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About This Anthology
Overseen by Professor Davis McCombs, led by director Corrie Williamson, 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 original, well-crafted writing.
For over 30 years, WITS has been sending teams of two writers from the University of
Arkansas Graduate Programs in Creative Writing and Translation to the schools of Arkansas
for two-day residencies. During these visits, the writers read poetry, discuss concepts such as
using details and concrete language, and lead students in writing activities.
During the 2010-2011 school year, WITS teams visited thousands of elementary, middle, junior
high, and high school students. WITS residencies take our teams all across the state. A high
concentration of our residencies occurred in or around West Memphis, in part because of our
established relationship with the Delta Arts Council, which sends our teams to schools in
Crittenden County.
To the best of our knowledge, this anthology consists entirely of student work. Our editors do
correct spelling and some grammatical errors, but no editorial changes have been made to the
poems in the production of this anthology.
Arkansas Writers in the Schools is grateful to all of the students, teachers, administrators,
schools, and contact people who worked with us to make this year such a success. We would
like to especially thank Chad Andrews, Sara Beth Spencer-Bynum, Dr. Collis Geren, Davis
McCombs, Geoff Brock, 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 Whitehead, Elizabeth Oehlkers Wright, and
Frank Broyles and Gen Whitehead Broyles.
We invite you to read and enjoy the work of these talented students. If you have any questions
or would like to learn more about the Arkansas Writers in the Schools Program, please contact
us at (479) 575-5991 or arkansaswits@gmail.com, or visit our website at www.uark.edu/~wits.
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Arch Ford Education Cooperative
Plumerville
FACULTY CONTACT: Mary Kathryn Stein
VISITING WRITERS: Ben Nickol & John Scott

Mythology
Zeus sits down on the couch,
potato chips in one hand
soda in the other.

Snow Fire

His hand moves over to where the remote should be.
“Not there” he mumbles, accidentally
bumping his lightning bolt.

Snow caught fire in the sunlight.
Snow is burning the trees.
Snow is burning everything.

He struggles to sit up,
his pudgy belly fighting against him.
“Shoot,” he says, exhausted.

People are screaming in horror.
One person touched the fire;
he did not get burnt.

Flipping-on the T.V.
he says to himself, chuckling,
“Once again, Zeus has saved the world.”

Another person tried
to take-out the fire;
the snow did not burn out.

Erin B.

The people just stand there in curiosity.
The people tried everything,
but it did not burn out.
Abron Sorrels Rooke

Nature
Ink dripped from the branches
you can hear the sound
drip, drip, drip
all the way across town.
You can see the branches:
pink, purple, blue,
and green as your heart beats.
You can touch the colorful paint
as it falls down to the ground.
You can smell the smell of a painted tree,
but that is nature you see.
Mary Brown

1

How to Fall in Love
First you’ll need to change your wardrobe
to overalls, muck boots, and country apparel:
big buckles, cowboy boots, etc.
You’ll also have to change your accent
so instead of saying “you guys come over here,”
say “ya’ll come here.”
Honest Abe

You’ll also have to get some land,
perhaps 50 to 80 acres,
and some horses, cows, etc.
and a John Deere tractor.

Honest Abe woke up from sleep one day,
entering the world in 2010.
“Oh,” he thought,
“how the world has changed:
44th street cold and drear,
school to the north,
machines on the east.”

You’ll also have to put a piece of straw
in your mouth for good luck.
Hannah Sneed

“I walked straight forward
into school to see all I did do.
Equations. Contradictions.
Did I do that?
Down the hall to history class,
I hear of what goes on:
wars and famine,
sugar and spice,
and then I hear about me,
and I wonder,
where’d all these lies come from?”
Kaylee Freeman

Pebbles
We threw
pebbles at the
roof, ‘cause Billy’s cat
wouldn’t come down. I sang
a song and still no luck; that cat
was still mighty stuck. A bird came by
and he jumped-down on top of
Billy’s mom’s night gown
that was hanging
on the wash.
Stephen Cooper
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Bethel Middle School
Bryant
FACULTY CONTACT: Robin Stripling
VISITING WRITERS: Hung Pham & John Scott

Untitled
Then the world was bright and open
now it is a small classroom with blank walls
I am a mouse stuck in a trap.
Then my life ran smooth like a stream.
Now I’ve reached the rapids.
I am a stadium on opening night; full of white noise
Then the world smelled of flowers.
Now it’s cafeteria lunches.
I am a baby bird longing to fly away, but without capability.
Anna Stearns

Scared Tree
Growing very tall
Towering above the sky
Will you chop me down?

Things my dad never taught me

Walker Creighton

Dad never taught me how to
make a bullet
Dad never taught me to ride
the front tire of a motorcycle
Dad never taught me how to deal
with pain so well
Jonny Helmich
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Why do I blink?
We blink because of wonder.
Wonder is a goddess.
She has long blond hair and blue eyes.
like the sky.
She used to see everything.
She was never lost.
She knew her way around the
darkest jungles.
She always had her eyes open.
She didn’t like knowing everything
so she thought of a way to
not to see everything.
She thought of blinking. So we
see things without seeing everything, and we can still live our
lives learning new things all the
time and always wondering.

Anonymous Artist, Cedar Park Elementary

Alanna Cordova

Untitled
I am a roaring tiger waiting to be heard.
I am a careless butterfly that has a heart.
I am a leaping grasshopper waiting to be found.
I am a fresh pear round and curvy.
I am a cliff reaching to the highest point.
I am a palm tree swaying in the wind.
I am the ocean going along with the waves.
Devin Hester
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Bragg Elementary
West Memphis
FACULTY CONTACT: Amber Mink
VISITING WRITERS: Adam Pearson & Kaj Anderson-Bauer

Stormy Diamonds
rusty diamonds
like an old bike
deep black-colored sky
that shines bright in
the light.
diamonds falling to
the earth.
floating down the road
feeling icy cold to
the skin
breaking things to the
underneath to tear you
away from your home
to scare things from
good to evil with it
pitch black out
falling to the under
ground with no one to
hold.

Untitled
My hometown is a majestic
tiger and
it has colors only a blind
person would see in a
different point of view.
Braylon Brown

Brittney Branstetter
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Hail Chips
The hail is like stale chips
Of different sizes and shapes
That go pop pop
Into the mouth of the ground
As the road is a napkin while it eats
Jasmine Bassett

Michael T, Bragg Elementary

Kangaroo Cook
He boxes his pancakes and he boxes
his egg.
John Brown
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Bryant Middle School
Bryant
FACULTY CONTACT: Robin Stripling
VISITING WRITERS: Kaj Anderson-Bauer & Aran Donovan

To an Alien…
There are things here called “relationships.”
They can last as long as forever
They can disappear in a second
Relationships can cause the things called tears
But also bring a feeling of flutter from inside.
Relationships can bring knives and fists
but they also can hold hands and run together in life
Relationships are opposites
They’re this way and that, changing all the time
But relationships are always around them
whether they notice or not.
Gael Kim

My Thoughts are Camels
My thoughts are camels. They walk in
and out of my head. Sometimes fast
sometimes slow. They rest on my brain
drinking from an oasis of nerves.
They trot beyond the brown sand dunes
of my fragile cerebrum, not easily manipulated
by other people’s talkings. They keep walking
on a seemingly never-ending stretch of sand
and dust, yet to find their way out.
Steven Murdock, Jr.

Anonymous Artist, Clinton Elementary
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Haiku
A creek swift and fast
bubbling and gurgling
Taking my leaf boat
Jim Dellorto

4 ways of looking at trees
1. Standing tall and mighty in the summer
2. Blooming beautiful oranges and reds in the fall
3. Rooted solid in the ground
4. Outliving you and me.
Connor Wilson

Bedtime
Bedtime is jellyfish slowly
moving through the dark water of
a pond.
Bedtime is giant whales going
out for a long journey in the deep
blue sea.
Bedtime is the end of a snake’s
long beautiful body.
Alexis Thompson
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Buffalo Island Central East Elementary
Leachville
FACULTY CONTACT: Dr. Kima Stewart & Beverly Hall
VISITING WRITERS: Corrie Williamson & Ben Nickol

Leachville
You are the snow that falls
from the sky in winter,
you are the sun that shines
on me in the morning
when I get up,
you are the cotton that blooms
in the summer,
you are the car I wished I had,
you are the stars in the sky
at night and at night you shine.
You are the lights in the sky at night,
you are the light of my eye,
you are the shooting star in my eye,
you are the smell of bombs going off,
you are the smell of a rose,
you are the taste of a lemon in my mouth.
Why is your name Leachville?

Anger
Anger is like Dad eating pie
when there’s none left.
Chris Ditto

Tanner McComas

The Poet at 75
Sitting outside on my bench watching the hummingbirds
hum and seeing them flap their wings and watch people drive by
in their cars and smelling the food being cooked, and watching the kids play
with their toys and thinking about when I was that little.
Dylan Ballard
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Things My Mother Never Taught Me
You started me off
on an easy passage, but did not lead
me through the one
to defend myself. You never
taught me how to catch a star
from the dark blanket of night.
You never showed me how to swim
in fire. You never taught me how
to melt charcoal, or how to travel
with maroonish red dragons.
Nor to place mauve, purple
stripes on a mushroom
when I needed this all.

Untitled

Lizette Vasquez

I am the alligator chasing
my dad.
I am the noise
of rushing water.
I am the snow
in the desert.
I am the yack yacking
on the mountaintop.
Andy Milligan

Taylor Smith
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Buffalo Island Central West Elementary
Monette
FACULTY CONTACT: Dr. Kima Stewart & Terri Cossey
VISITING WRITERS: Kaj Anderson-Bauer & Adam Pearson

The Medieval Age of My Mom
Wooden tinker toys, 3 channeled TV, and a box of homemade peanut-brittle.
With my mom going to bed with old rags in her hair.
Their modern day curler. The swords and the battle
of the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles, dragons in the air
and my mom geared head to toe. Ready for her own battle.
Jamison Key

Love
Love is like wilderness.
Scavenging through it
until you have to stop
and you settle down
somewhere in the middle
And get a family started.
Soon they will go out to
The wilderness and make
their own families. It’s
A never-ending cycle.
Noah Teeter
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Hope
Hope is a salesman.
He hopes to sell the most expensive things.
He hopes he has an awesome business day.
But hope never helps him.
Avery Danielle Uthoff

Cowboy Loves Cowgirl
This cowboy named John
Loves a cowgirl names Dorice.
		
He loves the way
her waving dark brown hair blows
in the strong wind,
in the winter breeze of November,
on her beautiful black stallion horse,
in her 200 yard ranch,
		
beside his three story house,
next door to him.
The cowboy John loves the cowgirl Dorice.

Lauren Allen, Buffalo Island Central West Elem.

Kayla Griffin

Fashion
Fashion is a competition
like when someone wears
a cuter hat, then
you get really grumpy
That is like electricity.
Carlee Bird
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Camden Fairview Middle School
Camden
(Visited 2009-2010 School Year)*
FACULTY CONTACT: Claire Heffner
VISITING WRITERS: Jacob Shores-Argüello & Rodney Wilhite
Extravagant Sorrows
The fire orange sun danced across the fields.
Blue birds—chirping
Children—playing
dogs—yawning
I am like a spider monkey swinging through
the rain forest.
I have the wisdom of the willow tree in
the middle of the fields.
My language is dawn to dusk.
When people see me, they stop and sigh.
They do not know I am about to burst into
laughs.
But, when I hear sorrows it is like a thousand
needles stabbing me.
extravagant		
neverending		

willow trees
fields

I look down and know I will not leave this
broken place.
Shyanna Turnbow

*WITS would like to extend an apology to the students at Camden Fairview Middle School, who hosted a
WITS workshop during the 2009-2010 academic year, but whose work was, unfortunately and by complete
accident, left out of that year’s Anthology. Their poems appear here, with congratulations on their excellent
work, and apologies from the WITS Program for the delay.
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Blurb for an Impossible Book
Ring ‘dem bells!
The dialogue tasted like a rainbow arching itself across the sky.
Its satire smelled like a comedy rerun on TV every Friday.
The setting sounded like a grapefruit being shared between lovers.
The climax looked like those fruit in the portraits that people pay good money for.
The characters felt like a baby laid on a soft pillow in a peaceful dream.
It was the Aphroditiest story ever told.
Cherrod Bridges

Pomegranate
Seeds like caviar at a five-star restaurant.
You pick the seeds like red roses in
a beautiful garden.
Sweet taste like a honeysuckle in
the summer,
round and red like a stoplight.
Cheyenne Fountain

How to Fall in Love
Go shampoo a squirrel!
Because you need to laugh every now and then.
Because I would have a good laugh!
Because everyone we know needs to see your good side.
But don’t wear a frown on your face like you always do.
Why? Because I am heartbroken
and you are heartbroken as well.
Houston McCullough
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Sadness
your empty portrait
the disappearance of the dandelions
your life gone like the bluebird
the white-tailed deer left on strike
as blank air for the hornet –
it is the color of the spring rainfall
and it is a room of no air.
Alyssa Moore
I see you
I see you there like a child
sees candy
your hair flowing like a horse’s mane
I see you there like a cat sees
a mouse
you’re much more delicate than
diamonds shine
I see you there like a fox sees pray
eyeing me like a stray.
Kelsey Rene Abeuta

Banana
One quarter of a cheesy moon,
an unwrapped Christmas present.
Inside these wrappings hides a half sun behind the hill.
Theo Hart
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Cedar Park Elementary School
Trumann
FACULTY CONTACT: Laura Cash
VISITING WRITERS: Josh Peterson, Adrian McBride,
Kaj Anderson-Bauer, & Josh Brown

The Paragraph
Sometimes teachers look like noodles. Globes always look like colorful bubble gum. You see
donkeys having conversations, and poodles reading newspapers on the carpet. Somebody said,
“Yeah, we have to write paragraphs.”
Prince Wortham

My Fear
My fear looks like a police officer.
He pulls over small dogs. He is so hairy it is preposterous.
My likes kids for supper. He smells like giant dumpsters.
My fear sounds like a cricket.
Payton Jones

A Cat is a Mask
A cat is a mask
because she puts her mask on
before she comes out
she thinks her real face is ugly
and she thinks she looks cute with the mask on
she smells like lavender,
and she gives me hugs.
Kylee Simpson
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The Banana Tree and the Gold Pond
I discovered a banana tree in my kitchen
and there is a gold pond in the pot.
I jumped in it
and froze.
Cole Bingham

Soul is a Farmer
Soul is a farmer.
because you have to go out there and
do it every day.
Cole Bingham

Elegy for my Brother, Aiden
Oh Aiden, you drowned me in spider webs.
Oh Aiden, you loved chicken nuggets day and night.
Oh Aiden, my soul is keeping me awake at night.
Oh Aiden, somehow I now sleep in a prairie dog burrow
along with the others.
Haleigh Schmidt
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W.J. Clinton Elementary
Sherwood
FACULTY CONTACT: Debbie Browning
VISITING WRITERS: Kaj Anderson-Bauer & Josh Peterson

My Thoughts Are Like Houses
My thoughts are houses sitting still on the field,
waiting for company to come and join
them. They come and go all the time, but
none are right to stay.
Skyler Spray
Tornado Poem
Last night I hid in the closet,
wind blowing hard,
trees falling like a monster
pushed them down,
rain blowing my hair like
I was a mermaid.
Beyoncee McElwee

Caterpillar
Caterpillar
runs
under dust
down the hill
under an old woman’s chair
playing with her grandson.
Demarcus Crudup
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An Ancient Serpent and a Grand Piano
An ancient serpent and a grand piano
in the sea, providing luck and
fortune wherever they may go,
giving off music to those who can’t
hear, bringing sight to those
who are blind, and helping people
make good choices.
Hunter McCoy

My Sadness
My sadness’ fur is as rough as wood,
as warm as the hottest summer day.
His eyes are the color of a fierce fire,
always swinging on my lamps,
but he’s never made a noise.
He’s so beautiful with his soft touch.
Brandi Tucker

Darius Waddell, Clinton Elementary
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Forrest City Junior High
Forrest City
FACULTY CONTACT: Marna Gardner
VISITING WRITERS: Kaj Anderson-Bauer, Stefan de la Garza
Brett Harrington & April Christiansen

Evening is a Polar Bear
Evening is a polar bear swimming in hopes of animals that lurk in the ocean. Fish and seals try to
escape it, they can’t.
Evening is a polar bear catching its unsuspecting prey, as it lurks through the arctic. They do not see
it coming although it happens to them every day.
Evening is a polar bear waiting, watching, hoping of a better tomorrow.
Cooper Jones

Eating Jupiter
As eating Jupiter I think I toasted a storm.
It felt like as if I had to eat a chunk of a cinder block.
I see your orangey look in your circle shaped body.
I smell the tangy scent of your crust.
I hear crackles go down my throat.
Gary Wilkins

Peter Pan at the Library
While Peter Pan was
Sitting at the library,
He was reading a book
About himself and realized
That the story wasn’t true,
But he believed what the books
Said and did the same as
The book did.
Jasmine Winfrey
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Fatigue
It feels like your bones are trembling like
wind chimes in the wind and your heart
is racing so fast it’s like Mustangs racing
in a field, you can taste the sweat on
your lips like a milk mustache after a
cold glass of milk, you can hear yourself
breathing hard like a vacuum sucking
up air and also your footsteps sound
like someone beating on a bass
drum, you can smell the hot air like
a blow dryer.
Paxton Mills

7 Ways to Look at a Poem
A poem is a million feelings put into
one little paragraph.
A poem is insults on paper.
A poem is a song with no music.
A poem is bundled up laughter finally let out.
A poet is a spirit lifter.
A poem is a book waiting to be opened.
A poem is living expression.
Candace Latham

Corn Fields Protector
Scarecrow in the chill
Cornfield feels so protected
But only in fall?
Megan McGee

Ode to a Cup
Cup, you are like the brightness
of the sun reflecting off the
moon and into my eyes as I drink
the shaking water out of the
ocean, slowly draining into my
mouth.
Patrick Tuell
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Eating Wall-Mart
would be like biting a frozen piece of rotten pizza crust.
When chewing, it sounded like writing with chalk on a chalkboard.
It smelled like Flintstone vitamins.
In a few hours Wal-Mart will be in my stomach.
Blayton Williams

Dear Microwave
I know you are tired but I need you again—
need you again to eat.
You are used as much as my mother using pens but more.
You stay on and never go off, like my heart.
Ebony Garrison
Elmo In War
“Cookie, where’s my canteen?” the puppet asks,
But Cookie Monster is out cold.
Elmo presses forward into enemy lines,
His troop follows shortly behind him,
Three weeks, no shower, he reeks like sewage.
Yet, Elmo leads the battle.
His voice is hoarse from his war calls.
His fur is matted with mud in the trenches.
Jay Rice

Curtains
Your helpful friends
like a brick wall blocking all light
from reaching you as dust falls
and floats in the air the sunlight
creatures come everywhere as they heat
the walls floor and table stopping all
electricity including cable as the curtains
fall defeated by light you run to
dark you're scared what a fright
as the new curtains come up to
stop the light the sunlight creatures
run out of sight into the sun
they go away the rays flee
burned and toasted darken like
the corner
Tony Goodman
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Greenbrier Schools
Greenbrier
FACULTY CONTACT: Robin Clark
VISTING WRITERS: Aran Donovan & Tobias Wray

Blackberry
The tumors make the fruit swell on the bush
I bite into it. The black blood gets on my hands.
It tastes tarts and sweet.
Andie Finley, Westside Elementary
Untitled
The Moon is so tired it
has fallen asleep on my bed.
The moon looks like a star
with moles. The moon smells
like rotten eggs. It feels smooth.
The moon sounds like my dad
snoring. The moon dreams of
floating right beside the sun.

Life as a ghost
My home I scare in is
freakiest in the dark
I am a yellow flair in the dark
and a reddish purple color in light.
I bang and bang at night trying
to get out. I am afraid of
the cat’s glowing eyes and the man’s
snore at night but not of
the dog or the houses. The
night is like a beautiful morning.
It is my soul and power. I
don’t get much night for the
humans get scared. The night is
my energy boost—it is my
soul mate. Without it I am nothing.

Abby Macomber, Wooster Elementary

Grant Brown, Westside Elementary
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Life as a Bat
Flying is like seeing the world
through eyes that send signs
bouncing off trees. My wings are
like cotton balls.
The screeching sounds that I
make sound like a Volkswagen
horn echoing in the night. When
I squeak I say
to the bugs “Run for your life!”
But the thing that scares me most
is an owl swooping.
The night is like a kid with a slingshot.
The night is like being in a
black cup.
Nick Ziegler, Eastside Elementary

My Awesome, Loving Uncle
My uncle is like spring. He jumps over
pools of water, crawls through dirty, sticky
mud. He sounds like hard rain, pouring down
on the roofs of buildings and umbrellas.
He is like a lightning bolt,
electrifying anything that gets
in his way. He is like a yellow
raincoat, avoiding every drop of
water that falls. He is like a
parent to an egg that just
hatched, loving it deeply.
Megan Park, Westside Elementary

6 Way s of looking at Greenbrier
One: Greenbrier is an accessory for Conway. It dangles off the limbs of a big city.
Two: our community is a panther, shifting and growing almost to burst (or catch his prey) on Conway
Three: the city limits and frosty nights all come together and catch Greenbrier by the neck.
Four: the warm smell of shops and food make the aroma of our home.
Five: our town’s welcoming arms stretch like a child to his mother after falling.
Six: it looks cute but country. But a little bit of southern sass sprinkled to call it home.
Hannah Tilley, Greenbrier Middle School
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Heber Springs Middle School
Heber Springs
FACULTY CONTACT: Mary Propes
VISITING WRITERS: Adam Pearson & Josh Peterson

Tough Times For Envy
Envy stood
on the side of the road
selling newly modeled granny shoes.

Alaska

Kaci Calhoun

Alaska, chilly at all times.
A wig of white snow covers the ice,
a glacier as tall as the Eiffel Tower.
Sharks may lurk beneath the surface.
Penguins waddle in freezing weather.
Masks of white cover the land.
Alaska, chilly all the time.

The Days

Raven Nunley

Sunday is a piece of cake
so sweet until the last bite.
Monday is an annoying brother
who bothers me all day.
Tuesday is like a bike,
once you start peddling it gets easier.
Wednesday is a tie,
you fold it and wrap it.
Thursday is like the Loch Ness monster.
It’s a long week.
Friday is like my birthday,
last day until the weekend.
Saturday is like a deer, so free.
Sheldon Darten
Cassle Cooper Starr, Heber Springs Middle School
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Africa
From space you can pick out
the exciting continent of Africa.
If you stroll through Africa, there will be
dry deserts, maybe with lizards
hightailing it across the sun-fried sand
and gobbling down any small bug they find.
Emily Matthews

Trees Haiku
The tree in the wind
shakes like a dog while it’s wet.
So alas, I laugh.
Brandon

Samantha Williams, West Junior High
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Hot Springs Middle School
Hot Springs
FACULTY CONTACT: Jan Hamilton
VISITING WRITERS: Ben Nickol & Corrie Williamson

Untitled
I never asked the crickets to tell
me their secrets, but
they speak to me every night
As their hind legs bristle I hear
their thoughts
Every time they jump I hear
their small bodies hit the wet soil
with a thud
We communicate

My Brother in the Front Yard
My brother sways back and forth
as he sits on a swing in the front yard.
His black hair reflects off the hot sunlight.
He smells the sweet smell
of spring. He smells the daisies
standing tall by his feet. The sound
of birds chirping a soft melody
interrupts his thoughts. He stares
into the distance, finding mountains
and a little white house at
the very top. He looks down
and sighs, keeping every secret
going through his mind to
himself.

Emily Carter

Untitled

Haley Murray

Noah comes to Hot Springs in April
after a week of raining.
We’re going to need an ark soon.
He rents a cruise ship.
He hooks it to the back of his pickup truck,
brings it down Central,
and all the good people in Hot Springs
board the ship.
Belen Vinueza
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Embarrassment
I put on my shirt
I danced in my mirror
My sister watched me.
Madison Green

Untitled
Sparrows wiped the sky,
soaring with the jet stream.
One of them, with his smooth, feathery, red and yellow coat,
flapped his wings lazily
as he felt the wind flowing with him.
He wonders why he can’t go anywhere else
than the clouds or trees and cable cords.
He wishes to go on an exploration
in the jungle, the arctic, or even space,
to hear the different animal calls,
or feel the coldness of the arctic,
or survive without air in dead space,
for it’s just a dream to him.
He feels his, and his sparrow companions’ lives are wasted
as they glide with the jet stream.
Stephen Laxon
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The Turtle
I.
I sit on a log sunbathing all day long.
Sun rays cake my skin dry.
After I go for a quick dip, I hunt
for my food.
Minnows squirm away as they hear
my stomach roar.
As the sun hides behind the white
dotted blanket, the moon signifies to me
that it’s time to close my eyes and enter
the world of dreams.
II.
Spring forgot to come this year, and so
I lay here at the bottom of my cave.
Snow covers the ground above,
and the pond is frozen over.
I’ve got no place to go, and so I sleep.
Brandon Campbell

Samantha Williams, West Junior High
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Marion Junior High
Marion
FACULTY CONTACT: Robin Catt
VISITING WRITERS: Adam Pearson, Hung Pham,
Josh Peterson & Josh Brown

Anger is a Blacksmith
Anger is a blacksmith.
It picks up the hammer,
causing you to grunt
and moan, then beats
the metal. Anger takes
the metal and burns
it in the furnace.

Wolf
A tall animal that wears
shorts, tanktops, flip
flops, and a purse, that
wears eyeshadow, lipstick,
and earrings, a wolf that
watches Pretty Little
Liars, and eats a lot
of chicken, a wolf
that has a bloating problem,
that drives a big car
that’s blue with a sign
on top that says Grandma,
a wolf that steals chicken
every time it goes to a store,
a wolf that loves
picnicking in the woods
so it can scare the children
walking home or playing
hide-n-go-seek. At night
you howl at the moon.

Lindsey Dougherty

A Map for Leaving
When we leave
we will follow the white fence
that will take us to the purple lights.
We will run for many miles
reaching the small puddle
by the large pond, then under the tree
and climb up to the stars.

Tykeyla D.

A. Starr Blankenship
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Darker River
The sun is rising. I look out my window.
Gravity is softly pulling leaves to the ground.
The warm wind blows the swing.
I hear a young voice laughing from a distance.
I go outside to see the quiet river.
It runs deep and wide, leading into the unknown.
The ground is soft from the sparkling morning dew.
I sit and listen to the faint sounds of nature.
The day is ending.
As the sun sets, I no longer hear the laughter.
I can still see the swing moving back and forth.
It gets darker, and darker.
Now the only think I hear is the river.
What was once soft is now exploding in the silence of night.
Taylor Nemenz
The Impossible (Poem?)
I hear the chorus of a thousand blades of grass.
I feel the roughness of the song.
I taste the notes between the lines.
I smell the beauty from the sounds.
I see the notes not on the page.
Zack Givenz

Untitled
I could almost hear my grandfather’s
antique bones as I flipped
across the purple moon and landed
in the mouth of an ant.
Chandler Voyles
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Morning is a Parrot

Snare

morning is a parrot
squawking very loud
needing, wanting
the attention
so desperately
seeking and searching
with its eyes from its cage
for the master

A bear sits on his couch
watching his favorite show
eating candy galore.
His girlfriend hasn’t called.
She is disgusted by him.
He has put on a lot of weight.
The only clothes that fit are sweats.
He wallows in his own self pity.

Megan Sores

Abbie Rawls

Advice to a Snowman

Pencil

Keep your strong wide base,
your carrot nose straight,
because if it gets too hot tomorrow
you might just be a puddle.
Keep your smile
and try to outlive our snowman race.

This magical wand sitting in front of me
holds thousands of words.
I use this weapon to bring the world
on the canvas just below me.
It keeps the secrets of my mind,
then releases them on the blank white wall.
After too much use,
my wand is too dull to speak any longer.

Jacob Tansenel

Tyson Bradley
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Mayflower Elementary and Middle School
Mayflower
FACULTY CONTACT: Sally Stuart
VISITING WRITERS: Katie Nichol & Aran Donovan

Untitled
I know someone and his name
is Jordan and I think he is
fighting in the war. I think
he tastes dirt in his mouth,
he hears yelling, stomping, and
he gazes, he feels
his gun, he smells sweat, he
sees army people out there.
And he thinks that he is going
to win the war. And he did
win the war. When the
battlefield cleared they got
in a big bundle and took
a picture.
Tyler Kirkpatrick

I’m Purple
I am purple. I am the color
of the late night moon shining
on a mountain. I am the color
of the stars that shine so bright
that people are amazed. I
am the color of the trees
that give us air. I am the
color of the world that we
live on. I am the school
spirit for Mayflower Elementary.
I am the color of jealousy
when people leave me alone
like when the ocean is alone.
I am the color of an oval,
juicy, tasty grape. I am
the color of a house filled
with joy. I am the color of
a person that’s their own
time. I am the color of
a purple tie-dyed shirt. I am
the color of music, peace
and happiness.
Lytzy Elias

33

Six Ways of Looking at a Bull
When you get up on the bull
you can hear the hard air
come out the nose. You can taste
the hot greasy sweat drop
from your hair. You can feel
your hand as it’s under the rope.
You can smell the dust
as the bull is kicking it.
You can see as the men let
you out the gate. You can also
see the bull bucking as the feet
are rising.

My Sister is Fall
My sister is fall. Because in the fall, she
changes color. Just like the leaves
on a tree change colors when it is
fall. My sister is fall because she
starts to shed her skin just like a tree
shedding its leaves. My sister says
when you get older don’t
be like me and be a tree
and stand still for the rest of your life.
I want you to get out of
your still box.

Johnathan McCaig

Jazmene McMillan

The Poet at 12
I love looking at the
clouds. I name the clouds as
they pass by. Most look like
butterflies soaring through the sky.
One thing I don’t like is when
the sun shines in my eyes
when the clouds flow above my
head, so I close my eyes like
I’m in bed. They sit inside
on the big brown soft suede
couch as they see me through
the window, and talk about how
I look when I look at the clouds.
Kelsie Barbee

My Mom is Winter
My mom is winter.
She’s always cold. When she talks
sometimes her teeth chatter.
Her skin is cold and she is
always freezing. You always see
her wearing a coat or blankets. She
always says, “Just because you’re
cold, doesn’t mean you’re cold-hearted.”
Kelsie Barbee
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Midland High School
Pleasant Plains
FACULTY CONTACT: Angela Muse
VISITING WRITERS: John Englehardt & Aran Donovan

Dear Edgar Allan Poe,
I love your morbid sense of style.
I wish you were still here
to write strange things before your time.
People think you were a curse
but I think not
Did you write poetry to escape?
Maybe so to ease the sorrow.
Sincerely,
		
		
Emily Coppens

The Road to Winter
It started when I was younger
only a little girl still attached to my mother.
It was snowing hard, the roads were covered
you left telling me it would be okay.
I waited for you, for what felt like forever
looking staring out the window
listening for you to come back home.
As I grew older I stopped asking her where
you went.
You were supposed to be my father
but you left me for
the road to winter.
Shiloh Beck

Pomegranate
Each a red maternity ward
hundreds of potential lives inside
who will fall far from the tree?
Ties McBride
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The Road to Winter
Used to I’d sit on the porch
waitin’ for Pa. I’d run to the
end of our quaint ole road and
race the dogs home. I never
Won.
Then the winter came.
Pa said we ain’t gonna have
enough to eat for all of us.
He told me we can’t keep Bruce.
It is winter; Bruce is gone.
I still love you, Pa.
I still love you.
Cody Southern
Love for Lewis
Dear Lewis Carroll,
I love your wild imagination and how it
intrigues my own.
I love your sandy blonde hair and your dapper
british suits.
I love the dialect in which you write and the
way it makes me ponder.
I love how you showed the other side of the
looking glass.
Is living outside the norm lonely? I bet so.
Angela McDaniel

Dear Ed
Dear Edgar Allan Poe,
I love and respect your work
but your style has become cliché.
It isn’t your fault, it’s Tim Burton’s.
Why are you still so famous?
I guess it’s the hipsters.
Kayne K.
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Norphlet High School
Norphlet
FACULTY CONTACT: Clare Heffner
VISITING WRITERS: Hung Pham & Kaj Anderson-Bauer

Secrets of a High Heel Shoe
I get rather annoyed while hearing all of
the sassy women complaining about how
bad I hurt their feet.
That’s not what they were saying when they
bought me.
Alexis Bridges

Why do ducks quack?
Ducks used to be able to sing. Their voices were in tune with such
beautiful melodies. The wood duck thought she had
the best voice around. The mallard thought otherwise and argued
that hers was better. Soon all the ducks were upset because
each one thought that their singing was better than the other.
The geese laughed at their stupidity. The Creator became
tired of all the singing and arguing so he took the beautiful
melodies from them all leaving them with harsh sounding
quacks. He made the geese squawk for annoying him with their
laughter.
Breyonna Creer
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The Ocean
Violent, yet peaceful,
Always spitting out
treasures,
Crashing and beautiful
with secrets too deep
to tell.
Denise Johnson
All of the swing sets in my town are haunted
From the bench in the small park, of this
small town, I watch.
The wind whispers to me softly and
the sound is interrupted by the creak and
whine of the swing’s chains.
The sound is one of pain and sorrow.
An old, deep voice that sends ice through
my chest.
Slowly, so slowly it dances back and forth,
carrying the weight of its invisible force
Nikki Reynolds

Dreaded School Bus
Yellow monster comes by my house screaming
I go out to confront him face to face
while looking at his many eyes
Hanna Smith
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Pottsville Junior High
Pottsville
FACULTY CONTACT: Kelly Bean
VISITING WRITERS: Tobias Wray & Rodney Wilhite

Eyes
Fire burns cedar, I’m
dancing in the living room.
A window opens.
Madison Johnson

Sonnet
Wind whipped the water like a troubled child
and the flirting summer sun cinched his skin.
He sat in the white hot sand
as dark blue waves licked his toes.
A shadow passed over, eclipsing the sun
and a great mass of rock slammed into the surf.
A great flash, and a great splash,
and the waves were racing toward him like horses.
History in the present:
The sky grew dark as the waves whitecapped.
Time stood still and the razor wind stopped.
They crashed down with the weight of the world
and his scream was heard by none but the dead.
It’s time to go home.
Rhouis Allen

Jana Morson, Cedar Park Elementary
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Seconds to Go in a Back Yard
Trees, once dead, are full of life
as white flowers sway in the
breeze with a ray of shine.
The house seems haunted as a
little boy with a Playstation controller
walks into the kitchen behind the
windows facing me.
Behind, seeds follow one another
with dreams into the blue sky from
a simple blow.
Swings swing to and fro with a
pull from one another.
Why am I wasting seconds?
Mikahla Thompson

Untitled
I wear a coat of fur
A disguise not for a winter day
I stand obscure among other fruits
like a dull smudge on an artist’s canvas
but pick me and a surprise you’ll see
a bright fluorescent green
symmetrical and tasting of buzzing
			
energy
Valerie Applegate

Winter is Lazy
Fat man snoring with a drink
in his hand
Watching a show you don’t
like because the remote is out of reach
Cameron Walder
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Winter
My fingers painted on the frosted canvas
of the window sill.
The rain silently played its fate
The thing I liked best,
was that, no matter what
I was stuck here
In my perfect dream
The thing I hated,
was that, no matter when
the world was shadowed by gray clouds
the keychain danced on my frozen palm
I wish I knew which door it opened up
The sunlight was blocked by misfortune
The thing I loved
was that, I could always hear my heartbeat
on the dusty wood panel
The thing I wanted
was on the outside
out of the reach of my glass fingers

I Am the Aurora Borealis
Doors to the night,
lightening the blackened sky with rainbows.
Chilled within the atmosphere,
dancing to the trance of the arctic wind.
Out of my mysterious purple eyes,
wandering dream, an upscale diorama.

Megan Yarbrough

Megan Yarbrough

My House
My house holds the wake of a person missing,
the vibrations of someone who is here no more,
the underlying scent of burning wood, and
water, spices from the kitchen,
the feel of unspoken words, the hovering of tension
everywhere,
the sound of rhythmic beat, the ocean waves and
the warming sun,
the undying quiet, the unheeding noise,
my house.
Sarah Rantanen
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Richland Elementary
West Memphis
FACULTY CONTACT: Gwen Looney
VISITING WRITERS: Josh Peterson & John Scott

Lightning at Midnight
Her eyes were like lightning
at midnight. A hazel color, and catching,
beautiful but then killing, maybe even
awakening with millions of bolts.
No wonder I love lightning. Because
her eyes are filled with it.

Winter

Nickolas Alscrook

Winter is an
old man with a
cane and top
hat hoping
everything goes
right but he
patrols the streets
as if he were
the street.
Steven Stone

My Sorrow
My sorrow
swims gracefully
through the thicket of weeds
as it stalks its prey.
Then its green and turquoise head
disappears into the never-ending mud.
My sorrow is only to be seen as it stalks its prey.
Casey Collum
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West Memphis
You know you’re in West Memphis when
The sun sinks behind the sheets of night.
When the raccoons come out to play and stalk the mice
You know you’re in West Memphis when the
Wide-eyed horses stir. Because something in the
Hayloft is making them uptight. But only
When it moves. You know something is there.
Ketli Kelley

Allison Nanney, Richland Elementary

My Love
My yellow, pink and green love is like a cool breeze in the
tropical rain forest. Her chirps are soothing.
The wind from her wings fills the
open space.
Miracle Roberts
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Root Elementary
Fayetteville
FACULTY CONTACT: Diane Carpenter
VISITING WRITERS: John Scott, Nicole Nodi, & Erin Jones

Recipe for Joy
eat a grape lollipop at Walmart
get an “A” on a science test
buy some roses for yourself
catch a butterfly and put it in a jar
make your mom cook you pasta
go eat at Ruby Tuesdays and order
warm fries
smile really big for no reason
laugh till you cant breath then laugh
some more
throw water balloons at your sister

A Recipe for Anxiety is…
When I sing in front of a crowd
teeth chatter, body shake,
when I take the Benchmark,
when my team is down by seven,
and it’s up to me,
I see a snake.

Morgan Breer

Thomas Baker

You Know You’re in Arkansas
You know you’re in Arkansas
when Walmart is full, no one’s at McDonalds,
my dog’s on my leash, and birds are everywhere.
You know you’re in Arkansas
when you hear complaints about baseball and football, cars beep,
when you feel road kill and fresh grass.
Griffin Roach
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How to Fall in Love
First, you acquire a specimen to study.
Then, you see what it likes to do.
Next, you study its behavior.
Then, you do some research on it
and see if it’s endangered or not.
Finally, you take it back to its natural habitat
once you’ve finished your studies.
Aneater

Matthew Edwards

The aneater has an anteater’s snout
and mouth and an ant’s body.
With its giant snout,
it eats half of its kind.
It has no idea what it is doing;
it has an anteater’s mind.
Henry Aggus

Jona Carmichae, Buffalo Island Central West Elem.

The Strong Old Oak
The lightning struck the old oak,
but it still stood firmly on its roots.
A farmer tried to cut it down,
but it still stood with gashes in its trunk.
The construction men tried to knock it down,
but it still stood with roots uprooted.
I want to be just like it, so strong and still.
Kyle
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Southside Elementary
Bee Branch
FACULTY CONTACT: Tonya Lovell
VISITING WRITERS: Corrie Williamson & Ben Nickol

Life as a Whisper
Life as a whisper
When you wake up
in the morning you whisper
what time is it? in the afternoon
you whisper to myself I am
seeing everything
but people can’t see me.
So I guess it
could make me nosey
I don’t have to worry
about anything as a whisper
This life is like
a piece of paper
that has never been moved.
Katelyn Hope

Black Snake
You are the ink, in jars
on our shoulders. You slither
so fast Jupiter can’t see
you – no one can. You are faster
than a shooting star
hitting a fruit stand. You are Elvis
Presley with his mouth open
to eat. You are a rope waiting
to strike. You are a kid
standing on your tail.
Where are you from?
Sarah McGee
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That Family
The family watched us
through the television,
with strings tied to our arms
and legs, making us jump
and leap. That family laughed
when we fell. They thought
we couldn’t see them.
They couldn’t have been
more wrong. We see you
just like we saw them. Don’t let
the face paint, the smiles,
or the bananas on our feet fool you.
We are real.
Kayla Rogers

The Old Pumpkin in the Patch
The last pumpkin
in the patch
waited for someone
to come pick it.
He was getting lonely,
ready to be
carved.
He wanted a light
inside of him,
to shine on the porch.
So people could come
and look at him.

See

Rickey Barnum

Do you see that tree
with that leaf ? I can see
that beautiful red leaf. The tree
is brown but the leaf is red.
I could go climb
that tree and bring back
the leaf. So can you see
the leaf ?
Madalyn Pennington
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East Mountain Road
You are quiet like the moon at night.
As my mom calls me to go to bed
I get out my clothes
for the next day.
I look at the time and every night
I look at my window and see deer
grazing in my field
and think in my mind and say, You are
so beautiful in the sunset and in
the moonlight.
Oh how lucky you are to be so good
to us in your quiet long days and nights,
to feel the love in the air
to see the people in great big trucks
drive by
and how sad you are to have oil
drawn from your heart.
Will you keep me in your heart?
Bianca Lee
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Star City High School
Star City
FACULTY CONTACT: Martha Weatherford
VISITING WRITERS: Jason Torrente, Adam Pearson

My Hair
My hair is complicated.
It drives me crazy.
It’s so enormous and puffy,
it feels as if my own head was being vandalized.
I use bottles and bottles of hairspray
to smallish my hair.
It’s rather interesting in there with volcanoes
probably forming.
I can no longer tolerate this hair.
Tobana Magaña

I’m Here
The smell of leaves
and dust is in the air.
Fall is now here.
The farm is entertaining
with the woman that I truly love.
She likes a good pie
and movies by Spike Jonze.
My life is already fulfilled.
Ethan Stover
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The Mayor’s Last Drink
The rocking chair can feel
the heat of the blazing fireplace.
The spotted horse saw
the drunk mayor at the ball.
The mayor was throwing
all of his belonging in the fire.
They were all in the room
refuting what he was doing.
Tyler Williams

Untitled
An enormous group of Southern Baptists
all trying to interpret what the pastor is preaching.
Teens in the back pews cheating each other
in a game of tic-tac-toe using Ticonderoga pencils.
Babies in the nursery screaming,
crying, and biting each other’s toes.
Visitors alone in the back corner,
mesmerized at what they’re hearing for the first time.
Abby Walker
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Our Winter
We sat in the cabin on the mountain. The window we looked through
revealed to us the valley below, icy, cold, and covered with snow. The trees
are bare, bent over from the wind and groaning from the chill in the air. In
the valley there are no creatures to be seen; just us huddled up in our quiet
winter home. It is beautiful, the solemn scene that only we have the privilege
of watching. One last glance, and through the window we see a hawk above
the icy lake, perfectly blending into the atmosphere of winter in which we are
submerged.
Allison Haire

Linley Cook, Vilonia Elementary
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TORCH Home School Group
Fayetteville
FACULTY CONTACT: Rose Nystrom
VISITING WRITERS: Jennifer Jabaily & Stefan De La Garza

Things My Grandpa Never Taught Me
My grandpa never taught me
to eat my veggies—
So when I looked for healthy
food for thought, I had to leave his
tasty treats and find them on my own.
He never taught me to blend in—
So standing out is never hard for
me to see, even when seeing clearly in the
dark is a challenge,
You never taught me to stop reading—
So I grow tired of the incessant need
to see the world of books, and
become an avid traveller.
You never taught me to write my own poetry—
But now I’ve heard yours, I know how to hear
my own words.
Charles Nystrom
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The Lab
Looks like and old dungeon, hewn from solid stone.
Smells like books inside the Dickson Street Bookstore.
Tastes like a million flesh-eating beetles, gnawing away at a bone
in their jar, labeled Benicus Beetalicus.
Sounds like space, quieter than a cave.
Feels like old, wrinkly paper, stored as a bookmark
in Molecular Physics for Dummies for decades, in a bookshelf
next to Caring for Your Flesh Eating Beetles by Ima Bugg.
It is solace.
Benjamin Thomas Johnson

Ireland
Looks like a cool, green jewel at the bottom of a lake,
with peace and stillness, a shelter in a crowded world.
Smells like damp grass, earthy and wet, but also clean
and wholesome, like the very essence of nature.
Tastes like an iced coffee, refreshing and energizing,
but filled with a powerful flavor, bitter at first,
yet growing more addictive by the second.
Sounds like wind in the grass, gulls in the air,
screaming ruthless pipes, and sometimes nothing at all.
Feels like a cool pillowcase at night that
doesn’t get to warm no matter how long it
touches your skin.
Is a pine tree waving and rustling in the breeze,
as if it had a mind of itself.
John Nystrom
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Sensing Winter
When I saw Winter,
I heard the past life echo off the
bones standing tall in the forest.
When I smelled Winter,
It tasted as though the first fresh coat of
snow had seeped out of the chilled air.
When I touched Winter,
I saw the forest was feigning sleep
as the few remaining inhabitants
silently left their tracks.
When I heard Winter,
It smelled like the last pine trees, which
had survived the Christmas rush
and had breathed a sigh of relief.
When I tasted Winter,
I felt the glassy ice that encased
the groaning twigs with its
presence.
Charles Nystrom

When You Were 14
You looked slightly crazy, as if you would
drive a car off a cliff. You smelled like
someone who hasn’t showered in 7 years.
You liked to taste nachos. You sounded
louder than a music concert. Your skin
felt like sandpaper.
Andrew McClymonds
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Vandergriff Elementary
Fayetteville
FACULTY CONTACT: Marci Tate
VISITING WRITERS: Jen Jabaily, April Christiansen, Stu Dearnley,
Katie Nichol & Rodney Wilhite

Inside the Underwater Titantic
Inside the underwater Titanic
I just love the sounds
of the souls telling me all
about the wreck. The gigantic
clam is blocking the way
to the precious jewels. I can
just see the precious bag
filled with a bunch of precious
jems floating around and talking
about the time on the Titanic.
The Titanic has captured the
iceburg and pulled it down with
it and the ice
has filled my nice fresh
glass of lemonade. I can
feel all of the slime and
algae that has grown
for many, many years.
The ladies are still dancing
around in their ball gowns.
I can just smell their
perfume and the men smoking
cigars.

Untitled
to not know something
is like a desk without legs a cupcake
without frosting. a rainbow
without color a box without
sides a school without children
Hannah B.

Jackson Renfra
Purple
I am a big kettle of darkness,
A goth girl’s fingernails
I go well with every color
I’m a pupil in a human’s eyeball
I’m the frigid night sky
Hunter Newman
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New York
I think New York is a big busy place with
schools and churches. It smells like onion juice in a cup.
With hobos wondering the city, and
taxis driving on sidewalks. Cats eating math homework
and dogs sleeping on lamps. A pencil is walking
home with a suitcase in his hand.
In the air mushrooms fly. An
egg in a light bulb.
My Caution
Kristen Norman

I am cautious about everything.
I am cautious about reading books.
I am cautious about writing.
I am cautious about walking.
I am cautious about leaving,
drinking water, putting on my
shoes, about getting up in the
morning, playing games, sitting down,
riding elevators, staying in hotels,
riding in planes, waiting, but
most of all, I am cautious
about being cautious.

Ode to a Brittany Spaniel Dreaming
I think dogs dream of
doughnuts, cookies and
bacon. My dog dreams of him
saving me from a stranger
because he yells at night.

Megan Morris

Meg McCartney

Computer
I am a computer who loves to chat
I store assignments deep inside
What would it be like to be a giraffe?
To have a long blue tongue
that is my glitchy dream
Emma Kate Henry
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Seven Ways of Looking at a Horse
A bridle includes
horses, this bridle
makes me think
back to my cousin
Baily’s farm, Baily’s
hay bales, hay bales make me
think back to my
grandfather’s farm,
hay bales
make me think about
the fair, the fair
makes me think
about the rides,
the fair makes me think
about cotton candy,
the cotton
candy makes me
think of Rodeo
of the Ozarks,
Rodeo of the
Ozarks makes
me think of bed time.
Grace Hewat

When You Were 11
When you were 11, you
smelled like cedar trees.
If I were there I would’ve
heard the chainsaws buzzing,
I would have seen you
chopping down trees and
helping your dad put logs
into the truck. You could
taste the carrots that
your mom packed you.
You were touching the
logs while throwing them
into the gigantic truck.
How helpful you are compared
to me.
Ben Young
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Vilonia Elementary and Middle School
Vilonia
FACULTY CONTACT: Chere’ Beavers
VISITING WRITERS: Josh Peterson & Hung Pham

Winter
Winter is a barber.
He cuts the white hair off of an old man.
Victoria Armstrong

Fall
Fall is an artist painting the leaves.
They color the grass.
Zack Burroughs Bartlett

Diontae Moore, Clinton Elementary
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Bailey McWilliams, Vilonia Elementary

Welma Dreaming
I have a dead aunt Welma. I bet she is
having a dream about being on earth again. She would
dream about making me happy like she always
did. I bet she would dream about spending holidays
with me again like she always did. I have dreams
about her all the time, but I don’t think that
is what she looks like. I barely remember what
she looks like.
Taylor Stith

My Emotions
My anger smells like
wood shavings.
My craziness runs on a
wheel.
My love is gold.
My stupidity’s name is
Hammy.
My silliness tastes like
wood.
My creativity sounds like
a squeaking wheel.
My sleepiness feels silky.
My happiness looks pretty.
My sadness got lost in
my house and ate
stuff under the stove.

Lemons
growing on a tree.
If you bite it, you’ll
get a crooked smile.
Some people spit it out.
Hayden Davis

Haylee Moore

59

Washington County Juvenile Detention Center
Fayetteville
PRIMARY CONTACT: Jeane E. Mack
VISITING WRITERS: Katie Nichol and Rodney Wilhite

Haiku
in a human cage
it’s hard to inhale a breath
glad it’s not forever
Gabriel G.

The Storm
Trees blow, leaves swish, drops of rain
fall like angry bees. Clouds begin to
move, they turn the sun to darkness.
Something’s dropping lower and lower out
of the sky. It touches the ground and
bang it rips barns up and throws them.
I stand there watching. It gets closer.
I can’t move. I know what’s about to
happen. Someone screams and there
goes my house.
Austin S.

Sue Case
Committee rejects
Eureka Springs to sue over
reality ride
Justices again
Crystal Bridges opening
receive issue two
Robert T.
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Things My Mother Taught Me
My mother taught me to not
do drugs. My mother taught me to not
steal. My mother taught me to not
steal from the cookie jar. I stole
a big cookie this time and my hand
is throbbing from the slap of embarrassment.
The slap of shame. The slap of rebellion.
The slap of the handcuffs cutting the
circulation from me. My mom never taught
me how to be a loser.
Kyle M.

Untitled
These LA skyscrapers have become part of me like
waking up to see the sun every morning. I am standing,
watching, as if waiting for something to happen. I glance
up and see thousands of stars. I reach up and grab. I
feel as if they are right in front of me. I glance
down and see the busy car streets, bright neon lights
on store ads, and people walking around doing their
daily routine. From up here they look like tiny ants
trying to find their way. I look up again over
my left shoulder and see a helicopter with red
flashing lights hovering over the city as if watching
and protecting the land from harm. I take a deep
breath and smell the fresh sweet salty air coming from the
ocean. I feel like I’ve been here a lifetime.
Gabriel G.
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Weaver Elementary
West Memphis
FACULTY CONTACT: Sheila Grissom
VISITING WRITERS: Aran Donovan & John Englehardt

Untitled
My
thoughts
are monkeys
I like
when
they
swing
vine
to
vine
and
go
cuckoo
for their
bananas
Rudy Graves

Rajvi Thakkar, Hot Springs Middle School

Zeus’ Library
Well, let’s just say that no matter where you go you sometimes
need help from a mortal. Imagine if Zeus went to a mortal
library (even though he has an immortal library called The Library of
Alexandra). He thinks that mortals are weak just like
his brother Hades. But I think he can change that statement (just look at his older brother Poseidon).
Keith Williams
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Untitled
The city is made of electricity
shocking everyone from head to toe
making boys’ hair grow long as a football field
taking away all the manly games
adding more pink pizzazz
turning football fields into hair shops
Anquanette Higgs

The Oak Tree
Look at the oak trees
As if they are people dancing in a dance
The oak trees are humans
Anquanette Higgs

Untitled
Trees are a mystery. Can’t you see
they are alive, but don’t have eyes?
They grow everywhere.
They fall and brake but never seem
to shake.
Keyan Scott
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West Memphis Christian School
West Memphis
FACULTY CONTACT: Lynette Bankston
VISITING WRITERS: Adrian McBride & Josh Peterson

Untitled
Vinca major, greater periwinkle, everyone should
have the privilege of using you for medicine.
spread yourself across the globe, relieve the people
of their bodily ailments. Put smiles on their faces,
and hair on their heads. Cure them of their
terminal curses.
Piano

Frederique Worthy

Teeth of a colorblind shark.
Stands up like a three-legged dog.
Wires like those of a zipline.
Pedals of a racecar.
Sam Carver

Untitled
The wind victimized the rundown farmhouse
whipping around it like a band of wolves
tearing it apart piece by piece with its
vicious teeth. With a roar it made its
way through the most miniscule cracks
and fractures to rip the decrepit structure
from the inside out. The pack of wolves
saw to it that even the sturdy concrete
foundations lie crumbled as a gravel pit.
Taylor Farr
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A Lizard as Toothpaste
A lizard is like toothpaste lying
there flat. Innocently on the bristles of
a toothbrush ready to dive into
the enamel of a tooth, making the teeth
as bright as the sun. Then when
done the lizard is washed away
by the water down the sink for a
cold, rough time.
Caleb T. Christian

Algebra
Algebra, you should really lose weight.
you contain a whole lot of numbers,
subtract some pounds.
X, Y, Z are not your friends, that's why
you have to factor them all out!
By the way, you should really stick to being easy,
I'm tired of you playing hard to get.
Sheridyn Strawberry
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West Memphis Junior High
West Memphis
FACULTY CONTACT: Frances O’Dea
VISITING WRITERS: Ben Nickol, Corrie Williamson
Kaj Anderson-Bauer & Josh Brown

West Memphis Blues
I’m leaving West Memphis
when I go to college
The place will probably
look like a disastrous slum
by this time
as I prevail with my travel up north
The atmosphere will coolen
And I will receive very different
amounts of unfamiliar, arduous terrain
It will smell different, maybe less crisp
than down south.
I sure hope I can enjoy the atmosphere
of my new place
‘cause this place here
isn’t workin’
I’m ready for a change.
Ryan Conston

Manhattan
The streets are bookcases aligned
perfectly in a noisy music store.
Everyday you hear the cars
harmonized in an orchestra
of children with trumpets.
The buildings stand proud
in an army of manikins.
The people are mouses scurrying
away from a family
of hungry cats, trying to find
their destination. The visitors
are ants in a giant maze
trying to make it in the concrete jungle.
Jordan Hiley
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Untitled
The moon snagged in the buffalo’s horns,
leaving us moonless
for a while.
The moon was antagonized
and was filled with hurt.
So were we.
The buffalo was upset with himself.
He hated his horns and treated himself
with disgust.
It was difficult going without
a moon, not being able to gaze
at its beautiful, lit round structure.
Jayla Hams
Haiku
Air, rock, wind, and fire
these are the things in my hair
I am earth around you
When My Grandmother was 13

Brandon Brock

When my grandmother was 13
she had it hard.
Wars being fought.
Barely enough food to share.
Lots of siblings searched the yard for toys.
Their toys were strings and
wooden buckets.
My grandmother had it hard
when she was 13.
Hair tied up with strings and rags.
To curl her hair
they used old cans.
My grandmother had it hard
when she was 13.
They lived in the country.
You couldn’t see a soul for miles.
We have it easy now.
When my grandmother was 13 she
had it hard.
Rene Adams
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I Am
I am the stars of space,
I am the love on your heart,
I am the smile on your face,
I am a word of speech,
I am the darkness upon the sky,
I am a creature on Earth,
I am the sand that suffers the hot sun.
Who is it that knows the code of my life?

21 Words
Maybe I am not in the right place.
Am I meant to have these friends,
attend this school, or live here?

Tatyana Lewis

Katherine Reece

Haiku
Circles are pancakes
My morning sweetness
That I fork in joy
Bryan Conston

Swim Time
A mermaid swam
into my swimming pool.
She took a scroll
from her bag
and gave it to me.
No – it’s a bottle
with a message in it.
The message said
stop leaving bottles
in the ocean.
We don’t ever read them.
Hayley Nowlin
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Samantha Williams, West Junior High

Monument
gallop halt Jupiter fortress
sea urchin star fruit Prance
sleep.
Robin Pulliam
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Wonder Elementary
West Memphis
FACULTY CONTACT: Juanita Edwards-Thomas
VISITING WRITERS: Katie Nichol & Traci Letellier

Green
It's like the sweet-n-sour taste
of the apple at lunch. The Nature’s main
source of the slippery grass. It’s
how the statue of liberty looks
in our eyes. The polka dotted
dress Sara wore on her birthday.
The Social Studies folder for my class.
The gooey snot of an infant’s
nose. The leaves of that old
oak tree in my yard. It’s the
color that fills my world.
I remember how the shacky
cat stared at me with his big
grassy eyes.

Some Rumors Concerning Dora
I bet her hair isn’t that long
I bet she’s not the real thing
Dora’s probably not her real name
I bet her eyes are eggs.

Mya J. Moten

And yet she still sees
I bet her toes are ugly
I bet she likes Boots
I bet she smell like old gym socks.
And yet she still can’t count
I bet she can’t read
I bet she crazy
And yet she’s still not funny.
I bet she eats fingernails
I bet she can’t see
I bet her hands feel like worms
I bet she sees ghosts.
Dekyla Troup
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West Memphis
You know you’re in
West Memphis when you
start to smell the sewage.
Late at night you will hear
the train’s horn blow as it comes
across the railroad track. And when
you’re on Broadway you can see
the cars zooming across town.
When you pass by Church’s
Chicken you can almost taste hot steaming
chicken. It is like
feeling the rough edge of the
wall.

The Song Was Like...
The song was like dancing party animals
in the midnight, the song was like we
are in control and the city belongs to us,
the song was like genuine with rhythm,
the song was like a wet taste, the
song was like ticklish nerves and
bouncing off walls for candy, the song
was like cats falling out the sky instead
of money, the song was like an
outstanding world of rainbow colors, and
the song is like a nice relaxation with no
interruptions, I call the genuine song.

Stevin Simpson

Diamonique Beaird

Waiting to Burst
I watch the sun beautifully hidden
underneath the clouds
the peach tree waiting for them to burst
into tears But instead I sprayed
them with a simulation of rain
One thing I know about this world
is I want to be a cloud to float in
the beautiful morning sky.
Jazmine Watson
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Yellville-Summit High School
Yellville
FACULTY CONTACT: Sharon Meyer
VISITING WRITERS: Adam Pearson & Kaj Anderson-Bauer

Ode to a Button
Oh, button, you please me!
You hold me together
piece by piece and you
open me up when the
night comes. You hold
the barrier to my skin and
you cover me up when a
threat comes. Sometimes I
rip you away from me when
everything in me is crying.
Crystal Roberts

Outside, August Night
Warm air scratches my face like a dog
as the red moon rises in the dim
August night. The wind growls at me.
Michael Wiggins
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Things I Learned On My Own
My mother never taught me how to roll cigarettes.
She’d sprinkle the tobacco on the paper
like my aunts sprinkled sugar in their cookies.
She’d lick the paper and roll, like my aunts
licked envelopes to send on holidays.
She’d strike a match and blow smoke
like my aunts would love their kids and
blow them kisses. But I figured it out.
Devin Cooper

The Truth
The accordion played all night
against the moonlit Tuscany sky…
Oh, gag me! Fancy is for posers
wishing to gain their lover’s attention
with money. It’s all a lie.
Laura Bean

During the Night
During the night, as the bats fly away
and across my window, I watch
the stars shine as the moon leaves.
Andrew Barfield
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Cheyenne Oliver, West Junior High
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