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About This Anthology

Overseen by Professor Geoffrey Brock, led by director Chloe Honum, and staffed by
graduate students in the Programs in Creative Writing and Translation at the University of
Arkansas, the Arkansas Writers in the Schools Program (WITS} strives to encourage students to
use their imaginations to create well-crafted poetry.
For over 30 years, WITS has been sending reams of two writers from the University of Arkansas
Grad uate Programs in Creative Writing and Translation to the schools of Arkansas for t\vo-day
residencies. During these visits, the writers read poetry, discuss concepts such as using derails
and concrete language, and lead students in writing activities.
During the 2009-20 10 school year, W ITS teams visi ted elementary schools, middle schools,
high schools, and juvenile detention centers across the state. Many of our residencies occurred
in or around West Memphis, in parr because of our established relationship with Delta Arts,
wh ich sends our teams to schools in Crittenden County.
To the best of our knowledge, this anrhology consists entirely of student work. Our editors do
correct spelling and some grammatical errors, bur no editorial changes have been made to the
poems in the production of this anthology.
Arkansas Writers in the Schools is grateful ro all of the studenrs, reachers, administrators, and
contact people who help us make each year a success. We would like to especially thank Chad
Andrews, Dr. Collis Geren, Geoffrey Brock, Davis McCombs, Dr. Kathleen Whitehead Paulson
and George Paulson, Kevin Trainor and Ruth Whitehead Trainor, Robert and Catherine
Wallace, Eric and Jennifer Whitehead, Philip and Kamron Whitehead, Ted and Kelley
W hitehead, Elizabeth Oehlkers Wright, and Frank Broyles and Gen Whitehead Broyles.
We hope you enjoy the work of these talenred students. If you would like to learn more about
the Arkansas Writers in the Schools Program, please contact us at (479) 575-5991 or
wits@cavern.uark.edu, or visit our website at www.uark.edu/ -wits.
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BENTON COUNTY JUVENILE DETENTION CENTER
BENTONVILLE, AR
CONTACT: DENISE
VISITING WRITERS: LINDSEY WANNENMACHER AND CHLOE HONUM

Lake Tahoe
Snow capped mountains come to view,
traveling South from vacation.
Seeing people on the mountains
boarding down with just
the slightest ease.
We pass a house that looks
like it's been hit by an avalanche,
kids throwing snowballs at each other,
making me feel a little jealous.

The Tracks
Looking back
I can see
the tracks behind my house.
I always took a certain path
with blue fences
guiding my way.
A brown and white pit-bull
barking at me in the distance
and small birds on the power line
above my head.
Seeing the tracks,
I run to them,
knowing it's my fa\orite place to play.
I come down here most days and nights
to compare the sun and moon.
I' II be back to morro\\
r say to myself
and J run back up the path to my house.

Cody R.

Dog
White dog
My sister
Medium dog
I forgot what it sounds like
Chicago
Warm
Afternoon
Little sister
She's at home
Arkansas
She's 14 now
Miss her

Kristy

Jesus 11.
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Poem in Thanks
The Flute
Thank you for the pencil and
paper that I usc for writing.

1 remember when I was a little kid.
1 used to have a flute.
I'd sit outside my house
and I'd be able to call rats.
So 1'd sit there for four hours
and call them, but as I got older
1 found out that they would just
cat our chickens' food,
and that's why they'd always
hang out. Sometimes,
when I go to Mexico,
I see my flute,
because my dad still lives
in the same house.
When 1 go to my dad's
I see all the stuff I used to have
when 1 was a little kid.
It makes me remember
when T was a little kid.
A II my toys and clothes.

Thank you for the hot water
I get to use every day to shower with.
Thank you the roof so the rain
can't reach me.
Thank you for the toilet,
I don't like to dig.
Thank you for the hard bed, it's better
than nothing at all.
Thank you for my teeth, some others
don't get the privilege.
Thank you for my life, because no one
else can have it.

Kristy
Jose R.

Poem in Thanks
Thank you for the sun that brightens each day, and my alarm clock that wakes me up on
time. And for having a roof over my head to protect me from the storms, because I used
to not have a place to shelter me. And thank you for the warmth my blankets bring me,
and having more than enough food, without having to starve, and for the butterflies that
make me smile, and the snow that falls before Christmas, and for the sounds of the world,
letting me know I'm not alone, and water during a hot day, and the smile on my friend 's
face, knowing I put it there.

Nicole B.
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BENTON COUN1Y SCHOOL OF THE ARTS
ROGERS, AR
FACUL1Y CONTACT: LA VONA CERNA
VISITING WRITERS: JEN JABAILY AND ARAN DONOVAN

Robin Hood in Asia
Green tights and
red pointy tail
do not belong
here. We give
to the rich and take
from the poor.
You should be
a hero, but
you're not.
We eat food,
not each other.
We wear dresses
and our hair
is not a mess.

Racquel Lamproe

Alice
Alice is not where you might think.
Alice has gone to a mystical place,
filled with wacky characters
and daring dancers.
A place of danger and delight
where happiness doesn't come cheap
and where things aren't always as they seem,
with tall structures and flashing lights
where people travel at high speeds.
Now you may ask,
"Where is this place?''
Just look for a tall green lady
standing on water
and you've found it.

Cole Patten
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Rapunzel in Gravette, Arkansas
Rapunzel, Rapunzel, with hair
so fine, come out to the bar
and do more work. For if you do,
your finest Cowboy will come
and take you to a square dance.
Rapunzel, Rapuzel, you will go
riding on a Western style horse.
You will find yourself lying in a
field watching the Night Sky.
My Fear

Kaitlyn Copher

My fear looks like a shadowed piece of cloth.
lle hides only in darkness.
He feels like a soft nev. blanket,
hidden in the shade.
He sounds like a horrifying scream
coming from the night.
My fear smells like salty water
fresh from the sea.
His taste I' II never know,
for he's eaten me ali\e.

Erin F/ettre

I Ate the Moon
Tate the moon, which tasted like concrete
broken to pieces on a demolition site.
T ate the moon, which sounded like gravel
that was being grinded in a giant rock polisher.
l ate the moon, which looked like a black piece
of debris, noating in the middle of space.
I ate the moon, which smelled like a candle store,
where all of them were lit and mixed scents.
1 ate the moon that felt like a brick wall,
that scratched at my skin with its rough edges.

Alison Baker
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BETHEL MIDDLE SCHOOL
BRYANT SCHOOL DISTRICT
FACULTY CONTACT: ROBIN STRIPLING
VISITING WRITERS: MEAGHAN MULHOLLAND AND LINDSEY WANNENMACHER

You Know You're in Alexander When
My Cousin in the Woods
The asphalt doesn't wind highways
through the thick forest.
You have to watch your
step in open fields.
You can smell the livestock on the bree7e.
Rain pounds the roots one day,
then sunshine pours from the sky the next.
The frying pan on the stove
Is always burning hot.
The mockingbird sings his mournful song
only at night.
People like me stay up all night,
singing with the mockingbird.

lie sees that old oak tree
lie hears that old tom turkey down in the bottoms
He tastes the tobacco in his mouth
lie feels his heart rate rising as that
turkey comes into range.
He smells fresh gun po\\der
He is thinking looking at that
same old bird coming across that
fresh cut hay field
Looking
watching
waiting

Morgan Dremer

Chase Green

When you were fourteen
When You Were Fourteen
When you V\ ere fourteen,
you slaved over the never ending
fields of work and labor,
sweat trickling dovvn your
face like a broken faucet,
love pounding against your
broken heart, magic
escaping the protection of
the cotton. Her breath
against yours
stopped time itself.
Love seeping through
the cracks the heart has,
yet to seize the fire
striking as a stream on
you at fourteen.

When you were fourteen you
played with the boys in
beautiful long dresses climbing
on the rocks of the creek,
with the cool stone on your hands and feet,
jumping offthe neighborhood playhouse
as the warm air ran through
your hair as you flew down
like a dead kite going to
church every morning with
the linger of cotton candy
perfume the creamy chocolate
baked cookies your mom
always made watching
the birds from your
flower window you were
who you wanted to be.

Brianna Fonyth

lana Collins
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You kno'" for sure you're in Alexander when
The trucks that pass are covered in dried earth.
The summer sun warms your back riding down a dirt road.
Trees sway with the stars, smelling sweet hay freshly cut.
Four-wheelers whine through you.
You taste dust and cool pond water.
Nature runs wild and you arc free.
Liquid earth runs through you
The beauty of the world is portrayed in every tiny stone.

Kristin Lindsey

I hear bulls
I hear bulls: hoofs crashing
down making you shake like
waves in the Indian Ocean.
The smell of dirt makes the
nose wrinkle like the leaves
\\altzing off the tree in late
September. You can touch the
site of an arena. The bulls
throwing dirt in your
face. The bull is like a rock
that's unbreakable like water.

Kait/in Howey

My Great-Grandma in the Backyard
She sees colors of the rainbow on del icatc petals.
She sees the blinding colors shining
in the bright yellow sun.
She hears the rustle of leaves gently
caressing each other in the cool breeze.
She hears the high sweet notes
of a lonely bird's melody.
She smells the earth, the dark,
tangy earth.
She smells the sweet scent of
honeysuckle flowers standing tall.
She tastes silk as it fills her mouth.
She feels the warmth of the sun,
making sweat drip down
her neck, wetting her white blonde hair.
She is thinking about her own
personal paradise.

Taylor Rhea
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BUFFALO ISLAND CENTRAL EAST ELEMENTARY
LEACHVILLE, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: BEVERLY HALL
VISITING WRITERS: JACOB SHORES AND TOBY WRAY

Beach Songs
I am in Mexico and I hear songs
coming from the beach. The songs
have some beautiful movements,
like maracas, guitars, and drums.
1 begin to run to the beach and dance
and sing. I start to kick the sand,
and at night we build a fire. And they
play guitars and have beautiful songs.
We go to sleep on the beach. 1 am
the person that liked the songs
the most. And my language
is like a mcm1aid.

Herlinda Saucedo Chavez

Anger
Anger is a leopard falling into a pile of pine needles.
Anger is the roar of the waves in the Atlantic Ocean.
Anger is the pounding of a bass drum.
Anger is the wind of a hurricane.
Anger is the sharp point of a needle in the hospital.
Joy is feeling the cold water of the Atlantic Ocean
running though a girl's hair.

Staphanie Atch/e_l'

Museum of Impossible Things
I am a museum or impossible things.
I am made of planets.
I am made of the color orange.
I am made or curiosity.
lam made of expensive shopping.
I am made of my family's home country, Mexico.
I am made of cracked bones.
In the museum of impossible things, nothing is impossible.
It is turtles, watches, and Septembers.

Lizette Aylin Vasquez
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Pineapple
It smells like a newly bloomed iris
It tastes Iike sour love
It feels like the ragged sea
It looks like the frozen sun
lt sounds like dynamite in an empty tunnel

Nicole Kallal

My Thoughts are Lions
My thoughts are lions.
The landscape is a brown sheet
of sand with little green twigs of grass.
Some tall, some short.
The lion is waiting to catch its prey
and nibbling on a bone. When I change
my mind the lion is playing with a cub
a few days after birth. Just seeing
what the world is like.

Lynn Walker
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CEDAR PARK ELEMENTARY
TRUMANN, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: TAMERA LEATHERWOOD
VISITING WRITERS: CHRIS WONG, BEN NICKOL, JOSH PETERSON,
AND RYAN ABSHIRE

My Happiness
My happiness is afraid of a ghost.
My happiness smells like mud .
My happiness eats steak .
My happiness looks like a hairy troll.
My happiness is happy
when he is playing with hi s friends.

llannah Maxwell

A Dog is like a Pillow
When a dog cats birds or swallows
feathers, he is just like a pillow.
If a dog is fat and fluffy
it is like a fat pillo\'•. They
arc also more comfortable
when they arc fat and fluffy.
That's why a dog is just like a piiiO\\.

Alex Moses
Anger
Anger makes your body hyper.
Anger does not have a taste.
Anger makes people lo ud.
Anger makes people jump.
Anger is like a storm with li ghtnin g.
Anger is like flaming fire.

Kelsey Kelley
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My Happiness
My
My
My
My

happiness
happiness
happiness
happiness
My happiness

has
has
has
has
has

crystal skin.
a stegosaurus tail.
wings.
a hammer-shaped head.
hovercraft shoes.

Connor Lee Griffin

All the Boats Were Sinking
All the boats were sinking.
I sec all the boats sinking
in the middle of the ocean
and they're lost.
I hear gunshots going off
and one of the guns shot the boat
and they were sinking.
1 smelled gun smoke.
l tasted saltwater.
We finally touched the bottom
of the ocean. It looked
like there were sharks, a school offish.
Octopus, squid, then I stopped breathing.

Blair Brooks
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CLINTON ELEMENTARY
SHERWOOD, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: DEBBIE BROWNING
VISITING WRITERS: BEN NICKOL AND CORRIE WILLIAMSON

Midnight
Midnight is a dog gasping
for air. Midnight is a cat
looking for the sun. Midnight
is the sun asleep in the sky.
Midnight is the sky high
above the world. Midnight
is the world, a planet, one of nine.
Midnight is the moon
that stays awake. Midnight
is a lonely cricket
in my best friend's hair.

Haiku: Birds
I hear the birds chirp
with blue and red wings soaring can they live or die?

Tayana Perkins

McKenzie Heslep

Morning
Morning is the construction
site that will never be fixed,
it is a new world every day.
Morning is the painting
that has just been finished by Da Vinci,
morning is the new orange
in my refrigerator.

Hudson Thorn
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Midnight
Midnight is a cold graveyard. The moon
is a big eye watching you.
The stars are little eyes watching you.

Sean Park

Sunset
Sunset is a cat who is tired
of meowing.
Sunset is a bell that doesn't
want to ring.
Sunset is a bird tired of flapping his wings.
Sunset is a shovel tired of digging.
Sunset is a tired person climbing in bed.
But sunset to a bat is a journey
unfolding.

Gavyn Hughes

Bees
I murmur under my breath,
"I love the summer." I crawl
out my hive, and fly past my neighbor
the Caterpillar. And I sit on a rose
close by me, and I suck all the nectar up,
and I fly past my neighbor again,
and I crawl back into my hive,
and produce my honey.
And go straight to sleep.

Brendan Lee
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LINCOLN MIDDLE SCHOOL
FORREST CITY
FACULTY CONTACT: MARNA GARDNER
VISITING WRITERS: HUNG PHAM AND JASON TORRENTE

Untitled

The monarch butterfly landed
on the big, tall , bright sunflower
that was the only one in a field
of purple tulips.
The butterfly was getting ready
to take off when all of a sudden
he was inside of a monkey's cage.
He was the only monarch butterfly
in the cage filled with monkeys.

Faith Jumper

Life
Life is like a highway,
it goes on and on.
Life is not like something captured,
it should be set free.
Life, don't you love it?
You come down to earth as a baby with ideas,
like: how am I going to face the world.
Then you grow up, now able to face the world.
Life is like candy,
it's sweet like chocolate.
Life is not like rotten eggs,
it doesn't stink.
Unless you think it does,
I don 't.

DeMarco Long
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Come to The Beach
salt water we dump salt into
sandy people (made from sand)
great for families to become sand.

Come to Californ ia

Chloe Ferguson

Smell the hazardous breeze
Touch the rough burning sand
See green skies
Hear people's screams
Ja::;mine Phillips

Come to Nature City
Petting zoo with sick animals
Animals everywhere in houses
Hear birds you can't see

Gabriela Hernandez

My Worry
My worry smells like a piece
of Orbit gum. He is blind as a bat.
He has the head of a beaver,
but a body like an eagle.
He will sneak under a bed
Then out of nowhere he will jump
out and scare the snot out
of you. But when you touch him it feels
like you are touching a million
needles. You could hear him from
one side of the state to another.

Daniel Laird
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FORREST CITY JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL
FORREST CITY, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: MARNA GARDNER
VISITING WRITERS: JOSH PETERSON AND KIM CAMPBELL

A Lawyer's Depression
An 18 hour job and
Another guilty client only
Equals a horrible and
Depressing failure
He flops to his bed hoping
To find victory beneath his sheet, but
Only a soft spring mattress with the
Scent of a thousand prayers and tears
He smells the scent of losing
Not his case but his company, for losing
Seven cases in a row can very easily
Weaken your self-esteem and reputation
lie hears the voices of his clients
Who are doing at least ten to life because of his Jack of talent
He hears all seven voices speaking devastatingly into his eardrums
He hears this and calls it a lawyer's depression

Leslie Mann

The Tree Has Lost Its Leaves
The tree has lost its leaves.
It is cold and dead.
Axes and saws are coming.
The tree sees its afterlife
table, chair, or even a bed.
But it does know it is falling down
Goodbye, forest.

Tucker !laney
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Tall Man
He is as long as a road.
We saw his leg in Kansas.
We saw his arm in Canada.
When he stood up, he saw the moon.
He wears siLc 192 shoes.
He bathes in the Pacific.
lie flosses with I ,300 noodles at once.
His house is on Mars.
lie is so tall he plays golf with asteroids.
He brushes his teeth with trees.
The craters arc because of his lost tees.
He threv. his shoe at Arizona and made the Grand Canyon.

Mark Robinson

Turning Six
A pinata swings from a tree.
It was my 61h birthday.
Kids stood around, waiting.
1 was first.
They put the blindfold on me
1 swung away.
Crack! I hit the candy-stuffed box
With my bat.
Soon, I cracked it open.
The candy rushed out
Kids gathered around. What a day for
the child that I was.

Alex Martin
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GREENBRIER SCHOOLS
GREENBRIER, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: ROBIN CLARK
VISITING WRITERS: BEN NIKOL AND BARRETT TRAVIS

A Washer
When I spend the night
with my grandma, I always say,
"tell me how my great grandma
used to do her clothes." She says,
"Well, she had a big tub and put
water in it, then got a thing that rubs
your clothes and she washed them,
and she had a string tied to one
tree and the other tree.
When she was done she put them
on the string and let them dry.
That's how a washer is made.

McKen::.ie Shannon

Drowning
A sense of drowning, water rushing
over your lungs and gone when you're revived.
A cluttered closet yet to be cleaned.
A haunting in your dreams.
Where you are ...
What you're doing .. .
None of it matters .. .
A memory is about who you're with.
A memory lasts forever.

Will Rat/({[
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My Idea
Today when I hopped out of bed,
my back was feeling something rough.
Then I remembered, it was my mattress.
I was in a horrid mood because my back
was red and skinned from rolling and sleeping
on that rough twiny mattress. So 1 went
to my day job at a sawmill. I accidentally
cut my back, leaving a big gash,
redder than a sunburned, ripe tomato
taking a bath in the Red Sea. I was sent
home. I looked at my rough twiny mattress
and I kne\v \\-hat I had to do. So 1 scavenged
up as much wool, and cotton, and cowhide,
and silk, and anything else I could weave
into a blanket. Instead of having a blanket
over me I could have one under me.
1 slept great that night and was able
to go to work the next morning.
I told my friends about it
and they thought that it was a great idea.
After a while I decided I would call it
a bed spread.

Derek Thompson

Sadness to an Alien
Sadness is wet sweat coming from
your eyes called tears. Sadness is feeling
like you're about to drop- where you can't
support yourself anymore. It's where you
can't stand that you have been broken
but not literally. Sadness is you when
your body weeps.

Kay/a Gray
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HEBER SPRINGS MIDDLE SCHOOL
HEBER SPRINGS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: MARY CATHERINE PROPES
VISITING WRITERS: MEAGHAN MULHOLLAND AND NICOLE NODI

My Brother in the Front Yard
He sees the towering oak tree and the sleek black roads after the rain.
He hears the cars running through puddles, splashing them every\\ here.
He smells the fresh scent of rainwater and the distinct smell of dirt and grass.
He tastes the cool water as it runs down his throat on the hot, soggy day.
He feels the cold mud running through his fingers and into the grass as he makes
mud pies.
He 's thinking about the mud castle he 's preparing to make and the royal family living
inside.

Lane Juneau

My Little Brother in the Living Room
He sees the huge tan couch in the little living room. He sees the miniature pinscher, Alex,
our dog, barking at the cars wondering how they go so fast. He sees the plasma flat
screen TV on the brown wall. He hears the dog's loud roaring bark with the sound of the
cars flying by so fast. You only hear a zoom and they're gone. He smells the tuna
casserole my mom cooks almost every night floating in the living room. He smells the
terrible smell of the candles my mom buys and they're good for our health. lie tastes the
dust off the table that my dad says he will clean but never does. He feels the pokey old
turtle neck feel of our couch rubbing against his legs. He is thinking about our cat,
Russle, and how he is the best in the world, how he can't wait until Russle comes in. My
little brother in the huge living room.

Alyssa Keating
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My Broth er's Graduation
He sees a crowd of people staring in the distance.
He watches tanks go by.
Fireworks flash and friends run wi th him dressed in camo.
He hears blanks fired by tanks, friends, and himself.
He smells gunpowder and heated blacktop.
He tastes leftovers from dehydrated chili.
He feels the weight of his gun, his uniform, and his responsibility.
He is thinking: what will it be like in Afghanistan?
Matt Godush

My Mom in the Living Room
She sees my grandpa's abstract carving of the White Wolf
and the beautiful rocking chair made of oak wood.
She smells the wonderful autumn smell, as if she were entering the gates of Heaven.
She tastes the moonlight fever of the sunlit wood.
She feels the spirit of my grandpa Wayne every hour.
She is thinking that Grandpa Wayne is still holding her hand.
Drake Hensley

My Mom in the Living Room
She sees me walk into the door. My shadow was like a ghost on the wall. She starts
singing to my baby brother. She hears my dad singing in the shower, and a lawnmower
across the street growling like a lion. She smells the popcorn burning in the microwave.
The chocolate cookies in the oven smelled so good she could almost taste them . She feels
the baby's softness. She thought about life: the smell , the touch, the sound, and the taste.
Zach West
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HOT SPRINGS MIDDLE SCHOOL
HOT SPRINGS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: MRS. HAMILTON
VISITING WRITERS: CHLOE HONUM AND MEAGHAN MULHOLLAND

I hear the clouds

I hear the clouds greet the sun
in the morning.
I hear the clouds move across the sky.
I hear the cloud's voice as it struggles
to wake me up.
I hear the clouds' conversation to the trees.
I hear the clouds following me home
from school.
I hear the clouds playing in the distance
as I prepare myself for bed.
I hear the clouds yawning as the night
breaks through the sky.
I hear the clouds as they whisper me into
my nightly dreams.
I hear the clouds as they snore
the sun asleep and wake the moon.

Brandon Campbell

lam

I am a half moon fading in the distance
I am a soldier standing alone in the desert.
I am a chip off the old block.
I am a roller coaster that is not complete.
I am a break dancer on America's Best Dance Crew.
I am a boulder rushing down Mount Everest
I am a fishing pole about to catch a bigun'
I am a porcupine that is growing old.

Clifford Jackson
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Sand beige
Sand beige is the vanilla bean
ice cream dripping off a child's
chin on a hot summer day.
lt is the fading of a cardboard
box. It is the bottom
of bare feet. Sand beige
is the neutral feeling, and
the walls of a middle school.
It is the trillions of pieces
of glass that make up
a misty beach, and the ocean
floor. Sand beige is the warm,
yeasty scent of home-made bread
baking in the oven.
Sand beige is the
strands on Goldie
Lock's head. It is no true
color in the rainbow.

Celia Medina
Green
Green is the fresh cut grass tickling your toes.
Green is sappy as the pine.
Green is a willow weeping in the marsh.
Green is the scaly mail of an alligator.
Green is the supple, bouncing moss.
Green is a garden snake slithering in his garden home.
Green is the swaying stalks of crystal com.
Green is the sweeping auroras in the chilly night.
Green is resting in his summer abode.

Peter Rick
Dark Pink
I am a giggle of chrysanthemums blooming
I am a heart hidden by the more vulnerable.
I am a fluffy, sweet candy dissolving into sugar.
I am the smell of acetone carefully painted.
I am a small tattered blanket
that is used to protect from the cold.

Amy Clayton
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L.R. JACKSON ELEMENTARY
WEST MEMPHIS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: ANNETTE FRAZIER
VISITING WRITERS: BARRETT TRAVIS AND ADAM PEARSON

Untitled

It has passion , my heart.
lt is black and snows my life.
It tastes juicy and has ten parts
of its body. It shines the sun.

Anthony Cook

My Big Heartbreak Monster
It looks like a big hairy snov.
monster. It smells like a gro~-can mix
It feels like juice. lle
tastes like red house, he drives
a car to school and wrecks the whole
school. He doesn't take a bath,
and then I said, "You big snow
monster! It's Time Out for you,
big craziness monster."

Mika/a Williams

Blue
Sad day so blue
it was a cold freeze like
ice in the house. l can't
take it. I had to go to sleep
at the house. Blue
is my best color until
it rains. Low blue
and eat blue.
We cry all day.

Lakiria Lowe
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My Wish

I want a strolling Guinea pig
for my tenth birthday.
My wish is to move to Little Rock.
My wish is to get a big house.
My \\-ish is to get a big room.
My \\-ish is to touch
my bab} sister.
Trini~r

Me and My Love

My love feels like a strawberry
My love sounds like popping
My love looks handsome
My love smells like cupcakes
My love eats pizza
My love relaxes on a really good day
My love feels like a warm coat
My love sleeps on a really rainy day
My love snores when he sleeps
My love is ugly
My love is smart
My love goes to school
My love runs like a cheetah
My love screams like a maniac
My love does that because he
is wild.

Brooks

Claudia Brown

Untitled

My crazy uncle went to the story.
Holla at the cook.
Ride on a bicycle.
Eat raw meat. Drinking juice.
A jury going to the story.
Holla at the food.
Eat a pie with a doll.
The sky was black.
A volcano was shooting out
black and the sky was black.
The cord is with the volcano
'
shooting out with
And now the sky is with.

Darren
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MADDUX ELEMENTARY
WEST MEMPHIS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: CAROLYN STOUT
VISITING WRITERS: JACOB SHORES AND TOBY WRAY

The Last Flame
Joy is like a panda bear on a Chinese coin.
Sadness is like the last flame of a campfire going out.
Summer is like the slime beneath a witch's toe nails.

Denise A. Forman

Fury and Sorrow
I had surgery on my heart.
My eyes were red because I cried.
The rose smells nice.
I haven't seen it with my own eyes.
Bought a cherry.
Picked strawberries.

Takayla Jeffries

Famous for Being Red
Fury is volcano ' s fire
Your heart
Fury is cherry
Fury is Mar's dust
I lot sauce on a plate
Fury is to stop cars at a traffic light
Fury is a lady bug
Fury is metamorphic rocks on the inside

Ronekia Troup
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The

~ysterious

River

The river sounds like
a person trying to roll in a kite.
The river sounds like
the flavor of pecan pie.
The river sounds like
a pencil writing on a piece
of white copy paper.
The river sounds like
a giant haunted house.

Walking Across West Memphis
The river sounds eager.
I hear
thunder when
I am walking
across West Memphis.
Sky is thunder,
and cars are falling
out of the sky.
I hear street musicthe ghost
of West Memphis

The river sounds like
a crash around the sun.

Tericka BrO}t'n

Melvin Saddler

Happiness is Like
llappiness is like a stratus cloud flowing by
soaking deeply in the vegetable garden.
Joy is like a million sunflowers falling form the sky.
You could picture yourself smelling a whole dozen.
Love is like a feeling buzzing around in your heart,
keeping and protecting you from candy pouring down.
Sadness is like drowning in your tears,
using little napkins to cheer you up.

Kendashia Jacobs
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MARION JUNIOR HIGH SCHOOL
MARION, AR
FACUL1Y CONTACT: ROBIN CATI
VISITING WRITERS: KAJ ANDERSON-BAUER, BARRED TRAVIS,
ADAM PEARSON, AND JOSH PETERSON

Untitled

Tell me where to hide this fire.
1 could hide it under my bed,
but then my bed would get
too hot. Tell me \vhcrc to hide
this fire. I could hide it
in the S'"- imming pool, but then
the fire '"-Ould go out.
Tell me where to hide this fire.
You told me to put it
under the house, but then
it would make the house burn.

Untitled

The trees still,
The world stops,
The birds hide,
Something is coming.
I hope you don't mind.
You feel a chill.
The trees are back,
They shake and wave,
The birds fly and sing,
Yet the sun is gone.
There is no heat.
You sit there in defeat,
Looking, seeing clouds.
The wind starts,
The rain falls,
The ch ills stay,
You look up,
You go blind,
Winter is here.
Winter stays.
Winter ends.

Austin Miller
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Jarred Barksdale
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Untitled
Ring this bell ifi forget
your name or who you are.
Ring this bell ifi forget
where I live.
Ring this bell if I forget
how to play basketball.
Ring this bell if I forget
how to walk straight.
If you ring this bell, everything will come
back to my memory.
Everything will go away if you ring it twice.

Chris Carr

Untitled

It seems to me the moon is milk.
It looks liquid and soft in the night sky.
It looks like satin glued to the stars.
It feels cold on my skin.
I can taste the night air as I look at it.
I can feel it slide down my throat
as I breath in the sight of it.
It seems to me the moon is milk.

Madison Caldwell

Untitled
There is a man who
walks down my rigid street
every hot summer day,
through every cold winter
night. His name is unknown
to me, but not so much to everyone else. My mom told me he
had problems with his life, so
he always runs to stay away from
home. Day after day, night after night,
he runs.

Kelsie Clark
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The Wolf
The wolf stretched and yawned, shaking the morning dew
from its fur, millions of tiny mountains and trees on its back.
The lake growled and laughed as the dog's tongue lapped
up its contents. His eyes twinkled like stars above
the mountaintops, while the rocks in the mouth ofthe beast
shook and crushed twigs and his paws brushed the ground
like fallen leaves. His cry matches the wind and is carried
across the whispering valleys.

Cheyenne Lilly Smith

Something Beautiful
A caterpillar is like a bottle-rocket.
It gains weight as fast as the rocket
gains altitude, soaring through life
like soaring through the midnight sky.
They both are temporary, and do not contend
with their main attraction, for the caterpillar
pauses in its cocoon, as the rocket does
for a split second. And then without warning
they explode into something beautiful.

Wesley Bennett

Storm
Keys jingle, dirt scatters. Maybe a sandstorm is coming.
Treehouses fall, flags twist. Maybe it is a lighting storm.
Water from everywhere climbs to the tops of the houses.
Gruesome and dandy horns sound off in every direction.
Maybe it's a flood or a tornado. Maybe I'm hallucinating.
Maybe I am.

Kreshana King
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MAYFLOWER SCHOOLS
MAYFLOWER, AR
FACUL1Y CONTACT: SALLY STUART
VISITING WRITERS: KATIE NICHOL AND APRIL CHRISTIANSEN

My Uncle Wes
My uncle is at the hospital,
because that is where he works.
He is inside delivering new born babies.
He sees shots and sick people.
He hears babies crying.
He smells coffee.
He tastes water. He feels
blood from the babies.
He is thinking about
going home.

Jordan Robinson

My HomeTown

I live in a small little town
called Mayflower, AR.
It feels like a brick house.
It smells like gasoline.
It sounds like honking horns.
I love the look of my
clean town. It is the best town
I will ever have.

Layne Dollar
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Untitled
My person is my cousin.
lie should be at his house
playing with his brothers.
lie sees a rabbit outside.
lle hears his next door neighbor
yelling at a little boy.
I lc smells the smoke in the air.
He tastes the air coming in.
lie feels the rabbit's fur
in his hands. He is thinking
about what that next door
neighbor did to that little boy,
by his house on the side-walk.

Kaytlin Woodward

7 Ways I See the Softball Field
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.

I see it as a place to take care of business.
As a place to get a home-run.
I see it as a place to get down and dirty in the dirt.
As a place to encourage my friends.
As a place to get out my anger.
As a place to make improvements.
A place where I can make my dreams happen.

Sara Stroud
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MIDLAND HIGH SCHOOL
PLEASANT PLAINS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: ANGELA MUSE
VISITING WRITERS: BARRETT TRAVIS AND RYAN ABSHIRE

Granddad
The men of WWII fight hard
then a spit of tobacco falls into a milk jug.
The professional ball player brings them mitts.
The road grader cheerfully rumbles down the road.
The smell of death, the rotten smell of old age.
Looking at the future without you.

Kyle Martin

Just Another Beige Day
Walk into the kitchen,
open up the pale refrigerator door.
And beige once again surrounds me.
From the eggs,
to the milk,
to the Swiss cheese,
everything is plain.
Everything is beige.
Welcome to the world of oatmeal.
Welcome to the land ofvanilla.
Welcome back to beige.

Sand Bowl
Great arcs of sand
shifting, falling rising.
Breaking crests of green
diving below the foam.

Tres McBride
Angel McDaniel
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Black
Out at midnight
Floating on my back in the dark water of my pool ,
Staring up at the black sky,
Calm in the perfect silence of the night.
A pretty girl crying.
Dark clouds over a beautiful sea.

Keith Giovannini

No Title
The smell or fresh cut grass,
and some dirt in my shoe,
1 am new at home,
holding on so tight,
full concentration.
Here it comes,
and there I go.
Discovering the diamond,
people screaming at me,
and r learn r went
the wrong way.

Kay/a B.
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POTISVILLE JUNIOR HIGH
POTISVILLE, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: KELLY BEAN
VISITING WRITERS: TOBY WRAY AND RODNEY WILHITE

How To Get Meat on the Table
If I had wings I would fly to
the deer woods. If I could read minds
I would kill a deer every time
I went hunting. I bend backwards
to get my bow. 1 shape a deer's heart with my mind
This is my responsibility. To put meat on the table
I kill.

Micheal Henderson

My Family
Definition of Inamorata

My family is like an erupting volcano.
You never know when they're going to
explode. When I walk into the room,
it's noisy, TV's up loud, radio's on, and
people are reading romance novels.

Inamorata golden dragon that smells
of blooming flowers. It roars like a train
making the world shake.

Brillany Rush

Hunter Trimmer

Untitled
l wear eyeliner.
It's running, it's raining out.
My sweater is his

Amy Teeter
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Ho\\- to Fall in Lo\C
Come to my church Sunda;.
You're my girlfriend.
The people like you there.
You said she liked it.
I' ll be there.
1'm going out to cat
after it.
But don't talk to my sisters.

Josiah Evant<;

How to Fall in Love
Propose to the oldest woman you can find. Because you
love doing stupid things. Because it's funny and because you
might fall in love. But don 't get a cheap ring.

Chris Gress

Minnow Thoughts
My thoughts are minnows,
darting in an out,
surrounded by dark black water.
Sometimes they linger,
but usually not.
The air bubbles, like more thoughts,
branching off one.
Sometimes there's a whole school.
Other times, just a loner.
Once in a while,
they start to fade.
Swimming farther away,
an unfinished thought.
These thoughts,
they flash.
Catching my attention.

Kirsten Coutts
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RICHLAND ELEMENTARY
WEST MEMPHIS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: GWEN LOONEY
VISITING WRITERS: BEN NICKOL AND CORRIE WILLIAMSON

How to Fall in Love

Great Spirits

Trees arc the spirits of the world. The breathholders of the universe. The birds' safe haven
from the rest of the world. The towers of the land.
The \\Ood's fathers. The roots underneath
my bare feet. The lookout for my ship.

You should always add something
extravagant in when designing
a house. But remember, never put
anything personal. Or you'll never sell
the house. That would be such
a disappointment, of that
humongous modern house.
Mason Smith

1/ayley Nowlin

How to Fall in Love
You should be a good man.
You must be a good seeing man.
Because you need to keep an eye out
for something out there in the dark.
Also bring a big fat snake.
To keep you beside his side.

The Dangerous Plan
But we had just one jar
of mosquitoes, and when it was filled up
we went to bed,
and the next morning only one
fat mosquito was left.
We learned our lesson,
but decided to do it again
for our science project.

Steven James

Riley Young
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Shadows
"Why was I not born with a twin,
but I see one on the wall?"
said an anxious child. You're living
the life ofNoah
when there's two of everything.
You are training your clone.
It does everything you do.
You always need company
to stay occupied.
But be aware that that twin
will only be out when the sun is.
Sometimes even they need rest, too.
They were burned in a fire
is why they're pitch black. But
they survived and are here
to help you in daily problems.
They are way more than just
a space blocked by light.

Ebony Day

How to Fall in Love
Make the incision as if you are slicing
a Granny Smith apple.
You must carefully insert the five pins
around the delicate bone.
Screw them into the bone.
Time to stitch up the incision.
Give the shot to awaken the sore-armed patient.
You're all done until another patient appears
like a ghost.

Audrey Morgan
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ROOT ELEMENTARY
FAYETTEVILLE, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: DIANE CARPETNER
VISITING WRITERS: CORRIE WILLIAMSON, BEN NICKOL,
KATIE NICHOL, AND HUNG PHAM

Different ways of looking at a person
I. The sun is burning their soul and flare
in their eyes, they're watching everywhere I go.
2. When you look a person, you don't look
at their features, but you look in their soul for
a sv.cet 5ide wherever they go.
3. I sec eyes and a glare that burns your
heart, when I sec these eyes I wonder why they stare.

A lexi.\ Dawson

Grape
What grows on a long green vine,
but is like a family huddling together
on a snO\\Y day. What gro\\S in many
di ITcrcnt colors, and is sweet to cat.
Small and smooth and deliciously
juicy to cat.

Jacoh Johnson

Four ways of looking at the Beatles
I. wears black maybe white in photography
2. concerts, they go off the deep end
a little too much
3. later they let themselves go
4. love songs that actually mean something

Aaron Pearce
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Untitled
One day I climbed a tree all the way up
to the top. I could hear the birds singing and
a nice summer breeze going through my hair.
It felt like heaven. I looked over my street like
a soaring bird. I look at the top of my eye
and saw my biggest dancer, a bigger tree.
At first, 1 was shaking like fear. I took
a deep breath and started. I got halfway
and took a break. A few minutes later,
I started again. Now I make the top
of the devil tree.

Untitled
Hearing a voice calling me
Where is it? Where is it?
Thinking hard on \\here to go
Stomach flip-flopping
Listening for a sound
Like a game of hide-and-seek
But no one to be found
A maze with no finish
And dead ends at every turn
I low can the exit be ncar?
Try to solve the puzzle
Yet you can't find an important piece
Where is it? Where is it'?

Justin Rollins

Meagan 0/'ien

The Brown Trout
This is what I've meant to do my whole life.
T must travel up the cool blue water.
I must not relax for one second,
or else a brown bear might make me his snack.
It is hard work jumping up small
waterfalls, but l must do it,
for after this long journey is done I will mate
and then fall asleep and never wake again ,
but it is a sacrifice I must make.
That is why l must return to my place of birth.

Hayes Cox
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The Rain
The rain hangs like silver snakes in the trees.
All the other kids love to go play in the rain.
I hear the yelling and stomping in the puddles.
I really do, I want to go out and play with them
but for some reason I don't. They come tell me to play
but I have to say no. I think of what would happen
if I tried again. I go to bed saying that I will go out and try it.
But when I wake up, I just can't do it.
I have tried to forget about what happened that day.
I tried but I just can·t. I guess I will never go in the rain again.

John Hudwn

Lion Life
She was tired of hunting.
She was tired of waiting for the day
for them to become a big lion
and go off on their own . She loved them
but was getting old now and needed to rest
and needed help. Now she is going.
Going off to hunt al l over again so her babies
can become a strong like she is.
How most lions arc.

Bailey Bishop
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SOUTH SIDE ELEMENTARY
BEE BRANCH, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: TRACEY LOVELL
VISITING WRITERS: CHLOE HONUM AND CORRIE WILLIAMSON

Modes
Afternoon is like my warm fireplace.
Dusk is the wind beneath feet.
Dawn is the coldness under my skin.
Twilight is the heart in my chest.

Jordan Cossey

Dawn
Dawn
Dawn
Dawn
Dawn
Dawn
Dawn

is
is
is
is
is
is

the mole waiting to dig.
a jailhouse morning.
a tin metal roof on a cold summer day.
an armadillo with no place to dig
the shadow that has no shape.
the book with no pages.

Maggie Mahan

lAm

I am a clothesline post in a green yard that is freshly cut.
I am a needle with thread going in my eye.
1 am a hook under a small bobbin trying to catch fish.
I am a tennis ball flying through the air.
I am two parallel roads connected by one straight horizontal road .
I am a bent piece of wire that is used for electricity.
I am a big snake waiting to move around a little bit.
I am the cross that Jesus Christ died on.
I am a tire on a car that is about to fall off.
I am Mount Newbo in its cold days.

TyJohnston
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Sunrise
Sunrise is a deer just getting
up from a long night of sleeping.
Sunrise IS a rooster crO\\ing telling you to get up.
Sunrise IS a squirrel craw ling out of its hole from winter.
Sunrise is the de\\ glistening out in the morning.
Sunrise is a black cat seeking dark. Sunrise
is a million moons to one.

Clay Williams

I Have
I have
I have
I have
I have

spun a web to heaven.
slain a dragon with one arm.
skied on the fields.
surfed the curls on my sister's head.

Jess!yn Williams

lAm

I am
I am
I am
I am

a ripped wing from a beautiful monarch.
steps to the dark attic.
a lonely mountain in the Himalayas.
a rusted horse shoe from a brown horse.

Twilight

Beau Pennington

Twilight is a vampire waiting to bite.
Twilight is a tree rustling in the wind.
Twilight is a tunnel fixing to fall.

Destiny Mackey
Snow Days
When the snow falls on the cold grass,
and \\hen the birds fly south
for the \\inter, all of the children make
new people, and angels fly on the ground.
When all of the schools arc closed
the kids all drink hot coco.

Logan Bradford
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TORCH HOME SCHOOL GROUP
BENTONVILLE, AR
CONTACT: ROSE NYSTROM
VISITING WRITERS: CHLOE HONUM AND MEAGHAN MULHOLLAND

Baby Wood Mouse

Dark Red
I am the color of crisp red summer roses.
1 am the color of balls of dark red yam .
The color of frosting.
I am like the rusty biplanes
soaring in the high sky.
I am like the ruby down in the earth.
I am like warm winter sweaters and red skies
promising a storm is near.
1 am one thousand black cats.

I see the house.
The house is pink.
I hear the footsteps.
I smell the dust.
1 taste the bread crumbs.
I touch the mossy bark.
It feels like rough mercury.

Anika Rouco

Anika Rouco

T-Rex

When No One is Looking

When the fog cries, I answer it.
When the rain bullies, T defy it.
When the moon jumps, I catch it.
When the sun roars like a lion , I wobble it.
When the fish shine, I love it.
When the marigold dances, I join it.
When the redwood leaves, I follow it.
When no one is looking,
I see these things.

Alexandra Rouco
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I see, I hear a head,
a wobbling.
I smell aT-Rex.
I taste the earth's grass.
I touch a tree.
It feels like a different earth.

Kade Spencer

The Puzzle Piece
It looks like a shape that has no meaning,
yet when put together with its brothers
and sisters it becomes a timeless
masterpiece. It smells like an old book,
taken from the shelf for the first time
in many years. lt feels like a piece
of bark from a young dogwood.
The front has a small piece of a larger
reality, while the back is as plain as
a \\indO\\ 's cottage. Over all, it is
one piece in a hundred. insignificant
but-without it there is no picture.

Crossing AR on Foot
Arkansas is like a rock
dropped in a pool.
lt is like that because
hills follow stills.
lt is like the rock at
the bottom of the pool.
It is like that because
it sits and doesn 't breathe.
It is like the cool that
a pool offers.
It is like that because
it is also the heat.
It is like starting every Iinc
with " it is like ... "
It is like that because
it keeps on going.
It is like a poet wondering
if he has gone far enough.
It is like that because
the weather doesn ' t know
where to stop.
Tt is like a group of people
with the same goal.
It is like that because
it is.

Luke Paine

Crossing Arkansas on Foot
Crossing Arkansas on foot
is like fording an icy creak
whose bed is covered
with awk\\ ard rocks and algae.
It' s getting covered in sap
when you climb up
a sweet-smelling cedar tree.
It's pretending to be a hunter
as you follow deer tracks in the snow.
It's listening to a barred owl ask,
"who cooks for you?"
And it's barking back at the boxer
\\ ho 's tied to an ornamental pear tree.

Arthur Nystrom

John Vystrom

51

VANDERGRIFF ELEMENTARY
FAYETTEVILLE, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: MARCI TATE
VISITING WRITERS: KATIE NICHOL, LINDSEY WANNENMACHER,
CHLOE HONUM, AND ARAN DONOVAN

Sky Blue
I am
I am
1 am
I am
I am
I am
I am
I am

Apples

the crust beneath my feet.
the color of my iris.
the rain from the heavens.
the bright scent of perfume.
the sound of a new born baby.
the taste of a thunderstorm.
the wave that g rows tall.
the feel of smooth air.

1'm the sky who has
fallen.
I'm the Larth 's parts.

Dai Ste,·en

Tyler Roth

Rain
The rain sounds like a piano
lightly being struck.
The rain sounds like foot steps
in a long halhvay.

Four Ways of Looking at a Peacock

The rain sounds like someone \\aiting
impatiently for his turn.

A peacock is like a movi ng rainbow
in the spri ng.

The rain sounds like cookies
being baked in the oven.

In the summer a peacock is like
a beautiful tropical flower.

The rain sounds like a baby
sleeping peacefully in its cradle.

A peacock in the fall is like a lea f
that did not change color.

The rain sounds like an orchestra
playing a sad piece.

In the winter a peacock
is like a bright lig ht
showi ng you the way.

Sydney Johnson

Sydney J ohnson
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An Oak Tree's Leaves
An oak tree's leaves sound like grass
whistling on a windy day.
An oak tree's leaves sound like
the sounds I make when J try to whistle.
An oak tree's leaves sound like my class's feet
walking down the tiled floor of our school.
An oak tree's leaves sound like many birds
flying in the air on a calm day.
An oak tree's leaves sound like my hand
smoothly gliding down a brick wall.
An oak tree's leaves sounds like a seven-year-old kid
blowing out candles on a birthday cake.
An oak tree's leaves sound like water
flowing down a river.
An oak tree's leaves sound like a horse
trotting down a stone road.
An oak tree's leaves sound like a kid
drinking a glass of water. An oak tree's leaves
sound like things we know of.

Quinn Stiegian

I Hear the Waterfalls
1 hear the waterfall like a bunch of whispers.
I hear the waterfall like an avalanche that's gone bad.
I hear the waterfalls like rocks tumbling to an end.
1 hear the waterfall like trees rustling in the wind.
1 hear the waterfall like lightning crackling in the night sky.
I hear the waterfall like rain racing to the blades of grass.
I hear the waterfall like thunder clouds rolling in for a spring shower.
I hear the waterfall.

Caroline Lind
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Dad

1 see my dad being overwhelmed by China.
I sec my dad seeing other people
going along with their everyday lives.
1 see my dad smelling the cook's work of art.
I sec my dad tasting the bland taste of steamed rice.
1 see my dad hearing the sound of car horns and bicycles.
I see my dad feeling homesick.

Caroline Lind

My Bulgarian Grandma

My grandma lives in Bulgaria.
Through the night when I cry
she says if I open my mouth wider,
1' 11 swallow any, so I keep quiet.
I visit her three months a year.
Together we shop from noon to dusk.
She's got curly blonde short hair.
My grandma looks about 50 something.
I'm so joyful when I'm around her.
My mood turns from glad
to sad when I come back to America.
When I arrive, I always remember
the summer I spent at my Bulgarian grandma's home.

Eva Bogomilova
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VILONIA ELEMENTARY SCHOOL
VILONIA, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: CHERE BEAVERS
VISITING WRITERS: BARRETT TRAVIS AND HUNG PHAM

Snake in a Dream
I am a snake in Antarctica.
I go ice skating every day.
I go s ledding with my best
friend, Polar Bear, and eat snow.
Sometimes 1 play with
the penguins and swim with them
and cat fish. Sometimes
we even build snow castles
and have snow ball fights.
The polar bear wins because he's bigger
and can make bigger snow balls.

Grace

My Cat's Dream
My cat had a dream about being in Hawaii ,
lying in the sun wearing sunglasses
with black fur. She went into the water
and swam to New Mexico.
She was so tired of swimming,
so she went to bed ...
Then she woke up and mewed
and broke a ll the windows.
l came in and gave her a hug
and she calmed down and
went to sleep. She was sad.
Her name was Lucy.

Thalia Carpenter
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Loved
The crickets were chirping
and my baby brother was crying.
My momma told me that she went to
the bakery and the candy shop.
She got me a cat that was black, brown
and white. Its eyes were blue.
People always say we look alike.

Alyssa Williams

Deer
You
You
You
You

can run wild, cat whatever you want.
have four legs, no arm s.
can smell better and never taste and
can play video games and drive a car and
cat human food like humans and ...

He was in a game show.

It was called Wheel of Fortune and
He played in Mexico and you won 3,000 pri7es and
He could ride a bike and he could do drag racing.
He won 50,000 million prizes
He smells like candy and
He tastes like a nacho and
He went to school in Mexico and
He was a misery hunter.

Lucas Garcia
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WASHINGTON COUNTY JUVENILE DETENTION CENTER
FAYETTEVILLE, AR
CONTACT: JEANE MACK
VISITING WRITERS: CHLOE HONUM AND JACOB SHORES

The Dog
As I was walking with my dog,
I remember watching him like
a big black dot running through
the wet green muddy grass. I was
screaming his name, Lucky. He looked
back and still ran through the old
lonely scary neighborhood.
I thought this dog was no normal dog.
This was a special dog.
LuisM

Untitled

s itting on the tree alone
buscando un Iugar donde podria relajanne
escuchando los pajaros cantar
seeing how free they are

My First Bike
It got me places.
It was small. It was gray.
My dad got it for me.
It took me to the neighborhood park.
All my friends met there.
It made me happy, and then they stole it.
It made me feel like a hitchhiker.

Isidro V.
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Alex

Probably Monday
Monday, I'll be hoping for the best
but expecting the worst.
Monday, I'll smile because I have
a chance at freedom.
Monday, I'll be given directions
for court.
Monday, I'll sit on a smooth
wooden bench waiting nervously.
Monday doesn ' t lay in my hands.
Hopefully Monday, I'll be home.
But probably Monday I'll be back
m orange.

Bryan B.

Scary Movie
I wish I could watch a scary
movie right now, and probably
see what is more scarythe movie or the dead room
with no one to talk to but
myself.

Luis M
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WEAVER ELEMENTARY
WEST MEMPHIS, AR
FACULTY CONTACT: SHEILA GRISSOM
VISITING WRITERS: CHLOE HONUM AND MEAGHAN MULHOLLAND

Are You

I Am Red

Are you the sole owner
of an imaginary hotel?
Do you have good night sleepers?
Are you the sole thinker
when it comes down
to having to catch grim reaper?
Do the lights flicker like the
bug-eyed blinker?
Do you happen to have
good sou Is that read you
bedtime stories?
Where are the barking mind thinkers?
Who is the noisiest deep sleeper?
How do you see the ghost
roaming inside your head?
Why does the grim reaper
have to be such a mean reaper?
Is that why you have such good
imaginary thinkers?

I am Red.
A chick's favorite color.
With sass and style.
A Santa's suit.
An unpleasant afternoon.
A am Red.
Black's best friends.
Ruby red lips on the cheek of a man.
The color of love.
A juicy cherry
or a ripe strawberry
or maybe a red chili pepper.
l am the center of fire.
A rose petal alone in a burned down forest
a devil's torch.
Who am I.
Who am I...
Red.

Raven Minton

Destiny Milam
Things My Mother Never Taught me
My mother never taught me how to do hand-languages.
She never taught me how to drive a car
so 1 could get my driver's license.
She never taught me how to cook
that delicious creamy chocolate cake for my party
for everyone to eat.
She never taught me how to get a job
so that T could save money to pay for my field trips.
She never taught me how to play a game
when I was little.
I can see her heart caring for me but
she knows that l would have forgiven
her sweet reliefs.

Veronica Jones
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My Grandfather at His Funeral

He sees the wonderful place called heaven.
He sees his family putting flowers on hi s grave.
He hears a beautiful roaring waterfall.
He smells the delicious cornbread from breakfast.
He tastes the grape juice as soon as he eats his cornbread.
He touches Jesus' heart and asks Jesus, will 1 be okay'!
He is thinking about his family that he loves so much
and we love him , too.

D 'Marcus Carne

My Stepmom in Her Room

-

She sees her three skinny kids
and her boyfriend with long hair playing.
She hears her loud flat black screen TV
while she's on the phone.
She smells the rain that is falling
out of the night blue skies.
She smells the good cream apple pie.
She tastes the fresh air from outside.
She tastes the steaming hot chicken.
She touches her nice looking
flip phone everyday.
She is thinking about getting married
to an old fashioned man from the Old School.

Symone Cardwell

KEARA
I am
I am
I am
I am
I am

the apple tree' s broken branch.
a snake warming up in the hot sun.
a globe about to fall.
a turned upside down right angle.
cloud changing shape.

Keara Michele Williams
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My Grandmother in the Church
She sees the Holy Spirit
surrounding the people.
She hears people crying, and praying.
While the people are singing in the choir
she smells the fire heart of love.
She can taste God's word on the tip
of her pink tongue.
She touches those people in the church and
prays the de vi I out of them.
She is thinking about the goodness
of how God saved her and she
is now His child. She's not a person
out on the streets.

Sky Blue
I am sky blue.
lam
20 gold fishes.
A baby bird.
The ocean
and the hot summer.
That's what f am.

Tatyana Lewis

Montarious Dyson

lAm
I am a purse with a stick hanging out.
I am a right angle.
I am a cell that is open.
I am a train going through
a tunnel with sparks flying.
I am a snake slithering
down a trail.
I am an egg sitting perched
in a nest.
I am a bullet in the air
cueing the men to race.

Alison Devans
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The Door to Summer
1 open the door, stepping
into summer. Hearing birds chirping,
bees buzzing, roses dripping drops
of blood. Feel the soft
green grass, taste the sour
lemonade, see the kids playing
on the soft green grass.
T touch the burning
handle to a door, walking
out of summer into fall.

Donavan McCullough

You Know You Are in Memphis When
You hear traffic. You will
sec nothing but stray dogs and
cats. Most of the buildings will
be trash. Broken windows
you hear and see. People
try to rob you. People there hate
you. The sun will stop
shining. You will smell
burning houses. The stars
will disappear.

Kay/a Wright

62

I Have
I have walked on air.
I have been to the center of the
earth and back.
I have touched the sun.
I have smelled the moon.
I have lived on Mars.
I have had my skin turn
colors.
I have been a gladiator
in ancient Greece.
1 have walked through fire.

Adam Stephens

Arizona
When you go to Arizona you hear a devi I
burning another soul. So w hen you come to Arizona
you hear a burni ng soul.
The sun is a burn ing soul.

Kevin Landen
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Love
Love looks like a blooming rose in a bed
Of sand. Love smells like a cut field
Of hay. Love showers in sunshine.
Love is my best friend. Love has eyes
Of gold and a body of silver. Love is
Passion and compassion. Love is ...

Tra Dickson
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Untitled
T look around and alll see is

glass, stained glass everywhere.
The beauty enhances me.
The sun's rays shine through it like gold.
As I stare at it outside, [ can hear birds singing
and crickets chirping. My stained glass house is
very little. Smaller than your average house.
It has a rounded shape and completely
out of glass it's made. I live offveggies
that 1 grow outside my home in a small patch.
l sec and look, and notice how blessed I am.

Micah Archer
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Confusion
I once met Confusion.
He was walking down the street.
I said hello, but he just kept on
mumbling, bumbling down the street.
I saw him again last Tuesday.
He was buying bird-feed, eggs, and sheep.
I said hello again, but he just
mumbled, bumbled, stumbled, leading his new sheep
home.
When last I saw Confusion
'
he was farming bees while wearing an eye patch
and holding a leash chained to a rubber puppy.
I said hello, but he just kept on
mumbling, bumbling, stumbling, grumbling,
poor Confusion.

Taylor Thompson

Untitled

It v.as nap time for
Mr. Tom Lee, the fattest tabby in Boston.
He shuffled around, in between
the couch cushions, stretched
and lay down. Soon after he was
out like a kid at 3:00.
l Je dreamed about the catnip cat,
how her fur was so fluffy and white.
Then it suddenly went to the birds.
Being a bird, Mr. Tom Lee was flying
through the air, over the river,
scooping up big, huge, honking bass.

Untitled
I live on an island covered
with soft, white snow.
The island can be as hot
as the volcanoes that live on it.
Or as cold as the hearts of the people
living in it.
It is as vast as the ocean and as long
as the Mississippi.
It can be as calm as a cool summer
breeze.
Or as troubled as a hurricane.
This place is unpredictable
and this place is my home.

Morgan D.

Kyle Mosely
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Random
I devoured an olive
the crimson juiciness of the cherry.
The roughness of the tree bark
in an uncharted forest.
Don't judge a book by its cover
the purple haziness of the
rain smells renewed.
The tapping of River's foot
to the beat of the music.
Why is life so unfair?
The bright yellow shirt like
the blazing sun.
There will be great happiness.

Arriah Thomas

Shark
I'm swimming through the water
and I am chased by a million minnows.
They arc chasing me because I ate their cousin.
I get rapped against a wall in the ocean,
and they threaten me.
They threaten to eat me alive and feed my bones to my family.

Alex Beck
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What I Know?
I am an outdoor type of girl.
1 smell my mama's candles burning and I smell
the laundry detergent on all of my clothes.
You would not believe your eyes if 10 million
fireflies light up the world as I fall asleep.
I dream about my brother and fast cars.
My step-dad is a mechanic.
Does space ever end?
Is there something else out there?
The tree is scratching at my window begging
to get out of the cold.

Tiffany Hennings

Hope
It is so strong I can see the
tone of its muscles.
When he's down, it lifts him up.
It has colors like an angel.
When in the wind, the hairs roll like a wave.
He doesn't have a personality, his mustache does.
His mustache has its own social security number.
That's Mr. Man's mustache, that is hope.

Jared Allen
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