yocum Elementary School 
El Dorado, AR 

Faculty Contact: Isabelle Gathright 
Visiting Writers: Mary Stokes and Laura Gray 

Ode to My Lucky Rabbit's 
Foot 

Oh little red lucky rabbit's foot, your 
fur is as soft as down feathers from a bird. 
The golden balls of your chain look like 
they hold a small world in them. The rim 
that holds the bone and fur looks like 
it is made of real gold. Your red fur looks 
like fire shooting out of a golden 
cylinder. 

Stefan Newman 

The Night 

The night is young and so 
are we. The star is shining, stars 
sparkle like diamonds. The harvest 
moon is out and it showed me 
my way. It rained for 9 days, it smelled 
like the heavens were mad at me. 

Ronald Lewis 
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How to Be King and 
Queen of the World 

You rule the 
world like a 
hungry bear. You 
have jewelry that 
you can wear. You 
have servants. You're 
laying in your bed 
being lazy. 

Shagina Thompson 

Cabin Scholar Jupiter 

There is a gold shine at night from the moon. 
A small cabin is built nearby. 
The planet Jupiter looks like a swirl of color. 
The tigers hunt slowly through the forest. 
It seems that a scholar is angry. 

Stefan Newman 



A Lady 

There once was a lady at night who had spider hair. 
She stuck a needle-beetle through a pair. It don't seem fair. 
She always goes to the ocean and sits. 
She trucks people over for some potion. 
Her teeth always sparkle at the ocean 
while the ocean sparkles back at her teeth. 

Jeremy McDuffie 

Hot Wheels 

Oh Hot Wheel you smell like 
diecast metal and when I touch 
you, you feel like a cold winter 
night. Oh Hot Wheel, oh Hot Wheel 
that I bought from Wal-Mart I 
play with you and play with you 
I hope we never part. 

Marshall McMahan 
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My Trip to England 

We were on a trip to England. 
We made it to England, but we got 
lost, so we cut down trees. We made 
a flre. And the flames looked like 
glitter. Then it started to storm. 
The rain fell hard. The next day, 
the sun was shining. Then I said to 
myself, I am going to miss this 
rhythm. 

Morgan Morrow 

Trouble 

Trouble, oh, trouble 
sometimes you go triple and double 
on me. Trouble, oh, trouble 
talking and gawking 
get me in trouble. 

John Tatum 



BIOGRAPHIES OF WITS STAFF 

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

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 the incoming co-director of Arkansas Writers in the Schools. Her work has 
appeared in Many Mountains Moving, The Southern Review, Puerto del Sol, Midwest 
Quarterly, The Cumberland Review and Yellow Silks Anthology: 700 Kisses. She was awarded 
a Lily Peter Fellowship for Poetry in 2001. 

Elizabeth Bryer is a first-year fiction writer at the University of Arkansas. Her fiction was 
nominated for the A WP Intro Award in the fall of 2000. 

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. 

Scott Diel is a former advertising exec in the U.S. and in Estonia. He is a first-year fiction 
writer at the University of Arkansas and received a Lily Peter Fellowship in Fiction in 2001. 

Bethany Edstrom is a current co-director of the Arkansas Writers in the Schools. She has 
taught composition at the University of Arkansas for three years and will hold a Walton 
Fellowship in 2001-02. Her work has appeared in Timber Creek Review and The Chariton 
Review and is forthcoming in Plainsongs, River Oak Review, and Slipstream. 

Laura Gray, raised in Scottsboro, Alabama, earned her BA in English and Political Science 
from the University of North Alabama, her MAin English from the University of Montevallo, 
and her MFA in poetry from the University of Arkansas 

Anne Greenwood is a first-year student in the literature program at the University of Arkansas. 

R. D. Hollenbeck received his MFA degree from Colorado State University. 

Cathy Hunter directs the readings series at the University of Arkansas. She writes poetry, fic
tion, and plays, and will complete her MFA in 2002. 

James Katowich is an instructor of English at the University of Arkansas. A 
2000 graduate of the MFA Program in Fiction, Katowich has published stories in 
The Louisville Review, Tampa Review, Arkansas Review, and others. 

Paul Karns is a second-year fiction writer at the University of Arkansas. 

169 



Stacy Kidd received her Bachelor of Arts in Letters and Classics from the University of 
Oklahoma. She currently is working on her MFA degree in Poetry. 

Amy Letter writes poetry and fiction. She is in her first year as an MFA student at the 
University of Arkansas. 

Sandy Longhorn is in her third year in the MFA Programs in Creative Writing at the 
University of Arkansas. She was a recent recipient of a Lily Peter Fellowship in Poetry, and her 
poems have appeared in Natural Bridge and Shenandoah. 

Bonnie MacPhee is a fiction writer from Avon, Massachusetts. 

Amy Nawrocki teaches English as a graduate assistant at the University of Arkansas. She is a 
co-director of WITS, and completed her MFA in poetry in 2001. 

Bill Notter worked as a mechanic, a laborer, and an alcohol and drug counselor before coming 
to the University of Arkansas. His poems have appeared in The Formalist and Alligator 
Juniper. Texas Review Press will publish his first chapbook, More Space Than Anyone Can 
Stand, in the spring of 2002. 

Doug Park is a fiction writer from the midwest. 

Emoke Pulay was awarded the Felix McKean award for poetry from the University of 
Arkansas. A student in her second year in the MFA program, she also studies Latin and Greek. 
She received a Lily Peter Fellowship in Translation in 2001. 

Adam Prince was educated at Vassar and went on to teach English in Korea. He is in his sec
ond year of the fiction program, and he received a Lily Peter Fellowship in fiction in 2000. 

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

Tony Tost was born--in Springfield, Missouri--at night, in '75, under a bad sign. 

Amy Ramsden received her MFA in fiction from the University of Arkansas 
in May 2001. She works as an editor in the School of Architecture. 

Cherri Randall received her BA at Cameron University, in Lawton, Oklahoma before moving 
to Arkansas to pursue an MFA in poetry at U of A. Rose Rock Press published her chapbook 
Charade of Sound in 1999, and other poems have appeared in Mid-America Poetry Review and 
Cooweescoowee. She has two daughters currently attending McNair Middle School. 

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

Brian Spears is a second-year poet and translator at the University of Arkansas. 

Mary Stokes will hold Lily Peter and Walton Fellowships in poetry in 2001-02. Her poetry has 
appeared in Press, The Chattahoochee Review and The Laurel Review. 
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Brad Summerhill completed his MFA in fiction in 2000. He has received Lily Peter 
Fellowships in fiction and translation, as well as a grant from the Arkansas Arts Council. 

Zack Thomas is a fiction writer and essayist from Carson City, Nevada. He held a Truman 
Capote Fellowship for fiction in 2000-01. 

Hardin Young is a first-year fiction writer at the University of Arkansas. His work was nomi
nated for the Best New American Voices. 
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SCHOOLS VISITED IN 2000~2001 

Amiry Elementary 
Arch Ford Educational Cooperative 
Beebe Elementary School 
Benton Counry Juvenile Detention Center 
Benton Middle School 
Benton Junior High School 
Bradford School 
Bryant Middle School 
Carlisle Elementary School 
Cave Ciry High School 
Central Elementary 
Chidester Elementary 
Coleman Intermediate School 
Crittenden Arts Council 

West Memphis Christian & 
Sr. Michael's 

Earle Elementary 
Crawfordsville Elementary 
Marion Schools 
West Junior High 
Forrest Ciry High School 
Hughes High School 
Wonder Junior High 
Faulk Elementary 
East Junior High 
Maddux Elementary 

Dover High School 
Eastside Elementary School 
Emmet High School 
Flippin Elementary School 
Franklin Elementary School 
Gillett Middle School 
Gingerich Elementary School 
Grady Elementary School 
Greenbrier Middle School 
Harrisburg Elementary 
Harrisburg Middle School 
Harrisburg High School 
Hazen High School 
Horace Mann Magnet Middle School 
Huntsville High School 
Huttig High School 
Jasper High School 

Jimmy Brown Elementary School 
Junction Ciry Elementary 
Kingston School 
Lincoln High School 
Lonoke Middle School 
McClellan High School 
McGehee Elementary School 
Mammoth Spring Elementary School 
Manila Elementary 
Mena Co-op 
Mountain View Elementary 
Perryville High School 
Pinkston Middle School 
Sheridan Intermediate 
Smackover Elementary School 
Smackover High School 
Southside Elementary-Bee Branch 
Southside Elementary-Dewitt 
Star Ciry Middle School 
Sutton Elementary School 
Trusry Elementary School 
Walnut Ridge High School 
Warren Dupree Elementary School 
Yellville-Summit Schools 
Yocum Elementary School 
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