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Glad I Had A Gift From A Stranger 

South Carolina Artists-In-Schools 
Anthology 1980-81 

Seeing, hearing, moving, touching and feeling - ways to 
motivate students to learn - open a whole range of human resources 
in an educational process. Many schools and other educational 
programs try a variety of experiences each year to complement and 
extend their regular curricula: one such expenence is the 
Artists-in-Schools program. 

The focus of the Artists-in-Schools program is to provide 
interaction of participants in educational settings with professional 
artists of various disciplines. Literary, visual and performing artists 
conduct workshops , performances, demonstrations and other 
activities to expand and develop participants' awareness , aesthetic 
sensitivity and self-expression. Seeing, hearing, moving, touching and 
feeling are important elements of this creative process . 

In 1980-81 more than 230 schools in South Carolina participated 
in the Artists-in-Schools program with funding provided by the 
National Endowment for the Arts, the South Carolina Arts 
Commission and local educational sponsors . The selections of 
student art work and poetry herein are samples of the learning 
activities and skill development generated by the artists and represent 
only a brief sharing of the total scope of experiences. 
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Glad I Had A Gift From A Stranger 

That is how the poets who work in Artists-in-Schools feel- glad 
we had a gift from a stranger - because even though the students 
seen every day for a week or two quickly become our own. when the 
memory of faces fades and friends become strangers again, the lines 
they wrote remain a gift palpable as a loaf of bread. Their lines are 
gifts of imagination, spontaneity and occasionally something that can 
change a life by being the best evocation of a mood or description of 
a person that we have ever heard or read. 

On the other hand, we poets are strangers to the students and we 
bring them the gift of making something special from the language -
a tool more often abused than used for artistic purposes. The 
excitement generated when a class begins to play with words is 
infectious. We there, all of us, poet, teacher and students lose our 
senses and begin to make poetic sense in some mysterious way. The 
Greeks blamed it on a visitation by Calliope or Erato, the muses of 
poetry, and perhaps the poets who pop into this school and that one 
across South Carolina are servants of those muses who through 
formally patterned exercises, or reading their own work, or making 
the view from the classroom window new, give their gifts. 

If poets are muse-employees, who are the teachers? They are the 
constant ones, the ones who every day have the chance to bring a 
little poetry to their students. Their gift is perhaps the most 
important of all. 

Take time to find the gifts that touch you in this 1980-1981 
South Carolina Artists-in-Schools Anthology. Keep it out so readers 
can absorb quickly a poem or two. So anyone can share in this gift 
from a stranger. It's important. 

N elljean McConeghey 
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Moon Light Play 
Playing with my little black cat on the moon light night. 
My mamma busy fixing my chicken soup. 
A tall slim man came by and tapped me on the head . 
Up I rose and went with him. 
My mamma screaming, shouting, 
and looking for me. 
All the villagers alarmed by her shout. 

At the river bank, I was given a loaf of bread . 
Chew, chew, chew, glad I had a gift from a stranger. 
After I was found my father was angry 
and looked for the man. 
Far far gone the man. 
There and then I lost my senses. 
How it is bad to play by yourself. 
Oh my chicken soup from my mamma! 

Chike Ubaka 
Tri County Technical College 

6 



ANIMALS ... 
WHEN I AM IN THE FOREST 

I FEEL FREE 

M. Tanzen 

7 



Cheetah 

When I am m the forest 
I feel free as a watch winding around. 
When I am all alone 
I think that I could eat 
All of the green grass in the jungle. 
Once I saw my reflection in a pond . 
I looked like a spotted motorboat. 
All day I run wild through the high grass. 
I run so fast my spots fall off. 
All night I eat. 
When I fall asleep 
I dream of being a better cheetah. 

Miss Taylor's 3rd period 
6th grade 
Cannon Elementary 

The Stallion 

The stallion, 
he runs like whipping wind. 
The stallion, 
he's so big and strong. 
The stallion, 
his mane like a big thick carpet. 
The stallion, 
he's always running wild . 
The stallion, 
when he runs, he's just a blur. 
The stallion, 
his whinny echos through the valley. 
The stallion, 
his color is completely black. 
The stallion, 
someday he'll be tamed. 

Lori Griffin 
Hendrix Elementary 
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The Mule 

The bald mule was going slow, 
I gave him a carrot, he gave me a blow. 

I saw a cat running real, real soon, 
Then later that day he caught a blue moon. 

I talked to a shell eight feet long that had really aged . 
Then I did a swift dance, and then I shaved. 

Kenneth Shelton 
Ford Elementarr 

November 1979 

Since November 1979, 
I've dreamed of my puppy, 
The yellow paint of my house, 
My yellow curtains and bedspread, 
My black cat scratching my finger, 
My dog barking to go outside. 

Now I'm being beaten and tied, 
I don't have anything to look at, 
Nothing to draw or write. 
I don't know what is going on. 

Gina Terry 
Morrison Elementary 

Pig 

He jumps in the mud . 
He washes his ears and face in mud . 
He splashes mud all over people's faces. 
His hooves look like scissors and stink 
when they are covered with mud. 
He digs a hole looking for something to eat. 
He eats like a hog. 
He eats lettuce, mud, apples , tangerines. 
His tail looks like a worm wound up. 
He says oink, oink, oink. 

Simpson's Kindergarten A I 
Wade Hampton Elementary 
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The Evening Alligator 

I never saw him, no never, in the light. 
Always he was quietly gliding across the water. 
Only a spot, small and shimmering. 
Quiet in the darkness. Always keeping something back. 
So secretive, mysterious. And me, never knowing just what it was. 

Anonymous 
Northwood Middle School 

My Mule 

I have a mule 
his name is Bully. 
He can plow 
fifty gardens in one day . 
His tail is fluffy 
and his eyes glow. 
At night he eats 
like twenty wild cats 
and then he smells so good 
that you can eat 
what he puts on. 

Janet Collins 
Barr S treet Jr. High 

An old cat 
walks slow as a terrapin. 
His tail drags behind 
waggmg like 
a man's finger. 
The old cat meows 
like nobody loves it. 

Randy 
Arcade Victoria 
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Description Of My Cat 

My eat's eyes are as green 
as the shirt on a leprechaun's back. 
His fur is as black as the coal 
that broils a juicy steak. 
His paws are as quiet as a faint 
whisper in a dark black tunnel. 

My eat's tongue could out-do 
sandpaper for roughness. 
When my cat is hungry, he acts 
like a beggar pleading with each person 
who passes by for a morsel of food. 

My cat sits on the kitchen window sill 
as if he's supervising the food making 
with the keen eye of a professional manager 

Elaine Tart 
Rawlinson Road Jr. High 

When I feel bad 
I feel like a bull 
being stabbed 
by an eggheaded Mexican 
with his red cape 
waving around my head. 
I know I am going 
to be defeated! 
There is all that cheering 
when he stabs me 
with his knives . 
Finally, I take 
my last charge 
Ole, dead! 

Mike 
Alternative School 
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NATURE ... 
THE SUN AND THE MOON 
ARE PLAYING A GAME 

Mike Dickey 
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Who Will Win The Race 

The sun and the moon are playing a game 
Playing a game without a name 
The sun comes out 
The moon goes m 
Then they start all over agam. 

Leslie Sanders 
Northside Jr. Hif(h 

What The Wind Can Do 

The wind comes roaring through the sky 
like a lion swooshing back and forth. 
Blowing your hair back off your head. 
Keeping up with time the wind can 
blow a million trees all at one time. 
The wind can cool off a hot summer day 
And blow some people away! 

Beth Edwards 
Martin Jr. High - Maple Campus 

Mr. Sun 

Mr. Sun shines very bright 
But he doesn't shine at night. 
Mr. Sun melts the snow. 
When the sun pounds 
down hot there is no 
place to go. 
Mr. Sun makes the oceans hot. 
The sun said he hasn't forgot . 
The sun makes the earth warm. 
When it rains and thunders, 
Mr. Sun only wonders. 

Willie Ford 
Gordon Elementary 
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I Saw A Falling Star Last Night! 

Once upon a time I was camping in my backyard 
and I looked up in the sky to see what I could 
see and I saw a star falling so I got up and 
followed it over the hill I was running as fast 
as I could until I heard a thup! I saw a light 
and I went to see what it was and the star hit 
a tree. I picked it up and threw it in the sky. 

Ta nya Whitfield 
Gordon Elementary 

Birds Sing Quietly 

Birds sing God's songs 
Right 
And fly high in the blue sky. 
Under the clouds 
The birds spread their wmgs. 

Ms. Braun's Collaboration 
South Dillon Primary 

Candles glow in the dark night 
And not a sound for miles. 
Rain splashes, wind blows. 
The dark creature roars below. 
Every year, every night, he 
Returns when the moon is bright. 

Miss Cox's 3rd Grade Class Poem 
South Dillon Primary 
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The Rocking And Rolling Bird 

The bird with a golden wing 
Singing in the morning dawn 
Its voice has such a sweet ring 
And its feathers glitter in the sun 

Janice Abney 
Northside Jr . High 

Rain helps crops grow 
And soybeans grow too 
Poison keeps the worms off. 

Heat makes the soybeans die . 
And com dies too when it is a hot day. 

Early in the morning it is cool. 
Land is soft when you disk it. 

Douglas Bethea 
Stewart Heights Primary 

Waters 

Hard waters in big storms 
put holes in rocks. 
Like huge fingers 
in soft mud making prints. 

Big waves tum into giant fingers , 
Small waves turn into tiny fingers. 
Now the storm cools and the fingerprinters 
are waiting for another storm. 

Cristine Mesely 
Dobson Elementary 
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My Friendly Tree 

I saw in my backyard a very tall tree , 
just standing tall and all alone. 
One day I decided to climb it 
and I got on and jumped down 
over our fence. 
From that day on I said 
I would climb that tree every day 
as long as I lived in the house. 
Whenever I am depressed 
I go get on my tree 
and swing that depression 
right out of me. 

Marcella J ones 
D obson Elementary 

The Wind 

The wind works m the strangest way. 
One day it may blow in all directions 
like a policeman directing traffic . 
Another day it will whistle 
like a tea kettle on a hot stove. 
Sometimes the people say, 
"What makes the wind blow every day?" 
But that remains a question that will never be solved. 

Michael Smith 
Gray Courr-Owinf?S 
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A Rainy Morning 

I smelled 
wet paint, blue. 
My brother was 
painting a picture 
blue, black and 
white . 
A skunk in a 
river on a white sheet 
of paper. 
It was raining out
side. 
I felt steam 
on my chest. 
I walked in 
my room and fell 
on my skate and 
went into my 
closet. 
My toybox 
fell on me 
and lots of things 
fell on me. Green 
purple, blue, yellow and red 
things fell on me. 
The sky is grey and my body 
is black and blue. 

Donna Dowd 
Hendrix Elementarr 

Creatures in the Kudzu 

Creatures in the kudzu, at night 
Climbing trees, fences , telephone poles, 

a nd on barns and houses . 
Dinosaurs, horses, cars, and all sorts of animals 
Monkeys with long tails climbing, climbing, climbing! 
Dinosaurs running through the night. 
But have no fright 
For the kudzu is 
Taking the form 
Of buried matter. 

Tim Trammel 
Sanders Elemenran• 
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Underwater World 

Green and quiet 
Deep and dark, 

Alone in the darkness , that's where I play. 
Tomorrow I wake to a great new day. 

Come, come, let us go 
Down where the green weeds sway, 
Over and under, up and around. 

Deep in the sea there is no ground 
Fish, fish, fish galore -

Here we will stay forever more. 

Scott Hammett 
Sanders Elementary 

The Storm 

The dark knights clashed fiercely 
With jagged electrical sabers. 
The demonic powers of the storm 
Were set off in the midnight sky. 
The sun's flaming troopers and 
The moon's ghostly green raiders 
Fought so bravely they killed 
One hundred of the netherworld's dark warriors. 
When the first rays of dawn struck the battle 
The demons started to vanish . . 
and finally disappear. The evil is gone . . . . . 
. . . . . for now. 

Win Ott 
Laurens Grammar 

Fairy's Footprint 

Small, thin and tiny, 
this odd-shaped piece of mica 
lies silent and still in the palm of my hand. 
It seems as though it is a footprint 
left in the mud, 
full of shiny gold coins , 
shimmering in the sun. 
Its layers of clear sheets of rock 
that make this Fairy Footprint, 
glowing as the day goes on. 

Kim Avetta 
Morrison Elementan • 
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Joseph 

Ti[fam' Graham 

19 



The Speckled Rock 

The rock in 
the misty 
fog of the 
night, 
The surface rough 
and dark, 
Point after point 
end after end , 
Colors collaged 
in tiny speckles, 
Hard through and 
through, 
The rock in the 
misty fog . 

Kelly Cathcart 
Morrison Elementary 

A Whip 

A whip is like the weather 
It can crack the wind and hurt 
your skin and won't give-in 
for a whip is like the weather. 

Jay Teague 
Ford Elementary 

The Snow Of Rhode Island 

As I get off the train, 
in the wintertime, 
I see the floury white snow, 
and the icicles 
they're like crystal. 
The snow birds 
in the leafless trees. 
As the horses in the 
warm red barn 
sleep quietly with the ponies, 
the animals in the wilderness 
hibernating. 
All of this happens m 
Rhode Island . 

Dana M. Roberts 
M. C. Riley Elementary 
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Space 

As I think of space 
I feel as if I'm drifting 
away. When space 
is close I see the 
falling stars . 

I see the cosmic 
dust a ll around. 
I take a drink 
from the Milky Way. 
I flavor it with 
Cosmic dust. 
Newborn stars 
float by . 

Flashes of red and silver 

Meteors and satellites 
Fly by with a whoosh. 
I think space 
is the ultimate place. 
Moons are everywhere. 

Planets are purple 
and orange and green. 
The colors are always 
bright as the beautiful 
rainbow after rain. 

Oh Space, you are 
the ultimate dream. 
You fly by our lowly 
earth so small. 

make a beautiful cosmic storm. 

Melody Edwa rds 
Wade Hampton Elementary 

Space 

Black holes are 
all around me. 
Space you are 
Man's Ultimate Dream. 

Don't think of space as an unending nothingness , think of it as a dark 
ocean filled with stars as fish and planets as islands. 

Don't think of space as a lifeless desert of stars, think of it as a home 
for lost rockets and satellites. 

Don't think of space as a dark room, think of it as a huge room filled 
with the stars as lamps. 

Don't think of space as a place of just planets and stars , think of it 
as an airport for comets . 

Don't think of space as a war place, think of it as a sea of peace. 

Wiley Wimberly 
Sara Collins Elementary 
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The Day Before April 

The winds 
blow strong 
and trees 
slide through 
the air. 
It feels 
good when 
you are 
in the 
woods on 
the day 
before April. 
When you 
are all 
alone you 
can hear 
the birds 
in the 
sky and 
trees singing 
a happy 
tune. It 
is a 
good sight 
in the 
woods all 
alone sitting 
on a 
big stone 
smelling the 
good wind 
you would 
like to 
do it 
again and 
again on 
the day 
before April. 
It would 
be so 
fun to 
try it 
again and 
a gam. 

Chris Bannister 
Sara Collins Elementary 
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Clear 

Clear is an empty Coke bottle. 
Clear is a color impossible 
to imagine a world being made of. 
Clear is the color of the glass 
in my window when it's dusted. 
Clear is see-through pants 
models wear over their bathing suits. 
Clear drives you crazy 
when you think about it . 

Philip Rogers 
Rawlinson Road Jr. High 

Wind Dilemma 

I am wind that blows across mountains 
spreading news of a tornado coming. 
Mothers of children rush them inside 
to hide from my chapping, stinging gusts . 

I am a friend in summer when hot sun 
beats down on the earth. 
I am an enemy in winter when snow falls 
and temperatures drop below zero . 
You hear me howl and whistle through trees 
as I rush by without an "Excuse me!" 
But what can I say? I have no voice 
you would understand. 

Ca rmen Sizemore 
Rawlinson Road Jr. High 
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Bar beque 

When the pit is fired up 
/t takes you away, the scent. 
Let your imagination drift as the blue fire blazes up. 
Let your body feel the searing heat from the coals. 
In time, the barbeque will be hot and tasty. 
End of the night as the coals grow dark. 

Willie C. Turner 
Furman High 

The Flower 

The yellow flower 
moving in the grass 
You can smell the power 

Arlene Hill 
Pacolet Elementary 

The leaves fall down 
The grass turns brown 
The air gets cold on my little nose. 

I st Grade Collaboration 
East Dillon Primary 
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WHO AM I? 
WHO ARE YOU? 

AND 
REACH MY DAZZLING SELF 

Annie H a1·e.1 
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Prisoners 

I love to crawl in the garden 
and reach my dazzling self. 
When I eat the green beans 
I feel like little zeros. 
I beat the drums when I'm lonely. 

The horse swiftly gallops through the garden 
(like a bullet) while the stars twinkle about. 
They sparkle like spears sparkle. 
The slave in the prison 
puts a worm on the hook. 
He will sing while fishing. 

4th & 5th Grade Collaboration 
Jefferson Elementary 

Three 

I 
My teeth are like a drawbridge to a fort, 
they go up and down and 
up and down. 

2 
My bones are like a clothes hanger 
holding up clothes. 

3 
My skin is like a wrapper on a candybar, 
it holds inside together. 

John Wine 
Jefferson Elementary 

The Deadline 

I run to keep a deadline 
To stop a catastrophe, 
I don't have time, 
I have 'til nine today. 

I run to stop an explosion, 
To stop a big bang. 
If I can't stop it, 
The world will have a war. 

If I can't stop the explosion 
I will do my best to explain, 
The danger of the situation. 
I have to stop a catastrophe. 

Matt Turner 
Jefferson Elementary 
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When I am lonely 
I feel like a cold, cold rug 
just waiting for someone 
to come along and pick me up 
to shake me off and fold me 
to put me away. 

I feel like a broken down old car 
just left all alone 
and being poked and punched at, 
waiting for someone to come along 
and fix me up and put tires 
on my lonely feet. 

Jacqueline 
Alternative School 

The Children's Food 

When I eat rabbit 
I could crawl to New Jersey. 
When I eat barbeque hash 
I could cry for ten years . 
When I eat spinach 
I could run as fast as a motorcycle. 
When I eat steak 
I feel strong as an elephant 
and weak as toilet tissue. 
When I eat barbeque chicken 
I could fall down in a whale 
and not get out. 

Brent Foster 
Marla McDonald 
Frankie Mcintyre 
Ta mmy Byrd 
Cannon Elementary 
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If I was anything from winter 
to spring, I would be love. 
I would spread love to everyone 
during spring. 
I would give them so much love that 
they would still have joy in their hearts 
during the next winter. 
I would spread love to the old people 
in nursing homes 
and lonely people all over the world . I 
would give the young love 
so they can look to the future with great resolve. 
Let's just say, 
I am a love-spreading thing. 

Don Belk 
Barr Street Jr. High 

"Me" 

I'm no longer a child, but not yet an adult. 
I'm just a girl in her teens. 
I like dressing up and going out on the town. 
But mostly I just like my jeans. 
It's time to decide what to do with my life, 
but I'd rather put it off for a while. 
Just going to school and being with my friends 
is more my way, my style. 
I like playing records and talking about guys 
and being good to those I meet. 
I don't like wars and dope and pills and folks 
shooting up on the street. 
I like setting goals I think I can reach. 
Maybe later I'll reach for the stars but, for 
now I'll just worry about who's dating who, 
and meeting the guys with the cars. 
Yes I like going to school, striving for good 
grades and being the best I can be. 
Some things I do well. Some things I don't. 
But I'm great at just being . . . . . . ME. 

Kim Culbertson 
Hick ory Tavern Elementary 
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I dreamed that I had an argument 
with the President. He said the World 
was flat . I said that it's been proven 
that it's not flat in 1492 and also by 
satellites. He said that the lenses 
in the camera did it like that. I said 
that astronauts have seen it. Then he 
replied that it was the glass in the 
face part on the helmet. So I proved 
it was. I set sail in a white dinghy 
and was sailing and said I guess 
showed him and fell off the end of the 
world into space. 

Chip Crane 
Clifdale Elementary 

Martin Luther King 

Let freedom not because 
people say no. Let freedom 
ring not because Bus Driver 
say stand up and not because 
you can't get your son a pair of 
shoes. Let freedom because 
I'm doing the Lord's thing. 

If can't do that get 
out of Alabama blow down 
tell those people to Let freedom 

ring. 

I am the King. 

Keith Lowery 
Hilton Head Elementan· 

Kevin and 
Evon like to 
Visit 
In their friend's house. 
Now that is poetry. 

Kevi n Brown 
M. C. Riln Elementarr 
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Babies 
In a cage, minds so easy to 
Read, 
Defy their enemies by 
Singing sweetly. 

Lisa Hammond 
Williams Jr. High 

Paint It (Collaborative) 

Should paint a masterpiece 
Should make it bright 
Should make it red or should I make it white 
Should make it dark or should I make it light 
I will say it's dynomite! 
Should I make it yours or should I make it mine 
Should I make it Christmas or 
Should I make it Valentine? 

6th Grade 
Williams Jr. High 

Me Poem 

I'm gonna build a brand-new me! 
strong as an old oak tree -

mind like a wizard 
as fast as a lizard 

tail like a dragon 
and round as the wheel on a wagon 
magic like a witch 
with power like the rich -
mighty as the rolling sea 
put it all together 
that makes a brand-new me! 

Amy Jacks 
Laurens Grammar 
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Melissa Ann Bowen 
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Silver Poem 

I like money to spend 
a crayon to draw the stars 
a metal necklace to wear around my neck 
and wires to keep the chickens in . 

Meg Th ompso n 
Laurens Gra mmar 

Terrible 

The day is like 
burning in a fire. 
Time is slower than usual. 
Words hit your face 
like stones. 
Streams fall, 
your face hits ground. 
Screams of hate 
in the wind 
follow you around . 

Anonymous 
C/ifdale Elememarr 

The record player blasted out the sound . 
Everyone moved to the beat. 
Rage , passion, fear and the 
deafening music filled the room. 
Everybody went there to release 
their hatred by dancing. Everybody 
got involved . They danced and moved 
their feet until morning, until night-
time was no more. We danced, we moved 
until time was no more. Time 
was almost gone and so were we, but 
we struggled to live as long as the 
music played. 

Tracy 
Clifdale Elememary 
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I'm A Rich Girl 
I'm a rich girl , 
I have caviar on my pancakes for breakfast. 
My handbags are from Aigner, 
in which I carry so much money that I stagger. 
I'm a rich girl , 
I have a huge house with a pool. 
I drive a Mercedes Benz 
When I tip , I use tens. 

I'm a rich girl, 
I have a fur coat lined with ermme. 
My diamonds are at least one carat 
I'm so wonderful I can hardly bear it. 

I'm a rich girl, 
There are a couple of things that bother 
me a little, 
I never shop at the five and ten 
And I don't seem to have many real 
friends, 

But I'm a rich girl. 

Lani Seigle 
R. C. Edwards Jr . Hi~h 

In the beginning 
It was fundamental. 
The meadow was just beginning. 
I was falling in love . 
It had me in a trance, 
in a spectrum of colors. 
It was forming like a newborn . 
The grass was like carpet, green and hard. 
It had me corked in a jar of beauty. 
It had cranes, swans, and animals . 
I wanted to be part of this transformation. 
It stopped and it was a paradise. 
The moon smiled as this paradise 
glimmered. 

James Dany 
Beck Middle 
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I screamed for help 
I lost control of my bike and wrecked bad 
Red blood on the pavement 
The blood is like a flowing river 
I feel the fear and pain of stitches 
I see the clouds in the sky 
Pavement of pain 
I wish my mom were here 
I feel black and brown stitches 
I hear silence 
Pain is a harsh wind 
Some accidents can't be avoided 
Life is not without pain 

Heather Goodlett 
Beck Middle 

Desk Writings 

Sitting at the wan desk 
Of the English room, 
I read the blurry messages 
of the day before. 
"Tammy loves Tony." 
"Connie hates Suzie." 
"Wendy was here." 
"If you want a fun time 
"Whoopee, it's Friday!" 
And I wonder why? 
Who would write their 
thoughts for everyone 
to see? 
When it's time to go 
home and no-one else 
is at school 
the janitors erase them, 
disapproving of 
desk writings. 

Kay Massey 
Gray Court-Owings 
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A Day In My Life 

An old telephone pole. 
An orange dark tractor. 

A torn-down bridge. 
A gray garage. 

Silver railroad tracks. 
A white young pony. 

Marcia Derrick 
Paris Elementarr 

As Soon As I Was Born 

As soon as I was born 
I was a premature baby 
I came three months early 
I was in the hospital for a long time 
I was a fat baby 
They called me Tweety Bird 
because I had lips like a Tweety Bird 
My mother says I'm still her big baby 
but I have two sisters under me 

Talya Ha rper 
Everett Communitr 

I Am A Little Black Girl 

as you can see 
nothing in this world 
will never stop me 

Michelle Hopkins 
Everett Community 
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Jealousy 

Jealousy, I don't like it, 
It makes me ill. 
I wish these feelings would be still. 
Instead, they grow and grow 
Until I'm sure they have to show. 
The anger a jealous mind can employ 
Can only hurt and destroy. 
Does anyone know in whole or part 
How to cure a jealous heart? 

Donald Wise 
Hickory Tavern Elementary 

Come on out and play with me. 
Hitting the ball is as easy as ABC. 
Riding my bike the whole day through. 
In my yard there's lots to do. 
Saturdays can be fun too. 

Chris Herring 
Stewart Heights Elementary 

Acrostic 

A lot of people spell my name Angle, 
Never have I liked it. 
Girls some of the time spell my name right. 
Even if I tell them how 
Little spell it right. 

Angel Bailey 
East Dillon Primary 
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In the winter no one opens my door. 
But now my doors are opening. 
I am so old. 
I have been standing for a long time. 
Now I hear that a new shade 
is taking my place but I will keep 
on standing as long as I can. 
Someday I will be gone, 
and someone will take my place. 

Betty Jo Bowers 
Erwin Elementary 

I Have The Blues 

have the blues 
the dark and lonely blues. 
I have the blues 
the blues of a drunk man 
that sits upon the steps 
and welcomes all the cats . 
I have the blues, I do. 
It's lonely without you. 

Katheryn Cromartie 
Marrin Jr. High - Maple Campus 

When I Was A Little Brat 

When I was a little Brat, 
I wore my father's hat, 
I liked to wear a trenchcoat too 
When I was a little Brat. 

When I was a little Brat 
I liked sliding down the railing. 
I had some plastic locks and keys, 
Because I like to play jailing. 

When I was a little Brat, 
I had a runny nose. 
I liked to eat spaghetti, 
But I hated Sloppy Joes. 

Geoffrey Appleton 
J. V. Marrin Jr. High 
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My Friend 

My friend is an antique victrola 
I can wind up his handle in conversation 
and listen to the raspy, light music of his voice. 
Hi s music is that of old country waltzes; 
Up a nd down my spirit moves within his words . 
He is as sharp as the victrola needle. 
I am the record 
on which he plays. 

Robbie Kim 
Tri-Counrr Technical Col/e~e 

My 
U kelele 
Sounds like 
It is 
Coughing 

Kevin Jones 
Williams Jr. High 

Mellow Sounds Of Music 

My fingers gently touched the keys 
of the long wooden instrument. 
The reed fluttering as I tongued 
the notes carefully. 
Praying hard that I wouldn't 
forget the music. 
My clarinet flowing softly 
as the music filled the air. 

Virginia Fendley 
Pacoler Jr. High 
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Church 

On Sunday afternoon 
Colored sunlight slanting 
Through tinted windows 
Like a piercing knife. 
The sun cuts through 

the colors 
To shine on restless faces . 

CRASH! BANG! 

Out come the kids 
Running so fast 

You'd think 
They were running 

away from a 
House of Horrors! 

White as snow 
The church stands 

deserted 
As patches of 

CHEER! 

Blue, green and yellow 
Shine onto empty benches. 

J ay S. 
Paris Elementary 

Who Can Hit The Car 

On a beautiful summer day no clouds in the sky 
Tall thick pine trees moving like ants doing nothing 
Brown pine needles cover the ground like thousands 
of sand pebbles on the beach 
The smell in the air a fresh pine sap ready to be harvested 
The wind blowing heavily high overhead making the tall pine 
tree make cracking noises 
The ambitious hunters stalking behind 
the cover of the trees 
The head hunter is the scout searching 
endlessly for awaited prey 
The scout's cry shoots through the patiently 
waiting boys 
The car comes roaring and the boys try 
hard to hit it 
When one does the feeling of fear and 
excitement spreads throughout their bodies 
When the car stops they dash so fast 
They can run into the shadows with no end 

Tom Steele 
H. E. McCracken High 
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Two Women Sat By A Window 

Two women sat by a window, retirement was their work. 
In alternation they would speak as the other gave a smirk. 
They talked of things both then and now, 
Their tongues came to nought. 
The things they said were twisted and tangled, 
Anything that came to their thought. 

Kevin Bridges 
Pacolet Jr. High 

I Couldn't Keep My Mind Off Of Her 

She was like a rabbit that I really wanted. 
My mother always told me not to stare. 
Her wheelchair squeaked as it cried for oil. 
Her hair felt like an old bird nest. 
Every time I went past her 
I got this tingling feeling, 
like something was crawling up my back. 
At night I would think about her. 
I just couldn't keep my mind off of her. 

Cindy Conover 
M orrison Elementary 

I know where there is 
an old rocking chair. 
It is inside an old house, 
falling apart, 
its pieces all gone. 
It used to be a good rocking chair. 
A young lady rocked her baby in it 
and she is old now. 

Sheila 
Arcade Victoria 

41 



The Common Angler 

The summer mom dawns, 
big, bright, and bold. 
Not a breath shows 
of the past winter's cold. 
He steps out on the porch 
of his ramshackle old shack, 
stretches, yawns, then surveys 
yesterday's catch. 
This is the angler. 
He's no man of the world. 
He's satisfied with 
where he's been, 
He has no fancy life to unfurl. 
As he ambles down to his secret 
fishing hole, it is obvious 
that his story's long told . 
He smells of old leather, 
tobacco and fish. 
For nothing more in this world 
would this man wish. 
He's happier than many a man alive 
with his fish, his hooks and his 
Evan Williams Black Label #5. 

Margaret Ward 
Northwood Middle 

The Common Truckdriver 

Down the small black ribbon he must drive 
How can he do it? 
Smelling gas until it makes him choke. 
Fumes in his eyes which are red and bloodshot. 
Red Man and strong coffee sloshing in his mouth. 
The smell of oil coating his rough, rigid , bulging skin. 
Unshaved face , beady small eyes, a cigar butt in his hand. 
He goes down the highway dodging the cops and smart-mouthing 
the women, always alone over the lonely countryside. 
He looks like a bearded bear pulling up in the truckstop. 
The smell of fuel reaches his nose 
And to his disappointment 
The sign says, "Sorry, we're closed ." 

Stephanie Vess 
Doug Simmons 
Kevin Schiff 
Curtis Mayes 
Bob Dempsey 
Julie Tucker 
Northwood Middle 
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Child ... 

Run she says to me. Laugh like me and be a child! 
It is hard for an old woman , not so old , maybe, just 73 
to be a child. 
Old memories lie dormant in this not-so-busy-anymore mind. 
Of picking blackberries , making ice-cream, of old, forgotten dolls . 
Pass the time away. 
Run and be a child she says. 
I'll try. 

Susan nah So mers 
Northvcood M iddle 

My Grandpa 

My grandpa always wore overalls . He 
always had a pencil in his top pocket. 
I remember him and grandma were different 
in every way. She liked the ocean, he liked 
the mountains. She liked hot weather, he 
liked the cold . She was tall fat gray-headed 
and bigfooted. He was short round white-headed 
and little-footed. She went to bed late and got 
up late . He went to bed early and got up early. 
I remember when l got me some overalls he 
bought me a pencil like his and we both had a 
tobacco pocket (that was what he called his 
top pocket). He died in 1976. If I could bring 
one person back to life I would bring him. 

J enni fe r Epps 
Clifdale Elementan· 

Mom 

When she sits in her chair, 
rocking my little brother 
to sleep I can feel the vibration 
of the chair. I hear her soft 
breathing. I smell her Ambush perfume. 
Sometimes she falls asleep with my 
little brother. She tilts her head to 
the side a little, but continues to 
rock in her chair. 

Marshella O'Quinn 
M. C. Rile1· Elementarr 
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My Mother's Eyes 

Wherever I go I get a little scared, 
and I always see my mother's eyes, 
they are grey and blue, very long 
eyelashes and glow a little bit. One 
day when I went to the mountains, 
I got lost in the bushes but 
I saw my mother's eyes, they got 
closer and closer then they led 
me home. When I got home 
my mother's eyes left. Then! a snake 
came! My mother's eyes got in front 
of the snake and scared it away, 
then they disappeared. So now 
my mother's eyes always see me 
and are always around. 

Julie Jones 
Hilton Head Elementary 

Old house made of wood. 
Our grandma a beautiful lady. 
Our first part of our lives. 
We learned a lot 
Swinging on the swing in the shady trees. 
Twelve years ago we played until soaking wet 
and she held us by her nice warm breast. 
We still love her and always will 
Even though we all have left. 

Victor Frazier 
H. E. McCracken High 

Indian 

The Indian's skin is like a small 
piece of crayon, 
forgotten in the bottom of the box. 
The Indian himself is the same 
like a street in New York. 

Carol Purvis 
Erwin Elementary 

44 



The Leotards 

They hang there across the ballet bar. 
Pink , satin wrinkles are sleek and long 
covering the leotards 
like an ocean tide ebbing away. 
Reflecting in the mirror 
like a crumpled sheet of paper. 

Do ugla s Lynn 
J. V. Marrin Jr. High 

The Path To Heaven 

When I die I want to go quick 
Walking on the path of the moon 
as the water washes my feet . 
I'm getting closer, I hope it will be soon . 
The moon is clear and beautiful , 
shining on my face . Soon I'll be m heaven . 
But why should I die at eleven? 

Tracy Edge 
Pacole1 Elememarr 

Holdin' On 

Lord , I ain't want no coffin home 
I just ain't ready to die. 
I got fifteen kids and a bottle of rum. 
And I know my Sally will cry. 

Lord , I ain't want no coffin home, 
I got me plenty good years, 
I don't want no roamin' soul 
And to see a lot of wasted tears. 

Pa t Pa tri ck 
Irma H1j?h 
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Out Of Touch 

You can have this life 
For all it's worth 
And I'll keep on looking 
For tomorrow 
Because my dreams are true. 
It began so slow and easy 
Maybe I misunderstood 
That there was Hell to pay 
Just to play the game. 
How can I play with time? 
(The only friend that's stood 
beside me.) 
Take this life, 
My dreams aren't here. 
I can still reach for the stars, 
Knowing that if I touch them I will burn. 
I'll leave them in the night sky 
Where they belong. 
No, I guess I'll never really touch them 
And I'll never find my dreams. 
If I do 
I'll have no purpose . 
And I'll wait around for the knock 
On my door. 

Greg Arvin 
Furman High 

I Don't Feel Like I'm Dying 

My doctor says I'm dying. 
But I feel so good that I think he's lying. 
I lie on my bed ready to go. 
And all of a sudden it begins to snow. 
I go running out into the white. 
All a sudden God turned out all my lights. 

Laurice Smith 
lrmo High 
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God , 
One day I'll go 
For everyone will. 
But as yet 
I know not when. 
Will it be a sudden death? 
Like a bug's death smashed 
on the radiator of a car? 
Or will it be 
long and painful 
like cats 
left along the highway 
in a sack to die? 

Lord, 
I ask. 
When? 
I ask. 
Where? 
I question, 
How? 
I am curious 
Like Galileo about stars. 
The answer I don't really want. 
For then life 
Might seem to be 
But a calendar 
Marking off the days. 

Carl Thompson 
R . C. Edwards Jr. High 
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POETS' POEMS 

Gloria Martineau 
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Interstate: The Nature Of The Road 

No-one passes who is not passed. 
Only the land changes. Fields to pine forest 
to hills of scrub-oak and weed . Kudzu curls 
like a high tide over everything south of 40. 
Lanes black from rain or sun-white streak 
into two-three-four strips clovering south 
or north, east, west over a sawtooth ridge, 
a river. A concrete curl slices from L.A. 
to El Paso, Boston to Tulsa, Mobile to Tallahassee. 

Interstate time is different shades of pills. 
They keep the mind on a yellow line between now 
and two minutes from now - the junction of road and 
sky. 
Destination is cargo, nothing else. 
The weak downshift for coffee at noon and the sound 
of french fries hissing in oil. Others never stop . 
They push each other down the line, making time 
and keep the Smokies off their loads. Yesterday Charlotte, 
today Chattanooga, tomorrow straight to Yazoo City, 
then West Bend, De-troit . Sunday come back down again. 

Dreaming at the wheel, the trucker feels safe, 
his rig hugs the curve like himself spooned 
against the white shape of his wife. 
She is hanging washing on the line. 
It wavers like the hiker who thumbs his mind awake. 
He eases for a down-hill break. 
There's uptown ahead: coffee, eggs, steak. 
No-one passes who is not passed. 
Which exit should he take? 

Nelljean McConeghey 

Born To Walk 

A drop in the temperature 
serves me notice. 
Hard thinking: we're in for it. 
Shoulders bend to the cold . 
A great snake of stars 
seems to make the wind hiss . 
My shadow falls on stone. 
All that once mattered 
now seems far away. 
I test the gap with my own weight; 
feet planted, uprooted so often 
it's no wonder we lie down at night . 
Leaves wave in partial light. 

Ben Greene 
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Shiwana 

SHIWANA 
that lovely 

Indian word , 
that 

Indian sibilance for ram . 
I have seen it come 
slowly in clouds 
that have thickened all day 
and then vanished -
waking at midnight to the wet 
and the stain on the rocks 
of the mountains . 

Shadow, 
then water, 

before water 
reached me. 

I have seen 
that , 

and the sweep 
of the ram 

in with the set 
of the new tide . 
I have seen it 
constant and variable. 

Rain , and no more, 
just, 

and just rain. 
Wet to the skin, 
no word and no concept. 
Shiwana - the lore 
of the dark and light heavens. 

Theodore Enslin 

Highway 

Out of the dark edge 
I come flying beautifully 
like a sleek tune 
Cut loose 
I am highway jazz 
Industry's symphony 
Stereophonic blur 
Blowing into the wind 
That returns to the dark edge 
With this song. 

Ca rmine Romano 
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After An Article On The Building 
Of Cities Near Barrier Reefs 

You champions of recreation! 
I won't believe the architect 
who can't give word 
that his building is good. 

We have grown just too dense 
for these coastlines and islands, 
building the last of these resorts 
to spend time, play games. 

As if the ocean, that mother, 
had never gashed a mountain, 
or killed a sailor's lust 
in spite of the stars. 

How can you, a modern architect, 
believe or not believe 
stories of brick and beam 
won't sink in time or sand? 

Reva Mandelbaum 

Still Winds* 

What wind creases the water, 
what boat divides 
now that my paddle 
cuts so deep? 

The trawler fine as a ghost, 
the merest water, 
a flake of daylight moon 
over the fairheaded oats. 

The color cannot settle 
flush with the marsh 
but like a child's drawing 
rides free of form . 

Grass ridden by green , 
volatile lizard, 
an oboe rises from the nest of herons. 
I'm here and there. 

Wendy Salinger 
*f rom Foll y River. 
E. P. Dutton, New York. 1980. 
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The Love Of Turtles 

Begin to understand me as you see 
the turtle: see the turtle out of its 
habitat - he crawls through the residence of 
snakes squirrels and Cadillacs; 
he never speaks to men; he swims, 
he sinks, he avoids flying with the calm 
assurance no bird will outlive him; 
he eats natural foods, avoids doctors; 
will never borrow and seldom steals; 
friends are just those who stay away. 
The turtle and I and you and me 
and the luminous life inside this shell. 

Robert Parham 

Three Stages In My Diminishing 
Interest In The Subject Of Bears 

Young and a fan 
of Goldilocks, I think 
perfect lark for Sunday 
is visit to bears 
at City Park. 
Told the cramped space 
they pace in nervous rhythm 
is only front porch cage 
for neat home below 
with three-sized beds 
and porridge bowls, 
I laugh when bears roar 
and beg for peanuts. 
Teenage and bored 
at family reunion held 
in rented rustic lodge, 
I giggle, fake wild fear 
as boy cousin growls 
beneath bear skin rug, 
glassy-eyed and toothy, 
in front of fireplace. 
Grown up and round 
to be tent-sleeping in 
Blue Ridge Mountains 
with rugged husband, 
I am not amused one bit 
to find I also share 
quaint restroom 
with rugged bear. 

Grace Beacham Freeman 
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entering the tomato 

there seems to be a place for me 
near the top 
a soft place with rough edges 
like the scar on the knuckle 
of an old friend's hand 
where my calloused finger can curl 
and crawl in 
tomatoes are nice like that -
in that first touching 
they take you back 
to hot summer fields 
and the smell of the sun 
on the curling vines 
every time it's almost the same 
but not quite 
like the healing scar 
the softening callous 
the mellowing of warm fruit 
in the always summer sun 
every time i enter that sun-curled world 
it's almost the same. 

Brian Lindsay 

Oasis 

Green in the distance 
I see you: 
oasis. 

The pool is green 
like your eyes. 
It shimmers 
and flickers 
in the heat. 
Palm fronds rustle, 
caress each other, 
rest. 
Beneath them 
the sand does not burn, 
the water is dark and cool. 

How I long 
to quench my thirst 
as I once did 
and journey on. 

Giles Singleton 
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Parent To Person 

I see you as you are, 
grown though you may be 

but you'll always be my child 
within my memory. 

Although I find , at times, 
it's hard to communicate, 

Let me share these words 
before it's too late. 

For your precious life you owe 
nothing tO me, 

as that was given to you 
by the Lord of Eternity. 

You owe me nothing that I don't earn, 
yet, as your parent, 

friendship , respect, and love, from you 
I will always yearn. 

But feel not as though all 
my desires you must fulfill 

for you have your own life to live, 
this is within His will. 

I simply want to take the time 
to make this understood; 

of all the things within my life 
that caused me to feel good, 

Nothing is more rewarding 
than you and parenthood. 

Paul Samuels 

Out Of Place 

She stares blankly out at the low lands 
a mountain woman away from home. 
Her bony hands absently stroke 
her breast and hips , searching 
for form and shape, something . 
She waits, trying to find herself, 
her place, in the open fields 
of this long, coastal plain. 

Beside her he is like a Feist pup, 
nervous and wiry, limbs taut, 
looking for something to climb, 
a solid to lean into, rise over. 
His lean eyes come back to her: 
the hills, the ridges, the mountains, 
the trail back still fresh with scent. 

Newton Smith 
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Rain Blues Rain 

feeeeeeel the bluuuuuuuuuuuue 
of 

monday 
weeping 
light 
windy blue 

this 
rainwater 

weeping 

clouds 
rest -less -ly 

mormng 

drift drifting open 
sky, floating by 

the downpour 
pouring silver 

gray this day 
brings/ sings my 

blues way way 
down 

low so looooooooooow 
sleep glues my head 

to cotton-stuffed pillow 
these blues 

surely dread . 

Felton Eaddy 
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The Buddha Known As 
"The Great Quitter": For Jack Kerouac 

The moon 
cannot be 
stolen is 
the mother's 
endless advice 
which leads me 
to find a diamond 

On the muddy road 
where I pick it 
up with the sound 
of one hand 
in hand with 
the stone mind's 
attachment to dust 

Even thus assured 
I ask the smile 
of a lifetime 
and find a 
cup of tea 

Is stingy 
teaching 
when my heart 
burns like 
fire reciting 
sutra.s saying 

That the Real 
Miracle is just 
to fall asleep 
a child of quiet 
majesty at peace 
in the Silent Temple 
where a single 

Drop of water 
is a Buddha 
eating the flame 
of the final candle 
so as to breathe out 
a breathless hush 
of light 

Chuck Sullivan 

56 



Leslie Guy 
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Representative samples of poetry and art work are from these schools: 

Arcade Victoria, Rock Hill 
Alternative School, Rock Hill 
Barr Street Jr. High, Lancaster 
Beck Middle, Greenville 
Buford High, Lancaster 
Cannon Elementary, Spartanburg 
Clifdale Elementary. Glendale 
Dobson Elementary, Lancaster 
East Dillon Primary, Dillon 
Edwards Jr. High , R . C. , Green ville 
Erwin Elementary , Lancaster 
Everett Community School , Winnsboro 
Ford Elementary, Laurens 
Furma n High, Sumter 
Gray Court-Owings, Gray Court 
Gordon Elementary, Dillon 
Hendrix Elementary, James H., Inman 
Hickory Tavern Elementary, Gray Court 
Hilton Head Elementary , Hilton Head 
I rmo High, Irma 

Schools and other education programs in 
the following counties participated in the 
1980-81 Artists-in-Schools program: 

Aiken Kershaw 
Anderson Lancaster 
Beaufort Laurens 
Cherokee Lexington 
Chester Marion 
Clarendon Marlboro 
Collet on McCormick 
Darlington Oconee 
Dillon Orangeburg 
Fairfield Pickens 
Florence Richland 
Georgetown Saluda 
Greenwood Spartanburg 
Greenville Sumter 
Horry York 
Jasper 
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Jefferson Elementary, York 
Laurens Grammar, Laurens 
Martin Jr. High , J . V., Dillon 
Martin Jr. High-Maple Campus , Dillon 
Morrison Elementary, Clemson 
McCracken High , H. E. , Bluffton 
Northside Jr. High, Greenwood 
Northwood Middle, Green ville 
Pacolet Elementary, Pacolet 
Pacolet Jr. High , Pacolet 
Paris Elementary, Greenville 
Rawlinson Road Jr. High , Rock Hill 
Riley Elementary , M. C. , Bluffton 
Sanders Elementary, Laurens 
Sara Collins Elementary, Greenville 
South Dillon Primary, Dillon 
Stewart Heights Primary. Dillon 
Tri-County Technical College, Pendleton 
Wade Hampton Elementary. Greenville 
Williams Jr. High , Florence 

Artists / poets with representative samples 
of their residencies from 1980-81 
Artists-in-Schools program. 

Giles Singleton 
Ben Greene 
Reva Mandelbaum 
Chuck Sullivan 
Nelljean McConeghey 
Carmine Romano 
Paul Samuels 
Felton Eaddy 
Robert Parham 
Wendy Salinger 
Theodore Enslin 
Byran Lindsay 
Newton Smith 
Grace Freeman 
Robin McCloskey 
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