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The Poets-in-the-Schools Program, available to K-12 schools throughout the 
state , was begun in South Carolina in 1971. Since then , approximately 200 
schools and approximately 20,000 students throughout the state have partici
pated in this celebration of language. 

This program- one of many Artists-in-the-Schools programs in visual , per
forming , language, and film /video arts- utilizes professional poets as 
catalysts for hands-on learning experiences with poetry. 

The poetry/creative writing component is also a part of Project TAP, an inten
sive school /community Total Arts Program in Lancaster County, Chester, and 
Fort Mill. Begun in 1973. this year-long program offers its 33 participating 
schools an opportunity to work with professional , resident artists and to ex
plore major areas of interest in the arts. 

Readers will note a concentration of schools in other districts in other 
geographic areas of the state. In most cases, this reflects district-wide plan
ning for comprehensive arts-in-education programs. These Artists-in-the
Schools Programs are designed specifically for and by participating schools in 
the district. 

Student writing from Arts in Motion. an ESAA Special Arts Project coordinated 
by the South Carolina Arts Commission and implemented in Greenwood Dis
trict 50 and Saluda, is published through other funding arrangements in a sep
arate anthology and is not included here. 

This anthology is dedicated to the people in South Carolina whose commit
ment to arts in education helps make room for poet/student /teacher interac
tion in the schools. 
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SCHOOLS 

Belleville Junior High School, Orangeburg 
Bennettsville Junior High School, Bennettsville 
Brockman Elementary School, Columbia 
Buford High School, Lancaster 
Camden Senior High School, Camden 
Chester Junior High School, Chester 
Chester Senior High School, Chester 
Cleveland Junior High School, Spartanburg 
Clover Middle School, Clover 
College Street Elementary, Westminster 
Colleton-Walterboro Junior High School, Walterboro 
Denny Terrace Elementary School, Columbia 
Dixon Elementary School, Hampton 
Dobson Elementary School, Lancaster 
Ebinport Elementary School, Rock Hill 
Elloree Elementary School, Elloree 
Elloree High School, Elloree 
Erwin Elementary School, Lancaster 

• Estill Elementary School, Estill 
Estill Middle School, Estill 
Fleming Elementary School, Lynchburg 
Fort Mill Senior High School, Fort Mill 
Fulmer, R. H., Middle School, West Columbia 
Gaillard Elementary School, Eutawville 
Greenville Middle School, Greenville 
Gifford-Luray Elementary School, Hampton 
Heathwood Hall Episcopal School, Columbia 
Hilton Head Elementary School, Hilton Head Island 
Holly Hill High School, Holly Hill 
Holly Hill Intermediate School, Holly Hill 
Indian Land High School, Lancaster 
lrmo High School, West Columbia 
Jonesville Elementary School, Yemassee 
Kershaw Middle School, Kershaw 
Lakeview Middle School, Greenville 
Lancaster High School, Campus One, Lancaster 
Lancaster High School, Campus Two, Lancaster 



Laurens High School, Laurens 
Laurens Junior High School, Laurens 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School, Columbia 
Lewisville Middle School, Richburg 
Lower Richland High School, Columbia 
Marlboro Academy, Bennettsville 
Mauldin High School, Mauldin 
McClenaghan Junior High School, Florence 
Moore Junior High School, Florence 
North Junior High School, Lancaster 
Northside Elementary School, Seneca 
Olympia Middle School, Columbia 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School, Orangeburg 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School, Rock Hill 
Saluda River Elementary School, West Columbia 
Sea Pines Academy, Hilton Head Island 
Sanders Middle School, Laurens 
South Florence High School, Florence 
South Junior High School, Lancaster 
South Kilbourne Elementary School, Columbia 

·South Pine Street Elementary School, Walhalla 
Southside Elementary School, Lancaster 
Southside Junior High School, Florence 
Spartanburg High School, Spartanburg 
Spring Valley High School, Columbia 
St. James Elementary School, Eutawville 
St. Stephen Middle School, St. Stephen 
Tanglewood Middle School, Greenville 

·Utica Elementary School, Seneca 
Wando High School, Mt. Pleasant 
Watkins Elementary School, Columbia 
Westminster Elementary, Westminster 
Williams Junior High School, Florence 
Wilson High School, Florence 

·Publication deadline precluded these schools from 
having student work included. 
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EDITOR'S NOTE 

People who have read past anthologies from our poetry programs often 
comment to me that they are amazed at the talent, the vision , and the depth of 
feeling they find in student writing . I share that amazement. After five years of 
visiting classrooms, reading poems, suggesting topics about which to write 
and then sitting back while the students start writing , I still find that each day 
brings me some moment of joy, grief , and empathy as I read what the poems 
contain . 

What they do contain is a record of the dreams, the epiphanies, the myth
making capacities of the youth of our state ; capacities and experiences at 
once individual and collective. These capacities, often lost or neglected by 
adults, are given back to us as we read and savor these poems. 

As Karl Shapiro has noted , " The career of the poem ex ists only in those mo
ments when the poem is being given and being received ." Through this 
anthology, these writings should have long careers . 

DALE ALAN BAILES 
Editor 
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EARS QUICKLY 

ears quickly, silently unfolding 
as a dog is listening 
as you take your head off your pi llow 
as a rabbit perks up 
as the clouds spread apart to give us rain 
as a flower blooms 
as a tree loses its leaves 

once again 

Johnny Covington 
Grade 8 
Olympia Middle School 
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THE BEGINNING 

It feels so strange 
when you first open your eyes 
you see new and different 
objects 
your skin is so soft 
you have no hair 
everyone is holding 
you 
it feels so strange 
in the beginning. 

12 

Mari Carpenter 
Grade 5 
Sanders Middle School 

SNOW 

Fluffy white snow 
making houses look like hills . 
letting little children 
play on its back 
and catch colds 
from putting snow in their shoes 
to try to keep it 
for another day. 

Brett Rutledge 
Grade 6 
Ebinport School 



SPRING DAY 

The trees shade leaves. 
The wind sings loudly. 
The little puppies dance together. 

RED ROSE 

Timothy Spann 
Grade 5 
Fleming Elementary School 

I want to be a red , red rose. 
So I can be soft and fluffy red. 
And if somebody tries to pick me they 'll 
get stuck. 

BEING A HORSE 

Being a horse, 

Monica Galloway 
Grade 2 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

with hooves like curved pieces of steel. 
His mane is like grass blowing in the wind . 
He runs . 

Pam Horton 
Grade 5 
Southside Elementary School 
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YOU GET OLDER 

When you get older it feels like 
a ruler getting bigger every minute. 
When you get real big you feel like 
a bird because you are the boss. 
When you are a baby it feels like you are 
a lollipop because you are kissed 
all the time. 

ELEVEN 

Jody Byrd 
Grade 4 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

Eleven was such a very good number 
For a quantity of screaming cousins 
Invading the beach , getting sunburned , 
Tracking sand through the cottages . 
Leaving wet bathing suits on beds 
and pleading for trips to the amusement park . 
But for each of us- a parent who couldn 't remember 
How easy it was to forget the rules of being civilized. 
They could spoil a midnight ghost story session 
Or make the waves so treacherous 
Or even invent a bedtime. 
They so easily forgot 
What we didn 't need to remember. 
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Cindy Gray 
Grade 11 
lrmo High School 



THIS WHAT I AM WRITING IS REAL 

I Remember when I was six years old I was in the first 
grade and my Mother was always taking up for me and I 
had a little Puppy I had always loved and my brothers 
carried him into the woods and killed him. 

When I was in the Fourth grade me and Douglas Lambright 
was in the same class. I was swinging in the swing set 
at the Schoolhouse and I was going High in the swing and 
Douglas was going all kinds of ways , so I jumped out the 
swing and broke my arm. 

I remember I was in the bed one night and I was scared 
because I had looked at Thriller Movie and I saw 
some people with green eyes coming down the hall to my 
room . 

I remember when it was Christmas and my mother told me 
if I wasn 't sleeping Santa Claus would spit some sleeping 
dirt in my eyes. 

Vernesta Robinson 
Grade 6 
Holly Hill Intermediate School 

I FEEL LIKE 
A BUTTERFLY 

flying through the air and 
someone comes up and catches 
me, and tries to pop my wing 

Joyce Goodwin 
Grade 7 
Olympia Middle School 
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IT MAKES ME MAD WHEN THE GROWN UPS SAY 

Go stay in your bedroom. 
You can't go outside. 
Shut up! 
Get up. 
Blankitty blank. 
Leave me alone. 
Go upstairs and look at TV . 
Go home. 
Go outside and play. 
Go play with your friends . 
Sit down . 
Take one more step and I'll knock your teeth out. 
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Group Poem 
Grade 2 
Brockman Elementary School 

NO YOU CAN'T 

You are lying on the couch 
You hear the phone ring 
It's your best friend 
You listen for a while then 
you yell Mom can I go to
NO YOU CAN 'T 
The world falls down 
around you . 

Scott Templeton 
Grade 7 
Laurens Jr. High School 



PUT A GROWN UP IN A GARBAGE CAN 

Even if we are so little Why can 't we have 
some fun Oh sure we have some fun we have 
to play with dolls why can 't we play baseball 
and football soccer and boys games we 
are just the same as boys we 're just 
another sex we were not made to cook 
and clean so we should have fun like 
boys I sure wish I could put 
a grown up in a garbage can 

I would like that 

Dina Romanyszyn 
Grade 3 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

GROWNUPS 

Grownups are like scissors. 
They cut you to size. 

Katie Webster 
Grade 4 
Watkins Elementary School 
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I'M LEAVING 

It was in the 3rd grade 
and she had just got through 
reading ; 
and then she said listen 
class, I'm leaving . 
The class look astonished 
and we thought it could be 
a joke ; 
but she was really serious 
it was no hoax-
Mrs. Hill was her name; 
and if she were our mother 
it would have been the 
same. 
It was in the 3rd grade 
and she had just got through 
reading 
and then she said listen 
class , I'm leaving . 
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C. F. Hawkins 
Grade 7 
Lakeview Middle School 



I LOVE YOU 

One clear cold afternoon 
with the sun shining 
and the wind blowing 
my mother opened the door 

and said Tommy please 
come to the telephone 
someone wants to 
speak to you 

so I walked into 
the house thinking 
who could it be 
I picked up the blue 

telephone and said 
hello and she said hello 
with a low voice and 
said I love you . 

Miller Lee 
Grade 8 
Laurens Jr. High School 
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TIME 

the fading of blue jeans 

your shoes wearing out 
the holes in your sock 
time is when your toenails need cutting 
your house needs to be painted 
the grass that needs cutting 
the shirt that needs mending 
time is waiting for the mailman 
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POEM 

Cynthia Lauter 
Grade 8 
Olympia Middle School 

Sunday is like a rose just waiting to bloom. 
It is fresh . And sweet like honey. Then comes 
the sun the flower opens. A boy comes along riding 
a bike. He runs over the rose. It is all over. 
The next Day blooms. 

Lora Cain 
Grade 6 
Holly Hill Intermediate School 



THE SCHOOL WEEK IS ... 

Monday is a slow snail trying to climb Mt. Everest: The snail is tired and 
cold and his feet are red his hands are freezing because he lost his 
mittens. 

Tuesday is a trout trying to out-swim a shark for his life : The trout is 
scared as he swims and swims even though he knows he will lose in 
the end . 

Wednesday is a pecan tree trying to bloom like a flower : The tree does 
not know it 's impossible and the flower gets a big laugh . 

Thursday is a turkey being told he is not going to be Thanksgiving 
dinner: The turkey is relieved and he can sleep nights once again . 

Friday is a lovely flower in bloom : The flower is happy the bees are 
happy everybody is happy. 

A. Ponder 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 

MY KIND OF MORNING 

It's relaxing 
on Saturday morning 
after I wake up 
to lounge around in my bed 
and read a good book for hours 
without having to worry about school 
and watch the sun rays filter 
through the bright, yellow curtains 
onto my bright , yellow bedspread. 

Terry Campbell 
Grade 12 
Chester Senior High School 
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THE WIDE RIVER 

CLASS TIME 

On those dull cloudless 
days of autumn , when the 
Imaginations of the classroom 
soared with the blowing leaves, 

I sat and watched 
the blackbirds 

Search in vain for the 
qu ickly disappearing soybeans, 

and the redtail searching for 
the owner of 

those beady little eyes 
staring from the leaves. 
But as I started 

to listen and wonder 
about them all 

I heard the 
teacher saying , 

where are you? 

Ede Putnam 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 

Have you seen the wide river? 
That's the one that makes you shiver. 
It will sound like a child 's whisper. 
Yes, I have seen the wide river . 
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Roslyn King 
Grade 4 
Bennettsville Intermediate School 



POEM 

A sun 's ray 
hit 
a plane 
as it crossed 
the spring-blue sky 
and 
for one fleeting moment 
it was 
a si Ivery spark 
shooting from a gun . 

Teresa Armstrong 
Laurens High School 

A MEMORY 

Hot Georgia day 
Mom working , Dad too busy 
All alone with me 
Waves of heat 
Hot hot summer 
Smell the Yellow Jessamine 
and the watermelon blossom 
Slick coat of sleeping pony 
Slides beneath your finger 
Hot hot day Georgia 
Relief from the heat 
Cool , moist air surrounds you 
dark but light 
soft cool clay beneath 
your feet relieves the aching heat 
Relief 

Celeste Carlson 
Grade 11 
Irma High School 
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GIVE 

Just as years harden our cheeks 
Just as the clocks in glowing 
Factories smash the numbers 
Into place, 
Just as we gamble with the 
Cold austerity of lights on 
The way to shows, they ask us : 

Give 
Won 't you help outpatients with 
Curling toes imprisoned in Peoria? 
Won 't you buy hot candy to send stale 
Bread to Asia? 
Won 't you lend a hand to the 
Community United Chest for 
The importation of raw silicone 
To save our starlets ' smiles? 
Our goal this week is over the top 
On top of over 

The grand game
Fading . fading back . the 
Iron lung is thrown 
And the victims with wonderful attitudes 

Ride the night home. 

FRANKLIN B. ASHLEY 
From SOUTH CAROLINA REVIEW 

FRAN KLIN ASHLEY is Regional Fel low 1n the Center of Cultural Development at the University of 

South Carolina . A playwnght. author . and 1azz mus1c1an. Ashley rece ived his Ph .D from the Un iversity 

o f South Carol1na 1n 1970. H1s poems and stories have appeared in numerous magazines. including 

Harper's. Part isan Review. New Times . and People . Currently Ashley is one o f three consultants to the 

South Caro lina Poets-in -the-Schools Program. in which he has part icipated since 1971 . 
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A FADED PICTURE 

So long ago 
your style 
your smile 
your eyes twinkle 
blue, 
But it's not you 

Lisa Dudley 
Grade 9 
Irma High School 
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THE HOME 

Her voice is shrill and cold , 
as she talks 
within herself. 
With wrinkled skin 
and shivery hands 
she is slowly dying . 

Daniel Fenley 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 



GERMANY 

I remember big green chestnuts 
All alone in the leaves . .. 
And then, suddenly, a stranger! 
An invader, prepare to fire ... 

Chestnuts, so big and round and sharp 
So sticky and nice to throw 
They surround me like grapes 
And now I am ready . 

As he comes through the rubble 
He's almost here, take aim , 
Only a few more steps, and ... 
Direct hit! But now he's mad. 

Up into the tree where he can 't go 
Upon thin branches that bend as you climb. 
All around you now for miles on end 
The remains of a distant war. 

But still he comes, he is not afraid 
Neither are you and higher you climb. 
You see the houses and farms, ruined ; 
But what do you know when you 're four? 

Steve Klinar 
Grade 12 
Irma High School 
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TIME AND MUSIC 

Time 

A pesky mosquito 
Cramps my style ; 
He hovers and buzzes 
all the while. 

Music 

A clear, cool shower, 
Refreshing , kind 
Washes mosquitos 
From my mind. 

POET 

The music moved me 
I got up 
and ran across the field . 
I saw the tree 
huge, black in sunlight. 
Underneath it 
was the long black river . 
A strange source 
pulled me toward it . 

28 

Randy Cain 
Grade 12 
South Florence High School 

Downs Stitler 
Grade 8 
Heathwood Hall 



RECITAL 

The man plays a violin 
by himself, 
it looks like a ghost town , 
the chairs are ragged. 
It looks I ike a desert. 
the sky is red . 
It looks like they had a sermon 
in the desert. 
it looks l ike he came back to his home 
town and found nothing 
and began to grieve. 

Frankie Walters 
Joseph Goodwin 
Leroy Reese 
Irvin Richardson 
Lower Richland High School 

MUSIC 

Music is oh so sweet 
Music makes you move your feet . 
Music helps you tell a story 
Music is also filled with glory. 
There are so many kinds of music 
and I love them so . 
They make me want to move, 
fast or sometimes slow. 

Evelyn White 
Grade 6 
St. James Elementary School 
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UNTITLED 

A happy song jumps with joy
like a friend 
makes you happy when you 're sad 
or down or hurt 
like a royal jester 
a happy song is friendly. 

A sad song cries in pain 
like a dying dog 
dying into darkness 
of the night 
like a crying baby
a sad song is sad . 

A fast song runs around 
like a fast wind 
makes you feel like running too 
or just sit and listen 
like a shooting star 
a fast song is bright. 

A slow song is crying 
like a miserable dog 
shaggy and sad 
yawning 
like a limping cat 
a slow song is dying . 

A new song is young 
like a baby animal 
cute and fluffy 
squealing 
like a new-born baby 
a new song is ready. 

An old song is wrinkled 
like an old man 
with a beard 
shaky hands 
like an old tree 
an old song is deaf. 

Joel B. Jones 
Grade 6 
Sanders Middle School 



RAIN SONG 

rain rain come on down 
I don't want to oh yes you do 
Love Love Love on me rain 
rain dot come down 
Love Elois 
Oh come on down 
rain 

Elois Suber 
Grade 3 
Watkins Elementary School 

RAIN 

Once I knew some rain 
It loved to pour 
When the sun shined he cried 
And would die every time 

It loved to pour 
And loved to make mud puddles 
And would die every time 
He was very shy 

And loved to make mud puddles 
He always played mud pies 
He was very shy 
He hated dry dirt 

He always played mud pies 
Once I knew some rain 
He hated dry dirt 
When the sun shined he cried 

Dahl Shuler 
Grade 6 
Holly Hill Intermediate School 
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ALONE 

The moody sky cries my tears, 
The stormy sea is my heart; 
I am the driftwood, 
Tossed and turned and torn apart. 

The thunder is my cry for help; 
Lightning is my burning answer. 
I lift my eyes to see the light 
And darkness has fallen. 

I am alone. 

Amy Moore 
Grade 12 
Camden Senior High School 

PETALS OF NIGHT 

I reach out with 
the tip of my finger to 
touch the damp delight. 

The feeling circulates 
through my body as I 
feel the tingling light. 

The rain drops fall, 
they fall so light that 
the petals on this 
ruby red delight seem 
like they're dancing through 
the night. 

Paula Derrick 
Grade 6 
Greenville Middle School 



DANDELIONS 

Dandelions, 
Like white clouds 
with green stems, 
Blow in the breeze. 

And then, there is a great gust of wind 
Upon them, 
Seeds like snow flakes 
Float slowly to the earth. 

Lisa Reed 
Grade 8 
Greenville Middle School 

I FEEL LIKE A STORM IS COMING 

It's going to hit me. 
It reminds me of the storm that came 
'n' cut off our lights 
'n' my cousin went outside 

trying to be brave 
'n' the lightning struck him dead. 
He was 13 years old. 
I've been scared of lightning ever since. 

IT'S RAINING 
NOW 

Sylvia Johnson 
Grade 5 
Watkins Elementary School 
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FULL MOON 

Last night I crucifixed 
a vampire, silver-bulleted 
a werewolf, and shook 
the hand of Frankenstein 
wh ile in my back yard 
a clotheslined sheet 
quietly went on ghosting . 

Dale Alan Bailes 
From CHERRY STONES 

DALE ALAN BAILES. Columb1a bus1nessman. served as Master Poet for the South Carolina Arts Com

miSSIOn 1n 1974 and 1s currently one of three consultants to the 1975-76 Poets-m-the-Schools Pro

gram He 1s the author of two books and the editor of f1ve anthologies of student poet ry . His poetry has 

appeared 1n numerous magazmes and newspapers . 
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EMOTION 

Runn ing in Sunshine, 
I revel in it , 
I pray to Athena. 
My movements are flowing . 

I revel in it. 
The hap pi ness of aliveness 
My movements are flowing . 
I slip and I fall , 

The happiness of aliveness 
I hold on very tightly 

LONELINESS 

I slip and I fall 
I am caught up again 

I hold on very tightly 
Running in Sunshine 
I am caught up again 
I pray to Athena 

The black moon seems to be tied to red skies. 
As far as you can see there is nothing but boring 

deserts with a few cool orange seas. 
There are green blobs of life eating at black 

sticks that seemed to be dead but were not 
Sand rained from light green clouds 
I just stand and wonder how to get back to earth 
This world seems to be built of fear. 
I only want to go home. 

James Taylor 
Grade 7 

Morgan McEachern 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 

Holly Hill Intermediate School 
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POEM 

The orange clouds shift in 
the purple sky against the 

aqua hills 
I watch the twelve-legged-tongue

flap-greeps stumble as they 
run across the greenish 

water. 

The seven suns flare 
through the sky 

against the 
aqua hills 
As I sit in silence 

jiggling a cubical square 
of rocky air 

Caroline Weber 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 

CLOUD 

Draw the smallest possible angle 
into which the sun can shine ; paint it 
green and add blue stripes and it becomes 
a dream . Turn it over and cut off the 
point; now you have a television. 
Draw two small knobs and begin to 
turn them and soon it will come into 
focus : Your whole life is a dream. 

Rita Chasteen 
Grade 10 
Mauldin High School 
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TREE DREAMER 

When I was little I almost always dreamed about tall trees , all 
kinds with beautiful leaves. I would be sitting on the ground painting 
the trees , and the trees would come and bend down and ask me if I 
needed any help and they really would help me paint and draw the 
kind of trees I wanted to . Sometimes the trees and I would sing songs 
and play games and everything but it always ended the same way . 
The people who are camping next to the forest would forget to put 
out their fire and the trees would get burned. 

MY DREAM 

Anita Buchanan 
Grade 8 
Chester Junior High School 

Once when I was little I had a very funny dream. I had been playing in 
the forest and had come to a street. I was looking at a sign trying to read 
it when I heard something behind me. I looked and saw pink and blue 
bears come dancing out of a tree. I started running. They went up a 
different street so I stopped. Then a short and fat devil , who was red , 
came running after me. So I ran up one street and down another. Then 
all at once all those pink and blue bears came into the street and started 
dancing . The the devil conjured up a red shovel and dug a pit. Then the 
bears started laughing and one came up behind me and bumped me 
into the pit. I could even feel myself falling. Then I woke up and found 
that I had fallen off the top bunk. 

Stacie H. 
North Junior High School 
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A DREAM 

PLANET DREAM 

The strangest dream I think I've had was one or two 
years ago, when I just moved to the Island. 

It only seemed to last maybe 5 minutes but yet 
was incredible. 

The dream was about me or my soul being in outer 
space, somewhere near Saturn . At the time I remember 
a purple (dark) shade of space, with the bright yellows, 
oranges and reds of all the different planets, and of 
course , colorful Saturn. 

I was looking at an angle, away from the sun, and 
I saw the Earth 's moon , Jupiter, Pluto , all the planets ; 
they were very colorful. 

Anyway, it was in Technicolor, and everthing was 
seen in our normal dimensions (such as our eyes) . The 
planets were slowly moving , but a few seconds later 
hundreds of other planets rushed by, and the sound that 
wavered from a low tone to a high one began slowly. 
The rings of Saturn began stretching slowly toward 
the center of the galaxy like bubble gum. Pluto began to 
hurtle out of rotation , and all the planets flew toward 
some powerful gravitation with the hundreds of other 
galaxies away from me. The music was weird. 

David Curry 
Sea Pines Academy 

I heard a dream coming out of my mind . 
Thomp! Thomp! I heard it stomping 
around among the silvery ground . 

Sonya Williams 
Grade 5 
Southside Elementary School 
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INTERRUPTION 

This dream was like a wonderful day. 
My wishes came true, 
Romance came my way. 

We danced and we sang, 
We loved and we played, 
Then all of a sudden , the telephone rang . 

With this I woke up, 
In the midst of my dream. 
All I wanted to do was scream . 

I guess I will never see the rest , 
Maybe it all worked out for the best. 

POEM 

Holly Corbett 
Grade 11 
Camden High School 

I dreamed there were a bunch of men in the army. I think they 
were some kind of officers. They were marching along and it kind of 
faded off into this picture in a gold frame of this one man. This lady 's 
hand was on the picture and she was crying. I could hear the song 
"The first time ever I saw your face" playing. Then it faded off again. 
This time the lady's hand was on the corner of a black casket and she 
was still crying and the song was playing. When I woke up that song 
was on the radio. 
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Peggy Engel 
Grade 8 
Chester Junior High School 



THE FOREST 

I wish I could dream about streams 
in forests , with birds and bees 
and butterfly trees. 
And watch the flowers grow. 

Chris Plyler 
Grade 5 
Southside Elementary School 

QUEER DREAMS 

As I fly down the road 
Past the evergreen pines 
The red clay embankment 
Bleeds on the shoulder 
My mind flashes thoughts 
Like an old-time movie 
I take my hands off the wheel 
Place my hands on his cheek 
The road that I watch 
Becomes his beautiful blue eyes 
I am driving in fantasies 
Through his mind 

Kathy Kaiser 
Grade 12 
Indian Land High School 
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THE DREAM OF JOHN F. KENNEDY 

It was nine o 'clock at night 
My mother told me it was time 
To go to bed 
So I went to bed 
And what a dream I had 

I dreamed 
That me and John F. Kennedy 
Were sitting by the lake fishing 

And John F. Kennedy told me 
" I am going out for president" 
And he told me that 
I can be the governor 

So he became president 
And I became governor 
Until Kennedy got killed 
And then I went out for president 

But I sure was lonely 
Without John F. Kennedy 

Joshua Gasden 
Grade 8 
St. Stephen Middle School 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN 

Abraham was an honest person. He even 
walked three miles to return a penny. His father 
told him of the soldiers and at these times 
Abe never said a word . 
He made a speech about his life. 
He said , I was born in 1809 in Hardincount, Kentucky ; 
After my father died, my brother and I, we took the 
family to a county in Pennsylvania. 

And that 's where we met. 
I was standing by the shore; 
He remembered me from grammar school. 
He looked me over good and said 
Angela, Angela, is that you? 

I said , Abraham , Abraham Lincoln! 
He said , It is I. 

We journeyed hundreds of miles together 
until the both of us ran for president. 

He won , so I left the state 
and began my career 
as a writer! 

Angela Johnson 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 
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MONUMENTS OF LIBERATION 

A vei I of apathy 
clouds the vision of my peoples ' 
struggles for our right to be human. 

The cloak of the living dead 
shields my people from the responsiblities of 
positive thinking , 
directive action , 
and productive living. 

The shades of hypocrisy 
hide my peoples ' frustrations 
with m issed-education /assi mi lation /h umi I iation / 
deprivation /de-humanization and self-incrimination . 

With selfish indignation i have stood 
naked before the mirrors of life 's injustices ; 
creating a reflect ion of self-confidence, 
self -pride /self -respect /self-determination and 
self -assertiveness. 

You my brother/sister/child 
must go sk inny dippin ' 
in your own reflection pool : 
drowning yourself in yourself 
stroking yourself fo r being 
yourself -
elimin ating the negative/accentuating the positive 
And : 
Standing erect in the rays of the sun of-SELF-EPOCH -
YOU MUST BE YOUR OWN MONUMENT OF LIBERATION! 

Yogii Muntu Baxter 

YOG I I MUNTU BAXTER grew up in Chicago and graduated from the Univers ity o f Ill inoi s where she 

earned her B.A. in Theatre Arts and her M.A. in Speec h. She has tau ght remed ial reading at the secon

dary level and is currently an inst ructor of Black Li terature and Afro -American Histo ry at the University 

of South Caro lina. Baxter has appeared on SC ETV and written articles fo r several publi cati ons. Cur

rent ly. she is preparing a manuscript of poetry for pu blication. 
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DIXON ELEMENTARY DREAM 

Dixon Elementary dreams about 
He was a real person and all the 
Little children love him and 
His school was the biggest . 

Ruth Ann dreams that she went 
To New Orleans for a week. 

An old Ford automobile dreams 
That he was a Vega and everybody loved him. 

A big ugly monster dreams 
That he was one year old 
And he had a teddy bear and a play duck. 

Nellie 
Grade 5 
Dixon Elementary School 

THE THINGS I DREAM ABOUT 

My heart was open with love 
The fish had a hook in his mouth 
The shoe did not have a foot 
The mirror did not have anything to eat 
And fire was not red 
And I was black and proud of James Brown 
When I look up to the sky the rain came falling down 
The sand had hands. 

Valerie Pleachett Brooks 
Grade 5 
Dixon Elementary School 



DREAM 

of a small spot 
in the country 
on the mountainside 
where 
in the Spring 
thin forests 
with morning dew 
still on leaves 
make cool showers 
in the gentle breezes 
which 
fall on 
clusters of clover, 
daffodils, and daisies 
to make them glimmer 
in the morning light 
that shines 
in your window 
to wake you 
from your dream 
in the morning . 

Meg Dalton 
Wando High School 
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MORNING RUN 

Sudden spring rains . Patches of ice 
in winter. Truck drivers and out 
of the house, I found a dollar 
bill on the sidewalk . Well , maybe 
it was more energetic , less 
tense . No more attacks of the 
late afternoon blahs - jogging 
finished , I return to the house 
where everyone else is 
sleeping , cool off, take a corner 
most weekday morn ings about 
7 a.m. We always smile and say 
hello. His dog who shouts rude 
remarks as they roar by. And a 
woman I sometimes pass who 
clearly disapproves of jogging in 
general and me in particular . 

Linda Page 
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Wando High School 

POEM 

Sleet stabbed at the ground 
like small knives thrown from the heavens. 
Its icy sharpness dug at the soil and plants. 
Trees shuddered with pain as each gust 
of the cruel wind flung more ice upon them . 

Mili Ballard 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 



POEM 

Patiently awaiting her summons 
like a surging , rippling waterfall 
just beyond the next grove of birches 

Lies the all-powerful Goddess 
Imagination 

Martha Sheppard 
Laurens High School 

WHERE I AM A LOT 

I am walking , 
just walking 

down a crunchy-leafed 
Autumn 

street ; 
I can 't see the end 

the grey pavement 
dissolves 

into the damp clouds 
and 
the brown , rust , and grey 

fuse 
into one colour 

without a name 
and the sky 

is the colour it gets 
when you think 

it will snow, 
because you can smell it , 

but it doesn 't. 

Wrennie Cook 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 
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PROTECT 

In my mind, a gentle mind , 
I am on a pastel countryside 

Parallel blue floats over me 
with bus stops of white marshmellow 

at every block. 
Stars are out waiting for the bus 

and blink with the light 
from the sun. 

I sit at a pool of 7-Up 
Where yellow fish swim and 

where fawns sit and listen 
to my prayer. 

Softness under me helps keep 
shock from becoming reality , 

and as I walk to my 
warm rock , I remember I 

mustn 't think too hard-

I've always been protected . 

Sun breathes on me and 
warms me and keeps me secure. 

Breeze whispers from the 
east through the pines and 

across the green and reaches 
my side to help the others 

comforting me. 
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I've always been comforted . 

Sarah Sturtwaut 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 



WISH 

I wish I was a witch 
on my broomstick through the wind 
Flying like a horse with wings . 
I'd cast my evil spells like the hair 
in a horses tail . 

Kristin Griffin 
Grade 5 
Southside Elementary School 

INVITATION TO GO BACK IN TIME 

Come with me to Medieval times : can you imagine 
meeting King Arthur! 
We could don ourselves in golden armor and ride out on 
white stallions to meet the dragon . 
We could scream from a window in the top of a high tower, 
and wait for a brave young knight to rescue us from a 
wicked king . 
We could put on our dresses made of silk and gold 
thread and have a ball in the ballroom. 
We could stay in the kitchen and watch the cook prepare 
rabbit stew and fried dragon tongue. 
Later we could eat it on golden dishes at a long table . 
We could join King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table . 
When many princes come to marry us we could prepare an 
impossible task for them and chop their heads off one by 
one. 

Kay Dickerson 
Sea Pines Academy 
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INVITATION TO GO BACK IN TIME 

Let 's go to Africa, 
to a tribe , a 1 000 years ago! 
We could paint our faces bright , wild colors, and 

not feel embarrassed in public , 
We could do crazy things to our heads, like pierce 

our noses, flatten our lips, 
We could jiggle around and scream all we wanted , 
We could grunt , 
And it wouldn 't matter if we said please or thank you 

at the dinner pot , 
Hey, we could even blabber out pretend songs, 
Wear feathers and huge beads, and shake rattles , and 

scream intelligently -
People would even respect us if we acted like that ! 
Oh come on , let 's go ! 

T. McKinney 
Sea Pines Academy 
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NOWHERE 

Come with me nowhere, 
let 's stay right here and 
make the best of it. 
And if you don 't like 
this idea, may a wierd 
Holy man board up 
your grandmother. 
Come with me nowhere. 

Don Mobley 
Grade 11 
Chester Senior High School 



I WOULD SHOW YOU 

I would show you my bike 
and take you for a ride 
all around town 
when we are tired 
my bike and you and me 
would get a cold drink 
and rest on the fence . 

Raymond Parson 
Grade 5 
Brockman Elementary School 

SUPERNATURAL TRAVELER 

I am a supernatural traveler 
Traveling from place to place 
I am from another planet. 
I am of another race . 
I have come upon this planet 
which is as primitive as can be. 
I behold war , hate & destruction as far as my eyes can see. 
I am from the all powerful planet Nebula 157, 
2000 miles to the extreme right of Mars, 
And two m iII ion to the left of heaven . 
I will travel to this planet 's future and see what is in store 
But now that I am there , I see this planet is no more. 
They 'll have to start over again all the way from birth , 
I wonder when it 's finished , will they again call it Earth . 

Kenneth Johnson 
Holly Hill High School 
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THE INDIAN 

Sometimes in a garage 
Among twisting exhaust pipes 

he is found , 
His arms plunged in a black motor 's parts, 
The animal of old disemboweled, 
The rubberized snaking spark plug wires 
Bound like veins into a neck he grips, 
With grease spotted and smeared -

And which appears in a glistening braid 
In the queue on back of his head 
The stiff tail of hunting hair 
That is dry and partly gray. 
When he looks up, his eyes 
Are suddenly Eskimo, yellowish , 
With the seal in them , the elk 

And serpent imposed in their depth 
That he met with and worshipped then . 

At times in this Texas town 
It is a joke or odd, when the dogs 
That some scent in him draws, howl 
Till he throws them the meat, 
Or kicks them off so they cower, 
Crouch back at a distance from his feet , 
Quiet, waiting to be called. 

The farmers watch with a kind of awe 
Their dogs sitting there at his garage, 
Not too near him but not far; 
Nor could a rock break 
The intentness of their bodies. 

William Burford 

WILLIAM BURFORD, a native of Louisiana, received his B.A. degree from Amherst College and his 

M.A. and Ph .D. from The Johns Hopkins University where he was a Fulbright Scholer in French Poe

try. He has held teaching positions at Southern Methodist University, University of Texas, and Univer

sity of Montana. He has published five books of poetry and been anthologized in numerous publica
tions. 
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WHIPPOORWILL 

a hill 
a pine tree 
spicy air 
the call of the bird 
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MY SCOTLAND 

Green grass and flowers bloom 
Yellow roses fill the room 
Watching the late sun go down 
A day in the life of a small Scottish town 

Visit the park and watch all the girls 
Sip at your Whitebread and feed all the squirrels 
Walk through cathedrals that tower so high 
The people are wonderful and I think I know why 

Gaze at the clock atop the tower 
And notice you've been there more than an hour 
Somehow you seem to lose all sense of time 
Sipping the Whitebread and drinking the wine 

You stand up from your spot on the grass 
Walking back home watch the townspeople pass 
The clouds are floating slowly away 
The gentle conclusion of a long Scottish day 

Scott Bennington 
Grade 8 
Heathwood Hall 

Steve Mungo 
Grade 11 
lrmo High School 



GOING 

I am going to Hong Kong. 
I am going to South Dakota. 
I am going to Detroit. 
I am going to Chicago. 
I am going to Buffalo. 
I am going to Pittsburgh . 
I am going to Denver. 
I am going to San Diego. 
I am going to Minnesota. 
I am going to New England. 

I am going to explode 
these places. 

Eddie Mender 
Grade 5 
South Kilbourne Elementary School 

MY SIDE OF TOWN 

The streets of my side of town look 
like the ghettodump, polluted fields 
of trash where old houses have been 
torn down and condemned . Bricks lay 
around waiting to be taken . I wonder what 
they 're thinking : torn tar paper and broken 
glass, saying to the bricks I remember when 
we were together then the bricks are carried 
away off they go saying I hope that we 
can be together soon. 

Beverly Farmer 
Grade 9 
McClenaghan Junior High School 
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EVERYDAY THINGS 

A man robbing a bank 
A lady standing on a welfare line 
Rats running in your house 
People singing in church 
Your mother fixing your dinner 
Your father reading his morning paper 
You 're watching TV alone 
Your day is gone. 
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Willie Durant 
Grade 10 
Wilson High School 

POEM 

As I stroll through the mall 
Enjoying the company I'm with 
I suddenly turn to see 
An old lonely man 
Sitting mournfully on a bench 
By himself 
Watching , envying the people 
go by 
His eyes tell his sorrow 
The black pools 
Calling , yearning for someone else 

Judy Hoffmeyer 
Grade 10 
Irma High School 



POEM 

An old man stands on a street corner selling colored balloons 
wearing a WWII uniform without sleeves but with carefully polished 

medals 
His fingers wrapped around the gray rotting strings 
He stares straight ahead as it starts to snow 

BIG MAMA 

Marian Nettles 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 

I know this fat lady, or should 
I say blub 

That reminds me of a big sow 
wallowing in a pile of mud 

Her head is round as a big tin tub 
With a triple chin and pug nose or 

should I say nub 
The blub of her belly shakes if she 

just takes a deep breath 
And if she swings her hips to the 

right you would fall on the left 
It takes her a year to cross the 

street 
But what would you expect, 

lugging all that meat 

Flora Mclaughlin 
Grade 9 
Southside Junior High School 
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ODE TO ALL THE CHOPPERS IN THE WORLD 

All the choppers that are on the streets today 
I wish one would come my way. 

With their sissy bars so high 
They make me feel like jumping to touch the sky 

They are all different colors , different shapes, different makes 
They rake the ground with rolling thunder . 
Nothing at all can put them under. 

If I had a chopper I'd ride it around . 
I might even cut the muffler , Oh what a sound. 
If a chopper is built with great care 
People will sometimes just stand and stare. 
When it rains choppers sometimes get wet 
But most of the time, they ride off into the sunset . 

IN ORDER TO TRAVEL 

You must have a plan , 
You must have money, 

John Harris 
Wilson High School 

You must have a map to travel th is 
land . 
You must have money to take 
care of your kids and your honey 
You even must have gas, tires , 
and a spark plug. 
You must have water in a jug . 
In order to travel you must have 
money. 

Bobby J. 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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POEM 

People are like ants. 
Always busy, stopping only 
to bury you. 
-Sometimes 
They don't do that. 

Melody Mitchell 
Grade 7 
Colleton-Walterboro Junior High School 

A LITTLE CAFE 

Here we are in a little cafe 
Having the nicest talk of the day 
He says coffee I say tea 
He says 1 lump I say three . 

Having the nicest talk of the day, 
Everything 's going our way, 
He says 1 lump, I say three, 
He'll take coffee, I' ll take tea. 

Everything 's going our way, 
On a bright summer day, 
He 'll take coffee, I'll take tea, 
Will you take our order, please? 

On a bright summer day, 
Here we are in a little cafe 
Will you take our order please? 
He says coffee, I say tea. 

Shane Young & Sherri Hodson 
Grade 7 
Holly Hill Intermediate School 
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THE HEALTH FOOD STORE SMELLS LIKE 

POEM 

an old mill wheel 
cowhide 
a rusty tin can 
a dark musty house 
a water pipe 
ocean water in your nose 
old tennis shoe strings 
clean socks 
old washing machine 
musty books 
an unplugged refrigerator 
beach sand 
an old lady's hair-do 

Could you lend an old man 
Some money 
Fresh new money 
in my hand 
one more bottle 
Your cheapest wine please 
My corner 
all mine 

Anna Marie Holmes 
Grade 10 

Heather DeBruhl 
Grade 8 
Olympia Middle School 

Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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POEM 

The brightly-painted lady moves down the street 
A cat struts gently on her 4 soft feet . 
The woman wags her bottom with the utmost care 
The kitty 's tail is raised precariously in the air. 

Carol Donner 
Grade 11 
South Florence High School 

POEM 

gay streamers of stoplights 
painted black 
like sour dead holidays 
scarring the street with rope shadows 
like those of a gallows 

the sun hazed by rosy smog 
the blue blend ing to violet 
eyeless yet watchful 
buildings, streets , steel 
cold gaze, 
ominous 

the light gone 
the darkness awake 
al ive and knowing , 
the throb of a heartbeat 
here 

Beth Marbois 
Grade 10 
Mauldin High School 
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IMPLEMENTING POLICY 

enumerating villians 
do not neglect 
the Bishop de Landa 

unaware of fahrenheit 
he rubbled a culture 
by primitive means 

afterward in Yucatan 
the weeping Maya 
searched their books' remains 

hiding their eyes 
from tallow-flicked bodies 
swinging from trees 

ashes in the wind 
delanda recorded 
Christian duty done 

Alice Cabaniss 

ALICE CABANISS, a graduate of Winthrop College in journalism . teaches English and journalism at 

Wando High School in Mt. Pleasant , S. C. Her first collection of poems. The Dark Bus and Other Forms 

of Transport was published in 1974. Her publishing credits include The New South , South Carolina Re

view , Southern Voices and Sandlapper. She is currently preparing an article for a literary magazine 

stemming from her interview in England last year with a well-known British poet . 
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A LEAF 

a leaf is a map 
with cities on it 
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AS LEAVES ON THE SIDEWALK 

It is the fuzzy silence 
it breathes on your neck 
in the silence and scared 
loneliness. It follows on the 
sidewalk, behind you , 
looming not to be seen. 
It may quietly slip in 
when reassurance slips down and 
away, out into the black night. 
It inhabits the corridors 
of men 's minds. 
It scars the innocent soul , 
living and feeding like 
cancer where its seeds are 
dropped in childhood . 
Every footstep we take it 
flows into. 
Man builds it as he explores. 
It takes what is not its own 
It follows, it waits . 

Don Johnson 
Grade 2 

Donald Hottel 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 

Brockman Elementary School 



LIFE IS 

Like a bowl of pecans, they roll and 
roll but nothing happens. 

Like a hungry stomach , it 's mad. 
Like a rubber ball it has its up 's 

and down 's. 
Like a balloon it always ends up 

popping . 
Like a run down person, out of breath. 
Like a book with a wrong ending. 
Like a television with a burnt out 

tube . 
Like dust floating in the air it 

has no meaning . 

POEM 

Douglas Munn 
Grade 7 
Kershaw Middle School 

This time, this minute, right now; 
there 's going to be a great change. 
With a wiggle of my toe and the 
magic words scat a do, at a do 
that a do , and this a do, I will 
change the world . Zap 0 , it 's a 
new world . Have you noticed? 

Jackie Swanson 
Holly Hill High School 
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WATERFALL 

A waterfall 
with water running 
over the rock 
and white water 
running down 
from the mountain , 
coming down, 
streaming all over 
the place, 
gone down 
to the lowland, 

Boniva Moore 
Grade 4 
Gifford-Luray School 
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MY SOUL GROWS 

my soul grows 
and it looks like a tree 
10,000 feet in a minute 
Mr. Giant 
it 's a pine cone tree 
in my front yard 

Walter Smith 
Grade 5 
Watkins Elementary School 



THINKING ABOUT A DOG 

As I wonder about Bessie 
who is my uncle's dog , 
would kill roaches and 
line them in a row. 

Prince Brown 
Grade 5 
Jonesville Elementary School 

HAIR 

Each hair 
Magnified is a 
Tiny golden river 
A sliver 
of sun 
Together 
A shimmering , shivering sheet 
Of chestnut , gold , ebony or silver 
A waterfall 
Frozen 
Yet alive. 

Miranda Ottewell 
Grade 7 
Greenville Middle School 
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FRISBEE 

I am a frisbee. I always 
get these terrible headaches 
my head spins round and 
round then WHAM-0 
I hit the ground. 

Marc Williams 
Grade 8 
Moore Junior High School 

A MIRACLE 

Once there was a bud , 
And I never knew when it would unfold. 
And one day it happened, 

a miracle. 

THE HORSESHOE 

There is a horseshoe all brown with rust 
that is down in the cellar full of dust 
that is on our farm with a barn of gray 
like the sweater I wear on a cold winter 's day. 
Who will wear this horseshoe, a beautiful 
black stallion or a golden palomino? Who will 
wear it, do you know? 
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Mike Lindler 
Grade 6 
Fulmer Middle School 

Maria Cook 
Grade 4 
Gifford-Luray School 



DUCK 

Skin between the toes, 
And a very long nose. 
Under the water and up again, 
he goes at the grain . 

John Eady 
Grade 4 
Gifford-Luray School 

TAKING CORN OFF THE COB 

I like taking corn off the cob . 
It hurts when you turn the 
steel handle. 

Taking off the leaves that cover the 
corn and get a bucket full of corn 
and feed it to the ch ickens, 
and get a bucket full of water 
and corn and feed it to the turkeys. 

Then pick corn and put it in the 
steel and wooden machine 
and feed the cobs to the pigs or hogs. 

Then go in the house 
and eat some corn 
for supper . 

George Cannon 
Grade 4 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 
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WHAT MAKES ME HAPPY 

Babies that coo 
Just like you 
The petals of flowers 
Me and my powers 
Drawing things 
Playing games 
Riding horses 
Changing voices 
I like choices 
No work at school 
Swimming in a pool 
Piggy back rides 
Tour guides 
Snow when it is new 
And the sound of BOO! 
Nibby-Jibbes too 

FEELING THE RIDE 

Suzanne Hellams 
Grade 3 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

Some things I love to do are motorcycling. 
I like to feel the controls clutched in my hands 
And the rumble of the seat beneath me 
With the cool breeze blowing on my face in summer 
And everytime I change gears the quick jerk of it 
Like a fun ride at the county fair 
And while riding at night I like the way 
My light pierces the night 
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Henry Jones 
Grade 9 
McClenaghan Junior High School 



MY BIKE AND I 

I'm so good I can ride my bike around the paths in two minutes flat 
I can jump the 15 foot creeks, pop wheelies going over hills , walk 
the cat up a fallen tree over a 50 foot deep creek with no hands. 
I'm so good me and my bike can out ride anyone on the street . 

Anne Halford 
Grade 8 
Heathwood Hall 

THINGS THAT I LIKE 

I like the feeling of when 
you peel dried glue off your hands. 

I like to listen to a dried leaf 
that fell off the tree 
when you step on it. 

I like to taste things that 
are real sour like Sour Tarts. 

I like to blow big bubbles 
from bubble gum when it 
pops all over your face . 

I like to scratch an itch 
bite and keep the rhythm. 

Charlotte Soutter 
Grade 5 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 
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UPON HALF-VIEWING A FILM ON DROUGHT IN AFRICA 

Through th in eye sl its, 
I manage to view the pl ight 
of zebras, li ons and leopards 
who seek old water holes 
find bowls of dust instead 
and are reduced to chalky 
sculptures 
in a gallery of sand . 

I have to cheat, not look 
at closeup shots of c lusterin g f li es 
on faces of children paper thin , 
too weak to li ft thei r hands. 

With my eyes closed , I am aware 
that from these bony babies 
skeleton mothers clutch tight 
there comes no sound at all. 
Starv ing ch ildren do not cry, 
they only stare. 

Grace Beacham Freeman 
From NO COSTUMES OR MASKS 

GRACE BEACHAM FREEMAN's collection of poetry. No Costumes or Masks is 1n 1ts second printing . 

The Rock Hill poet has pu blished recently 1n The New Republic, South Carolina Review. Southern 

Poetry Review and Poet Lore wh1ch awarded her its Stephen Vincent Benet Award in the fall. She 

serves as Consu ltant in Poetry Therapy with the Gaston (N.C.) Mental Health Center and has recently 

co-directed a music-poetry workshop in Iowa . 
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THE COLOR RED 

Red is a king , 
ruler over all , 
most powerful color 
in the world . 

Red is the devil , 
underminer of good, 
always there 
and waiting . 

Red is danger, 
calling out, warning 
everyone of what 
is to come. 

Red is blood , 

RED 

Listen 
I hear a drummer 
A drummer playing red 
Red is beautiful 
Play red . 

highway system of the body, 
and when war comes, 
red is the ground 
and the hands of man . 

Ted Neely 
Grade 8 

Rita Banks 
Grade 6 
Sanders Middle School 

Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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THE WORLD 

Red 
is crazy all over the air it 's in the 
sky forever and ever and sometimes 
it's good and sometimes its bad. 

Silver 
is on the ground and always will 
be it gets stomped on , romped on but 
it's still there . 

Green 
are the trees that stand tall 
they get cut down, sawed down but 
they never stop growing . 

Yellow 
is very bright on blue sky days 
and if you stand in it you will 
get burned . 

SILVER, THE HARD ONE 

Darren Peterson 
Grade 6 
Sanders Middle School 

Silver tastes smooth , 
Sounds like the gritting of 
your teeth ; 
You hardly see it except 
on metal days when you 
feel hard . 

Melissa Kirk 
Grade 6 
Sanders Middle School 
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BLACK AND YELLOW 

Black and yellow 
as a bee flying through 
a field of daisies 
Where he spots on 
the way a bunch 
of honey suckles 
and stays for honey 
and nectar, then 
flies away 
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Cheryl Polanski 
Grade 6 
Fulmer Middle School 

POEM 

The color yellow makes me feel 
like keeping clean 
and not acting silly. 
Yellow makes me feel 
tall as a giant 
but sometimes it makes me feel 
short as an ant. 

Michael Merck 
Grade 6 
Clover Middle School 



WHAT IS BROWN 

Brown is the color of 
a turtle 's back. Brown 
is a freckle. Brown mold. 
Brown is feelings you 
get inside. Brown is 
comfortable 

As Love. 

Brenda Brown 
Grade 6 
Jonesville Elementary School 

PAST AND FUTURE 

Forget about our blue past , 
Forget the yellow and black 
nights of yesteryear. 
Start a new bright orange 
day, 
start over for a new yellow 
summer, 
a black and white winter, 
a green and red fall , 
a blooming psychedelic spring . 
Forget the black past and 
begin a colorful future. 

Teresa Smith 
Grade 6 
Fulmer Middle School 
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VOWEL WORLD 

Red A, yellow E, Black I, green 0 , silver U 
and sometimes white Y 
First graders live in the confusing 
World of vowels 

Red A apples for lunch , and the 
Cafeteria lady who is always in a rush 
Yellow E doorways, inviting daydreamers 
To come play in the sunlight 
Black I, when things go wrong , or 
The black eye the bully gave you yesterday 
Green 0 , circles of trees and grass 
Where patrol boys keep you from walking 
Silver U, never much thought about, 
Except when secrets are being told 
And bothersome, confusing , sometimes 
White Y, that can turn into a blue 

consonant. 

PURPLE ONION 

Sara Lee Meador 
Grade 12 
Chester Senior High School 

A drop of blood collects on the surgeon 's knife . 
A lone strand of hair sprouts from a bald head . 
A child embarrassed in his lack of knowledge. 
A worm struggling to leave an apple. 
Blood gorged leaches leave the carcass . 
And an ancient red-faced Indian with 
crackling skin surveys the sky. 
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Robert Fisher 
Spartanburg High School 



PURPLE ONION 

Red hot mama 
with a slender rope danglin ' 

from your ever-lovin ' head. 
I never knew another 

that was bad enough 
to make a grown man cry! 

Delbert Miller 
Spartanburg High School 

COLOURSCHEME 

Blue Green Flake Skin 
White heat lakeside 
dark skies , maroon and violet 
Bright eyes , silver moonlight 

White heat lakeside 
Indigo heartbeat 
Bright eyes , silver moonlight 
metal grey mindwaves 

Indigo heartbeat 
orange breath flame torch 
metal grey mindwaves 
splintered black nightscape 

orange breath flame torch 
Blue Green Flake Skin 
splintered black nightscape 
dark skies , maroon and violet 

Mike Sindler 
Camden High School 
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PANTOUM 

What I say will not make sense 
noth ing matters to the bird in plaid att ire 
Because green elephants never shave 
I hope you know that by now 

nothing matters to the bird in plaid attire 
remember, four-door bananas are safer 
I hope you know that by now 
Believe me, this is wisdom 

remember, four-door bananas are safer 
acorns will not fall if the rooster is fenced in 
Believe me, this is wisdom 
to write a " wrong " structure is necessary so the " wrong " will 

be written right 

Acorns will not fall if the rooster is fenced in 
What I say will not make sense 
to write a " wrong " structure is necessary so the " wrong " will 

be written right 
because green elephants never shave 

AN ORANGE 

His seedy thoughts 

Forrest Halford 
Camden High School 

Rested among layered memories. 
Sourness 
has pitted his sk in. 
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Sandy Sanders 
Spartanburg High School 



ORANGE 

A pock-faced man sits roundly 
Scars scattered over his face. 
Inside he is sweet and colorful 
and taken apart 
he is all smiles. 

Karen Ferreri 
Spartanburg High School 

BUS DRIVER BLUES 

I dread only 1 day at a time 
Early morning sun 
All the yellow school buses parked in a row 
And sometimes it rains 

Early morning sun 
Fire in ever glassed eyes burning bright 
and sometimes it rains 
And the windshield gets foggier 

Fire in ever glassed eyes burning bright 
The omni present police watching closely, hiding 
And the windshield gets foggier 
Oh what fun 

The omni present police watching closely, hiding 
I dread only 1 day at a time 
Oh what fun 
All the yellow school buses parked in a row 

Chris Jones 
Camden High School 
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RELAXATION 

So gay on your lovely head 
The hat cradles the specialty 
Of the house brand new 
And hedged with the flowers 
Of the past we have somehow 
Got through. If night 
Should fold in on us 
here in the day dripping 
Down the fire-escapes toward 
The ground like poetry 
In search of the common man 
In all things, smoky and 
Vapid insight coming near 
To what I can 't keep my eyes 
Off, the fragile jaws 
Of antique I ife , a fretfu I 
Crowd of messages delivered 
Long ago in the pouring rain 

Then night would find us 
As we are , bright lives 
Dancing in the somber light 
Of history, shiny penc ils 
At the edge of things. 

Dick Gallup 
From WHERE I HANG MY HAT 
(Harper and Row, 1970) 

DICK GALLUP was born in Greenfield. Massachusetts in 1941 . He is the author of three books of poe

try : Hinges, The Bingo , and Where I Hang My Hat. He has been anthologized in such works as Air. 

Earth, Fire and Water and New American Poetry. In addition, he has received grants from the Academy 

of Arts and Letters , Creative Artists Public Service Program and the Poets Foundation of New York 

City. 
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RED AND BLUE 

Red is hate and anger that 
comes between a tiger chasing 
his bloody supper. 
Blue is friendship of you 
and your next door neighbor 
sharing your red wagon and his 
race car tracks. 
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Daron Hollingsworth 
Grade 5 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 

ON THE HILL 

A hill with mashed yellow flowers where 
Boys had been climbing up with brown toy guns with joy 
They were playing army on the sandy dune next to 
the hill where the mashed sad drooping flowers were 
There was a red apple that had fallen from the tree 
One of the jealous boys threw the apple at another 
He was jealous because he had a green army hat 

Brad Jordan 
Grade 6 
Lewisville Middle School 



REALITY 

The brown wedged mountain 
Spying itself in the crystal lake 
Trees in deep brown robes dancing in the icy wind . 
Green leaves with red leaves mates dancing in the crystal lake 
Then nothing! Stars floating down toward me 
Someone or thing laughing 
Wild dogs in my childhood racing toward me ... 
All in the back of my mind. 
Blackness ! I open my eyes and I'm in a crystal casket 
With fiery-eyed skeletons laugh ing down at me with daggers 

trying to stab me. 
What is imagination when it turns into Reality? 

MY DADDY 

Meigan Tyner 
Grade 7 
Holly Hi// Intermediate School 

I feel sad that my Daddy died . 
We 'd go all over and play outside. 
I was two years old when my Daddy died . 
But he 's coming back , I sighed. 
I know he's here, he 's in my heart. 
The beginning of him is at a good start. 

Kelli Cobb 
Grade 2 
Westminster Elementary School 
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HAUNT, HAUNT 

Inside there's something going on . 
I feel like a worm that's just been cut 
into. There's no name for it. I 
can't even name something for it. 
I try to think of something else, 
but my mind says "No, No, not until 
you think of a name for me, 
the haunt, haunt. " Then I say 
"That's a name." But my mind says 
" No, No. That's the name I said ." 
Then I put my hands on my eyes. 
And things go around and 
around in my mind. 

MY LOVE 

Rita Capps 
Grade 4 
Northside Elementary School 

My love is a dream I like the best. 
It shines in the bright, bright morning 
light. I love my love oh yes I do. 
This morning I got up and I heard my 
love singing . 
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Jackie 
Grade 2 
Westminster Elementary School 



REFLECTIONS ON THINGS THAT GO BUMP IN THE NIGHT 

In evil eye, in pastel 
impending doom, 

It's crawling 
up the wall 
around the window , 

shadow hidden , and gory gruesome 
growls of garish 

gaiety -
it speaks in threatening nature 

in the creeping 
Halloweening 

no one seeing 
fear . 

Down deep in shiver, lay beneath 
the sheets 

Till mother comes , and 
morning falls through 

the glass which 
served as host 

the night before to such a strange 
and achromatic being -

Make way for that the mind sends out 
to vex your simple 

sanity . 

Kathy Dowds 
Wando High School 
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POEM 

As I went to sleep 
I had a dream 
about big ugly monsters 
eating whip cream . 

With my curiosity 
I had to go see 
what that pile 
of white stuff could be. 

At my surprise 
they picked me up 
and swallowed me down 
in one big gulp. 

I did not know 
what to do 
until he swallowed 
my friends too . 

We all sat down 
and made a plan 
we climbed up his throat 
and then ran . 

The monster chased us 
down the street 
finally he gave up 
cause he was beat. 

I was so glad 
when I woke up 
and felt by my feet 
my little pup. 

Peter Hyman 
Grade 9 
West Florence High School 



RABBITS 

LU 

Lu is a dog 
as soft as the 
silky lines of 
the milkweed pod , 
as sweet as a 
newborn baby. 
Running through the 
house she sounds 
like someone beating 
on a desk with their 
fingernails . 
Her brown eyes will 
look at you with haste 
and in a moment she 
will cuddle up to 
you like a stuffed 
animal. Brown as 
oil she 
nibbles at your fingers 
with playfulness 
in her mind . 
Her soft wet 
nose touches your 
cheek now you know 
it 's Lu . 

I got two rabbits and one of them 
is Brownie and the other one is 
Spotted and Spotted is pregnant and 
Brown ie chases her. 

Thomas Dew 
Grade 4 

Mike Penland 
Grade 6 
Sanders Middle School 

Bennettsville Intermediate School 
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FOX NOSE 

Fox nose 
prowling around 
scavenging, 

Chicken feathers 
decorate his nose 
like ornaments on 
a Christmas tree; 

Rabbits run 
Squirrels scatter 

They fear the glowing 
hunter . 
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Bowe Moorman 
Grade 7 
Heathwood Hall 

CATFIRE! 

A playful claw , a scratch, a flame
Catfire! 
A tongue of flickering fiery light 
Splits the dark of dreary night 
A lithe black shadow glides 
With feline grace out 

of 
sight. 

Miranda Ottewell 
Grade 7 
Greenville Middle School 



THE RABBIT, AS SEEN 
IN THE EYES OF A BOBCAT 

Having crouched for seeming eternity, 
The hunger pangs come more frequently. 
My prey, the rabbit , moves cautiously. 
Then , catching my scent, he must flee . 
I chase him as he darts and swerves. 
I feel the tension in his nerves. 
Fear and panic , in him not waning , 
His heart will burst, for I am gaining . 
Then he slips and I seize my food 
As loud squeals pierce the wood . 
Throughout him runs the fear 
Of knowing that his end is near. 
Stiff with shock , there he lies ; 
A delicious morsel before my eyes. 
I rip his flesh and taste his blood. 
I toss bones and fur into the mud . 
The sun has set, now rises the moon . 
Full now, hunger will come soon , so soon . 

Steve Covington 
Grade 12 
Marlboro Academy 

RAIN DEER 

In the forest there is a fawn 
That sleeps very quietly by a large pond . 
The mother is off hunting for food. 
The mother is in a very happy mood 

because her little fawn is a Rain Deer. 

Scott McElroy 
Grade 4 
Bennettsville Intermediate School 
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MOZART: QUARTET IN D MAJOR, K 575- 20. MVT. 

The porcelain lady stands 
in the shadow of the closing door ; 

a tear glazes her alabaster eye, 
begins the soft descent. 

Her anxious hand holding 
a fancy napkin , 

the damask hankie begins unfolding 
plane by plane, in soft angles, 
the cloth a gentle pantomine 

of tear . 
The porcelain lady smiles 

in veiled despair. 
We leave her there, frozen -

tear and kerchief hanging languorously 
in the shadow 

of the closing 
door. 

Bryan Lindsay 

BRYAN LINDSAY received his Ph.D. in Fine Arts and Humanities from George Peabody College, 

Nashville, Tennessee. He has published in numerous magazines and journals, including Foxfire , Ann 

Arbor Review, Epos , and Poetry Review. He is currently Associate Professor of Humanities at Con

verse College, Spartanburg , South Carolina and wi ll assume the presidency of the National Associ

ation for Humanities Education (NAHE) in October, 1976. 
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UNTITLED 

All by herself but really never lonely 
Sitting by a window stroking a cat 
She listens for visitors, waiting and ready 
Her silver hair tight against her head 
And her loose little dress on her thin little body. 
Her house is cluttered with memories of old 
And pictures of friends. 
Memories come in short blurry blasts 
As she watches and waits for friends 
Whom she waits to come past. 

THE CAT LADY 

Cindy Hickman 
Grade 7 
Lakeview Middle School 

She keeps to herself, never smiling , 
Never stopping to wave or speak . 
She tends to her cats, hundreds of them , 
Feeding them ; watching them ; scolding them. 

Her hair is gray, her skin wrinkled , 
Her clothes are old and torn . 
She stays in her house, sitting , waiting ; 
Waiting for a catfight, her only excitement. 

She never looks, never speaks, 
Stays only with her cats. 
And if you come upon her in the dark , 
Beware! For she is known to be a witch. 
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Mary Grether 
Grade 8 
Laurens Jr. High School 



DO YOU KNOW 

Do you know how it feels when you 're 
All alone at home, you go to your 
Room and sit there, the windows 
Creaking , the house settling down , 
The sink is dripping , and you keep 
Tripping over the pans in the hall 
That hold more rain than is outside, 
The dog is barking , the cat 
Is meowing over the loud beating 
On the roof . 

RUNAWAY 

Quietly , through the night 

Angie Gibson 
Robin Roach 
Grade 5 
Gignilliat Park Elementary School 

a small shadow lept the fence , 
then was gone. 

Quietly, through the dark of the night 
I heard a whimpering of a dog . 
The dog , a bruised and beaten fellow , 
never knew what kindness meant. 

He ran away from man and master. 
Sometimes we do the same. 

Deborah Crenshaw 
Grade 7 
Laurens Jr. High School 
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"THE MEETING"* 

People meet without really meeting . 
The first arrivals got the chairs. 
The others stood crossly, and their feet melt 
Because they had no more use for them , 
No where else to go . 
Bags covering their stolen identities 
Because they 're afraid the owners may recognize them . 
No one is himself anymore. 
They 're afraid of being called different. 
But if one does nothing , one can 't be called strange 
So they sit. 
And the back of the chair pokes a lady's spine 
But she doesn 't complain . 
She grips the table . 
Her breathing sounds loud in the bag . 
All through the desert, breathing is the only sound . 
Except an occasional whine from a dog . 

Allison Broadway 
Spartanburg High School 

· Based on a painting by Philip Curtis 

A WOMAN I KNOW 

We call her a witch 
because she 's all twitch . 
She moves with a jerk 
as she works in the house. 
And when she comes out 
even the crows fly about! 
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Diane Davis 
Grade 7 
Fulmer Middle School 



YOU AND AN OLD FRIEND 

Clothes on the line 
People steal some of the socks. 

You ask for them back and 
they get very mad. 

You call a patrolman and 
she tells him she don 't 
have them . 

So the patrolman leaves and 
it gets night. 

So she thinks and then 
she throws them under 
the trailer. 

You get them back and 
ask her why she throws 
them under the trailer. 

She says she didn 't that 
we just did find them. 

Loretta Garner 
Grade 7 
Tanglewood Middle School 

MY TEACHER THE PUPPET 

he tries to make us think he's alive 

Anonymous 
Spring Valley High School 
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SECOND GRADE TEACHER 

My teacher in second grade was like a 
cake with whipped topping . 
She was very nice and wore a sweet fragrance 
just like a blooming blossom growing in the wind . 
Her hair was curled. 
Her reaction to children was like a bag 
of candy handed over to a little child . 
So I guess the best way I could say 
what she was like 
is like a shining new bike. 

Teresa Chavis 
Grade 6 
Fulmer Middle School 

THE BEAUTIFUL OLD WOMAN 

As she sits in her chair knitt ing with a f ire going , 
I remember all the stories she had told me. 

She rocks slowly with little w isps 
of white hair falling down from 
her tight bun . 
As she moves I see the weariness , the wrinkles on her 
face and the wisdom . 
But when spr ing comes , there 's a twinkle in her eye. 
And a new, different story with every flower she plants . 
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Tommy Newman 
Grade 6 
Woodruff Junior High School 



POEM 

He felt my hip 
he said he loves me 
Jive Turkey! 

He messes with another girl 
but he says he loves me 
Jive Turkey! 

Shake him up. shake him down 
he lied to me. dump him on the ground 
Jive Turkeyl 

Squeaker 
Lottie Burden 
Barbara Young 
Cynthia Pringle 
Lower Richland High School 

POEM 

Our meeting was blessed by the 
Saints in Heaven. 
She is my Hindenburg and I'm her 
747. 

Ernie Mahaffy 
Grade 12 
Irma High School 
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A NICE POEM 

In the middle of yesterday I wrote a poem 
A poem about Michael 
In the middle of the poem it was insulting to Michael 's heart 
In the middle of my heart I didn 't mean for it to be insulting 
It made him mad. 
I had to run for my life. 
I didn 't mean to hurt his feelings 
But in the middle of my heart he is my best friend . 
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Nehemiah Johnson 
Grade 6 
Lewisville Middle School 

MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR. 

Has anyone seen my friend Martin? 
Has anyone seen where he 's gone? 
He was a good man-
He freed Negroes from Jim Crow Laws, 
He started sit-ins-
He started a march from one state to another . 
He was the leader of many civil rights. 
Martin Luther King was a good man-
He stepped right down from the promised land . 
He saved Negroes from Jim Crow Jaws, 
And Negroes were free , and people were happy, 
And everybody knew , including me. 

John T. Fields 
Grade 4 
Gifford-Luray School 



THE CONVERSATION 

Yesterday Francis Marion , President Ford, Betsy Ross , George Wash
ington and Martin Luther King were talking. 

Francis Marion said , " I was called the Swamp Fox in my days because I 
was sly as a fox. I could even turn into a bird and go squawk and keep 
squawking. " 

Then Betsy Ross said , "I am proud of myself. I made the first flag . It had 
13 stars and 13 stripes. It was red and white ." 

George Washington cut in , " I am proud too . I was the father of our coun
try and the first president. I could always go through the night." 

Martin Luther King was next, " I am proud and I am glad , because I won 
the Nobel Peace Prize. I voted for civil rights. 
And I led the blacks." 

President Ford stood up proudly and said , " I wasn 't called the Swamp 
Fox, I didn 't make the first flag , I didn't win a Peace Prize , I wasn 't the 
first President. But I have nothing that lacks. " 

SLAVE 

Kimberly Wiggins 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 

For years Blacks were slaves 
slavery took them to their graves 
it will make anybody cry 
to think of the way our Black people died. 
If you are Black- Please Be Proud 
even if whites are in the crowd . 
I am Black , and I feel good 
But I don 't 
when my mother reminds me of her childhood. 

Rod Brown 
Gaillard Elementary School 
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ARCHER 

Where is the word to lead the words of all 
to those words which are true? The arrow others 
would have shot if their minds had been strung 
or if their minds were not too tight to draw? 

For I would bend , curve and recurve , 
no part of me direct, rebounding in myself, 
mocked and mockery, fluctuating (wish wash ). 

They shall be elaborately aligned 
with static fields of force , stabilized 
by the stress. silent until they break . 

I shall bend first , I shall flex and reflex , 
I shall be an instrument of motion . resonating . 
I shall be out of line and hum thereby 
a sound sufficient for the needs of someone. 

Arthur Lumpkin 

AR TH UR H LUMPKIN has published in Contemporary Review (England ). Hollins Critic. Sewanee Re

view. and Lyric and rece1ved numerous honors and awards for student work at the University o f the 

South (Sewanee . Tennessee) and the Un1versity o f South Caro lina in Columbia. He is currently 

enrolled 1n the Ph 0 program at the Un1vers1ty o f South Carolina 
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JUST LIKE MARTIN 

I tried to climb up a mountaintop 
to see if I could find Martin 
but when I got there 
they told me he was forgotten 
I tried to strive for freedom 
just like Martin did 
but whenever I spoke 
my enemies would close my lid 
just like Martin. 

BLACKS IN BI-CENTENNIAL AMERICA 

It was 1776 when America was 
Free. Lord , but it was 1863 before 

she freed me, I was proud to be 
Living on earth , when I was left 

to be free, Lord , No More - Misery 
No more Pain , No More Slavery for me. 

Now it's 1976, we the Black 
People are doing fine . What 
Privilege the other man has can 
also be mine. Lord , I'm so proud to be me. 

Sheryl Geigler 

Jackie Rouse 
Wando High School 

Belleville Junior High School 
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THE SLAVE 

A man with no life to live 
of his own 
A man that could not just get up 
and be gone 
This man could not live a life 
that was free 
for he was kept in captivity 
He was not free to speak what he wished 
He could not do anything 
not even go fish 

You ask him how does he live this way 
He tells you it 's hell every night and day 
You ask him why doesn 't he run away 
for the dogs will get him 
before the very first day 
You ask him was he even a free man 
He tells you someday I wish 
that maybe I can 

Doug Dukes 
St. Stephen Middle School 

TWO HUNDRED YEARS AGO TODAY 

200 years ago today a man said 
the ballot is stronger than the bullet 
and a person shot him dead . 

Troy Lowman 
Grade 7 
Fulmer Middle School 
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AMERICAN PEOPLE 

Old George could , 
Never tell a lie. 

He kept this motto , 
till the day he died. 

Betsy Ross made 
our first flag . 

It was so beautiful 
Without one little snag. 

Paul Revere rode through 
The night warning us that 
The British were coming. 
But on his trip his horse 

ran away and Paul stood 
by the road thumbing . 

Clara Barton started the 
Red Cross for people in aid. 
And these people help others, 

and don 't even get paid . 

George Washington Carver 
Invented things with the peanut 
And just think when he was 

little he lived in a hut. 

Florence Nightingale was 
a famous nurse 

When she died , they took 
her away in a hearse . 

Alexander Graham Bell 
invented the telephone. 

You can talk to someone 
right from home. 

These are some people , 
who made America what , 

it is TODAY!! 
That 's why I say to you America 
Happy Birthday!! 

Tina Shafer 
Belleville Junior High School 



AMERICA, AMERICA 

America, America don 't spread 
your trash on me. 

With your bottles and cans , 
and your paper and pans, 

With your cups and jars , 
and your smoke from your cars , 

With your rockets and trains , 
and your factories and planes, 

America! America! Use your Brains. 

John Reames 
Michael Mack 
Belleville Junior High School 

FREEDOM OF AMERICA 

Wouldn 't this old world be better 
If folks we meet would say, " I 
Know something good about you ," 
And treat us just that way. 

Wouldn't it be fine and dandy 
If each handclasp, fond and true, 
Carried with it this assurance " I 
Know something good about you ." 

Wouldn 't life be lots more happy 
If the good that 's in us all , were 
The only things about us that folks 
bothered to recall? 

Wouldn 't life be lots more happy 
If we praised the good we see 
For there 's such a lot of goodness 
In the worst of you and me. 

Wouldn 't it be nice to practice 
That fine way of thinking , too? 
" You know something good about 
Me. I know something good about you. " 

Patricia Baxter 
Belleville Junior High School 
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TWO HUNDRED YEARS AGO TODAY 

The woodmill called up George. 
Your teeth are ready now 
We have them nice and shiney 
Shinier than your little hiney. 
But you must put paste wax 
Every day 
Or you will get a bad decay. 
Then you w ill have to chop 'em out 
With a bird 
With a very long snout. 
If you take care of them 
Oh, yes we will 
We will put your picture 
On a dollar bill. 

Curt Railey 
Grade 7 
Fulmer Middle School 

TWO HUNDRED YEARS AGO TODAY 
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200 years ago today 

George Washington was making 
his 354th attempt throwing a silver 
dollar across the river. 

200 years ago today 

His soldiers learned to swim . 

Ruth Neese 
Grade 8 
Fulmer Middle School 



TODAY I FEEL 

like sawing down a tree 
and using my mouth. Today I feel 
like reading the Bible. Today I feel 
like telling Mr. Washington to chop 
down the cherry tree again . 

Anonymous 
Northside Elementary School 

BETSY ROSS 

It was early one morning at five o 'clock , she was 
there knitting in the dark . Her daughter was 
there trying to make the best , but all 
she did was make a big mess. 

She was making a flag 
from an old piece of rag. 
Her hand got tired , her hand got sore , 
till she could no longer do any more. 

When she felt the sun in her eyes 
before she could notice 
the hours went by . 

Nehemiah Milford 
Grade 8 
St. Stephen Middle School 
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BEST WISHES 

Best Wishes from the children of 
seventy-six 

We are your children all matched 
and all mixed 

We sing to your spirit 
Write poems of your life 
Of your past and your present 
Made of very much strife 
Of your mountains and valleys 
And your plains and plateaus 

How far you will travel 
Only you know 

I AM A BLACK ROSE 

I am a black rose. 
I smell sweet. 
I am round. 
I am regal. 
I am a precious pearl. 
People call me 
a sweet little girl. 
I am a soft song . 

Jeff Jones 
Belleville Junior High School 

I feel like a saxophone 
playing quiet, cute, and long . 
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Jennifer Lee 
Grade 4 
Gaillard Elementary School 



LOVE LOVE LOVE 

that's what it's 
all about that 's what 
it's all about. 

Lisa Long 
Grade 3 
Watkins Elementary School 

POEM 

Slowly walking through the grass 
eaten away by the thundering 
hooves of young men who run as free 
and quick as horses. 
Memories of past glories 
that burn as bright as a candle 
and disappear as quickly as 
the breeze blows out the light. 
Moments deep in my mind 
as footprints imbedded 
in sidewalk cement. 

Flash-
The young gladiators battle 

in controlled frenzy below 
the false man-made light. 

Flash-
The burning pain 

of a knee hanging like 
torn curtains in a great hall. 

Chris Perkins 
Grade 12 
Irma High School 
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FATHER, MOTHER 

When my father in me screamed the day, 
my mother in me wept the night. 
When my father in me stormed the sky , 
my mother in me walked the earth . 
When my father in me moved to th ink, 
my mother in me stopped to feel. 
When my father in me died in burn , 
my mother in me lived in freeze. 
When my father in me ached to say , 
my mother in me hurt to hear. 
When my father in me found the mind , 
my mother in me lost the heart. 
When my father in me screamed the day, 
my mother in me wept the night. 

Thomas McClanahan 

THOM AS McCLANAHAN is currently servmg as Project TAP School Arts Coordmator as well as a 

poet m the schools. He received hiS Ph.D. m English from the Univers1ty of South Carol1na m 1975 

where he was a teaching assistant 1n the Departments of English and Philosophy For h1s short stories 

and poetry . wh1ch have appeared in such publications as Phoenix. Grassroots . and South Carolina 

Review . McClanahan has won several pnzes and awards. 
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POEM 

Hey, Harley Davidson . Want to take 
me for a spin? You 're soft to the touch 
gentle yet tough- like a man . Oh , I'm 
sorry . I forgot. You are a man. So you 
think you go 120 m.p.h. Well , Mother said 
never to go out with a fast guy . . . I'm glad 
you like my perfume- you smell nice too , 
all sooty and husky. 

MY ROSE 

Frances Prevatt 
Grade 11 
West Florence High School 

In the spring he was a rose 
beautiful , with the touch 
of velvet, 
towering above the paths 
of dandelions 
giving joy to me as I gazed 
upon him. 
And yet as the summer 
sun sat low into the painted sky 
and the silent snow glided 
to the earth I ike shooting 
stars , 
my life was changed by 
drooping petals , leaving 
only a single thorn in 
my side. 
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Debbie Ricketts 
Grade 12 
Irma High School 



MY NEW PURPLE SHOES 

My new purple shoes been 
amazin the people next door 
and my rock-and-roll 45 's been 
enraging the people on the lower floor . 

I got a way with girls on my block 
try my best to be a real individual 
and when we go down to the 
smokies and rock they line up 
like it's some kinda ritual. 

Just give me a good guitar 
and you can say that my hair 's a disgrace 
or just find me an open car 
I' ll make the speed of light out 
of this place. 

Stanley Presnell 
Grade 9 
Cleveland Junior High School 

THINGS I LIKE BEST 

I like apple sauce, Santa Claus, 
bicycle riding and sharks named Jaws. 
I like oranges, apples, pears, 
grapes and grizzley bears . 
I like flowers, grass and trees, 
butterflies and honeybees. 

Group Poem 
Grade 4 
Northside Elementary School 

117 



POEM 

Every time I try to do a graceful swan 
dive into the pool of love 

ODE TO TENNIS SHOES 

The last time I saw you 
You were exhausted . 

I bellyflop instead. 

Both of you had lost your glow. 
Born in England 
You ran through Carolina 
And though often without strings 
You served me well. 
I tell Joe and Bill Earth Shoe 
About you often . 
Has it really been two years? 

Anonymous 
Estill Middle School 
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Jan Freeman 
Grade 12 
Irma High School 



THE MYSTERY OF SOUL 

What is soul in our world today? 
Oh! It's just a word some people say. 
Is it a feeling deep down within? 
Or is it a slang used now and then? 
Is it the musician 's note that sounds so sweet 
Or is it the hand shake when two Brother 's meet. 
What is soul in a Black Man 's heart? 
Oh! It 's just confidence playing a part. 
Is it drugs that plague the lives of youth , 
Or is it the lonely ones that seek the truth? 
Is it the preacher 's sermon on the Sabbath Day, 
Or is it the glory of digesting what he has to say? 
What is soul to our Mom and Dad? 
Only a feeling to smile when happy and cry when sad . 
Does Black mean soul and soul alone 
Or does it come from a source unknown? 
Do clenched fists and hep slang represent true 
soul? Or are these people like sheep lost in a fold? 
What is Soul to the white races of our 
time? 
It means nothing to him and he pays it no 
mind . 
The mystery of soul may never be solved 
But if we are true Americans we have to 
become involved . To get involved we pray , dream 
and sing. Keep the faith Brother and Sister 
and do your own thing . 

Anonymous 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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When I'm running the lathe 
It 's like the whole world is in my hands 
No mistakes are wanted , just a good 
Turn out , in the job, perfect! 
When I push the lever down , 
It 's like I've done my best, 
The machine stops and the world is stopped 
Just waiting for me to start it up the next day. 
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Eddie Mclnvaille 
Grade 10 
Lancaster High School, Campus One 

CLOSE 

It's happening 
once again 
standing hand in hand 
with the girl I love 
her green eyes watching 
me as I softly 
caress her hand 
it 's feeling cold 
I look at her 
we get closer 
and we kiss 
then separate until 
the end 
of the next class 

Gary Love 
Grade 11 
Chester Senior High School 



KISS, LIVE AND IN CONCERT 

Jumping and singing with such delight, 
This will be some kind of night. 
The singer comes to the front of the stage, 
He grunts and he groans as if filled with rage. 
Stooping down low, his mouth throws out blood
At first very slow , then like a flood! 
He takes a step backward and spits out fire , 
It just seems like the flames keep getting higher. 
I look around at the smoke-filled room , 
Then suddenly on stage there blasts aKA-BOOM. 
The show is completed , it's now at an end. 
Wouldn't it be weird to have them as a friend? 

When I open a wiring box 
and see all the wires 
It's like seeing a million different 
roads running together 
There are many fuses of golden 
color which look like cities . 
The wires look as if they 
never end , but run from city to 
city and back again . 
When I close the box. I have 
a feeling that the cities are safe 
and peaceful again . 

Marvin Garris 
Grade 10 

Frank Goodwin 
Grade 12 
Marlboro Academy 

Lancaster High School, Campus One 
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PROMISE 

This is the one who 
is real 

in 
my life 

Beautiful as flowers 
blooming with 

starlight 

This is the one who 
is real 

in 
my life 

His hand touching 
my cheek 

warms me. 

His voice 
deep as the ocean 

gentle, calming 
as a peacefu I 

stream . 

This is the one who 
is real 

in 
my life 

And tonight in my dreams 

Reality 
will be 

mine 
once again . 

Carol Sue Rhodus 
Grade 10 
Camden Senior High School 



WHEN I'M IN LOVE 

When I'm in love I feel like a baby, 
Who is cared for and gets affection 
I feel like wind blowing free , 
a wind that touches everything 
When I'm in love I feel like a flower, 
a flower that's blooming into spring 
I feel like a rocket , 
going into space and not reaching 
its destination . 
When I'm in love I feel like a soft red rose 
gentle to the touch and sweet to the air 
When I'm in love I feel like yelling 
''I'm in love! " 
Everyone would just stop and look 
and not understand 
And tell me that I'm too young 
to be in love. 

Judy Johnson 
Holly Hill High School 

THE WORDS 

The words that dance out the words 
that whistle out the 
words that drag out 
The words that hug 
you the words that 
get you down . 

Missy Guinn 
Grade 3 
Westminister Elementary School 
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SONG FOR EATING BREAD 

As I eat the bread 
and the wheat speaks 
I promise, it is vital that I promise 
I will give it back 
I will give it all back 
to you my mother. 

When the green spurts again 
I will speak through the small mouth 
of the seed. 

Now it is that I am burning 
as a tall weed burns beneath the sun 
but I will speak this way awhile 
and I will give it back 
it is necessary that I vow 
in my using 
I will give it all back 
to you my mother. 

And I will joy in the using here 
and I will weep in the using 
as I give it back . 

Irene McKinney 

IREN E McKI NNEY 1s I he author of a chapbook, Animal Oils, and o f several short stories. She received 

her M.A. m t970 from West Vtrgtnla Untverstty. where her master's thests was a vo lume of poems en

titled The Cage of Bone. The co-founder of Trellis. a poetry journal. she has held posit1ons on the 

Engl1sh faculttes at colleges tn Wesl V~rginia . Her poems have appeared in such publtcattons as 

South and West , Southern Poetry Review. El Viento and American Poetry, Old and New . 
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THERE HE GOES AGAIN 

There he goes again 
weaving me 
in and out 
in and out 
Taking my vulnerability 
and baring it 
for the world to see 

All colors whirl around me 
in a veritable frenzy 
GREEN, BLUE, YELLOW, RED 
as he weaves me 
in and out 
in and out 

As my soul spins out 
into nothingness 
he leaves me once again 
but not before he's finished 
weaving me 
in and out 
in and out 

Ginger Freeman 
Laurens High School 

POEM 

Why do I feel so alone there are other people here 
Do they notice how our host has failed to make us feel at home 
She couldn 't be comfortable sitting like that she looks like a piece of the 

chair 
If only it wasn 't raining so hard perhaps I could hear her breathe 
Yes I admit the room is brightly colored but there is no effect 
The colors stop where the painter stopped and all they do together is 

support the overlapping grey cloud which has seeped in from the 
outside. 
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Michael Perry 
Heathwood Hall 



FRUSTRATION 

Like a stoplight at midnight 
Like a car with no motor 
Like an ant carrying food 
Like a schoolhouse at 3:00 
Like a piece of kelp in the sea 
Like a fish in a hurricane 
Like a ball without air 
Like being a forked road 
Like fish surrounded by currents 
Like a light in the daytime 
Like a used tire . 

William Johnson 
Wilson High School 

MIXED FEELINGS 

When I am sad , I feel like a buzzard 
friendless and unwanted 
or maybe like a black cat 
around superstitious people 
or like an old toy or doll 
a child has forsaken and forgotten . 

But when I'm happy, I feel like 
a beautiful new present 
that will always be played with 
or maybe like the sun 
coming out for a new day. 

Holly Edgerton 
Grade 6 
Ebinport School 
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THE MEADOW OF MY MEMORIES 

The meadow of my memories 
is such a pleasant place 
When day is done to wonder through without 
time 's hurried pace. 
I close my eyes and recollect the things which 
we have done and they become the rolling hills 
of life background fun . 
The flowers of my youth are there the rosebud of your 
love, the daisies of our happy times with blessing 
from above. 
The rocks of disappointment are there , but can 't be seen 
Unless I try looking for them there are few and far between . 
And so this meadow in my mind shines with a sky of blue 
Especially when I recall each moment I spent with you . 
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John Gilmore 
Elloree High School 

MONDAY THROUGH FRIDAY 

Monday is like a sleepy young child that 
is crying for her bottle. 
Tuesday is like a daddy washing dishes 
after dinner. 
Wednesday is like balls floating on 
water. 
Thursday is like a stallion running 
on the hot, dry desert. 
Friday is like a smiling sunshine. 

Marilyn Holshouser 
Grade 7 
South Junior High School 



THE DAYS OF OUR LIVES 

Monday is like whiplash 
in the hand. 

Tuesday is like The 
Star Spangled Banner 
backward. 

Wednesday is like 
a ship that just sank. 

Thursday is like a 
bird that has just 
picked your hair out. 

Friday is like a 
rat running home. 

Saturday is like Parkey 
Pig was stuffed and 
eaten . 

Sunday is like a 
candy apple. 

Mike Sullivan 
Erwin Elementary School 

I remember when I was in Kentucky about 3-4 years old . A little boy 
used to stand out in the road with bowling pins and stop cars . His 
mother would come out and whip him and then go back in the house. 
He would go do it again . At the time there I used to wait for a wind to 
come along because this lady had a stone seal in her front yard . Any 
time the wind came by it would make an eerie noise over its mouth . 

Chris Clemmer 
Grade 10 
Lancaster High School, Campus Two 
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POEM 

Friday is muddy and all upset 
Got to get my baby in the bed 
Her hair is black her eyes are blue 
But wait until she looks at you . 
I got to get my dinner started 
But when ever I get through 
My pot is on fire . 
My hand is hurt 
My toe is sore 
But you know 
My horse is cracking his heels in bed 
And my shoes are doing the Hustle. 

Elizabeth Bookhart 
Grade 6 
Holly Hi// Intermediate School 
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WINTER 

When the day is dull 
When the sky is grey 
When I think of him 
When the birds are few 
When the fire is warm 
When the night is long 
When popcorn tastes good 
When a cat is welcome company 

Dianne Sharp 
Grade 11 
Wilson High School 



FALL 

I remember a day in fall 
bare ground 
cold wind rustling the leaves 
all around me 
the feeling of death 

Anita Burback 
Grade 7 
Buford High School 

APPLE 

I picked a 
ball 

of springtime ... 

all red and gleamin ' 

with stripping of the 
summer 

the ball 
no longer bounced 

With slicing 
the wet autumn 

touched my lips 

Now like 
winter . . . 

hibernates. 

Thaddeus Williams 
Lower Richland High School 

131 



EASY ROUTE 

Tuesdays 
Hurrying to the drop - my thoughts are contented 
on penci 1-th in-two-section tuesday 
rolls . Done up in one bundle 
Clip wire - My hands move ... 
involuntary rhythms long learned 
fold crease fold 
I snap a red band twice around 
each ; fold faster 
as rubbing newsprint makes my hands slick 
Now everything stacked I 
pedal my 
lilliputian load setting 
them spinning along 
worn flight paths 
finished in 50 minutes I 
try not to 
think of Wednesdays and 
insert laden 
bundles. 

THE NUMBER 10 

Robert Meriwether 
Heathwood Hall 

Ten tastes like a candy store. 
Ten smells like burning leaves in the yard. 
Ten sounds like the Symphony Orchestra. 
Ten looks like a pretty girl on the beach . 
Ten feels like hot water. 
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Greg Milro}' 
Grade 5 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 



THE CHRISTMAS PRESENT 

A set of clubs, no doubt 
0 happiest of Yule 's 
Unwrapping it what do I find 
A set of garden tools 

Donald Brown 
Grade 11 
lrmo High School 

JANUARY, NUMBER ONE, AND SATURDAY 

January 

January is ice cream melting in your mouth like marshmellows. People 
drinking hot chocolate like it was water. With snow on the ground like 
grass with long pants on . Like lions. And sitting by fires like a swarm 
of birds. 

Number One 

Number one is like the thin man at the circus trying to always be first in 
line. Standing before others like the head thin as a match as it stands on 
its feet . 

Saturday 

Saturday is like the wings of a bird , gliding through the air as free as the 
wind. Losing feathers like teeth. The feathers are singing , "Goodbye 
Yellow Brick Road :" because it's going to be Monday in a day. 

Ann Mogoffin 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 
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THE BIRTH 

When you were born 
the winged sumac was red 
poplars yellow. 
Oak roots tightened in November 
earth like mothering muscles 
when you were born. 
Feet-leaf music slowed and let 
the silence sag from the pine tops 
(a thin wind went through without touching) 
where it took your cries red and green 
to curl like leaves on the ground 
when you were born in the beautiful 
season of death beginning . 
Were you some root called 
by the weather to surface again 
or did the wind passing through 
the silence make you? 
What I know is that 
November was the mother of beauty 
the wind , the sky, the silence, the trees, 
you, when you were born. 

Kendall Mclaurin 

------, 

KENDALL McLAURIN grew up near Pee Dee in Chesterfield County, S. C. Since leaving the University 

of South Carolina he has done a variety of work , including teaching on the college and high school 

level , and travelled extensively throughout the United States. He lives with his wife and daughter on a 

farm near Chesterfield , where he is a public school teacher. 
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APRIL, ALICE, AND THE LETTER Q 

April 

April is hot rattlesnakes lying in the sun trying to get some new bikinis 
while having lunch on a terrace with their uncle the millionaire . Then taking 
a dip in the pool to cool off after a few matches of tennis . 

Alice 

Alice is a weird name for a mean old badger with false teeth us ing polygrip . 
Alice is an easy name for birds with long ears to say at 4:00 in the morning. 

Letter Q 

Q is a funny letter, it's best friend is U. They love to make words , they 
got married and had little 'q ' & 'u'. Q & U of course aren 't the wild type 
that sing in rock groups with high heels. 

Jennie Brown 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 

SHE LOOKED INTO THE MAGIC MIRROR EVERY DAY 

She sees her face 
a pretty face 
pretty as a bumble bee 
pretty as a dragon 

eyes like grasshoppers 
like glass 
like a butterfly ; a frog ; a star; 

a lion ; flags ; a ladybug ; a horse ; a pumpkin ; 
gold ; a leaf ; emeralds ; fire 

they glow in the dark 
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nose like a giraffe ; 
Pinochio ; a pig ; coyote; a cherry; a bear; 
a horse ; a rabbit; a bug ; a dog; an elephant; 
a cat; a stick; a car; a dolphin ; a rock; 
like an arrow, long & pointed straight 
nose like a cow 

lips like a bird a fox a trumpet a rope 
like snow like a heart like a clam 
like a rusty piece of tin 
a hippo a cup lips like you & me 

hair like a gold fish 
like a porcupine like a princess like the sun 
like a sheepdog like a sheep 
like a piece of yarn like wood 
hair like a Christmas tree 

teeth like a beaver a bulldog a shark 
like a hungry little square box 
teeth like a walrus like a rake 
teeth like a roach like crystals 
like Dracula like a crayfish a rabbit 
teeth like iron spikes teeth like you & me 

her bony body 
a stick broom body 

her moving body machine body goat body 
space body tin body mop body 

ink pen body sock body 
her mirror body 
starfish body 

and she admires herself 
& dances around 

sings to herself; stands on her head ; 
sings to her prince ; puts make-up on her face; 
does a cartwheel; counts to ten; and brushes 
her hair ; paints her nails ; puts her crown on 
upside down; kisses her ring ; 

and puts on baby oil. 

Group Poem 
Grade 5 
Watkins Elementary SchOol 
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POEM 

When I look in a magic mirror I 
see myself riding an elephant. 
And training a horse. And putting 
Humpty Dumpty back together again . 

Vanessa Morehead 
Grade 5 

138 

Watkins Elementary School 

THE VOODOO QUEEN 

Spreading her arms 
Unfolding her charms. 

Spreading her hands 
Sticking pins. 

Casting a spell 
So very well. 

Voodoo queen 
Don 't be so mean . 

Mashiela Smith 
Grade 6 
College St . Elementary School 



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 . 

Pat Campbell 
Grade 8 
Lewisville Middle School 

THE COWBOY 

He's a long tall cowboy, in the 
rodeo. 
He sits in the saddle with such 
great pride. 
Like a lion standing high, on a 
tall mountain side. 

He's bigger than most, and also 
tougher. 
But he 's thrown to the ground , 
because the horse is much rougher. 

Then suddenly the horse falls! 
And the great cowboy lays writhing 
like a squashed bug. 

Now all the angels are singing 
with joy. 
For heaven has gained a soul, 
And Earth has lost a cowboy. 

Bruce Collins 
Grade 8 
Southside Junior High School 
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MR. INCREDIBLE 

He's got a head like a gas tank 
Eyes are like fish eyes 
His mouth is like a zipper 
His heart is like a machine gun 
His stomach is like a peanut butter jar 
His shoulders are like steam shovels 
His nose is like a football 
His legs are like frog legs 
His feet are like scales of fish 
His arms are like stockings 
His neck is like a snake 
Personality like a screwdriver 

Tammy Mingo 
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South Junior High School 

A GYPSY DANCE 

Once I watched a gypsy dance 
She was very wild and weird 
Part of the time she looked like a snake 
And part of the time she looked like a bird 
She looked like a dove on the water. 
She was very pretty. 
She was very, very good. 

Lorri White 
Grade 6 
College St. Elementary School 



DIVING DOWN 

If you dive down in a little girl 
you will see a doll in pigtails . 
You 'll see her crying for her mother. 
It will feel l ike a big candy bar 
and when that candy bar is broken 
so is her heart. 
It smells like a little girl 's face 
after she is crying . 

Theresa Treacy 
Grade 5 
Watkins Elementary School 

FUNKY FRANK 

His hair is like straw mixed 
mud . 
Head like a beat up and 
all around tomato . 
Eyes like melted ice cream . 
Nose like a piece of chewed-up 
bubble gum. 
Mouth like a steering wheel. 
Neck like a beat up stair-case . 
Stomach like a cracked egg . 
Arms like rubber race tracks . 
Legs like walking sticks . 
Feet like busted balloons. 
Personality like a unicorn. 

Gina Korn 
Regina Bailey 
South Junior High School 
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POEM 

I saw a fat boy with his belly hanging over his pants 
And he had a big black mole on his stomach 
With a fly eating a tiny piece of bread on it 
And the fat boy was eating a piece of pizza 
The fly was the boy's pet 
And he took care of the hungry little fly . 

I HAD AN OLD FRIEND 

Jo Ann L. Webber 
Grade 7 
Holly Hi// Intermediate School 

I had an old friend, long and thin . 
Bespeckled with freckles on his snow-white skin. 
He tried to move with great style and grace, 
As a tight mouth and small eyes filled up his face. 
His stiff curly hair was the color of fire , 
And from his neck down , he looked as if built of wire. 
Things such as furniture would cause him to stumble, 
Even lines on the floor made him trip and tumble. 
His talking would make one shake with a chill , 
As he shrieked his words in a high pitched shrill. 
About once a month he would change his clothes, 
So it goes without saying , he didn 't smell like a rose. 
He worked for a tailor as an apprentice seam ripper, 
Until the day he was mistook for a zipper, 
And from there he got into an awful mess, 
As he now is the back of a long evening dress. 
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Dargan Ervin 
Grade 12 
South Florence High School 



KINDS OF FACES 

The ugly blockhead face of Frankenstein when he goes fishing 
The pretty face of Marilyn Monroe when she died 
The happy weird face of Hank Aaron when he hits the ball over 

the fence out of South Carolina 
The silly face of George Washington when he started the Civil War 
The handsome faces of Donnie Osmond and Elvis Presley when they 

wiggle-worm 
The furry face of a lion when he climbs a telephone pole on a mountain 
The trumpet face of an elephant when he walks on a high wire 
The yellow face of a squash when you cut it open 
The face of a car with lights on for his eyes when the car is 

shining in the dark 
The rectangular face of a flag when the wind is blowing fast 
The round flat face of a mushroom when it 's smushed 

Class Collaboration 
Grade 3 
Dobson Elementary School 

SOME FACES 

The face of a dog when he's mad. 
The face of a cat when he is afraid . 
The face of a school when it is sad. 
The face of a snake when it eating a frog . 
The face of a tree when the wind is blowing it. 

Timothy McFadden 
Fleming Elementary School 
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THE ORPHAN GIRLS' PICNIC 
AT WOODS LAKE 

They had no special luggage, 
just a note from Sister 
saying " prayers and obedience," 
a command doomed from the start . 
They dropped their blankets , 
coats , uniforms - their breasts 
new, hills rolling gently, 
brown with the old season , 
but budding . Behind them 
horses whinnied , before them 
the dark , dark water. At first 
they were afraid to go in , 
forgett ing suits , but once in , 
laughed and swam like fish . 

That night , cold and wet , 
they sang not convent hymns 
but giggling songs of unspoken 
crushes and touches Sister 
could not have imagined . 
They sang with such reverent lust, 
I heard them up at the house, 
love songs of orphan girls 
from over the water. 

Barbara Fialkowski 
From THE CHARITON REVIEW 

BARBARA FIALKOWSKI McMILLEN has recenlly completed her Ph D. in Amen can Literature at Ohio 

Un 1vers11y 1n Athens. Oh io. She IS ccn11nu1ng her work with the Oh io Poets-ln -lhe-Schools Prog ram. 

For the pasl SIX years she has served as a teachmg assislant al Oh io University and has also tau ght as 

a VISTA leacher 1n Marin Counly. Kentucky . Her publishing cred its inc lude many national literary 
JOurnals 
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FACES 

The face of the moon when astronauts land on it. 
The angry face of a windshield as a bird passes over. 
The scarred face of bubblegum when a shoe comes toward it. 
The jealous face of the clouds when the sun shines through . 
The worn out face of a tire after being on a car for 10 years. 
The face of a newborn baby when he or she has just been popped on 

the hip. 
The disappearing face of a dream when it gets on a train. 
The perfect face of Mickey Mouse when he realizes he's a movie star. 
The sad face of a toe just before a diesel truck runs over it and 

smashes it into the face of the road . 
The cool face of a burning desk. 
The smashed face of a locker when you 're beating on it. 
The torn up face of a bad test paper. 
The sad face of George Wallace as he tap dances for the Miami Dolphins. 
The shocked face of the bathtub as the cold water is turned on. 
The horrible face of a bug when it lights on a hot bulb . 
The sad face of a fire when it 's being put out by water. 
The disappointed face of John Wayne as he does his ballet. 
The cruel face of Davy Crockett while eating spoiled Corn Flakes . 
The sweaty face of an air conditioner when hot air comes out. 
The face of a bald eagle when he starts growing hair. 
The face of Romeo when Juliet falls off the balcony. 
The face of a window when a rock is coming towards it. 
The excited face of Raquel Welch when she does a high dive in a 

glass of water. 
The peculiar face of a shoe when you step in cement. 
The heavy face of a manhole cover when it is tied to a fishing line 

and dropped into the sink. 
The happy face of Patty Hearst when she made it through the first 

bank robbery. 
The suffocating face of a penny when it is crammed into a cash register. 

Class Collaboration 
Lancaster High School, Campus Two 
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---- -----------------------------------------

IN THE MIDDLE OF A BELLY BUTTON 

In the middle of a belly-button I feel 
happy 

In the middle of my belly-button it tickles 
I have a refrigerator there 

full of coke and ice-cream 
I have an encyclopedia in my belly-button 

with articles about special people 
Jack Benny, Abraham Lincoln , George Washington , 

George Washington Carver, Columbus and 
Tom Sawyer are in my belly-button 

Daniel Boone, J. F. Kennedy , Susan B. Anthony, 
O.J . Simpson and orange juice, too 
are in my belly-button 

My belly-button is full 
crowded and sick 

In the middle of my belly-button I take it 
all out 

Then I hear Jack Benny play his violin 
And all the windows Crack 

Mrs. Simpson's Class 
Grade 3 
Saluda River Elementary School 

I'M THE BEST IN THE WORLD 

I'm the best in the world 
If you think you 're better , come give a whirl 
The fight with Frazier was one of my best 
But you saw me beat him like all the rest. 

I'm the best in the world as you can see 
If you think you 're better come talk to me 
I'm the greatest fighter in the world you see 
Because I'm the great Muhammed Ali. 

Tony Stroman 
Grade 11 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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POEM 

A loudmouth in a classroom 
Water dripping from a faucet 
Tires screeching on a highway 
A dog being led on a leash 
Someone was just run over by a car 
Smoking in Mr. Brook 's office 
Horses running in a pasture 
Sunlight reflected off of a metal pole 
A box of cornflakes 
Bazooka bubble gum on the bottom of my shoe 
A girl falling through a hole in the world 
One million acres of illegal reefer growing in my backyard 
Enemies of mine in a cage 
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Anonymous 
Grade 10 
Wilson High School 

I AM A PENCIL 

I am a pencil. I go from tall 
to short , unlike people who go from short 
to tall. Sometimes people use me and some 
don 't use me at all. Unlike people I get 
chewed on ; people get chewed out . When 
most people use me they don 't know 
what they 're talking about. People think 
they do the writing , but I'm the point 
of this story . 

Keith Pettigrew 
Grade 7 
Moore Jr. High School 



FORMS OF WOOD 

The pen met the pencil while they worked on a love poem. 
They were engaged when they wrote homework papers. 
They were married and spent their honeymoon on a shortstory. 
Their life was a novel, but their death was the critic and the pencil 

sharpener. 

MIKE 

Donald Hottel 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 

He is so sexy that the principal 
has to get on the PA system and 
tell all the girls to close their 
eyes , Mike's coming down the hall. 
With each step he takes, the 
locker doors open and close 
frantically like a thirsty dog 
panting . All the water fountains 
turn on hoping that he 'll bring 
his passionate lips close and 
take a sip . When he 's near 
the office , the bell switches automatically 
turn on crying , " Mike ! Mike! " 

Anonymous 
Chester Senior High School 
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THE SOUNDS OF SCHOOL 

Kindergarten sounds like a fingernail 
scraping across a chalkboard 
first grade sounds like a piece of 
sandpaper 
second grade sounds like a piece of 
candy being unwrapped 
third grade sounds like a bulldog 
barking 
fourth grade sounds like a belt 
being flapped against your leg 
fifth grade sounds like a mouse 
squeaking 
sixth grade sounds like a herd 
of elephants 
seventh grade sounds like a bunch of 
pom porn 's shaking 
eighth grade sounds like a water faucet 
pouring water on full blast 
ninth grade sounds like a radio 
on full blast 
tenth grade sounds like keys jingling 
eleventh grade sounds like a scratched 
record 
twelfth grade sounds like wedding bells 
ringing 

Lindy Stephens 
Grade 5 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 



A NEW BEGINNING 

I used to like to write poems. 
But now I know its hard. 
I'd go into my room to think, 
But nothing came to my heart. 
Now I know it's easy, because 
We have a teacher who knows a lot. 

Cathy Barr 
Grade 5 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 

WAYS 

Poem? 
forced by rhyme scheme 
cliche , trite and old style 
da DA, da DA, da DA, da DA 
No way 

New way 
springing from truth , 
it's conversation-like 
others feel your own sentiment 
that 's great 

Robert Meriwether 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 
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SIMILES TAKEN LITERALLY 

The moon rolled like a car. I got in and drove off. 
His hair was like a freshly mowed lawn; 
I lay lazily in the shady grass. 
The moon shines in the sky like a diamond . 
I took the diamond and polished it . Then it shone like the sun . 
I stood in the sun 's path and let it warm me. 
The football was kicked like a rock in a sling shot. 
The rock was thrown like a car coming 100 mph . 
The car blew up like a box of dynamite . 
The dynamite was like a homecom ing football game. 
The butterfly switched like a pretty girl. 
I started to kiss her rosey cheeks . 
The boulders from the cliff came running like a rhino. 
I was driving like boulders falling from a cliff. 
As I watched the sunset in the fiery sky I thought of a blazing fire . 
As it dimmed the cold of night came. 
One night I was walking down a road and a truck 's headlights glowed 

like 
Two eyes in the darkness . 
All of a sudden I got scared. 
I threw some dirt at the eyes but all they did was blink . 
The pear looked like the sun coming up in the morning. 
It came up over the mountain and shined on the village below it. 

POEM 

Class Collaboration 
Grade 6 
North Junior High School 

An idea fell from a brain and became a lightbulb. 
A tree ducked under a cloud and became a bookshelf. 
A seed blew from a flower, hit the ground and became a rose. 
A ball of clay hit a spinning wheel and became a beautiful pot . 
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Tim Bedenbaugh 
Grade 7 
Chester Junior High School 



POEM 

I open my eyes and a picture of love, hate, war and peace appears 
I open my mouth and inside is a carton full of words that I had wanted to 

say, but never did. 
I open the doorway to the universe, and I find small yellow lights against 

a dark black sheet, glowing with all their might. 
I open the ground and the glowing gates of hell appear . 

I open the ocean and all the mermaids, who have been hiding for so 
long , come out to bathe themselves in the sun . 

Chastain Mann 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 

THE BRAIN 

The brain is a garden 
The brain is a road 
The brain is an ocean 

Tonya Brown 
Grade 2 
Elloree Elementary School 

I OPENED THE SEA 

I opened the sea and up came mountains of fire 
I opened the earth and up came ghastly creatures 
I opened the universe and in came a bony skeleton with a sword 
I opened my eyes and out came lasers 
I opened my body and out came God. 

Anonymous 
Grade 11 
Wilson High School 
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LOUISIANA PERCH 

Certain words disappear from a language : 
their meanings become attenuated 
grow antique. insanely remote or small , 
vanish . 

Or become something else: 
transport. Mac 
the truck driver falls for a waitress 

where the water flows. The 

great words are those without meaning : 
from a their or 
Or the for a the 
The those 

The rest are fragile , transitory 
like the waitress, a 

beautiful slender young girl! 
I love her! Want to 
marry hert Have hamburgers! 
Have hamburgers! Have hamburgers! 

Ron Padgett 

RON PADGETT was born 1n Tulsa. Oklahoma and rece1ved h1s B.A. degree from Columb1a College in 

New York The rec1p1ent of a Fulbnght Fellowship, he did his graduate work 1n Modern French 

Literature He IS the author of three books of poetry. two books of translations. and has received 

several awards for h1s poetry and appeared 1n numerous antholog ies. Padgett has served as an 

ed1tonal assoc1ate o f Paris Rev1ew and IS curren tly a pan1c1pant and board member of Teachers ' and 

Wnters ' Collaborative 1n New York 
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POEM 

I open the sky and clouds and airplanes and rain burst out. 
I open the ground and oil and fire and gold and silver fly out. 
I open hell and devils and ugly people and mean dogs and fierce 

cats spit out at me. 
I open the sea and huge oysters with big diamonds inside them 

open up and 
sharks 
that have just eaten tons of people and lobsters with backs so red 
that they burn like fire look up at me. 

I open fire and small people dancing say hello to me. 

Richard Sullivan 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 

WHAT'S INSIDE OF A PERSON 

a heart 

brains 

veins 

ribs 

guts 

stomach 

ain 't that big 
it's little 

soft and warm 

all over you 

like a butterfly 

like a bull 's horns 

like one of those old timey things 
they used to drink out of 
a jug 
a pipe 

liver you can eat it 

lungs like a pump 
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a balloon 
a bicycle wheel 

like an inner tube 
a basketball 

foot ball 
blue ball 



tongue 

blood 

bones 

and soul 

music 

like liver 
sometimes short 
& sometimes long 

like ketchup tomatoes 
like a watermelon 

it 's purple 
& when it hits air 
it turns red 

chicken bones 
wish bones 

Group Poem 
Grade 5 
South Kilbourne Elementary School 

POEM 

I open the sky and I see silver jet airplanes 
shooting through the air 

I open my mind and birds are flying 
around singing 

I open the world and stars and circles 
ring around each other 

I open a city and a giant sunflower 
seed comes out 

I open the desert and a strong and heavy 
wind blows against the rocks 

Class Poem 
Grade 3 
Saluda River Elementary School 
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THE FLOWERS 

Two flowers 
came up 
in the same 
spot. 
They crashed 
together. 

BRAIN SENSATION 

see gray galaxies. 
hear humming bees like people. 
smell hotdogs and hamburgers. 
taste sweet rolls . 
touch pencil and paper. 
feel desks and chairs. 
think of flying away. 
believe in black magic. 
dream of Zoro and Zombies. 
imagine Harps and Angels. 
wish I was a Persian kitty . 
hope we go out for recess. 
trust people. 
feel lousy and lost. 

Bill Certain 
College St. Elementary School 

notice clothes and the people in them . 
love animals. 
desire chicken . 
fear the office. 
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Mandy Tucker 
Grade 6 
Erwin Elementary School 



I LIKE TO MAKE MUD PIES 

I like to make mud pies 
I like to pop balloons 
I hate to get mud in my eyes 
I like cool afternoons . 
I like to lay 
In the grass 
I like to say 
Sassafras. 
I like to lay 
In bed at night 
I look through the window 
There 's not much light . 
I like warm better than cold 
I like green better than gold. 
I like cake better than ice-cream, 
It's really funny , as it may seem. 
I like some girls others not 
I like a bed , better than a cot. 

Laura Brant 
Grade 4 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

SYCOPHANT 

It's a Japanese word 
meaning 
someone is sick 

Eddie Jones 
Grade 6 
Elloree Elementary School 
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IMAGE 

Glasses on the dresser 
Children on the bus 
Babies crying- children out playing 
Girls with white dresses 
Teacher teaching 
Children with coats 
Cars with heaters on 
Houses with doors closed 
Children with long pants 
To keep their legs warm 
Snowflakes on my nose 

Patricia Gray 
Estill Middle School 
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MY GRANDMOTHER'S LAP 

I remember sitting on my grandmother 's lap 
and she was telling me a story. 
She used to tell me 
that there were Indians out there. 
She said that she saw them walking one night. 
And I said that I never saw them. 

She always said 
you 'll see them soon . 

Theresa Treacy 
Grade 5 
Watkins Elementary School 



WORDS 

It happened one day when 
we were talking . 
What impressed me so was 
she said 
One day you will grow up, too. 

Renee Sanders 
Grade 7 
Lakeview Middle School 

MOTHER SAID 

Mother said 
You will fall off 
Your bike -
I have this 
Feeling in my bones. 
Crackle bang-bang 
Off the bike I 
Fell. 
Cry - Cry - Cry -
Off the bike I 
Fell. 
Lying in the road 
Mother ran out , 
Me and my knee 
Bleeding 
Me all right , but 
Not my knees. 

Rhonda Reddy 
Grade 7 
Lakeview Middle School 
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WHAT THEY SAY 

My mother says, " Pumpkin pie." 
My father says, " Hello dolly Molly." 
My sister says , " Hello can of beans." 
My brother says, " Sweet Stuff." 
My other sister says, " Red Apple. " 
My brother says, "Bare Feet. " 
My sister says , " Blue Butt." 
My brother says, " Red Neck ." 
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THE WORDS 

Molly Jones 
Grade 2-3 
Hilton Head Elementary School 

The slimy word , the soft word, 
The loud word , the lost word , 
The first word , the last word, 
The word with pimples , 
The word with a sour smell , 
The word with a puffy sound , 
The put-down word . 

Annette Pelfrey 
Grade 6 
Gignilliat Park Elementary School 



MEAN WORDS 

Words that hit you in the face . 
Even words that pick you up and 
throw you down ! 

Troy 
Grade 3 
Westminster Elementary School 

NO MORE FUN 

Me and my Uncle Mason were not just friends, 
we were anything he thought up. 
He wasn 't very young 
and he wasn 't very old-
he was just him , 
not ready to die . 
I guess I took advantage of Mason , 
but he gave himself away. 
Then one day he had a heart attack . 
" No children allowed ", 
that's what the posters say. 
It wasn 't very fair . 
His funeral was in black-
he didn 't even like that color. 
But when they said 
" Mason , he . . . he 's dead " 
I hated those words because 
they 'll never bring him back . 

Cathy Ann Wasson 
Grade 6 
Sanders Middle School 
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UNTITLED MASTERPIECES 

As a child I sit among old shoes 
And string. Playing god-child, I braid 
Reds with blues, yellows with greens, 
And while working with the kitten soft yarn 
I mumble and alternately shriek the joy 
Of absent creation in the closet spent : 
Greeting the universe on my terms, 
Knitting loose ends, defining forever . 

Robert Parham 
From SENDING THE CHILDREN FOR SONG 

ROBERT PARHAM is a member of the English faculty at Francis Marion College in Florence. His 

publications include a chapbook entitled Sending the Children For Song and his poems and stories 

have appeared in numerous journals. including Southern Humanities Review, Pacific Sun Literary 

Quarterly, the Texas Quarterly and American Bard. He is the editor of Francis Marion Review . 
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CHARLIE'S DEAD 

I remember when I woke up 
that day ; 
I heard my mother say , 
Charlie's dead, Charlie 's dead, Charlie's dead 
It echoed inside my head, 
I remember my mother 's cry , 
But do things ever really die? 
For as long as they live in your head 
They are never ever really dead . 
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Kevin Snelgrove 
Grade 8 
Laurens Jr. High School 

POEM 

Orphaned once, twice 
Left no home 
Friends around him 
not his own 
He split his life 
into two 
provided tremendous 
work to do 
The work consumes 
his entire soul 
With nothing left 
for the whole 

Ernie Mehaffey 
Grade 12 
Irma High School 



YOU 

You are a light which has been put out. 
You are a candle with no wick 

A match with no light 
An unspoken word 

You are a pencil with no lead 
You are a memory. 

Dwayne Johnson 
Grade 6 
Greenville Middle School 

LONELINESS 

Loneliness is a school house at night. 
Loneliness is a blackboard just been washed. 
Loneliness is a window glass with no rain 

against it. 
Loneliness is my mother. 

Loneliness is an empty pop can. 
Loneliness is a cigarette without a light. 
Loneliness is a pen without paper. 
Loneliness is my mother. 

Loneliness is a face without a smile . 
Loneliness is hours without minutes. 
Loneliness is a fountain without water. 
Loneliness is my mother. 

Loneliness is living without 
cause . 

Loneliness is my mother. 

Anonymous 
Spartanburg High School 
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COVER IT UP 

stumping your other knee 
having to wear thick socks 
so that it won 't show 
gooping your face with make-up 

having to wear thick socks 
never liking the boy that likes you 
gooping your face with make-up 
to cover the blemishes and scars 

never liking the boy that likes you 
wishing for someone else 
to cover the blemishes and scars 
you smile without meaning 

wishing for someone else 
stumping your other knee 
you smile without meaning 
so that it won 't show 

Mary Rowland 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 

HE 

As sharks , 
The defects found , 
He tears and rips with glee 
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opinions held and thoughts expressed . 
He feeds . 

Donald Hottel 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 



BEING AFRAID, BEING BRAVE 

Being afraid is 

looking in the closet when it is open 
not cleaning up the house before your 
mother comes home 
seeing your father 's pants on a chair 
in the hallway at night 

Being brave is 

talking back to someone you 
know you cannot fight 
talking back to your father when 
he says you are wrong and you know 
you are right 

Rosalyn Hutcherson 
Grade 4 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 

BLOW AWAY 

Hey wind blow away 
the White House 

blow the C&S Bank down 
and let the money blow my way. 

Hey wind blow the school away 
but leave all the people here. 

Oh mighty wind help me 
take all the prejudice away. 
You pick them up and blow them away 
and let me stay. 

Joey Yardle 
Grade 7 
Olympia Middle School 
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POEM 

I open the grey overcast and blue pours out like a thick waterfall 
I open a shoe and scores of Japanese and Korean craftsmen dribble 

down, working for two cents an hour 
I open a little boy and he erupts with a stream of baseballs at recess 
I open a calendar and days splat wet-lifeless on the rug beneath 
I open a billowing cloud and find a minor, fat , contented God eating 

the marshmallow walls and licking his fingers 
I open a student and find a drained nuthin'! in school but lots in the out 

of school part 

170 

Robert M. 
Heathwood Hall 

COUNTRY SURF 

Feel the thrill that runs up your neck 
As you escape from the city and smog and sweat. 
Say goodbye to the urban sprawl , 
Release yourself from the tedious crawl. 
And when you escape 
You can laugh with the wind
Chase your shadow 
Up a hill , 
Green and grassy, 
Untouched still. 
Stand in the sun and wind and rain 
Capture the rhythm of the sea in your veins. 
Trap the wind in your hair and brain , 
Forget materialism. Forget your name. 

John Bonniville 
Spring Valley High School 



WIND AND STARS 

Tall grass swaying in the warm wind. 
Willow trees dancing in the wind . 
Wind whistling through the rocks. 
Children playing on a grassy hill in the 
warm sun light. 
Stars glittering in the night air. 

Scott Harris 
Grade 7 
South Junior High School 

POEM 

Oh, but finally I leave the city . 
Her buildings rise to the ir necks. 
where there, 
Their heads are invisible through the 
ocean blue napkin , offering protection 
for their rusty tuxedos , as they 
feast upon cream potatoes dancing 
across the sky like 
Fresh milk curdling at the top of 
a jug . 
I'm on my way . The creatures at the 
table are left behind me. They burp 
up salty words which smother the 
conservation I long for . 

Nathan Stagg 
Grade 10 
Irma High School 
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POEM 

Old oaks hold back the sky. 
Moss drags dark puddles through the trees 
invisible creatures brush our face 
and stir dead leaves. 
Trashing in oozing evil 
my knees embedded into 
the horse 's side relax, 
and piercing colors envelop me 
before they fade into a Magnolia bloom. 
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Liz Bruno 
Heathwood Hall 

ABSTRACT TO CONCRETE 

Among the laughing hyenas, 
I stopped. 
Underneath the blue sun rays was 
Sense. In a brown tub. 
He looked bluer than the sun. 

" Why are the hyenas laughing?" 
I said . 
A voice deep as a creek 
boomed softly. 
" Because I just told them a joke. " 
He stood up, continuing , 
" I am the joke." 

" But that makes no sense! " 
I insisted . "If you are Sense, why don 't you 
Make Sense? " 
Stepping out of the brown tub , he 
said nothing . He walked along , the tub at his 
heels. A path formed 
from the nai Is. 

Ann Helms 
Spartanburg High School 



THE NEWS IS A SPOOKHOUSE 

The news is a spookhouse that haunts you each night. 
All that you hear becomes a great fright 
Of how they found people on sides of the roads 
And people unhoused to bear heavy loads, 
Of the cars that fall into lakes 
And the towns with great earthquakes-
The news is a spookhouse that haunts you each night. 

REALITY 

Teresa Gosnell 
Grade 7 
Tanglewood Middle School 

I see a war going on , 
I hope we 're winning. 
I hear the men screaming in pain and agony, 
I think the war is full of fools who fight over nonsense. 
I smell the scent of Death hovering over them. 
I wish they would all stop. 
I taste the dry sand and dirt in their mouths, 
I imagine they will stop when the last man dies, 
I think it's hard to tell. 

Cindy Martino 
Grade 7 
Holly Hill Intermediate School 
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PENCIL 

I cling to this pencil 
as if it were the torch 
that would make me 
the Statue of Liberty 

I cling to this pencil 
as if it were the sword 
that clefts the rock 

as if it were the sword or stake 
that would make me Joan of Arc 

I cling to this pencil 
as a witch to her broom 
the farmer to his pitchfork 
Merlin to his wand 
Noah to his twig 

as if it were the key to the Pearly Gates 
Leonardo 's chisel 
Vincent's brush 

as if it were the rod that finds the water 
wakes the sleepers 

as if it were a flower from my lover 
a candle in the dark 

I hold this pencil 
as Eve held the snake 
as a child holds her sucker 
as a nun holds her cross 

the only way to kill me 
is to drive this pencil 
through my heart 

Susan Quist 

SUSAN QUIST. a nat1ve of Cmcmnat1 . Oh10. IS an honor graduate of the Un1vers1ty of Cmcmnat1. She 

IS the author of a novel wh1ch was published 1n 1974 by Walker & Co of New York C1ty and has ed1ted 

Cherry Valley Anthology. a collection of poems Her poems have appeared 1n such publ1cat1ons as 

Penumbra, Sojourner, Speculum. and Seventh Moon . Ou1st IS currently working on a new novel for 

publiCatiOn . 
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NOISE 

Noise is something like pow . A gun 
goes pow, the water goes splash, the bell goes 
ding, pop corn goes pop, when glass breaks 
it goes smash like flash. Everywhere 
you go you hear noise. Noise in the city , 
noise in a town, noise in a barber shop, 
noise in a shopping center. Noise is 
everywhere. Even in a library. There's 
noise in a doctor 's office and alas 
even in your house. There is 
no place I know that doesn 't have noise, 
no place at all. 

Noise 

Noise 

Noise 

Keith Williams 
Grade 6 
Jonesville Elementary School 

BUILDING A NEW ROAD 

The bulldozers come and tread in the dirt 
They dig their steel teeth into the ground 
and come up with a mouthful of mud, 
Then go back down. 
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Amy Jerome 
Grade 8 
Greenville Middle School 



THE WAR 

The war is still going on . 
The soldiers sit like tombstones 
in the graveyards, 
their guns sound like a motorcycle 
lost on the road. 
The dead 
sound like the 12 o'clock 
whistle at the mill. 

Junior McWaters 
Grade 8 
Lewisville Middle School 

That speaker on the wall ain 't really a speaker, it's just the grill. A little 
mouse inside is listening to everything you say and then he runs to the 
office and tells whoever's in there what you said. Then they call 
President Ford and tell him . He calls Rocky and tells him . He calls the 
CIA and tells them . They call the FBI and tell them. They call Steve 
McGarret at Hawaii 5-0 and tell him and he calls your ma to tell her just 
what you said so she can slap you. 

Anonymous 
Lancaster High School, Campus One 
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POEM 

I would like to make one thing perfectly clear 
Life here in San Clemente is very dear. 
Yes, I resigned, it was the right thing to do. 
If you were being tried for all the things 
I was, wouldn't you? 
They said my mind was twisted and bent 
But isn't every President's? 
I did many things that people abhorred; 
Yes, it hurt me, but it sure helped Ford. 
So don't feel sorry for Patricia and me 
Just send donations, won 't you please? 
No we're not that bad off to be called tramps, 
But we'd gladly accept your spare 
food stamps. 
Again , I would like to make one 
thing perfectly clear: 
Life here in San Clemente is very dear 
So we'll face the challenges that for us life 
is fixin ' 

Sincerely yours, Richard M. Nixon 

Russell Wannamaker 
Grade 11 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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POEM 

I think back and wish 
I could have caught the days like fish , 
and thrown them back ... 

Mike Thomas 
Grade 11 
Irma High School 



IF I WERE PRESIDENT 

REFLECTION 

He imitates me 
and taunts me 

He never lets me 
touch him 

I leave him 
and he says 

he doesn 't care, and 
leaves. 

But when I am back , 
he's there again. 

laughing . 

If I were president I would know what to do 
I would turn old things to new 
I would make the people stand up to me 
just like they would stand up to a roaring sea 
I would love my country like it would love me 
I would open a blind man 's eyes so he could see 
I would get all the silver and make it into gold 
and I would turn it in so it could be sold 
If I were president I would keep Spring 
and keep all the good things it will bring 
The flowers , the trees as they grow 
and after they are finished I will let it snow 
I would let Dan Gatlin be Governor of the land 
so he can lend me a helping hand 

Michael Snow 
St. Stephen Middle School 

Jen Handel 
Grade 7 
Heathwood Hall 
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PEE NEE UA 

yes My Dear a day your a 
mighty say say yes Day 

your a hoe we obey you 

if you have amighty come 
back to us Susan take 
my hand my darling 
this day is yours 

come home Whisper in 
my ear softly in my 

ear through the night 

down the trail is a hoe 

ha ha I belong to you 

you 're aha ha au 

stay away stay away 

don 't come stay away 

you 're a dirling yes sir 

I love you Stay away 

Cindy Robinson 
Grade 5 
South Kilbourne Elementary School 



BLANK 

36 minutes 
like eternity 
useless, wastefu I 
time 
nuts hanging from the wall 
hundreds of green towels coming 
out of the walls. 
water 
gushing forth from 
the tired blue radiators. 
Hunters sitting in a circle 
fanning themselves 
with dead rabbits 
29 minutes 
slowly ticking 
like water dripping 
drip drip drip from faucets 
feel it in your brain . 
You are a drip 
in the brain 
of each . 

DREAM 

Rick Shannon 
Grade 12 
Fort Mill High School 

I was swimming in the water and this fin came out of the water 
and then a mermaid came up and kissed me and I woke up. 

sos 
Hilton Head Elementary School 
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MAKE BELIEVE 

Sharks swimming in the sea. 
Locks unopen with a key. 
People drinking tea. 

Doors are squeaking . 
Christmas children peeping . 
Meat keeping . 

Wind blowing. 
Race cars going . 

Bows tying . 
People dying . 
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Nancy Landrum 
Grade 5 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

FALLING BALLERINAS 

A woman slammed a door on my leg 
I pulled my leg out and ran 
I fell down in a ditch and broke my leg 
Lying there I prayed someone would help me 
The car that had hit me 
Then vanished into the night 
A shiver ran down my spine 
As I watched from my window 
The flurries swirled and dashed 
Danced and fell , like ballerinas 

Class Collaboration 
Grade 11-12, Mrs. Meador 
Chester Senior High School 



ALTER EGO 

Tis me the man of the hour 
Atop my horse of golden brown . 
His slow pacing step 
With its steady sound of hooves 
Catches the ear of the people in town . 
His silver-studded saddle 
Reflects in their eyes 
The fear for their lives. 

Mark Roberson 
Grade 11 

MY PICTURE 

I can close my eyes 
& feel the mountain breezes blowing 
my hair, I can smell the spring 
trees and mountain wild flowers 
I can see the sun setting with 
a golden yellow & orange color 
I can hear the birds singing as 
they say good-day to the sun 
& hello to the moon whose light is 
beginning to shine and how as the 
daytime animals say good night 
the night time animals say hello 
to the forest and now as I sit here 
wishing I was there I realize 
that I'm just looking at a picture 
on a box of Girl Scout Cookies! 

Angie Williams 
Laurens High School 

Irma High School 
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LANDMARK 

Last w inter, 
here was a house 
where the poor I ived : 

weather was everywhere 
under the blankets, 
under the plates and cups ; 
under the stack of firewood 
after the last tree was cut 
out of the yard ; under the table 
dismembered for kindling , 
and under the chair - sn ow 

settled everywhere 
on the porch 
as it was dismantled , and room by room 
unti I the stove stood alone 

and , taking nothing with them , 
the family moved on. 

Bennie Lee Sinclair 
from NEW SOUTH WRITING 

BENNIE LEE SINCLAIR currently serves as one of three consu ltants to the South Carolina Poets-in

the-Schools Prog ram . She is the author of a book of poems. Little Chicago Suite, and is an advisory 

editor of Appalachian Heritage magazine . She lives in the mountains above Cleveland , S. C . with her 

husband . potter Don Lewis. 
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"THE PICNIC"* 

The wind blows across the barren land 
Moving my beard across my chin . 
The green sky touches the brown ground 

over the horizon . 
Sitting with the strange people my thoughts 

roam over the table . 
Wishing I was the small animal underneath 

our supper. Would crawl off unnoticed . 
Remember ing being the size of the lad , I smile 

through my eyes. 
How can they sit and stare at the nothing 

that sits around us? 

Livarne Williams 
Spartanburg High School 

·Based on a painting by Philip Curtis 

THE PICNIC 

The family sits around the table. 
Unsmiling , waiting for the picnic to end . 
No one speaks. 
No one moves. 
Expressionless faces on a barren earth . 
The blue sky is invaded 
by green-black clouds. 
The wind blows the man 's long white 
beard . A bush rustles, 
the dog sleeps. 

Kathy Baker 
Lower Richland High School 
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"WAITING"* 

An old man sits alone 
in the doorway 
of a deserted station . 

Bright sand 
covers the tracks. 
Old trees 
in the background , 

everything 's dark. 
He sits looking out. 

The sky is pale 
with streaks of yellow. 

Dorothy Ferguson 
Spartanburg High School 

· Based on a painting by Philip Curtis 

"HAT WITH FLOWERS"* 

May was a portrait of spring 
Dressed in yellow . 
Surrounded in green . 
A hat covered with gaudy flowers . 

But upon her face 
was a look of winter 
cold , dark and melancholic . 
Alone , she sat at an empty table . 

A deck of cards upon the table 
Fashionably dressed but all alone. 

Monica Labsiche 
Spartanburg High School 

·Based on a painting by Philip Curtis 
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SPRING'S SUNLIGHT 

The sunlight of spring 
is like a ball of 
warm fire . 
It is not too hot. 
It is not too cold. 
That sunlight is 
just right for swimming , 
playing and running . 
It has butterflies , 
sweet smelling flowers 
and you can go around 
barefeet. 
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Dianna Williams 
Grade 4 
Jonesville Elementary School 

THOUGHTS BY KOD.ACHROME® 

Green A, the beginning of a trip, the earth at peace 
Black E that doubles and complicates like long 
black lonely trains on barren lands split by 
two rails 
Blue I, planes soaring past the speed of sound 
over ancient ruins, amazed ignorant people 
stare without comprehension 
0 is white , complete, a deer in a huge field 
standing peacefully, the end of now to the 
bright white of the future 
Brown U, like heavy bark on huge trees in a 
deep dark forest few men witness, trees beautiful 
for their strength and life. 

Fred Funderburk 
Chester Senior High School 



GUARDIAN 

A big old red oak stands 
stout and wide, high in the sky , 
but when the wind blows 
it bends like rubber . 
It looks like it's trying to touch its roots. 
It stands over the neighborhood 
like a Mama Bear over her young . 

CLOUDS AND THE BREEZE 

The clouds and the spring-time breeze 
Met high up one fine day. 
A curtsy from the lady, 
A bow from the gent , 
And they began to waltz and swing . 

Around the world and back again 
In the door and out-
Oh , they laughed to see astonishment 
On the faces of suddenly hatless men 
And gave papers a free ride across the streetl 

The pair were suddenly tired 
Of their boisterous, bad-child play . 
They sat to rest 
And as you probably know , 
The cuties made it rain ! 

Susan Cowan 
Grade 8 

Gary Patterson 
Grade 6 
Ebinport School 

Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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A WALK WITH THE FATHER 

tender blades of tickl ish green surrounding 
my toes , 

gentle breezes whispering through the trees 
calling , calling me into deepest thoughts , 

heaven painted pictures soothing 
my eyes, 

intermingling ... stimulat ing silent conversation 
between 

the two of us 
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Debbie McDonald 
Grade 12 
Camden Senior High School 

COLORS OF THE IMAGINATION 

I'll pick you A, amidst all other apples 
on a strong sturdy tree in a field of lime green . 
Black E, all ev il represented , banish from my 
sight and never seek to return . 
I, white lilies dancing lazily in the 
sun 's golden hue on a warm Easter morn ing . 
0 , sh iny and sparkling gold , a symphony 
of rich golden tones , polished by unknown 
hands until perfectly clean . 
U, waiting in the sun , sleeping in the 
shadows, violets of deep, velvet purple , 
hoping to be picked and given to a goddess. 

Elaine Wilson 
Grade 12 
Chester Senior High School 



WORDS OF A DIFFERENT COLOR 

There are words that are blue 
And some are red with anger 
Some words are bright 
Like lemon yellow. 
But some words are dark and gray 
Like black and brown . 
Some words are gallant like 
Gold and silver. 
Some are metallic 
Like copper. 
And some are soft like 
Carnation pink or peach . 
And now and then you find 
Some hard ones, like forest 
Green or dark sienna. 

Jonathan Roberts 
Grade 6 
Gignilliat Park Elementary School 

POEM 

blue reminds me 
of the sea when 
I was little a big 
wave would always 
come and knock me 
down then I would 
get up and it would 
knock me down again 

Chet Welch 
Grade 6 
Fulmer Middle School 
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SUPERSTITIOUS 

Black cat cross in front of me, 
I turn around because harm may come to me 
Train crosses on my track 
I ran so fast and broke my back . 
This is superstitious as you can see. 
That old cat gave harm to me. 

I broke a mirror one day, 
Seven years of bad luck they say. 
I had to bury it face down in the sand , 
And then I said , " harm comes tomorrow", 
This is superstitious as you can see. 
No bad luck has come to me. 
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Laverne Jefferson 
Grade 9 
Elloree High School 

THE CAT 

A cat walked 
His feet made no sound 
As he stalked 
On the cold , hard ground 

He stopped 
When he reached the door 
And listened , breathlessly 
For his master 's snore. 

Then , quietly 
He slipped inside 
(Though he wasn 't allowed) 
If cats could speak , 
I'm sure he would have lied . 

Michele Adamec 
Grade 7 
Southside Junior High School 



THE PANTHER 

As sharp as the light 
When the panther strikes 
He's swift and fast 
With teeth sharp enough to slice you in half 

When the panther strikes 
In your blood he'll take a bath 
With teeth sharp enough to slice you in half 
When you see him run fast as you can 

In your blood he'll take a bath 
He will catch you , yes he will 
When you see him run fast as you can 
In day or night when the morning is still 

He will catch you yes he will 
As sharp as the light 
In day or night when the morning is still 
He's swift and fast. 

Lisa Williams 
Grade 7 
Holly Hi// Intermediate School 

DOG GONE 

Doggone my dog is gone. Doggone 
my cat is gone. Doggone. Doggone 
mother , a boy blacked my doggone 
eyes. Doggone dog is gone. 

Scotty Murphy 
Grade 4 
Westminster Elementary School 
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WELCOME 

For Ron 

We have a map on the wall of our bathroom , 
a relief map of the land here in the mountains. 
A pin once marked where we live. 

It has broken since, and 
all that marks this place now 
is a small hole. 

Friends come, 
They go into the bathroom to look at the map 
to find where we live. 

" It 's here," they say 
as they fall through the hole 
into our home. 

There, the evening light slides over the mountains, 
the stream outside the window sounds like rain , 
and friends never leave. 

Newton Smith 
From SOUTHERN POETRY REVIEW 

D. NEWTON SMITH is widely published in such poetry magazines as Southern Poetry Review, 

Carolina Quarterly, Foxfire , Ann Arbor Review, and the St. Andrews Review. Smith founded and 

directed Clingstone, a Foxfire-type magazine at Greer (S.C.) High School in 1974 as a Bicentennial 

project of the Piedmont Heritage Fund . A former professor of Engl ish at Western Carolina University, 

he now owns an advertising agency in the mountains of North Carolina. Smith holds a Ph .D. from the 

University of North Carolina, with a dissertation on Black Mountain poets. 
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MY PET 

My dog's name is Sparky. 
Sparky is red as fire 
and he is a Pekingese. 
He has a pug nose as pug as 
a pushed-in-button on an elevator . 
He has a curly tail as curly as 
a curve on a road. 
He has short legs as short as 
a hair curler. 
I love my pet as much as 
he loves me. 

Wanda Talley 
Grade 6 
Clover Middle School 
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THE HORSE 

There is a horse at Disney World , 
His name is Doc . 
In years he is an old horse, 
But his spirit is still young . 

I th ink he is a dream-horse 
Because of the way he walks. 
He pulls an old trolley car, 
But he doesn 't look 
Like his mind is on the job. 

Paul Keller 
Grade 7 
Lakeview Middle School 



MY COW 

I love my cow 
Because of the way she smells 
27, A3 is her name 
She smells I ike the out of doors 
She does not smell 
Like she 's been cooped up 
The way 27, A3 looks 
Is also a factor 
She looks like the best 
And most gentle cow ever 
And she is gentle except when you get 
Around her calf 
Then she is apprehensive 
Like any mother would be 
If 27, A3 would happen to chase 
Or butt you 
She doesn 't do it because of her temper 
It 's because you 've done 
Something to her. 

David Kitchen 
Grade 11 
Indian Land High School 

THE STRANGE AWAKENING 

The merry song of the bagpipes awoke Nessie, 
So she poked her head out of the icy water. 
Suddenly , the music stopped . 
Now the only sound was the scream 
Of the bagpiper as he ran toward the hills . 
Bewildered, Nessie went back into the 
Chilly waters and went to sleep. 

Mary Anne Oneal 
Grade 7 
Marlboro Academy 
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POEM 

It's about a snake 
We moved into a house 
And we had a cellar 
And we didn 't know 
And then we found out. 
And there was a bathroom 
Down there 
And it was a river 
And in the bathroom 
Was a hole 
And something was in there 
And when you throw it bones 
It gobbles them up. 

TURTLE 

Catherine March 
Grade 4 
Elloree Elementary School 

A turtle is like a half a cantelope 
Wiggling , trying to eat a flower 
Rolled over on its back 
A turtle is like a half a cantelope 
Licking a boy on his nose 
Or maybe biting it. 
A turtle is like a half a cantelope 
Tapping a pane of glass 
Or writing his diary 
A turtle is like a half a cantelope. 
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Cathy Holbrooks 
Grade 6 
College St. Elementary School 



OLD BAT 

I zoom past the stars 
Far from the cars 

I sleep in daytime 
I hunt at nighttime 

I hunt for mice 
They taste very nice 

And when I die 
No one will cry. 

THE PANTHER 

Mac McCauley 
Grade 6 
Lakeview Middle School 

Sleek, smooth and silky black . 
There 's nothing that this creature lacks. 
Slowly, patiently he stalks his prey. 
It doesn 't occur to him that he might get 
away. 

He quickly glances from side to side 
To catch this animal would boost his 
pride. 

Now he leaps with splendid grace. 
And hopes he doesn't lose face . 
He captures it with pace and skill. 
And the knowledge of how to kill. 

Debra Ghee 
Grade 9 
Southside Junior High School 
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THE BIRDS 

The birds are boy and girl. 
They fly away from each other, 
The boy in fear of the girl getting 
Too fresh and the girl in fear of 
A kiss . 

The birds are very young as 
They twist and turn and 
Soar in the air. 

Jill Freeman 
Grade 6 
College St . Elementary School 
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ARMS MOVING 

Arms look like two birds 
flying in different directions 
flying high above the mountains 
free with their feathers blowing in the wind . 
They look like a volcano erupting on an island 
and sprinkling out on everyone. 
Or a man jumping from a 
plane, and his parachute opening and blowing 
in the wind. 

Cindy Lee 
Grade 6 
College St . Elementary School 



MY DREAM HORSE 

I saw him jump into the water, 
the water flashed like diamonds 
I saw him run through the fore of 
the underworld 
I saw him canter through the mist 
of heaven 
My dream has flown , 
I shall see him no more 

Melody Stallworth 
Grade 7 
McClenaghan Junior High School 

POEM 

Chickens dance in 
Happy choreography 
Roosters crow and 
Imitate geography 
Seashells roamed the empty mass, 
Trees of time shook their boughs 
Making this a scene of wonder 
Another Night 
Smiles 

John Huffman 
Spring Valley High School 
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KING KONG'S SISTER 

She went ape wild over 
Yeti. He wasn 't exactly 
bananas over her and ran 
off with Big Foot. 
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PEST 

My little cousin is a gnat, 
who , at 1:30 in the morning, 
keeps you awake with a head 
splitting , high pitched hummmm. 

She is trying to throw a 
piece of paper into the 
trash can , each time missing , 
moving closer, throwing harder, 
and still missing while 
gritting teeth with brain 
burning aggravation . 

She is a piece of gum 
on the bottom of your 
shoe at a dance. 

Frank Cain 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 

Jeff Kalinoski 
Grade 10 
Irma High School 



BUTTERFLY WOMAN 

She was a butterfly in her bright-colored 
Evening gown . Its soft silk flapping about 
in the evening breeze as she flew through 
the flower garden in desperate search of 
a perfect rose to pin upon her breast . 
Her thin figure seemed so delicate, so 
light that the next rush of wind might 
sweep her flying up into the clouds. 

Betsy Freeman 
Grade 10 
South Florence High School 

One night I dreamed I was a bird but I still had my own head and my 
own feet . I kept flying around and I couldn 't land because I was scared . I 
couldn 't get back up, but when I finally landed I landed on this man 's 
head . He didn 't have any hair and I just sat there rocking back and forth 
on this man 's head. Then he hit at me and I woke up. I was sitting in bed 
rocking back and forth . 

Anonymous 
Lancaster High School, Campus Two 
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KATE 

I 
\ 

She refused , when the cancer came, 
to dignify it with its name 
and had pernicious anemia instead , 
succumbing , occas ionally , to bed . 
Then , pinn ing the gaps up in her skirt, 
she took her walks and hid the hurt 
in her eyes when we would take our sw im 
or dig for clams. Even the prim 
neatness remained and the English pride, 
until the devil struck , and she died , 
leaving to her nervous spouse 
late liberty , and a quiet house. 

William E. Taylor 
From WORMWOOD REVIEW 

WILLIAM E. TAYLOR holds lhree degrees from Vanderbill University and has published three books 

of poems. H1s most recent book IS Devoirs to Florida. He lives 1n Deland . Flonda. and 1s Professor o f 

Eng lish at Stetson University . Taylor has g1ven numerous lectu res and readings in the Sou theast. 
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SOME DREAMS 

A monkey dreams he ate a banana. 
A cat dreams that he had some 
A-1 to put on his mouse. 
A taco dreams that he got bit. 
A garbage can dreams he had some trash . 
An ant dreams he had gotten bit. 
A panther dreams he's pink . 
A dinosaur thought he killed another 
dinosaur. 
A mouse dreams he had some 
cheese with soy sauce on it. 
A frog dreams he had a bug . 
A beer can dreams he froze . 
A person dreams he was a pervert. 
A steak sauce thought he tasted bad. 
A bird dreams he was a dead duck. 
A person dreams he had orange blood. 
A coo coo brain dreams he wasn 't coo coo. 
A beaver dreams he had a tree. 
A fox dreams he's in a box. 
An elephant dreams he had a rider. 
A horse dreams he had a field . 
An ape dreams he's purple. 

Scotty Byrd 
Saluda River Elementary School 

PAR-K MARGARINE DREAM 

Once I was in bed and I had a dream about Par-K 
margarine: I was sitting at the table and all of a 
sudden there was a lady-bug . Right in front of me 
was a Tupperware container of Par-K margarine. 
And the bug said , " Come on! " He said he was magic . 
He turned me into a girl just about an inch high 
and we climbed into the container. I could see the 
yellow hills of butter . We walked through the hills, 
and then it was over. 

Mary Frutkin 
Sea Pines Academy 
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NATURE 

The other night I was sitting on the planet called Venus "The Goddess 
of Love" and I was staring down into the Pacific Ocean thinking of how 
lovely it would be to run down the beach with the one I love in my 
birthday suit in the rain just running and throwing flowers to everyone 
to show how much I love nature and then just run out into the ocean and 
ride on an orange and yellow polka-dotted octopus like a merry-go
round with a bunch of my friends out there with me and then I'd like to 
race one of my friends on a red and purple striped whale and go far out 
onto an is I and and grow blue stars with silver embraces and stay for the 
rest of my life with plants and stars . 

Debbie Gibson 
Grade9 
Lancaster High School, Campus Two 

I dreamed that my brother and I were sitting out in our front yard one 
night talking . It was pitch dark but we had the porch light on . I was 
sitting in a lounge chair when a spark from the sky fell on my lap. I 
turned around and looked up and a UFO was hovering right over us. My 
mother was in the kitchen . I tried to call her but my voice was blank . My 
brother had disappeared. The UFO kept coming closer and closer and 
finally picked up me. I couldn 't move or scream. I could only see what 
was happening to me. I was taken aboard by creatures and was flown to 
a planet far away from earth . Then I was dressed in a white robe, and 
was informed that I was going to be operated on so the parts of my body 
could be studied. I was taken to a room where I was to stay until they 
were ready for me. In the room I saw about 20 or 30 people, dressed in 
the same white robe that I was. I knew all of them, and all of them said 
that they were to be operated on too. 

A moment later a creature came to get me and took me to a table. 
They didn 't put me to sleep or anything . They just started cutting away. 
They started to open my heart, and I woke up. 

Anonymous 
Lancaster High School, Campus Two 
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PROMETHEUS 

Like dancing sun against vacant horizon 
his flame changes, 
The orange red mane of a distant, free mare, 
the flame. 
Ocean waves and earthly winds 
are flames that kill the night 
and await nocturnal animals. 
Finally, flames exist in whore's attire, 
reside eternally in cold desires. 
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Julia Armstrong 
Grade 9 
Fort Mill High School 

POEM 

Earthquake 
is the stubborn bull 
under the surface of the earth 
and very mean . 
Anyone that moves makes him mad 
and he shakes and roars mightily ! 

Hurricane 
is the giant whale in the sea 
and takes a nap every year. 
When he wakes up, 
he lets out a mighty yawn. 
Winds are everywhere 
and the sea is not calm anymore. 

Richard Burrell 
Grade 6 
Clover Middle School 



WEEPING WILLOW 

I asked a weeping willow tree why 
she wept. 

At first she seemed distant and cold as 
if she had been deeply hurt by some 
person she'd trusted and loved. 

Then she confided in me and told me 
of the love she'd lost which had 
left her weeping and standing alone 
dependent on no one. 

Long ago she'd fallen in love with 
a brave soldier. Together they 'd 
laughed and lived and loved. 
He told her he'd never leave her. 
A great war broke out and he 
went off to fight, promising to return 
and make her his wife. Though 
she was sad at his departure 
she thrived on his promise to 
return. Soon after he left she 
found she was carrying his 
child . Though she tried to conceal 
her secret, the gods found out and 
punished her for her sin by 
killing her unborn child . 
That day a strange soldier came 
and told her of the death of 
the soldier she'd loved. She went 
to her lover 's grave and wept. 
The goddess of Love saw her grief 
at losing both her child and 
lover, and turned her into a 
beautiful tree emplanted over 
the grave. There she could be 
near him forever. 

She still stands over him and 
weeps. To this day you can stand 
under the long green branches 
of the Weeping Willow Tree 
and feel her soft tears. 

I am confiding in you to keep her 
secret, just as she confided in me! 

Julie Felder 
Holly Hill High School 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE SUN AND MOON 

There once was a mighty hunter. He was a huge, strong , yet gentle 
man who seldom hunted for sport. He lived in a large forest and spent 
no two nights in the same place but roamed around the whole forest. In 
this forest there also lived a great bear (the only one in the forest , in 
fact) who was very wise . 

It was the sworn duty of the hunter to one day kill a bear. He set traps 
everywhere for the solitary bear but the bear always out-smarted him . 
Finally, he found the bear 's cave and decided to burn him out . The bear, 
just as determined not to get caught, would not come out until he was 
trapped by a wall of flame. He leapt through the flames , catching 
himself on fire and ran past the hunter. 

The bear kept running and the hunter chased him. They ran up the 
side of a high snow-covered mountain . The hunter fell several times and 
became covered with snow from head to foot. Finally , they reached the 
top of the mountain , and were faced with a huge cliff. The bear, in 
burning agony, leapt upward as hard as he could and the snow-white 
hunter followed him. 

It is almost certain that both these creatures would have died from the 
fall had not the great god Igor stepped in . He plucked both creatures 
from their flight and placed them in the sky as examples to everyone 
else. The bear became the sun and the hunter became the moon . They 
became doomed to forever chase each other and never be caught. 

John Irion 
Grade 10 
Mauldin High School 

Once there were three beautiful horses. Apollo was the beautiful , 
white, muscular stallion , Carmen was the cheerful pinto mare, and 
Cupid was their playful young colt . One day they were out grazing on a 
hilltop when Blackjack, the drooling , yellow toothed , winged wolf , came 
flying through the air with his wild pack of flying dogs. Cupid the young 
colt rushed for safety by his mother 's side, but was snatched up by two 
of the winged animals. They flew him to the top of a cliff , where he 
would not be able to get down . Blackjack hovered over Apollo 's head . 
Apollo , red with fury , said " What do you want with my son? " Blackjack 
then replied " I do not want your son , I want you. I want to battle you in 
combat for this land of yours." Carmen , who was very worried about her 
son 's safety, began trying to climb the cliff but was forced back by two 
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of the wild wolves . Apollo had to accept the challenge. The two animals 
raging with fury jumped at each other's throats with their blazing teeth . 
Blackjack took a hunk out of Apollo 's throat and the blood began to 
pour. Apollo , raging from the pain in his wound, went for Blackjack 's 
wings, ripping them off with one mighty snatch of his teeth . A split sec
ond before Apollo started to smash the winged wolf with his hooves, the 
wolf cried out with a begging plea. Apollo backed off a bit, then yelled 
at the wolf " Let my son down or brains and blood will be all over the 
countryside. " Blackjack ordered his pack to bring the colt down , which 
they did . Apollo then told them to leave with their master. They carried 
him off while he was howling with pain , never to be seen again . 

Tony Pendarvis 
Holly Hill High School 

Once upon a time there was a jealous god named Stu leo (stu leo). He 
was in love with a beautiful goddess named Sinko (sinko) . 

It came to pass that Sinko fell in love with another god named Toil. 
Stu leo became furious when he heard that Sinko liked Toil instead of 
him, and became more furious when Toil built Sinko a golden throne. 
The next day Stu leo planned to make a big deep hole and have Toil 
thrown in it. So that night Stu leo snuck into Toil's room where he kept 
the throne and stole it. And to make sure that Sinko couldn 't sit in it, he 
bored a hole in the middle of it. 

When Stu leo got to the hole he found that the throne was too wide to 
go into it so he proceeded to dig the hole wider, but just as he picked up 
the shovel Toil hit him hard and killed him. With his last dying breath , 
Stu leo muttered, "the throne you have made shall bear our names, Toil 
and Stu leo." Later shortened to Toilet Stule, and that's how we got the 
toilet stool. 

Wayne Martino 
Holly Hill High School 
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COOLEST LILLIPUT 

Once in a town that was so small , 
if you were six inches you were really tall. 
A square yard was considered a range, 
then along came Gulliver and everything changed. 

He was one powerful dude, he was as tall as six foot two. 
He helped out the people to do their own thing , 
he had some KISS albums and everyone sang. 

And then one day Bad Bart came to town real slow, 
he was another giant that measured five-nine from head to toe . 
Well it was bad news when Bart came around, 
but Gulliver came and took care of that clown . 

Well Gulliver sure changed that little town , 
so if you're ever around stop in and stay put
visit the hippie commune at the coolest Lilliput. 
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Butch Walker 
Grade 9 
Cleveland Junior High School 

THINGS HAPPEN 

The necktie hangs himself. 
The foot beats on the hat. 
A nail sits on the Bible. 
The nutcracker cracks a car. 
The car knocks over the preacher . 

Julie 
Northside Elementary School 



MARTIN LUTHER KING 

Dear Martin Luther King I went to your funeral 
and when I got home I went to sleep 
I dreamt I saw you in heaven and you came on a gold leaf 
and your mother was with you 
and the gold leaf stopped 
and you and your mother got off 
and the flowers bloomed 
and the animals got on their knees 
and Lord was this you ! 

POEM 

Look down and shed a tear 
for those who never cried . 
See the litter of clouds 
blustering the skies. 
See the hatred spreading 
between conflicting minds 
look into the heart, 
Darkness is all you 'll find . 
See the tragi le wing 
broken on the dove 
look down and shed a tear 
for the world 
that needs. 

Ricky Jefferson 
St. Stephen Middle School 

Anita Burback 
Grade 7 
Buford High School 
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FULL ABOUT AT OCRACOKE 

(After David Stick 's account of 
a true incident on the Outer Banks) 

here where blue water bleaches 
green before spuming white 
and sucking back out again 
to blue con-
tinuings of endless cycles 

one feels caught- in-close to circles 

here james baugham gask ill first 
heard his mother 's heart then 
the gulls then the sea that 
other mother fuller cradling 
his ocracoke beg innings 

after manhood 's years and miles 
away merchantman aboard 
the freighter caribsea he 
may have seen the light 
of home blinking in the north
north-west before the twin 
tin fish torpedoes tore 
that march of '42 scattered 
shockwaves in the sc reaming sea 
securing lines to make his ending 

after days the mother 's message 
washed up on the shore 
a glass brass case containing 
the island son 's offic ial license 
legibly listing this dead sand 
as place of birth 
pushing-to another open door 

Thomas N. Walters 
From CRUCIBLE 

THOMAS N. WAL TEAS is currently serving as Associate professor of English at North Carolina State 

University in Raleigh . His poems appear regu larly in such publ ications as Southern Poetry Review . 

Red Clay Reader, and the St. Andrew 's Review . A poet as wel l as a teacher. sculptor , and pa1nter . 

Walters has pub lished two volumes of poems. 
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SOLITAIRE 

The purple-black sky 
Is full of diamond-bright stars 
The french window is open 
Letting in cool night air 
I am alone in the big glass house 
Not a sou I anywhere 

I get out my gallant, brown guitar 
I strum a few notes 
The song is remote 

0 air, tell me why 
I like to sit alone 
0 moon, so bright 
Come into my room 
Solitaire , I love you 
I will never sweep you out 

POEM 

Ruby Mcilwain 
Grade 11 
Indian Land High School 

There are many kinds of trees in me. 
When I am happy, I feel like 
a pine blowing in the wind . 
When I am sad , I feel like 
a weeping willow hanging its branches 
down to the ground . 
When I am proud , I stand tall like 
the redwood tree touching the sky. 
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Barry Hinson 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 



POEM 

I sometimes wish I was a bubbling 
mountain stream rushing along 
like a wild stallion beneath 
the green banks on either side. I 
could have the feathery ferns , so 
delicate and soft like the finest 
lace of any queen , to shade me 
and protect me. I could have the 
smooth pebbles shining like jewels 
beneath me to walk on . The fish 
would live in me and I would 
protect them from any harm and 
the forest creatures would come out 
of their mysterious dens and I 
would be the fountain of life for them . 

TRIUMPH 

Ricky Stephenson 
Grade 8 
Colleton-Walterboro Junior High School 

Like sunlight sitting on a blue pond 
Like a hawk soaring above the clouds 
Like lying on a mossy bank 
Like a sparrow in a sparkling birdbath 
Like standing between stained glass windows 
Like a Christmas tree stripped of lights and garlands 
Like a raindrop falling on the Empire State Building 
Like a treasure box with all its jewels jumped out 
Like a cow getting rid of her cud 
Like finishing this poem . 

Jen Handel 
Grade 7 
Heathwood Hall 
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I AM A DIAMOND 

A diamond is what I'd like to be. 
Instead of just being plain old me. 

I'd be on an elegant lady 's 
finger . Where rubies and emeralds and 
others would linger. 

I'd be near a gold band and 
an engagement ring . A flower , a bird 
or a little duckling . 

Maybe a man would spend $250.00 
on a lady who screams, yells, and hollers. 

Then she would shut up. 
And be happy with her ring . 
And dance, and be happy and 
joyful and sing. 

FEMON' 

Tracy Huggins 
Grade 3 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

I am as sweet as I can be. 
If you want to find out and see, 
That will be all right with me. 
I love a woman that's real, real fine 
That 's sweet-looking and with a real strong mind, 
If you want to check me out just say Right On! 
Because all you have to do is look up Femon '. 
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Femon' Jackson 
Grade 9 
Cleveland Junior High School 



MY SLOW AND CHEERFUL THINGS 

Like grass growing in a new yard 
Like sailboats sailing in no wind 
Like pansy seeds growing with no rain 
Like composing a piece of music 
Like writing a book 
Like starting a car when the battery is dead 
Like hair growing 
Like babies hair blowing in the wind 
Like a feather floating down in the wind . 

Mary Katherine Rogers 
Grade 7 
Heathwood Hall 

HAPPINESS IS 

Like juicy cherries you eat each night 
Like waking up in the morning and the sun 
is so bright 
Like big buses rolling down the street 
Like going to school when me and my 
friend meet 

Brian 
Saluda River Elementary School 
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I'M A BOOK 

I'm a book 
in a nook 

I range from a cowboy with his fist 
or ladies dancing in a mist 

I hope to never age 
or lose a page 

RHONDA'S DIALECT 

Can me help you paint the 
wall? 
Me big enough me won 't 
fall. 
Tomorrow me don 't go to 
cool , 
Me come over with me big 
stool. 
Me'll be so happy when me learn 
to paint , 
But what if me can 't? 
Me'll come over anyway, 
Me paint free, No Pay ! 

Ida Cobbs 
Grade 10 

Kris Sommerfield 
Grade 5 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 

Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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SCHOOL 

She has a 
Cat that sleeps in the 
House with the door 
Open and an 

ACROSTIC 

See if you can 
hide under the bed 
and not be seen in any 
room in the house 
Or 
not be seen anywhere 

Give your undivided attention and 
enjoy what is being said . 
Never get 
into any arguments with 
cousins who are 
envious. 

Listen to the 
entertainers and 
erase all thoughts of loneliness 

Sharon Genice Lee 
Holly Hill High School 

Ostrich runs in and 
Elim inates the chandelier. 

Class Collaboration 
Grade 4 
Dobson Elementary School 
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FOUR ACROSTICS 

Lies 
On 
Various 
Evenings 

The 
Inside of 
Me melts 

Sour 
Indians 
Never 
Grow 

Your happy 
Evenings are 
Spent 
Together with 
Entirely 
Roundabout 
Daring 
Aristocrats which 
You enjoy fully 

Terry Dempsey 
Camden High School 

Jan Truesdale 
Camden High School 

Jerie Blycher 
Camden High School 

Julie R. 
Camden High School 



ACROSTIC 

The Broom which was at the 
Rear of the house 
Electrified the 
Nut which stood at the 
Doorway which wanted to fly 
Away with the next wind . 

The Butterfly was 
Asking the 
Snake to 
Kick him 
Into the 
Nut cracker where 

he could 
go on a 
cracking 
vacation 

ACROSTIC 

Catastrophe 
After 
Reckless 
Pets 
Eat 
Too much 
Spaghetti sauce 

Brenda Baskin 
Grade 5-6 
Hilton Head Elementary School 

Kenny Weber 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 
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TO PEOPLE OTHER PLACES, GENTLEMEN: 

I wonder if you please would take the time 
To write to me. I need to know 
If people far away are just the same. 

Here in the South the other day 
A friend of mine, a doctor here 
Dropped in to talk . 
It was not long before he asked 
" Do you believe in God? " 
And I said sure because sometimes I do 
And then I asked him why . 
He might have come confused from seeing death 
But he said no, a routine day 
And thought about h is question to himself. 

Most people here say things like that 
And ask each other what it means to die. 
I thought that everybody did 
Until a week ago when people came 
Who lived in other countries all their lives. 
They seemed surprised at us and said 
They never had heard talk like that 
And laughed . 

I have been thinking ever since 
About the place I live , about the South 
And how I might not ever hear 
What people other places know . 

In Mex ico , is anybody sure what l ife is for? 
And in New York , where you have got to worry more 
And get to talk , is there an answer? 
If you know , 
I wish that you would write and tell me so. 

Charleen Swansea Whisnant 
From PRAIRIE SCHOONER 

CHARLEEN SWANSEA WHISNANT IS a nat1ve of Greensboro. N. C She rece1ved her M.A m Modern 

Poetry from the Un1vers1ty of North Carolina at Chapel Hill and has worked extensively as a director of 

poetry and wnt1ng workshops. as well as guest lecturer at numerous schools mclud1ng Bryn Mawr 

College and Columb1a Un1vers1ty . Her ed1torsh1ps and publish ing cred1ts mclude such publicatiOns 

as Acorn. Carolina Quarterly. Red Clay Books and the St. Andrews Review. Wh1snant has given read

mgs for ABC and NET television 1n New York and appeared in segments of Studio See for SC ETV . 
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ACROSTIC 

Stifle yourself you 
twangy 
absurd 
cow . 
Yamaha your 
horse, you derky 
uncoordinated , stupid little 
numbskull , I don 't care if you 're a goody 
twos hoes. 

ALMOST 

All 
Lovers 
Make 
Out 
Some 
Time 
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Stacy Hunt 
Sea Pines Academy 

David Emerson 
Grade 8 
Olympia Middle School 



LOVE IS LIKE A ROSE 

Love is like a rose 
waving in the silent wind 
forever growing and getting stronger 
bending at points but always making out 

wav ing silently in the wind 
holding on strongly 
bending at points but always making out 
never completely bare 

holding on strongly 
never dying 
never completely bare 
always growing closer closer closer 

never dying 
Love is like a rose 
always growing closer closer closer 
forever growing and getting stronger 

James Taylor 
Grade 7 
Holly Hill Intermediate School 

POEM 

I wish I were a tear-
to be born in your eyes 
to flow down your cheek 
to die on your lips. 

Donna Allen 
Mauldin High School 
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A ROPE 

A rope is like a relationship 
going along smoothly 

then 
comes a knot : 

you manage across it 
then 
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a frayed place 
about to shatter 

it holds 
then 

suddenly 

it broke 
and you fall 

you grab another rope 

HOW I FEEL 

Clark Smith 
Grade 8 
Heathwood Hall 

I feel like a person with no legs. 
I feel like someone has shut the door in front of me. 
I feel like a baby with no mother. 
I feel like a flag that has been burned. 
I feel like a light with no power. 
I feel like a person with no friend . 
I feel like a dog with no one to keep me. 
I feel like a clock without hands. 

Jerry M. White, Jr. 
Grade 6 
Gignil/iat Park Elementary School 



UNTITLED 

It happened three years ago 
Just right before the snow 
When a girl looked at me 
With her fist balled up. 
I turned my head with 
fright and wondered what 
made her want to fight. 

Rachel Bowers 
Grade 8 
Tanglewood Middle School 

PANTOUM 

Guns are shining in the holsters 
Bullets rushing through the air 
Like a rushing wind 
What can I do before I get shot 

Bullets rushing through the air 
My friend will help me 
What can I do before I get shot 
I will have to escape soon 

My friend will help me 
I wi II go to the dark tree 
I will have to escape soon 
And sit there in the cold dark night 

I will go to the dark tree . 
Guns are shining in the holsters 
And I' ll sit there in the cold dark night 
Like a rushing wind . 

Debra McCall 
Grade 5 
College St. Elementary School 
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I FEEL LIKE THE BLUES 

And every time I look at you 
I feel like the blues . I 
love my blues. And see 
the blues. And if you go 
to Florida 
just ask 
for the blue man. 
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Vance McKrae 
Grade 5 
South Kilbourne Elementary School 

ME AND MY FRIEND 

I'm a little toy poodle dancing about 
in the summer breeze. 
My friend is a towering mountain 
looking down at the world below . 
I'm a tiny mouse hiding from an 
evil cat. 
I am as swift as a butterfly prancing 
all about. 
He is like an elephant lugging himself 
along . 
I like being tiny like being a baby. 
While my friend is as blue as water 
I'm like a pink little flower . 

Mark Allen 
Grade 5 
L. B. Nelson Elementary School 



THE CHARMER TO THE INTELLECT 

Come go away with me to the far reaching desert. 
We can be shieks for as long as we like 
And we may catch some slaves on the way. 
We'll have goats' eyes for dinner and even 
Though the sun will be brilliant we 'll 
Take along our Cool Rays 
Come go away with me 
We'll live in a multi-colored tent and drink 
Champagne all day. We 'll explore the ants 
On the ground and see the stars shine alone at night. 
All this I give to you if you will come away with me. 

Kim Hope 
Grade 12 
Chester Senior High School 

THE WAY I FEEL INSIDE 

I hear bells in the night. 
I pretend that I am a queen. 
I believe my prince is coming. 
I touch my next door neighbor. 
I imagine I am in Space. 
I touch the ground in Space. 
I think that I am in love with my face . 
I hate love that doesn't love me. 

1st Period Class 
Grade 5 
Dixon Elementary School 
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I FEEL LIKE A JACKET 
WITH NO SLEEVES. 

I feel like a book 
with no cover. 

I feel like a watch 
run down. 

I feel like a pencil 
with no lead . 

I feel like a car 
with no wheels. 

Eric Grooms 
Grade 4 
Watkins Elementary School 

WHEN WE'RE STANDING TOGETHER 
IN A CIRCLE HOLDING HANDS 

it's weird like standing on your head 
felt like we 'd been taken over 
by a spirit from outer space 
like your body had been taken over 

by a spirit 

not just your body 

your mind 

the blood rushes to your head 
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and what about your hands? 
they get sweaty they get warm 
they get nervous shaky 

Did you feel shaky? 
I did. 
I felt funny. 
Red. 

Red as blood . Black of night. 
Black of a book . Black of space. 

little flying objects 

light by the space 
by the moon by the sun 

little flying objects 

like submarines 
like space ships like jelly beans 

felt jumping things going through my hands 
scary things like lightning electricity 

sounds like rock 'n' roll music 
screams like a race track 

and I wished I wasn't there 

wished I wasn 't so cold 
wished the electricity 
wasn 't going through my body 

it feels like somebody's in the room 

watching you 

Mrs. Jones' Science Class 
Grade 6 
Olympia Middle School 
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MIDDLETON 

They suppose you have come here 
out of some noble sentiment for flowers 
azaleas and camelias fatten the garden 
perfected by the guide book in the ghosts of slaves 
who stood where you stand 
themselves stooping to clear out rotten blossoms 
and the live elm 's thousand years 
making you want your Mama again 
dwarfed and the bees honing in 
enormous as pears everything too ripe 
swelling like rice on the river bank 

You pass over the decorative bridges 
thinking of china plates 
and perfect order 
and the signposts spelling history glut you 

You leave by the side door 
the nineteenth century behind you 

Frances Whyatt 

FRANCES WHYATT, a native of Ohio, has published poems in a wide range of literary magazines and 

periodicals, including The Southern Poetry Review. First Issue, Penumbra , The New York Times , The 

New Republic , and The Nation . She founded Equal Time Press, the anthology Equal Time being its 

first endeavor. 
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MOODS 

(1) Sometimes I feel like a boiler 
trying to let off steam to quick 
fry the world to a crackly crunch 
and watch the whole world 
crumble to dust 

(2) In morning I am a cat ready to 
rip the eyes out of my parents 

(3) In the afternoon I feel like a 
falling barometer just before 
the hurricane and tornado strikes 

(4) At night I feel like a broken jug of 
prune juice running all over the place 
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Harry Edwards 
Holly Hill High School 

POEM 

Cutting my hair is a dreadful thing . 
The scissors go by my hair with a z-z-zing. 
They chop it all off , 
but when it grows back, 
The scissors cut it off again , 
with a great big whack! 

Teresa Naugle 
Grade 9 
Southside Junior High School 



IN THE NIGHT 

In the night 
I sleep so wild 
I hit my elbows 
Against the wall. 
And when my cousins come visit us 
They hear it. 
I know why 
I sleep 
So wild , I take after 
My mother. 

Wondra Wilson 
Grade 6 
Elloree Elementary School 

THE SURPRISE 

Cleaning out the attic 
and moving all the boxes, 
hunting things I need , 
and there just in the midst 
of all the dust 
lies an orange truck 
broken half-into. 
And there I feel 
a tear running coldly 
down my cheek . 

David Sloan 
Grade 6 
Woodruff Junior High School 
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POEM 

I like a person 
whose mind is like a computer. 
He can help you do 
any kind of math-
but watch out! 
He may have 
a rotten battery in him! 

I CAN RUN SO FAST 

Rhonda Gordan 
Grade 5 
Ebinport School 

I can run so fast that when I play tag the other people playing have to 
ride around in rockets, 

I can run so fast that I have to wear radial shoes and I have to change 
them every ten minutes or they ' ll melt, 

I can run so fast that when I put corn in a jar with some oil in it and run 
around my block once it is popped because of the heat from moving 
so fast. 

I can run so fast that my parents had to buy me a pair of socks with 
shock absorbers, because if I hit a rock without them on I'd bounce 
off the face of the earth. 

I'm so fast that I can't go to the beach because every time I'd start to 
swim I'd cause a tidal wave. 

I'm so fast that I had to buy brakes for my tennis shoes so that it would 
only take me a half mile runway when I jog. 

Barney Smith 
Wilson Junior High School 
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POEM 

When I went to New York City 
I saw some girls 
that sure were pretty 

Some had red hair 
and some had brown 
But the ones that were blonde 
were the ones that turned me on . 

Could I go back , 
My girl friend says no. 
But still , one monkey 
don 't stop no show. 

Gerald Gilmore 
Holly Hill High School 

POEM 

I'm sorry for eating your composition , 
But I was hungry and I was your guest. 
It really wouldn't have been polite 
to ask you for a snack 
so as your composition was first 
to reach my sight, 
I ate it with all my might. 
I'm really sorry now 
Because I have a slight case 
of constipation . 

Sharon Mole 
Grade 8 
Colleton-Walterboro Junior High School 
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MY GRANDMOTHER'S REFRIGERATOR 

My grandmother's refrigerator is the best place in 
the world to be, 
All kinds of goodies for you and me, 
There 's soda pops, ice cream and peanut butter jars. 
Cereals , and crackers and chocolate covered stars. 
All of this is on the first shelf, 
I could eat most of it all by myself. 
The second shelf is really quite empty, 
But the third shelf o boy there 's plenty. 
The only time I get annoyed and really want to 
shout 
When my grandmother doesn 't have any goodies, cause 
she cleans the refrigerator out! 
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Debi Dash 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

POEM 

He eats at a different restaurant every Tuesday 
As a hobby he goes to funerals 
His pet is a rock 
He spends 3 hours every day in a grocery store and buys nothing 
He has no car 
But rides a scooter everywhere he goes 
He likes to memorize pages of the dictionary and encyclopedia 
He jogs every morning at three o 'clock 
He wants to live forever 

Elizabeth Moore 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 



COUGH DROP 

The smell reminds me of my grandfather's 
hospital room. 
The taste is like castor oil. 
The sound it makes is choking. 
The paper unwrapping looks like a hamster 
going round and round in a cage. 
And when you breathe in , it feels like 
your mouth is a balloon inflating . 

Judy Holland 
Grade 7 
Fulmer Middle School 

WHO HE WHAT EH? 

He snorts banana peels 
He smells like cambiam and lactose 
He buys used bottle tops 
He has tangerine shaving cream 
He drives a Vespa to work 
He doesn 't have matching sox 
He drinks Red White & Blue 
He chews vanilla bubble gum 
He combs his nostrils 
He has a pet on ion 
He washes his eyeballs each night 
He dines with a scalpel 
He wears 10 inch wedge shoes and houndstooth coats 
He has a gas powered razor 
He walks sideways 
For kicks he pops ants with a magnifier 
He smokes Lemon Ascots. 

Steve McGown 
Grade 10 
Heathwood Hall 
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THE MYSTERY OF BLACKULA 

The Indians discovered the casket 
At the bottom of Death Canyon 
When they opened it Blackula jumped out 
Eating stewed chicken and drinking Miller High Life beer 
And he went to town and brought a Ford truck 
And went to his girl friend 's house. 
Meanwhile the Indians were playing and launched a sneak attack 
On Blackula, but he gave them a left hook 
And turned into a bat which bit them 
And he turned into a building and fell on them 
And he turned into a wolfman and ran away 
And he went back to the canyon 
And he flew back to the planet BLOOD. 

Group Poem 
Grade 7 
Hilton Head Elementary School 
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BASEBALL CATCHER 

He sits on his haunches so very sly, 
But springs to his feet to nab a fly. 
His swift movements had not a flaw , 
For he captured the prey with a single 
paw . 

Renee Knight 
Grade 11 
South Florence High School 



THE FLAMES 

Dancing dogs and far-off c ities, 
carcasses swinging from gallows. 
All these I see as I watch 
the mysterious flames . 

Jonathan Schultz 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 

TUSKEROO 

Eyes of red burning with hate, 
Sweet drenched , his vengeance can 't wait. 

Fighting to win but always he'll lose, 
Their heels he'll bite , his head they'll bruise. 

Pulled to fight a war of his own, 
Robbed of a family , pushed from his home, 
He pulls a knife and his life is gone, 
" Bad Injun gone fightin white man ," their song. 

Dead-still alive he waits to rise, 
Stone cold he remembers their lies. 

Curt Jacobs 
Grade 10 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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COYOTE'S DREAM 

coyote dreams an ocean 
water as far as he can see 
waves taller than he is 
wash him away to China 

where am I 
he wonders 
turns to find himself 
swimming the other way 
he feels afraid 
lost in this expanse of blue 
so unlike his home 

th is is crazy 
he thinks 

I am land beast 
mammal of the plains 
listen you dream 
take me home 
I want to go home 

coyote dreams 
he is feasting 
on fresh dead buffalo flesh 

blessings to you 
dead fr iend 

in his sleep coyote 's belly 
growls and he is full 
and China disappears forever 

David Wilk 
From PERSONAL MYTHOLOGIES 

1976 

DAVID WILK has taught. read . and lectured at vanous schools and colleges m the East. mctud1ng 

most recently a year 1n Greenwood . South Carolina as a poet 1n res1dence m the HEW (ESSA) Special 

Arts Project. He has also partiCipated 1n the Vermont Poets 1n the Schools program A 1972 graduate 

of Yale Un1vers1ty . he has stud1ed w1 th noted wnters Stanley Kun1tz and Ted Bemgan Wi lk IS the edi

tor and pu bl isher of Truck Press , wh1ch has published Truck Magazine for the past f1ve years 
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PANTOUM 

Girls make me desperate 
My mouth itches 
They are my pride and joy 
Kim , Beth , Malinda, Tammy, Bonnie 

My mouth itches 
One teaches me 
Kim , Beth , Malinda, Tammy, Bonnie 
Color don 't matter 

One teaches me 
The women are plent iful 
Color don 't matter 
They make me wanna 

The women are plentiful 
Girls makes me desperate 
They make me wan na 
They are my pride and joy 
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Larry Burroughs 
Wilson High School 

BRUCE 

Bruce was a man 
He fought in the war 
Slept in the cold 
Then he was killed . 

Eden Mcintyre 
Grade 7 
Marlboro Academy 



FUNERAL 

Silence of the room 
coldness of the air 
weeping of the women 
a cold stiff body 
just lying there 
all decorated up. 
Flowers fill up the room 
trying to brighten it 
but tears fill the room , too . 

Cathy Pincelli 
Grade 6 
Ebinport School 

NIGHTMARE 

Floating darkness in an echoing cave 
Lonely, lost feeling of solitude 
Segregated from the damp, hard wall. 
No spectre of light to pierce the thickening dark . 

Moaning recurs in the deep reaches 
Of the cavernous messiness. 
Fear penetrates the foggy panels of the mind . 
Stiff, cold feet cemented to the rock 
Nowhere to run . 

Repeated stamping, soft and sinister, 
Nearer- coming nearer. 
A caged animal in a world of no escape; 
No help will come to the lonely cave-dweller. 

Something cold and wet crosses the face. 
Something rests upon the body. 

Katie Glaze 
Wando High School 
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LITTLE WHISPERS 

Little whispers in the night, 
tell me now that noth ing 's r ight. 

Shadows overlook my bed , 
seeing them I turn my head . 

Knocking from underneath my floor , 
listening intensely I hear no more. 

The silence l ingers for awhile , 
I turn to see ... the Devi l 's smile ! 

His eyes of liquid yellow-gray, 
laughed at my fright in a childish way. 

Closing my eyes and my ears I find , 
in the real world I've left him , behind. 

Cindy Roberts 
Spring Valley High School 
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WHAT'S IN MY BRAIN 

There are two big fat ladies 
And a skinny boy, a cactus plant 
A stove, a big black globe, a cat 
And a girl jumping rope , a bag full 
Of money, a boy running from his mother, 
A girl washing , a man planting carrots, 
Children playing games, having a party 
Drawing pictures, driving cars and doing 
Crossword puzzles. 

Brenda Busky 
Grade 6 
Elloree Elementary School 



I USED TO BUT NOW 

I used to be a duckling 
But now I am a duck 

I ate bugs, worms, and frogs 
Now I eat frog legs, bird legs , and fish 

After lunch I swim in a blue pond 
with two baby duckl ings 

Group Poem 
Grade 2 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 

UNTITLED 

The words in the poem were gloomy, dark 
as they burned all their house down , slowly . 
They burned their house , furniture , and 
last piece of bark . 

After that's gone, where might they go? 
They may part, and go their separate ways. 
Hunt ing and searching for what comes. 
Good things go fast , and bad things go slow. 

Searching in garbage cans , eating cat 
food they buy with an occasional dime, 
wondering how long they 'll last in a 
world of their own , 
using their unlearned words as 
their eyes call help in the night. 

Jane Scott 
Grade 7 
Marlboro Academy 
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THE BABIES ARE CRYING 

the Babies are crying 
and all the people are 
Begging me and I can not 
stand it no more and my 
child is crying 

Shirley Phipps 
Grade 5 
South Kilbourne Elementary School 

250 

BAD LUCK 

Bad luck 
Here comes a snake 
Bad luck 
Mess up a cake 
Come here now 
Bad luck 
And how 
Bad luck 
Milk a cow 
Bad luck 
Buy a plow 
Bad luck 
Here comes a cat 
Bad luck 
You are fat 

Group Poem 
Grade 4 
Northside Elementary School 



APOLOGY 

If I've hurt you 
I didn 't mean to . 
Things just slip out sometimes 
with moans and groans and a lot of cries . 
If your heart is still broken 
Speak now for I have spoken. 
I have but one thing left 
to say, and it 's " I'm sorry" 
in a very special way . 

Robin Lynn Smith 
Grade 6 
Fulmer Middle School 

AFTER W.C.W. 

I'm sorry about your bathtub 
and all those little rings 
But I'm still your house guest 
and that's the only way to get clean . 

Tomorrow I am leaving 
and I had a really great time 
But you 'll remember me by your bathtub 
All those rings and all that slime. 

Buni Dennis 
Grade 9 
West Florence High School 
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GOODBYE 

Farewell rolling waters that rolled in the beautiful shells 
So long sand that I made my castles with 
Goodbye sun that made me get sunburned 
Shalom palm trees that swayed back and forth 
Adios cactuses that got stuck in my feet 
Bye Holliday Homes where I used to have fun 
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Warner 
Grade 5-6 
Hilton Head Elementary School 

THE CLOCK 

The clock is fixed 
it goes tick-tock , tick-tock 
its alarm goes off 
it shakes the earth 

it goes tick -tock , tick-tock 
its sound is shocking 
its alarm goes off 
it keeps me awake 

its sound is shocking 
it's spinning my mind 
it keeps me awake 
it never stops ringing 

it's spinning my mind 
the clock is fixed 
it never stops ring ing 
its alarm goes off 

Jennie Brown 
Grade 6 
Heathwood Hall 



WHAT WILL I SEE IF I LOOK 

Look at a dot it 'll turn into a tornado 
Look at ice everything turns cold 
Look at the end you 'll see no more 
Find peace you 'll find love 

Look at ice everything turns cold 
Look at love it'll melt your heart away 
Find peace you 'll find love 
If you find one smile find it in your heart 

Look at love it 'll melt your heart away 
Look at space you 'll find another world 
If you find one smile find it in your heart 
Look at your self you 'll find a peaceful human 

Look at space you 'll find another world 
Look at a dot it'll turn into a tornado 
Look at your self you 'll find a peaceful human 
Look at the end you 'll see no more 

Sonya Smith 
Grade 7 
Kershaw Middle School 

GOODBYE 

Goodbye island I' ll miss your nice white sand 
Goodbye house I like very much 
Goodbye fort that I built by myself 
See you later big tree that I climb all the time 
So long old creek back there 

Thomas Murray 
Hilton Head Elementary School 
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WILD FLOWERS 

You pick wild flowers 
that grow from cracks in rock. 

leaving them in a puddle 

of melted snow. 
meaning to take them home 

on the way back. 
to press them between books. 

to smash them into permanence, 
to frame and hang them on walls. 

Like butterflies. 

Or art. 

Coming down 
another way 

we forget the flowers 
until 

we reach the edge of town. 

I hope they take root. 

Austin Wilson 

AUSTIN WILSON rece1ved h1s Ph 0 1n Engl1sh from the Univers1ty of South Carol1na 1n 1974 and has 

taught at the Un1vers1ty of Georg1a. Memphis State Un1versi1y and the Un1vers1ty of South Carolma. At 

the Un1vers1ty of South Carolma he was the wmner of the 1974 Academy of Amencan Poets Pnze. H1s 

fiction and poetry has been published 1n numerous JOurnals including Hiram Poetry Rev1ew. Descant . 

M1ssissipp1 Rev1ew. Dogso/d1er. and New Orleans Review. Wilson w1ll assume h1s dut1es as Ass1stant 

Professor of Engl1sh at Millsaps College 1n Jackson . Miss1ssipp1 1n September. 1976. 
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PANTOUM 

This was an old man . 
He fell on the floor . 
His hair is gray. 
It looks like snow flakes . 

He fell on the floor . 
He had a note in his pocket. 
It looks like snow flakes . 
The old man lived alone. 

He had a note in his pocket . 
He turned as white as can be. 
The old man lived alone. 
He lived in an old broken down house. 

He turned as white as can be. 
This was an old man . 
He lived in an old broken down house. 
His hair is gray. 

Mary Louise Henry 
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Fleming Elementary School 

BLUE 

Blue tastes like my mother 's blueberry 
pie that she just burnt 
Blue looks like the roses 
I found in the field 
Blue sounds like a bird 
that was just shot down 
Blue feels like a seed 
popping from the ground 

Lisa Shoup 
Grade 5 
Denny Terrace Elementary School 



JERRY BOY 

Blind not able to see 
He talks to himself and to sounds 
He moves around by feeling 
Sometimes he thinks he is somewhere else 
He may be a bus driver with lined up chairs 
His bike may be a car or horse 
He has his own sound for everything 
Some are amused some are afraid 
But Jerry sees everything his own way. 

Ed Duelley 
Grade 9 
Cleveland Junior High School 

FREE ASSOCIATION 

there were open libraries, 
with books all over the carpeted floor , 
the blue walled, large windowed diner 
was open and bowls of soup were 
on the tables with saltine crackers. 
the yellow school bus was parked on 
the side of the grey road , 
with the green pasture in the background. 
the football stadium 
was still and quiet. 
the brown football was alone in the 
center of the field 
the school 's blue doors were swung open wide 
with empty seats 
the film in the movie theater had gotten to its end 
and was flopping like a child 's arms 
as he drowns 
and there was me 
sitting alone in a darkened corner 
the stars weren 't even shining. 

Reva Faile 
Grade 12 
Fort Mill High School 
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DULL IS THE NIGHT 

She sweeps upon the day so swift 
She calls out t0 her howling friends. 
She makes the stars dance in my eyes. 

Penny Hallis 
Spartanburg High School 

SADNESS 

When my uncle died 
I was really sad. 
Things kept going on inside. 
When I turned my back 
It seemed that something 

was sneaking up on me. 
Quickly I turned around. 
Nobody was there. 
Soon my body filled with fear. 
But I shed not one tear. 

Rita Capps 
Grade 4 
Northside Elementary School 

WHAT NIGHT WEARS 

Night wears a suit of dark 
Black pants and coat and one 
White button a black hat and 
Shoes. 
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Mitch Griggs 
Grade 5 
South Kilbourne Elementary School 



NEW MOON 

Bowl of water 
Grub worm 
Shrimp 
Fish nose 
Slice of melon 
C, part of P or zero 
Butterbean 
Boomerang 

WAITING 

Ms. Williams' Class 
Grade 5 
Elloree Elementary School 

A man waits at the station 
for the train to come, 
a man in a wheel chair , 
in a few moments he's going 
to jump up and boogie! 
and soul train 's gain ' to whistle by 
and wipe the tracks clean . 
The summer breeze makes him feel fine
naked trees. 
In blows Mrs. Jones over the horizon 
to join her man . Together 
they boogie down ... 
the boards creak the rhythm . 
Suddenly Mr. Jones wakes up 
from his dream. 

Lottie Mae Burden 
Barbara Young 
Cynthia Priester 
Andrea White 
Lower Richland High School 
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SIMILARITIES 

Like the soft skin of an old man 's hands 
Like the motionless hands of a blind baby 
Like the shrill gurgling noises of a newborn 's mother 
Like the empty eyes of a childless old woman 
Like the anger in the face of a retarded boy's father 
Like the ageless grief of a man for his stillborn grandch ild 
Like the confused blankness of a child at his grandmother's funeral 
Like the silent understanding of a boy returned from war a man 
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Marian Nettles 
Grade 9 
Heathwood Hall 

LISTENING TO MUSIC 

After placing my violin under my chin 
And the bow on the strings, 
I start to play. 
I try to tell all those staring eyes 
Forget about me. 
Listen , 
Listen to the music and feel with me 
The sun rise, 
And the approaching storm. 
Do you hear 
What the music is singing? 

Inez Plotkin 
Grade 8 
Greenvi lle Middle School 



FRECKLE 

I have a freckle on my nose 
It really strikes a pretty pose 
When I wiggle my nose around 
My freckle never loses its ground. 
When I go to sleep at night 
My freckle shines throughout the light 
When I wake up in the morning 
My freckle shines without a warning . 
Whatever I do throughout the day 
My freckle never- ever goes away. 

Tyna Long 
Grade 7 
Lewisville Middle School 

MONTHS 

Months are like an old lady 
Sweeping the floor 
And cooking her husband 's food 
And having a good time 
And sitting in the house 
Thinking about what she 's 
Going to do next. 

Henry Williams 
Estill Middle School 
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POEM 

And as the bird bursts through the 
windowpane 
The kaleidoscope dazzles my eye 
Too brightly 
Too much 
for me to comprehend 
Too much 
for me to understand 
What I have done 
Except that it hurts 
because 
the bird is hurt 
and he is dying 
because 
I threw him 
through my windowpane 
or did he fly? 

SHOESTRING 

Beth Stafford 
Spring Valley High School 

I am a shoestring. I love my work but 
it has one drawback , I can 't ever 
do anything for I'm always tied up. 
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Debbie Wiggins 
Grade 8 
Colleton-Walterboro Junior High School 



THOUGHTS 

Thoughts ride the tracks of my mind 
like a locomotive going cross-country. 
They spark an idea which starts 
churning in my head. 
Gaining momentum, they speed around 
unsure curves on the hill 's edge. 
Over the rushing water that threatens 
disaster 
Then, up to the peak of the mountain 
exuberantly pleased with their power. 
Down, Down, Down the side into the 
valley-slowly but steadily--coming 
to a halt. 

Brenda Altman 
Grade 12 
South Florence High School 

OZONE LAYER 

I am the ozone layer 
and I protect the earth from ultraviolet rays 
but sometimes I think they don 't care 
because they don 't stop using spray cans 
and because they don 't care 

I quit 
so there! 

Michael Long 
Grade 8 
Moore Jr. High School 
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STRETCHING 

Take an S and stretch it 
into a sparkling stream with sound 
and silence like a soft slice of an insane 
man 's scream drowning 
or like smoky sighs in spring and summer. 
Put sunlight in the stream and sand 
to hold it between the snakey springs 
of beginning and the shaky sea 
of shark ending . If there are fish 
(seine for spiderfish) 
those splashing symbols of soul 
make them shining silver to reflect 
the still sides of life and the sky 
stars that shine so sharply with strange 
superstitions of small sticks 
and psychedelic stones, snail shells 
sheepskin sails of the sick selfish son 
sleeping by the shore. 

Mrs. Montgomery's Class 
Grade 8 
Elloree Elementary School 



WRITE THE WORDS 

Sit calmly, coolly in an open air room. 
Take pen, paper and patience. 
Step silently into your senses ; 
Hear the sun settle in its nest; 
Feel the music mellow your mind; 
See the breeze blow bubbles of your being ; 
Partake of the peacef!JI pastimes; 
Tremble in the time of the trees; 
Live all the lessons of life ; 
Belong to the bees and the brook. 

Do not write the words, now, 
For you are the words. 
Instead, write yourself. 

James Wilson 
Mauldin High School 
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simon planted 
broken seeds 
in broken pots 
he seldom spoke 
one day he smiled 
said he was ready 
he would turn his yard to garden 
simon was good at making things 
he could take a rag and make a quilt 
he would plant it in the earth 
once he planted a piece of glass 
it grew to be a vase 
I watched it grow 
I helped him weed mirrors 
and polish seashells 
so I could watch the vase 
everyday he gave me a rag to plant 
I would dig the earth but nothing grew 
and I would wonder 
this was the beginning? 

Tommy Scott Young 

TOMMY SCOTI YOUNG , actor, painter, sculptor. and poet, received his B.A. from California State 

University at Los Angeles. His varied background has led him to participate in many components of 

the South Carolina Arts Commission programming . The President of Kitani Productions, an arts pro

motion agency, Young is currently coordinator of The Lyceum Series at Benedict College in Colum

bia. He has also recently appeared in several segments of Studio See for SCETV. 
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MANIC STREET 

Gorillas swing and heave to South Sea 
beats, 
Motors humming in electric agony, 
Butterflies flit over sizzling pancakes, 
Highway signs point to sequined factories 
as Grandma weaves a new General 
Electric toothbrush. 
Suzy Humdrum wets her lips and dips 
her pretzels in a chocolate mudpuddle. 
A bloody eyeball ogles an audience 
of peons who whoop and sing the 
Battle Hymn of the Republic . 
Mamie Eisenhower picks her teeth 
with a crow bar as she dreams 
of a new mink cadillac . 
Gold fish are breeding in vanilla 
pudding lakes as mongolian skiers 
wave to polaroids. 
Razorblades are chasing the neighbors' 
cat as the freaky nuns dig geometrical 
graves. 

Breck McCollum 
Grade 12 
Mauldin High School 



POEM 

My footsteps are muffled 
Sort of soft 
Sort of lost 
I walk through the woods of my childhood 
Things, they are different, but yet are the same. 
Over there! 
By the oak 
Is the rocker I had , But it can't be 
The rocker, it broke 
Misty fingers wind themselves about my arms 
Gently pulling me further in , where to my utmost surprise 
I see the dolls that I owned and I sigh 
It seems like I've grown up so fast 
And now, everything I once held dear 
My ambitions, my toys, my values, are past. 
For I've not only lost my childhood 
The end of my innocence 
But also my dreams 
And they are the essence of life 
Realizing this, I crumple up on a rock 
Bend my head to my arms 
And cry ... 
With this , a small yellow duck 
One of the bathtub variety 
Slowly waddles over to the puddle of tears 
And jumps in . 

Beth Stafford 
Spring Valley High School 
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