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The Poets and Writers in the Schools Program, available to K-12 schools 
throughout the state, was begun in South Carolina in 1971. Since then , approx
imately 225 schools and 25,000 students throughout the state have partici
pated in this celebration of language. 

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

The poetry/creative writing component is also a part of Project TAP and Proj
ect AIM . These programs, coordinated by the Arts in Education Division of the 
South Carolina Arts Commission , are intensive school /community arts pro
grams. The Total Arts Program is centered in Lancaster County, Chester, Fort 
Mill , Greenwood, Dillon , Elloree and Oconee areas of the state. Project TAP, 
begun in 1973, offers participating schools an opportunity to work with profes
sional, resident artists and to explore major areas of interest in the arts. Arts in 
Motion, an ESAA Special Arts Project in Sumter School District 17 and Lee 
County, also utilizes professional , resident artists and numerous visiting art
ists. Project AIM is designed to encourage understanding and communication 
between people through the arts. Student writing from these two arts programs 
is published through other funding arrangements in separate anthologies. 

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

This anthology is dedicated to the people of South Carolina whose commit
ment to arts in education helps mak.e room for poet and writer /student/teacher 
interaction in the arts. 
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EDITOR'S NOTE 

Back home after an early Easter morning run . Settle into my rocking 
chair , watch the ocean roll for awhile ; then turn to the task of selecting 
the final poems for this anthology. 

And the title poem. I have narrowed it to a pair of poems : " Stop the 
Butterfly " and " Nails Are Hard ." Both bring to mind the admonition by 
Robert Frost I have become fond of quoting , that a poem " ... should 
begin in delight and end in wisdom ." 

Decide on " Butterfly" as the t itle poem and read the first few 
selections again , savoring them mentally just as I am savoring the chill 
breeze off the ocean physically. Thus I do not know if the shiver I get as 
I read Cynthia Wilkey 's "The Ice Fantasy" is from within or without. 

And then I remember the face of a woman I had jogged past during 
the morning . The crowd of folks on their way to a sunrise service ; she 
was the one who was afraid to look at me, who averted her eyes with a 
strange fear in them in spite of my cheerful good morning greeting . 

I dedicate this anthology to her . 

As for the rest of you , I leave you with the words of Stephanie Green , 
an eighth grader from Belleville Junior High School : 

Dale Alan Bailes 
Folly Beach , S. C. 
April , 1977 

Stay with me 
'Til 
Easter comes 
Pink Hats 
and a 
Nice 
Icicle in your ear . 
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POEM 

stop the butterfly 
stop listen carefully 
wait your turn 
go with that butterfly 
in the sky 

Robert Clark 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 
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THE ICE FANTASY 

Wrapped in his icy cloak he stands 
high on a mountain 
his frozen face pitted and wet 
and he remembers 
he remembers a young king 
gallant and brave 
with all his life before him 
with many brave deeds to his credit 
with his queen beside him 
and they ride 
they ride until the day is done 
and return to their castle 
never thinking of growing old. 

Cynthia Wilkey 
Grade 8 

12 

Northwest Middle School 

POEM 

Nails are hard . 
Eat them . 
Learn you can 't eat them. 
Learn you can . 

Mary Hines 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 



BIRTH 

You are wet 
and small 
and gentle 
it was dark down there 
it 's good to see earth 

POEM 

Randy Robinson 
Grade 5 
Ford School 

When I first learned to tie my shoe, 
I felt like that was all I wanted to do . 
I thought I was Queen of Spain , 
I'd never get old and have to use a cane . 

BIRTH 

Tammy Capo 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

It feels like a cool breeze 
blowing through my hair, 
through my nose and hands 
and through my ears . 

Melvin Lyon 
Grade 5 
Ford School 
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IT HAPPENED IN THE KITCHEN 

It happened in the 
kitchen when I first tried 
to feed myself. I remember 
the sweet smell of the 
apple sauce, that I dropped 
in my lap when I 
lifted the spoon . 

Walter Bonifay 
Grade 6 

14 

Harbor View Middle School 

BIRTH 

The stars flew through space 
like arrows coming at you . 
I'm in a bottomless pit 
but I hit, but it still wasn 't 
the same as it should be. 
I could not see. Something 
came at me head-on , and then 
disappeared into the shadows . 
People were all around me. 
I didn't know where to go. 

James Brown 
Grade 8 
Ford School 



FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL 

Like a bird with wings I fled through the door, 
I tripped on the step, 

And fell to the floor. 

I ran to my chair, 
About to cry . 

I sat right there 
With a tear in my eye. 

I was sitting by a boy 
When the teacher came in . 

He looked like a toy, 
With a real high chin . 

And then in a while 
It was time to go. 

I cracked a smile 
And said goodbye real low. 

Jane Staley 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 
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WHAT I AM IN CERTAIN CLASSES 

In math I'm an all-ears child , 
that listens hard and talks so mild . 

In science I'm a little slumper, 
and sit so restless in my jumper. 

In lunch I'm a little big eater 
and sit in a chair, staring at a boy named Peter. 

In art I'm a dreamer, 
about me and a screamer. 

In social studies I'm a bore, 
hoping and wishing there will be no more. 

In reading I'm a reader, 
and hoping that I will never be a leader. 

In English I'm a writer, 
drinking blueberry cider . 

16 

POEM 

Patricia Ayers 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 

On the first day of school was a terrible sight 
how would you like to be in a fight 
with two black eyes and a bloody nose 
I washed it off with a rubber hose 

Tad Hollis 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 



POEM 

When I was in 
first grade I remember the 
cane hitting people. And the 
teacher saying , Get Quiet! 
Sit Down! Shouting in 
the hall , Move out of the way. 

Katrina Ketchen 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

THE FIRST DAY OF SCHOOL 

The first day of school 
I was shaky as a slinky 
and nervous as Don Knotts. 
Too scared to talk!! 

The hallway was as scary as a tunnel 
with a train going 60, 
crowded with people 
who sounded like a bunch of monkeys. 

When the bell rang in my ear 
my heart jumped in my throat. 
Stepping into the classroom felt 
like stepping into a shark 's mouth. 

Group Poem 
Ms. Badger's Class 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 
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POEM 

I remember in the first grade when 
we had to write from 1 to 20 
and those children were crying 
because they didn 't know the numbers 
and the merry-go-round noise 
when we were outside and 
the jumprope when it hit the 
ground . 

SCHOOL 

So much of it all the time 
Makes me want to change my mind 
Going and coming every day 
I wonder would it really pay 
The more I come the more I want to go 
I stop and think about what I already know 
If only my mother knew what I do 
She would probably say l"m through 

Andrew Black 
Grade 12 

Renee Burch 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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POEM 

In a classroom, 
light green walls 
black for chalkboards 
tan in the halls 
large white ceilings 
dirty green floors . 
I am glad when I 
am out of doors. 

DOING NOTHING 

I'm just doin ' nothin '. 
Just sittin' around . 
I went to get the mail 

John Mansperger 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

from the post office in town . 
On my way back, 
I met my best friend . 
We laughed and we played , 
with even more time to spend . 

Michele Barker 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 
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POEM 

the sun blooms 
on the horizon 
a colorful dawn 
there are birds 
singing in the sky 

the sun rises 
an oval arc 
to high heaven 
it is hot 
and silent 
at noon 

the sun descends 
the oval and slides 
to the horizon 
slowly it folds 
and withers 
at dusk 
there are birds 
singing in the sky 

and the moon comes 
and hangs like a gong 
silent as brass 
it hangs 
like a tangerine 
against a deep 
and sulky cloth 
this night 
there are owls 
in the singing sky 

Tommy Scott Young 

TOMMY SCOTT YOUNG is president and founder of Kitani Foundation. an arts promotion agency. His 

varied background in the arts has led him to part icipate in many components o f the South Carolina 

Arts Commission programming . Young . a graduate of California State Universi ty in Los Angeles , re

centl y appeared in Sister Sarah's Diary for SCETV and also appears on Stud io See, a national ETV 

series fo r chi ldren 
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DOING NOTHING 

Sometimes I do little things for fun like 
seeing how far I can kick cans , 
or stepping on rotten fruit . 
Sometimes I go in the woods where I'm by myself 
and there I pick blackberries and drop them in a bucket . 
Sometimes I step on cans and get them caught 
on my shoe. 
And sometimes I take the buds of 
flowers and open them up to see 
what the flower will look like. 

POEM 

I like baseball 
I like pinball 
I like football 
I like kickball 
I like handball 
I like basketball 
But most of all 
I like gumballs 

POEM 

Loneliness is 
being out in centerfield 

Laura Black 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

Maria De La Fuenta 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 

when nobody's hitting the ball out there . 
Loneliness is seeing everybody being picked up 
after the soccer game but you're left. 
Loneliness is being out in the middle of the woods 
with nothing but you, your gun , the deer 
and a sun setting in the dark blue, cold sky. 
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Larry Griggs 
Grade 9 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 



POEM 

There was a championship game 
I was on the mound 
The score was tied at 3 to 3 
The batter was like King Kong 

He stepped into the box 
I poised for my attack 
But before I threw 
One pitch 
The coach 
Took me out of the game 

Rick Waters 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 

DOING NOTHING 

Sitting down like a bump on a 
log, what am I doing? 
Nothing. 
Skipping rocks on the water, 
thinking what I'm doing, I 
answer myself with, Nothing. 
Feeling the sun hitting my 
face like it's on fire, the 
wind blowing through my 
hair. I sit on a rock, 
doing nothing. 

Jennifer Rogers 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

23 



DOING WHAT I DO 

I like the things I do, 
Singing and tying my shoe, 
Going to the beaches and the pool 
And hearing all kinds of words like 
Yea man it's cool, 
Listening to people say what they did, 
Blabbering and yacking like a 
Little kid. 

MY DAYDREAM WORLD 

Lavern James 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

In my daydream world I'd like to 
be in a silk dress with a sheer jacket to 
match it. It will have to be yellow 
or I won't take it. It would have to be 
down to the floor. I'd have patent leather shoes 
with a patent leather rose on it. They would 
be yellow to match my dress. 
I would have long, soft hair, and I 
would sit and drink lemonade all day long. 
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Janell Brown 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 



FAVORITE PLACE 

A favorite place I like to go 
Is when I'm wading in the pigs' 
trough . 
Cool and dirty oh what fun . 
Sitting in the mud and sun. 

POEM 

Dean Hendrix 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

I like to go to the creek 
and get mud on my cheeks 
It 's very fun to get dirty 
and not take a bath till you 're th irty . 
I'd like to play in the mud for a year 
and never wash my hair. 

POEM 

I like to cook pizza, 
with cheese , 
and sausage, 
and sauce, 
and ground meat , 
and green onions. 

Artie Clark 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

Deren Casbeer 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 
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WHEN IT'S SNOWING OUTSIDE 

I like to smell 
of fresh white snow 
flying in the air 
and falling in my hair. 

I like to feel 
the warm fur of a cuddly 
cat, all balled up like a 
small raccoon hat. 

BAD DAYS 

Penny Sanders 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

On bad days I feel terrible. 
And when I wake up and 
hear the birds sing 
I feel like giving 
their little necks a wr ing! 

POEM 

Tara Beadle 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

When I am confused, angry or sad , 
I go to the fields and trees 
To hear the birds sing and chirp in happiness, 
To see how the many things have advanced. 
I'll go there to get away from the troubles of the world , 
To think and be alone. 
For when thoughts are mixed up in my head 
To the trees and the fields I have often fled . 
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Kelvin Singleton 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 



POEM 

I goofed like a knife-thrower 
who missed his board , 

I goofed like a navigator 
who went away rather than toward , 

I goofed like a baker 
first learning to cook , 

Why did my mother see 
the money I took? 

Tudda Chase 
Grade 11 
West Florence High School 

RUNNING AWAY 

Up in the attic 
down the stairs, 
looking for something I lost up there . 
Come down now or never come, 
people all say you're really dumb. 
I don 't feel dumb I feel smart. 
I really sometimes want to part. 

Jim Bailey 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 
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I'M REALLY NOT A DUMMY 

My brother calls me a dummy, 
In most everything I do; 
It doesn't make me feel good , 
It really makes me blue. 

Really I am not, 
Which I will prove to you. 
Actually I can do better , the 
Things he used to do. 

I can play good football , 
I'm even at that with him. 
I can use my vocabulary 
From the bottom to the brim . 

I WISH I WAS SIXTEEN 

I wish I was sixteen , 
so I could be big and strong, 
so I could drive a car 
and have many girlfriends. 

I wish I was sixteen , 
so I could be 6 feet tall 
and be on my own . 

David Wertan 
Grade 6 

Mark Burckhalter 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

Harbor View Middle School 
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INSIDE OF ME 

Inside of me I'm very tall 
But outside of me I'm very small 
Outside of me I get a lot of hassles 
But inside of me I can lift 20 castles. 

DO YOU KNOW 

Do you know a girl 
who always seems 
so sure of herself 
but inside is baffled? 
Do you know a girl who 
is inside, battling to 
choose, to find the 
right answer? 
Do you know her? 

INSIDE OF ME 

David Pate 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

Kristi Miller 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 

Inside of me is a boy running . And 
every time I do something good to 
help myself he runs faster , and every 
time I do something to hurt myself 
he slows down . So I'll try 
to do everything right . 

Keith Alston 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

29 



AGAINST THE GRAIN 

Against the grain again 
I opened my mouth when it should have been closed 
I picked a tulip, while they chose a rose 
Went out of my orbit to do what I thought 
Didn't please them, they do what they ought 
Against the grain again 

POEM 

I sit in the room 
it is small and I am afraid 
the sounds are like flies 
whispering secrets 

Trip DuBard 
Grade 11 
South Florence High School 

they don't want me to hear 
I am so afraid 
what are they thinking? 

POEM 

A long, deep tunnel 

Joanna Carpenter 
Grade 9 
Laurens High School 

inky black-silent and calm 
There's nothing to see 
but a deep, penetrating darkness 
which enters my mind 
peaceful and serene 
So short a time before 
An explosion of sunlight. 
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Cathy Merri II 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 



BARBARA JEAN 

I hate that 
stupid old 
name it makes 
me feel kind 
of funny when 
my friends say 
that name 
it makes me 
feel like a 
lonely dove. 

FEARS! 

When I was all in bed 
Staring in the night 
While in my huge closet 
Two monsters in a fight 
One was big and green 
Which really was my pants 
He stopped and stood for a moment 
And started doing a dance 
I got a little suspicious 
And took him fiercely out 
I found it was my pants 
And said Alleluia with a shout! 

David Grover 
Grade 6 

· Moultrie Middle School 

Barbara Scott 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 
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PICTURE MAKER 
(for Linda) 

Having learned to hold a blind 
You sight one charcoal eye at a time 
Through the lense squeezing tight the other 
Though I see the lovely lid still flutter 

Watching you you watching images 
A hip thrust against rotation elbow cocked 
Finger and thumb wringing crisp black knurls 
Sliding screws of glass on ground glass 

Into sharpnesses to freeze rising suns 
Fresh film I hold for you filters 
Leather bags covers folding aluminum legs 
You are a huntress Diana-perfect 

For ambushing butterflies touching 
The match to canon talking to rabbits 
Eating clover with them as you 
Click them Click them Click them and 

Wind them into cans into rounds of darkness 
To wash them clean into other life in pans 
To free them caught forever into colors 
Warming bare walls we have come to call our own 

Thomas N. Walters 

THOMAS N. WALTERS. poet. professor. artist. filmmaker. grew up on a farm in Edgecombe County. 

North Carolina. He attended the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill where he received his B.A. 
Degree in English. Alter serving in the US. Marine Corps. he returned to school at Duke University 

where he received his masters and doctoral degrees Walters has published two volumes of poems 

and his work has appeared in numerous periodicals. including Southern Poetry Review, Epos. and 
Red Clay Reader. 
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POEM 

My mind is a complete blank 
as I watch the others write 
each with a different stroke 
each with a different speak 
I sit here with my little pencil 
thinking of the wonderous thoughts 
that will be written by different hands 
If only I could share one glimpse of joy 
I want to be a perfect person . 

MY POEM 

It swims through years 
of helpless fury 
Taking forms 
and disappearing 
It drapes itself 
in color 
as if it pi ays 
a royal part 

Rock Kennedy 
Grade 7 
Laurens Junior High School 

behind my eyelids ' curtain 
My retina is a stage 
Images are the setting 
This is where 
my poem 
begins and ... 

ends 
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Ellen Gibbes 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 



SUICIDE 

They'll say I was crazy , 
A virgin child pure and innocent, 
Grown delinquent. 
Years flow by them unseen and silent. 
Their minds cluttered with deadlines to meet 
Will record the event and react accordingly. 
Again they will put me in a hole. 
A replica of the one I had tried to escape. 
When my wish to be sprinkled over 

the mountains 
From whence I came was ignored , 
They will explode with anger at the 

death . 
Actual tears will roll down their 

plastic faces 
Drip into their computerized minds. 
They will cover me with dirt and artificial 

flowers 
More pressure upon my mind. 
Not able to escape even in death 
Their false ideas of life . 
Mother will babble 

" They did a good job on her 
wrists 
She looked so alive and happy, 
Like she was in life ." 

Daddy will kick some misplaced dirt, 
Attempting to reach the pile resting 

on my breast 
Adding to the heavy weight. 

Sister will stare , 
Even after my death with hate 

and anger . 
Quickly following my parents 
She will say, " But , she was crazy. " 

Anonymous 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 
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SAD 

Like the eyes of a frightened fawn , 
Like the I ast leaf to fall before the winter frost, 
Like a lonely old man standing on the edge of his life , 
Like a dream dropped and broken and lost , 
Like life moving out and giving way to death, 
Like day giving way to the cold dark night, 
Like a child without a song , 
Like a star that doesn't give off light. 

POEM 

Timmi Haulbrook 
Grade 10 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 

The human mind is a blanket 
with nothing 
but dirty sheets 
underneath 

POEM 

Cindy Anderson 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 

My wart is so ugly, I put 
medicine on it all the time. 
I always lay on the sofa 
and cried like a baby. 
I always messed with it , and 
now it looks like a potato. 
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Terri Watson 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 



THE TERROR 

She longed for the past so secure . 
She dreaded the future so uncertain. 
Life really was too frightening to bear 
yet she loved the spring rains bringing flowers . 

She dreaded the future so uncertain . 
She trembled in the dark of the night. 
Yet she loved the spring rains bringing flowers 
And ·she longed for the green , growing light. 

She trembled in the dark of the night 
Awaiting the moonlight and stars 
And she longed for the green growing light . 
The sunrise might fade the terror . 

Awaiting the moonlight and stars 
She longed for the past so secure. 
The sunrise might fade the terror. 
Life really was too frightening to bear . 

Anonymous 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 

FAILURE 

I am nervous like a worried mother 
filling my mind with one fact then another . 
Cautiously trying to figure things out 
like a new paper boy recalling his route 
and now as the moment is growing near 
my heart begins to flutter with sudden fear. 
I look at the paper before my eyes 
bewildered and broken I begin to cry 
And now you see my efforts were in vain . 
Oh , when I get home, how I will feel the pain . 

Sharon Lowder 
Grade 11 
West Florence High School 
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LONELINESS 

I sit in the kitchen 
doing my homework. 
Nobody is around 
playing or laughing. 
There is nobody I can tell 
to " Be quiet!" 
I am lonely, 
not having someone to talk to . 
All I hear is the heat 
coming up out of the walls 
and the sound of my dog 
barking . 

Lisa Winters 
Grade 6 
Hillcrest Middle School 
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POEM 

People all around us crying , " Love thine enemy! " 
Yet, all voices uplifted 
Could not call the hatred 
From my heart . 
I feel hatred deeper than 
The sea, and darker than the 
Crimson blood that surges 
Forth from my eternal wound . 
The wound you inflicted upon 
My heart. 

Ralph Vinson 
Grade 9 
Wilson High School 



POEM 

The attic door was 
cracked . There she sat 
always peering through 
the door. It was terrible . 
No matter where I 
went or what I did 
her eyes were always 
there , following me 
like a stray dog . 

Sure , I could get 
help. But the only help 
they could give me 
was in the mental 

institution . 
I wasn 't crazy! 

I knew it ! She was 
there as always, she 
was real! 

See, they thought 
I was crazy but I 
know different. They 
thought that bringing 
me to this place would 
make her stop . 

I'm not crazy, she still 
follows me. Only now 
she 's in the next cell 
peering through the 
cracks in the wall. 

Tina Kelly 
Grade 9 
Dent Junior High School 
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LONELINESS 

Loneliness is like 
the only bite left on an apple core, 
the ugly necklace never bought 
but destined to be beautiful , 
the kindergarten pushed out of the games. 
" To be" is happiness. 
" Not to be" is loneliness 
for the rest of your life . 

FIRST TIME KISSED 

Karen Wogan 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 

It was in the Terrace Theater. Her name is Windy. 
White pants dark blue shirt. She had long black hair 
blue eyes. I heard music I saw Windy I smelled perfume. 

ON INSPIRATION POINT 

I heard crickets . 
I felt like skyrockets. 
She looked like a rose . 
When our lips touched 
I was floating on air 
surprised 
and the trees were 
green . 
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Brett Johnson 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

James Nusspickel 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 



MY LOVE LIFE 

I went to the door 
and stood on the porch . 
I knocked and knocked . 
A girl came and had a rock . 
She threw it and hit me in the ear . 
I knew then I had something to fear . 
I got nice and gave her a flower. 
She said I'm sorry , come in and stay a minute, maybe an hour. 
I sat on the sofa, we talked , and talked . 
After that we went for a walk . 
I gave her a kiss on her cheek . 
After that, I had rockets the whole week. 

Thomas Mixson 
Grade 6 
St. Stephen Middle School 

EYES 

If I had not known Dennis 's 
eyes, 
Maybe my days would be easier 
to live through. 
If I hadn 't memorized the sound 
he made while close to me, 
Maybe I could have filled my 
mind with beaches or forests . 
But my mind has little time 
for beaches or forests , 
Because all the time is spent 
remembering Dennis 's eyes. 

Kelly Toney 
Grade 8 
Hillcrest Middle School 
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POEM 

I called him last night. 
I don 't think he wanted to hear from me 
And it was long distance and I was paying for it . 
He was glad to get off the phone . 
He said it was cold up there. 
After I hung up 
I said it was cold down here. 

BIG MAN 

" Hey, baby, come here a minute 
You sure are sweet 
I've been watching ya 
for a long time 
You want to be my momma 
I could treat ya fine 
Just let me know when 
you make up your mind ." 

" Yea, little brother, that 
was good . Now, let's practice 
it once again. " 

Keith Ridgeway 
Grade 11 

Dianne Poston 
Grade 12 
South Florence High School 

Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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ACROSTIC 

Killing me 
Every time I 
View you with another 
Innocent 
Naive little girl 

HIM 

Hurting 
Is 
Merely part of it. 

POEM 

Amanda Turner 
Grade 11 
South Florence High School 

Linda Orr 
Grade 10 
South Florence High School 

He danced to the sour discord of my life . 

POEM 

Holly Ferguson 
Grade 11 
West Florence High School 

As he walked into the room , it was like the Beatles stumbling 
into "Swan Lake." 

Cathie Hudvall 
Grade 11 
West Florence High School 
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THE DIVER 

As drab as all of Texas 
In an old bathrobe, putting 
On a bathing cap, dangling 
Strap-the girl looked 
At the motel pool as if wonder ing 
How she would feel in the cool 
Clear water. I had to think 
Of Texas: "There 's nothing , nothing ," 
My daughter had said. " We're 
Surrounded by nothing ." 

The girl slipped out of the bathrobe 
And all was slender, tight , 
Her lithe body coiled , then 
Quietly, with hardly a ripple, 
Entered the water, leaving above 
The flashed , fleshed image of space 
Graced by ease, control , a bow 
And off in the distance desolate hills 
Turned blue, purple , green in the haze . 

William E. Taylor 
from SOUTHERN POETRY REVIEW 

WILLIAM E. TAYLOR lives in Deland . Flo rida and is Pro fessor of English al Stetson University. He 

ho lds th ree degrees from Vanderb ilt University and has published three books of poems. His poems 

have been published in vario us antho logies. inc luding Sou th ern Wr iting in the Sixt ies. Poetry South 

East. Symposia Poets. and A Decade o f Poems. Taylor has given numerous lectures and readin gs in 

the So uth east. 
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POEM 

POEM 

We've had problems every day 
Road blocks , flat tires , cows in our way' 
When it seemed to be over , 
we 'd find we 'd just begun . 
Now it 's over-can 't say it's been fun . 

Rachel Ketcham 
Grade 9 
Wilson High School 

Our relationship was like a car that was stalling 
On a busy highway with beeping horns and people calling 
It couldn 't get started even though we pushed and rolled 
We needed more than anti-freeze so our car wouldn 't be cold . 
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Toni Page 
Grade 9 
Wilson High School 

THE FIRST KISS 

I was on the road we had heard 
cars when it happened I 
felt like a king she looked 
like a crown with jewels 
then the big moment came 
I felt like I inherited 
10,000 dollars. She looked 
like a cat her eyes 
as sly as a cat. 

Marc Silliman 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 



AS THE WIND SO STEADILY BLOWS 

Laughing sweet and low 
Where the wild lilies grow 
Two lovers together make their 
Paradise 
As the wind so steadily blows. 

He is tall against the acorn-heavy branches of oak 
She is blooming like a royal rose 
The squirrels dance with the acorns 
The lovers dance with each other 
As their wind still steadily blows. 

Jonese Hemming 
Grade 8 
McClenaghan Junior High School 

FRIDAY NIGHT IN TOWN 

Me and the boys go downtown 
And get down with Psychedelic Sound 
Friday night is a great night 
When we do everything just right 
We watch the girls go passing by 
With that keen sparkle in their eye 
And if some other guys come 
Around and mess with our girls 
We 'll try our best to run them out 
of town or maybe out of this world . 

Troy Addison 
Grade 9 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 
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THE FIRST KISS 

The first kiss was in my bed. 
The sound was the radio . 
I felt I ike pepper . 
She looked like a snow rabbit . 
She felt like a deer. 
When it happened , 
I felt like tabasco sauce. 
She looked like cotton candy . 
She had red cheeks . 

TELELOVE 

Bill Floyd 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 

Just because life has changed 
Doesn 't change my love for you 
Though I have to move to China 
I leave my love , with you , behind 
If I'm forced to move to France 
I'll not forget you - not a chance 
If I'm kidnapped and join the S.L.A 
I'll try to write you every day 
But if I stay in Florence town , 
I'll stay a bachelor-safe and sound . 
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Douglas L. Gordon 
Grade 10 
Wilson High School 



WAITING TO EMERGE 

I see him in my sleep 
like a prince kisses a princess 

I hold on but he is 
not there 

I wake thinking I'll 
talk to him, like a wife talks 
to her husband 

But he is a shadow 
liv ing in my heart 

DO YOU KNOW 

Edie Edwards 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 

Glowing eyes with light skin , 
Long black hair, not so thin . 
Tall not short, 
That 's what I court. 

POEM 

The songs I hear 
of yesteryear remind 
me of the boys who 
blew in my ear! 

Laura Spivey 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

Denise Barton 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 
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WEDDING JOYS 

Tomorrow is my aunt's wedding day, 
And in my mind I say hurray. 
For after the wedding vows are said , 
To the reception hall I will head . 
I'll sink my teeth into the big white cake 
That last night my mother did bake. 
In my doggie bag I will hoard 
A lot of things from the smorgasbord . 

THE NOTE 

As I cleaned out the box of 
yesteryear, 
I noticed a small piece of 
paper . 
As I read the scribbly writing , 
I remember the small girl 
that once was my girl friend . 
In the first grade she had written the 
note. 
I wish I could go back and live 
my life over . 

Willie Woodward 
Grade 8 

John Eppes 
Grade 7 
Northwest Middle School 

Hillcrest Middle School 
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POEM 

A white hat with auburn plaits sticking from underneath , 
see ing brown eyes that don 't miss anything . 

A slow dragging , slow talking , sweet deep ocean , 
rumbling underneath the rocks. 

Newport odor mixed with Kentucky Fried Chicken aroma 
along with a little musk . 

The sweet taste of his saliva along with tobacco , with the 
t ingly fresh taste of Wrigley 's gum or Dentyne . 

Standing against a car door , against his bunk bed , 
or on my porch ; leaning against me feels like a lean piece 
of cloud , something I never want to let go. 

POEM 

Wilma Hayes 
Grade 11 
Wilson High School 

Hey , look at that chick walking down the street 
Swinging her hips to the down down beat. 
Man , I wish that chick was mine . 
Look! She went into Club 49 . 
Hey come on men , let's split this scene 
And follow that chick so mean and lean . 
Hey! Look . She 's at the bar . 
Oh! So near and yet so far . 
Well here goes nothing , I can 't be stopped. 
Oh , lord no, this chick 's a cop . 

Derek Ray 
Grade 10 
Orangeburg -Wilkinson High School 
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SATIN & LACE 

I remember faintly , years ago 
I was in white satin and lace 
He was dressed to perfection 
we were in love 
before Columbus 
before Indians 
before dinosaurs 
Even before me 
we were in love . 

NANCY 

Mary Jane Childress 
Grade 8 
Laurens Junior High School 

When I went to Missouri I met a girl 
named Nancy. 
She was as pretty as a flower . 
But we broke up after an hour . 

THE WHO? 

Herbie Lowe 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

My, you are so handsome, 
you look like roses. 
I do know I like you, 
I think you like me. 
When you see me, 
you do not look. 
But I look at you. 
You turn your head 
and look somewhere else, above. 
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Djuana Pittman 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 



POEM 

I know a girl 
not young or old 

A smile of the wind that 
can't be told 

When I first saw her 
love was there 

But isn 't 
love everywhere? 

GOLD 

Tony Ward 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 

Gold is a horse that gallops 
through the grazing fields 
of time 

Your hair is filled with 
strings of gold 

Without gold these wonderful 
thoughts would no longer 
exist 

Mona Stuhr 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 
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CARS 

They come down from their 
Strongholds in the North 
To commit monox ide. 
Like Nazis always consc ious 
Of their crimes against the century, 
Like senators ' creat ions 
Of blithe imagination , 
Beautiful in thei r armor . 
Hungry in their ambition 
To conquer China . they are proud 
With the promise of their pistons 
And intent upon their mission : 
To kill the last hand 
Before it sw itches 
Off the last ign ition 
And the last 
Victory ! 

Kregg Sp ivey 

KREGG SPIVEY was born in Bennetl sville . S C and g rew up in McColl . S C He received his B .A. 

Degree I rom Pembroke State Un1vers1ty . Pembroke . N C 1n 1971 and has done gradua1e work at Clem

son Un1vers1ty where he was a teac~mg ass1stant 1n the Eng lish Department His poetry has appeared 

1n The Sou th Carolina Review . Fox l ire . and Tar River Poets . Currently Sp1vey IS al work on Fool's Hi ll, 

a novel . and Specimens. a volume of poetry 
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YOU'RE BEAUTIFUL 

Your skin is the darkest hue 
It's beautiful 
You wear your hair in an Afro 
that becomes you 
Your face has beautiful structure 
You 're natural 
It's beautiful 
Your love is the tender love of many 
moods 
You 're a picture of pure Black 
Beauty 
Love and innocence 
I love you my beautiful 
Black Prince 
I hope I'm beautiful to you 

Sandra Perry 
Grade 11 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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POEM 

I want to give you 
a Valentine 

Because you 're my 
friend 

We 've spent a lot of 
time together 

And I would like 
to show you how much 
I care 

It's nothing really 
big 

But it's something 
we can share . 

Kim Hammond 
Grade 8 
Williams Junior High School 



POEM 

HUNGRY 

I bit into your heart 
like an apple 
so sweet and fleshy 
It had no core 

I ate 
and ate 

until 
it was gone 

now. 
you have no heart 

forgive me. 
we were both so young . 

Put your hand iCl my hand 
and a friend is just like 
that . 

Terry Lessington 
Grade 6 

Ginger Freeman 
Grade 12 
Laurens High School 

St . Stephen Middle School 
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MY IMAGINARY FRIEND 

The day I lost my imaginary friend , 
I searched the rainbows at their end . 
I crossed the waters, he must have been lost . 
But I vowed to find him , whatever the cost! 
I searched under tables, I searched under chairs. 
I searched in the bedroom , I searched on the stairs . 
I searched in the hallway, but then I thought, wait!! 
I knew I had reached a TERRIBLE fate!! 
Well , he never returned to a sad, sorry me. 
But of course, yes, of cou rse what will be must be. 

Donna Enloe 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

SOMETHING I REMEMBER 

Someone I'd like to forget 
he was very much like a 
crook he always took my 
notebook and hung it on 
a coat hook . 

Lori Hamilton 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams M iddle School 
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POEM 

The greatest friend I ever had 
lives in a pedigree mansion. And every 
thing she ever does she does in a 
mannerly fashion . 

DO YOU KNOW 

Dianne Walker 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 

Do you know that girl that lived in that old 
shack? She is the one who smelled like dirt and pancakes mixed . The one 

that put 
her hair in oil at night. She even ate 
burned chicken . That is the one. 

DO YOU KNOW? 

Do you know the wino 

Stephanie Phillips 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

who drinks a gallon of beer 
and hardly grows any hair ; 
that goes falling in the road 
and at night sleeps on the sidewalk? 
Some people say he walks more than he talks. 
When I see him I run to hide. 
And his friends walk with him side by side 
and that 's that. At night he goes 
to his wife's grave and screams for his wife. 

Vernon Nesbit 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 
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BOBBY B. 

Bobby B., do you remember me? 
I sat across from you in Mrs. A. 's class . 
You held my books in the hall , 
and at recess we had a ball . 
Remember what Peter did between classes 
In front of the teachers too? 
He got a group of kids and in two minutes we were wed . 
We graded papers in the morning . 
And we talked a lot too . 
Bobby do you remember me? 
I remember you . 

JENIFER 

Me and Jenifer 
were like a key 
and a lock we 
would stay at our 
houses and play we 
would have eraser 
fights in Sunday School 
against the boys and 
pull Donna's pantyhose 
and tease the Sunday school 
teacher about him getting 
hit with an eraser. 

Lynn Snyder 
Grade 6 

Janet Bean 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

C.E. Williams Middle School 
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SOMEONE I KNOW 

She looks like a yellow flower waving in 
the wind. 
She walks like a peacock walking in a parade. 
She smells like the odor of 6 different perfumes. 
She talks with her nose in the air. 
Sometimes I feel like telling her but 
I'm scared. 

BARBARA 

Cathy Jackson 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

You were my first real friend 
Though we had some fights. 
We painted, played and swam . 
I untied your ribbons, you chased me. 
In winter time we break apart. 
Homework's in the way. 

DO YOU KNOW 

Julie Sowell 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

Do you know the man at the Majick 
The one who does the hambone who 
will give you his money if he has 
it to give who will take an ieee 
right out of your hand by using magic 
How grand is the man at the Majick? 

John Lightner 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 
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THE GIRL I KNOW 

She is tough and rough 
very brave indeed 
She knows what to do when a fight starts 
The boys all love her, but she doesn 't love them 
They will try, try again 

POEM 

Debbie Musselman 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

WALTER WAS MY BEST FRIEND 

Walter my friend had a real big head 
but I am sad to know he is dead . 
He got killed when he was crossing a road 
chasing after a big fat brown toad . 
When I heard of this I cried and cried 
when I heard my best friend had really died . 

Adrian Frazier 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

Peggy always laughed and 
played . Never was she bad . 
Everybody loved her with her 
red curly hair , but now 
she 's gone and she 'll 
never come back . But now 
she is the sky with 
her blue pack sack . 
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Cheryl Johnson 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 



POEM 

You were my friend but I hated you . 
We were always together but 
I hated you . 
You with your golden curls 
and always so nice and 
sweet. 
But I hated you . 
But when you left , 
I was sad . 
I hated you no longer. 

Susan Walton 
Grade 6 
C. E. Williams Middle School 

POEM 

She has a beautiful 
face and hair. 
She walks into a room like 
the "Jolly Green Giant " 
and smells like chocolate and 
bus exhaust mixed together. 
The first time I met her 
she said "Could I borrow your 
pen, Eric?" 
Standing like a statue of 
George Washington 's horse. 

Eric Smith 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 
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TEACHING SUMMER'S SONG 
FOR MY BROTHER, MARK 

The last day of summer before the start of school 
you climbed a tree and sang , all day, 
up in the high wind of fleeting childhood. 

And now, years and a continent away, you take a course 
that leads through aisles of chairs 
to the front of another child-filled room . 

All the dull words and books and stiffen ing 
patterns you 're taught are meant to lead 
you into quiet rooms fi lled with muffled ch ildren . 

Instead , you write of climbs into the high 
Sierras, of redwood trees, and of the orchard 
blooming outside the windows of your small house . 

Your si lence about school learned things tells 
how you survive , unharmed , unti l your summer comes. 
And when it 's t ime to step your way to the front of the room , 

imag ine then the startled joy you 'll find 
when that child , much like you were , looks up 
to hear you singing the high wind songs of summer 's tree . 

Newton Smith 

NEWTON SMITH IS publtshed w•dely on poetry magazines such as Southern Poetry Review . Carolina 

Quarterly, Foxfire. Ann Arbor Review. and St Andrews Review. A former professor of English at 

Western Carol1na Un1vers1ty. Sm1th now owns an advert1smg agency 1n the mounta•ns of North 

Carol1na He holds a Ph D. from the Un1versity of North Carol1na. Chapel Hill 

65 



POEM 

People who like to 
borrow paper . 

People who like to 
borrow paper. 
I hate to let people borrow 
paper but when you don 't, you 
feel like a heel. 
One time a boy asked for 
paper . 
He always asks. I didn 't 
let him and I felt greatt 

People who borrow pencils . 
People who borrow pencils . 

I let a person borrow a 
penci I and never got it back . 
It was a brand new pencil. 

People who borrow money . 
People who borrow money. 
I hate to borrow money. 
I never pay it back . 

Jenny Young 
Grade 8 
Williams Junior High School 
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TRICKS 

Tricking somebody I know in another class 
Tricking somebody is fun 
Unless they trick you last 

Susan Dalton 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 



MITCHELL 

Mitchell is only 3 years old. 
His hair is the color of strands 
of sunlight shining out of the 
sky. He is as wild as a bucking 
bronco . He can run like a rocket 
taking off into space . He loves 
to hear ghost stories . As if 
ghosts really existed . 

Kim Chapman 
Grade 7 
Greer Middle School 

CLETE 

Those kids keep coming 
here to see Mae in her 
resting place 

I run em out in 
the day light 

I shoot em out at 
night . 

What is so unusual about 
a coffin in the attic 
its only Mae. 

Caught a boy the 
other day up in the loft 
getting ready to open her 
up. I ran him off. 
Wish they would 
stay away 
stay away 

please. 

Eddie Holmes 
Grade 10 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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RUTH'S GARDEN 

Ruth 's garden so nice and pretty 
flowers blooming and bird 's song 
that fills the air with laughter ringing 
swimming and playing so much fun 
but there Ruth 's flowers under the 
summer sun 
red , yellow , white the colors of 
her flowers she watches them grow 
as she works in the garden for hours 

BOTTLEMAN 

Why people bother me? 
I sells bottles fo ' my 

livin. 
When I sees people breaks 

bottles it bother me. 
I jump up an down and 

screams but they just 
laughs at me. 

Sometime people pays 
me money to shock 

de womens. 
I doesn 't mind that. 

I gets my quarter and 
laughs long wit de 

men . Wish I was de 
man like dem. 

But they 's my friends. 
Dem people are. 

Mickey Boykin 
Grade 10 

Vernan Mercer 
Grade 8 
Berea Middle School 

Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 
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GOSSIP GUSSIE 

Ya know, deh say dem chiren was drivin ' 
wild and lost control of da car 
And deh found some of dem weed cigarettes 
I clare de Lord, I ain't know what dis world 
coming to 
Deh say, one of dem chiren was de principal 
son 
And one was the chile of dat lady who own 
dat big building downtown 
I just ain 't know what got in dem chiren 
And ya know, de bad thing bat it 
Deh 'been good people chiren 
Not any kind ole people chiren 
But good people chiren 
But ya know how dem youngins are 
Was deh eber the type where would like 
to do dem devilish things 
My God , my God , Lord hep my chiren 
Hep 'em Lord!! 

Chester A. Ray , Jr. 
Grade 12 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

POEM 

Here he comes smiling 
His teeth shine like 
Golden trophies 
His pants are what he calls 
His COOL 
He thinks he 's HOT 
But 
In my book 
He 's one cold frozen turkey 

Robert Fowler 
Grade 7 
McClenaghan Junior High School 
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POEM 

Them government people 
They's comin ' to take my land . 
Only thing I got left . 
Edgar done left me 
Years ago . 
I'm gonna stand here 
With this here shotgun . 
Ain 't no government project or some non
sense like that gonna take my 
little garden or my house. 
I'm gonna stand here 
Until them big ole bulldozers come 
And I ain 't gonna move. 
I'm gonna stand here. 

JON I 

Joni is a quiet little girl. 
When I'm around her it 
seems like she 's doing 
nothing . 

Joni is like a soft 
pillow made out of 
velvet . 
She 's always so quiet . 

When I'm around Joni 
and when she talks 
she talks so soft that 
it seems like I'm 
just dreaming . 
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Kathy Macedon 
Grade 12 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

Tracy Ferguson 
Grade 6 
Northwest Middle School 



ALPHONSO THE DANCING MAN 

Alphonso , oh how he likes to dance . When 
people see him on the streets , they say 
there 's Alphonso the dancing man. And he 'd 
reply, if you're a lady : " Hey sweet mamma, 
Yes I'm the dancing man from 34th Main 
Street. Hey mamma you sure lookin good, 
How about a little jiggle here and a little 
wiggle there , 'cause I can move and groove 
till broad daylight ." 

Willa Bowman 
Grade 12 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

BUSTER 

Buster is a boy with 
freezing white hair . 
Buster is a boy with 
light pink skin . 

Buster takes things apart 
that can 't be put together . 
Buster is a boy who 
busts out with laughter . 

Buster is like fire 
that burns things down. 
Buster is like lollipops 
dancing in your head . 

Buster is seven years old . 
He acts very bold 
but I like him because 
he is my cousin . 

Don Owen 
Grade 7 
Northwest Middle School 

71 



POEM 

Why did you leave, 
My wife , so fair? 
I can still see your rocker 
With your needlepoint there . 
Our grandchildren miss you , 
And so do I, 
Why did you leave, 
Oh why? oh why? 

Why did you leave, 
My wife so fair? 
I miss seeing your eyes 
And your silver-grey hair . 
We 've been through much , 
Both thick and thin , 
When will I see you, 
Oh, when? Oh , when? 

POEM 

The old man down the street 
Is always by himself, 
Always alone, 
With no one to talk to, 
No one to have fun with. 
The old man down the street 
Only has his little house 
With its tidy little curtains , 
Clean floors . 
He has nothing else to do . 
The old man down the street 
Hardly ever leaves his house. 
Only when he has to . 
But he 's a nice old man , 
Though he does talk to his walls , 
The old man down the street . 
He was a lonely man . 
But now God rest his soul , 
The old man down the street . 

Alicia Arnold 
Grade 8 

Tudda Chase 
Grade 12 
West Florence High School 

Woodruff Junior High School 
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VISITING DAY 

Lonely as an old brown leaf 
on a December tree , 
he sits in his rocking chair 
on the porch of the Nursing Home. 
Reeking of mothballs, the gray tweed jacket 
hangs loosely on his shoulders . 
No one will come this Visiting Day 
for no one cares anymore. 
He just waits and waits and waits . 

Lindley Pursley 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 

THE OLD MAN 

This room is an old man 's 
He rises each morning from his bed and washes his face 
In the black porcelain pitcher and bowl. 
He dresses and makes his bed slowly , 
Tucking in all the sides, not one corner unmade. 
Sweeping the floors and dusting the pictures, 
He reminisces about years gone past 
When those pictures had been taken . 
As he finishes all his cleaning , 
He pulls his little wooden chair to the window 
And stares out of the window and looks at the bustles of 
The little village , 
Wishing he could be a part of it. 

Tammy Newman 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 

THE OLD LADY 

The old lady covered in wrinkles 
rocks her life away sitting by 
the window in the sun 
like a rock that sleeps by the road 

Sophie Garrett 
Grade 9 
Laurens High School 
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I WONDER WHAT TOOK HIS LAUGHTER 

I saw an old , bent man 
cross the park to a bench , 
leaning on a varn ished cane 
yellowed and cracked , 
almost as old as he. 
His sweeping eyebrows were white , 
his eyes defiant , 
his head a craggy peak 
on which snow had fallen . 
In his face I could read 
the pain and w isdom of long life 
and bitterness and the echo 
of laughter, happiness and youth . 

Barbara Berry 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 

"TAKE ME HOME, COUNTRY ROADS" 

A tune of long ago echoes through my mind . 
Coming back home from Wisconsin 
All the thoughts come to my mind. 
A faded white farmhouse 
Surrounded by green trees . 
Lush , thick growth on mountains. 
A light, cool country breeze. 
Hearing "Take Me Home, Country Roads" on the radio . 

NEW ENGLAND 

Mike Crombie 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

I used to live there, every day. 
I used to sit and pass the time away. 
Now I visit once a year. 
I only regret that it isn 't here. 
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Roy Jones 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 



A NEW WORLD 

We used to have an attic. 
My mother did her sewing there . 
We played t~1ere when it rained. 
We walked to school 
Or rode our bikes . 
A little river was in the front 
Where we used to feed the ducks. 
There is no river . 
There is no attic now. 
I had to make new friends, 
And every time I wanted 
to talk , 
I had to th ink real hard. 

Mechteld Veltman 
Grade 6 
Hillcrest Middle School 

POEM 

remember cold army housing . 
remember blackbread and German wourst . 
remember zotz fizz candies . 
remember David Satchell. 
remember thick pencils in the first grade. 
remember waking up and it being Spring . 
remember when I first got my hair cut. 
remember catching a basketball and breaking two fingernails . 
remember saddle oxfords with tassles . 
remember my Cinderella book bag . 
remember when I believed in Santa Claus. 
remember when I stopped believing in Santa Claus . 
remember my stomach growling in a completely silent classroom . 
remember the taste of the bread at my First Communion . 
remember picking only the daisies with the pink centers . 
remember making glue out of flour . 

Jackie Martin 
Grade 12 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 
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A DROWNING SONG 

In her grief, Isadora 
attempted to choreograph 
the quicksilver trace of water
all that she had left 
of her drowned children. 

This woman 
moves in a similar daze 

News Bulletin, Fountain 
Inn, S.C. August 29, 1974: 
Two small children 
drowned today when the 
car in which they were 
passengers rolled into a 
lake in front of their home. 
Their mother said she had 
left them alone for only a 
moment when the 
accident happened. 

as whatever the grappling hooks catch , 
she rejects- not her son, or daughter. 
They wait down on the lake-floor. 

Faces pressed close to the window 
they are counting now, as she taught them , 
little fishes against their fears. 

Some evening in high water 
they 'll float home. So many towels and combs 
it will take-she busies herself 
with a housewife's inventory. 

Such wishes are merely her prayers. 
Her tears help raise the water . 

Bennie Lee Sinclair 

BENNIE LEE SIN CLAIR is the au thor of a book of poems . Little Chicago Suite (Dru mmer Press. 1971) 

and a chapbook of short stori es. For Th ose Outside (Peaceweed Press . 1977). She is instructor for the 

Division of Con tinuing Ed ucation 's Creati ve Writing Series at Furman Universi ty and editor o f the pro 

ject's Caro lina Woodbine anthology. She and her husband . potter Don Lewis. live in the mountains 

above C leveland . South Caro lina . 
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POEM 

I Remember: 
He told me the sun was orange 
and I said it was yellow! 

I Remember: 
He told me my hair looked like 
a shaggy dog 's 
And I told him his face looked like a 
moth bitten cloth 

I Remember: 
He told me I acted too mature 
And I told him he acted too ch i ld ish 

Well .... That was yesterday 
and somewhere in between 
then and now I learned 
not to argue with foolsl 

After all -
They have one foot in the grave 
And the other 
on a banana peel I 
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Pat Shearer 
Grade 12 
Lugoff -Elgin High School 



MEMORIES 

I remember a red jacket. 
I remember lcees in the park . 
I remember Panda. 
I remember a daisy growing through the concrete in the city . 
I remember knit pants with elastic that hooks around the feet. 
I remember Grandma and her wood stove. 
I remember crying over a dead caterpillar . 
I remember potato hills and corn bins. 
I remember always looking for the Little Dipper with you , 
and never finding it. Finally, I did , and then I couldn 't 
find you . 
I remember black patent-leather shoes that were tight for 
my feet. 
I remember two ants. 
I remember peanut butter , the one thing I wouldn 't mind 
forgett ing . 
I remember Grandma and the hospital. 
I remember the cold house and warm blankets . 
I remember spaghetti . 
I remember the beach and T.J . Swann . 
I remember exactly the way the tear fell down your cheek . 
It curved a little , and you brushed it away . 
I remember you kissing my eyes ; a place I never thought 
kissable. 
I remember Star . 
I remember fake fingernails . 
I remember the leaf Ms. Gordon brought me from the mountains. 
I still have it. 
I remember jewelry stores. 
I remember forgetting to remember . 
I remember the argument about whether it was Beanie Weenies 
or Weenie Beanies. 
I remember love. 
I remember you . 

Anonymous 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 
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REMEMBER? 

I looked at you . 
I could have sworn I'd seen 
that face before. 
I know that smile . 
It reminds me of a 
saddened night . 
To watch you dance ; 
God , I know I've been 
in step before. 
I feel it so . 
I can 't control it . 
Maybe it was in a dream, 
but it 's too close . 
I look again , 
You 're gone . 
It turns me into a savage 
beast. 
I'm left with a painted 
smile that runs . 

MY MOTHER'S VOICE 

sounds like wind chimes 
blowing in the wind 
it 's so pretty 
it almost makes you cry . 

Tim Looper 
Grade 6 

Kelly Toney 
Grade 8 
Hillcrest Middle School 

Northwest Middle School 
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MY GRANDMOTHER 

My Grandmother has just got her driver 's 
license and when she comes down the road 
we get out of the way, because before 
she got her driver 's license she knocked 
down 13 mailboxes and then said , " Well I 
missed one." 

Dennis Meadows 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 

MY FAMILY 

On the day I was born 
My family gathered around 
to decide what my name would be. 
My mother said Barbra 
My father Jo 
My grandma said Mary 
My grandpa said no! 
So they fussed and they fussed . 
Then I began to fuss. 
Then they all decided to put them together 
Which left me BarbrajoMaryme. 
When I grew older 
I sure wasn 't pleased 
So I took off the Barbra 
I took off the Jo 
I took off the Mary 
Which left me. 
My mother thought it fun 
My father thought yes 
My grandma said it was okay 
My grandpa said Humbug 
but I like being me 
But I changed it to Maria. 

Maria Deas 
Grade 8 
St . Stephen Middle School 
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MY MORNING MOTHER 
Lifted my head . 

That 's what that hand did , her hand every 
morning . Like the sun creeping from behind those 
trees in the morning, that's it creeping in my room. 
Like the sun rising up in the morning that's her lifting 
my head. Get up Devil that's what she will say 
then like the bird I fly out of my nest and into 
the coop. The bus is coming that's what she will 
say. I haven 't finished, then she'll fuss. You are 
going to walk! Oh, mama, please!! Then so hungry 
she will say I will take you . And I say I know . 
That's my mother, I am sure!!! 

THE DREAM 

POEM 

Alicia Poinsette 
Grade 8 
St. Stephen Middle School 

I am a piece of playdough, 
My parents are the molders. 
They try to mold and make me 
Into what they call an individual. 
If they find one little flaw 
They try to smooth that place over. 
One day I'm going to harden, 
And they won 't be able to shape me again . 

Gaye Thomas 
Grade 8 
Southside Junior High School 

My granddaddy Alford was on his deathbed 
When the dreams started coming. 
He would see his first-born child who had died at birth. 

( He knew his time was coming , so he would just 
lay back and watch his little boy 
play with him. He use to smile and call Grandma 
and say " Look at our son , isn 't he the cutest little baby?" 
Grandma would slowly shake her head and walk away. 
The dreams kept coming , till finally 
Grandfather Alford went with his son . 
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Sharon Martin 
Grade 10 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 



GRANNY 

Janie come over here 
were I is . Child you mammy 
and Daddy bought up a fine 
baby gal. When I was you age 
my mammy and pappy use to 
say Ella you better be in this house 
before that clock strike six. I 
see you child with that fresh 
boy looking at cha . Go over yonder 
and bring them pictures fer me . 
Well honey old granny gotta rest 
now cause me bones gettin weak 
and I ain 't got long before the roll 
is call. Bring me a rag and the 
wash basin . " Yes mam, " honey 
listen at the way you young 
people talk . Child sound lack ya come from New Yerk or 
something . Go child and take 
what the world got to give 
yo u. 

Joyce Dash 
Grade 11 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

MY MOTHER 

With sun shining very bright 
My mother sweats and picks away 
Trying to make a dollar to buy us food 
So we can eat 
0 how hard she works 
All alone in the grassy cotton field . 

Alexis Shu ler 
Grade 8 
Belleville Junior High School 
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MY GRANDPA 

Me and my Grandpa 
would lay under the big 
green pine trees while 
the cats played with 
his fingers . 

SNAIL MAMA 

Is a slow mama, but 

Ricky Ball 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 

when she gets on the party 
floor on a Saturday night , 
I look over and see my snail 
mama and I know she can 
move, because she is always 
sliding with the blues. 

BIRD SISTER 

My sister is wicked as a 

Raymond Norman 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 

witch . Every Full Moon she 
goes out and kills every bird in 
sight. We see birds lying all 

over the ground . 
We can never catch 
her because she goes in a bush as 
a bird and back out as my sister . 
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Randy Childs 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 



61 WITH A SHOOTING GUN 

My grandmother is 61 
She always carries her shooting gun 
She has long gray hair down her back 
Her husband's name is Jimmy Mack 
She stays in a house on 40th street 
She doesn 't have all her teeth 
She has a son that's 33 
As you know he 's older than me 
Grand Maw told me one sweet old day 
Child set here and hear wh at I gotta say : 
" You better go to school and do your best 
Lord . child you have been blessed 
cause when you go to the store 
you 'll know how to count 
and you 'll give the man the right amount 
so go on child and get some rest 
cause I want you to do your best " 

Joyce Dash 
Grade 11 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

TURTLE GRAMPS 

My Gramps is as slow as a turtle . 
He can't even. get up enough speed 
to jump over a hurdle' 
But even though his body is slow . 
his mind is as fast 
as a rabbit in the snow . 

Ricky Ball 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 
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WILLIAM, WALKING TWO MILES ACROSS DRIFTS 
TO MILING, 4 A.M. 

a man 
walk ing on snow 
deeper than his height 
a man 
suspended 
by miracle twice 
man 
moving through ang ry nature 
yet again 
a black man 
on a much wh itened earth 

Robert Parham 
From SENDING THE CHILDREN FOR SONG 

ROBERT PARHAM is on leave from his instructorship at Francis Marion College where he teaches 

English . He is presently completing a doctorate deg ree with Florida State University. His publications 

in poetry include works in Southern Humanities Review, The Ma lahat Review, The Goddard Journal, 

and the Wisconsin Review. His chapbook Sending the Children For Song appeared in 1975. 
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CLEAN THAT HOUSE 

Get in there and wash them 
dishes, 
Fore I come in there and burn 
your hide with these switches. 
Didn 't you know we were having 
company today? 
Come on , tell me what's the delay? 
Get in there and clean them 
rooms! 
And don 't forget to sweep with 
a broom . 
They will arrive in 5 minutes 
Now. 
Get that house clean, I don 't 
care how! 

Barbara Sandie 
Grade 12 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

63 AND GOING STRONG 

John T. Hill is 63 and going strong, 
His body which seemed to have nothing wrong , 
Was getting slower everyday, 
And weaker in every way . 
John is my Grandpop and I love him very much . 
He lost his job, but still works after lunch. 
He works around the house doing odd jobs. 
He fixed the bike that used to be Bob 's. 
Pop lives at 616 South Queen Street , 
He likes to go hunting and eat deer meat. 
My Grandpop is retired but still alive. 
In two more years he 'll be 65 . 
To catch him at work is something to see, 
But John T. Hill the First will always be young to me. 
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Randy Hill 
Grade 11 
Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 



GRANDPA 
The old man lying on a bed, 
Not knowing if anyone ever came . 
Grandpa lying there in a coma, 
Not knowing anyone, not even my momma. 
The old man breathing his last 
Breath , knew not of his coming death . 
Gasping for air . he folded his 
Hands on his chest as he took 
One more last breath . 
He knew his death had come at last. 
And he seemed to be drifting fast . 
His death finally came. 
And nothing would ever be the same . 

Freida Garner 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 

POEM 
Brother, I watched you. 
I watched you grow up as the years passed 
us by. I watched you crawl. 
I saw you trying to take your first step. 
I saw you stumble and fall. I watched and 
felt your teeth . I watched you learn to walk 
and talk . I watched you run as free as a rabbit . 
I watched as you learned to play . 
Brother, this is all I have to say . 

Vanessa Oakley 
Grade 8 
Belleville Junior High School 

DEAR MOTHER 
I wish you could see me now. I am 
just writing about you . You are just 
working on your tired feet and when you come home 
you have to start to cook but that is too much . 
But mother you are so full of smile in your face . 
It looks like the rice in the pot. Your hands 
are so rough and tired . You need to let me 
do the things and you won't be tired. 

Moses Duke 
Grade 9 
Belleville Junior High School 
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1835 

During my t ime, you child 
We weren 't lowd too much 
runnin ' round . We stayed 
home to do the cookin ' 
an ' cleanin '. Yea, you child 
go 'head make dem ugly 
face but l 's tell in' you 
workin ' in your grandpa 
fields was de best way to 
live . By de way tings look 
now we mite have to go 
back a livin ' dat away. Grandma 
gitt in' tired now l 's guess I best 
take a little rest child , Go 'n an 
play now, go 'n. 

Marietta Harmon 
Grade 11 
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Orangeburg-Wilkinson High School 

GRANDPA 

Grandpa used to take me on long walks 
just to call me slow poke. 
He would go as far as I could walk 
then carry me back for a nap. 
Grandpa has a squarish moustache 
that doesn 't even match his thinning white hair. 
He has wire frame glasses you never even notice 
until he takes them off . 
Grandpa is 80 years old 
but he can still beat my father 
in arm wrestling . 

John Olson 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 



THE ROPE BEHIND THE DOOR 

As I came home from school 
one day and what to my surprise! 
My mom had bought a rope 
to take her exercise. 
She was working very hard , 
with that rope tied on the 
door. She may not be fat 
anymore but she's sore, sore 
sore. 

Jackie Edwards 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 

SHE WOULD BE MY FAVORITE PERSON, BUT ... 

I 
My grandmother is a lady without equal. 
She has gr y hair thin as a thread , 
delicate as a spider 's web in the old garage. 
Her arms are soft as the feather bed 
on which I sleep when I'm at her house. 
Her false teeth are white 
with gums red as a rose . 
She will make you laugh if you walk in 
when she is brushing them with Clorax or Comet. 
My grandmother is big as a person 
multiplied twice with as good a cooking ability 
as the finest chef . Her hands are silky 
with dark spots like a little girl 's 
polka-dotted freckles. 
She would be my favorite person 
but I also Have another grandmother. 

Michael Wilcox 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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GRANDFATHER 

Grandfather 
I know rim 
yet, never having met him 
I have ridden with him 
on a pure white stallion 
with the sand stinging in my face 
we laughed, but never met 
my blood, 1/4 of it came from him , 
he was an ancestor. 

delightful dust . 
he reminds me of a rainbow 
blooming orange and red 

there 's always black under hi3 colors 
his signal of death 
I never met him . 

DO YOU KNOW 

My grandmother she 
walks through her 
house waiting for my 
grandfather to return from 
the dead. She sits in 
her old chair and rocks 
back and forth. When you 
look at her you can 
see her snuff mouth . 
She has hair like 

Mary Jane Childress 
Grade 8 
Laurens Junior High School 

silk and eyes like balloons . 
When I touch her 
she has skin that is 
all wrinkled up. And when 
I go to her there 
she sits waiting in 
her old chair . 
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Inger Outz 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 



MY DREAM 

One night I dreamed that my eye came out. 
It came down through my mouth and it didn 't taste good. 
it fell on the floor and rolled everywhere. 

POEM 

I found it and put it in a peanut butter jar. 
Then, my brother comes in , he wants to know 
what's in the jar, but I will not tell him. 
So Mama came back and she put my eye back in . 
It falls back out and then I tell Mama, 
and she puts fingernail polish around it 
and puts it back in and then it stays. 

Jill Taylor 
Grade 5 
Ford School 

I robbed a bank the other day 
Got a million dollars worth of pay. 
Then my uncle stole some jewels, 
a car, and a set of tools. 
My aunt got jealous, and started to pout 
And went and knocked Muhammed Ali out . 

Jerry Lynch 
Grade 9 
Southside Junior High School 

THE BLACK NIGHT 

The night was black 
as a Halloween cat. 
It was a scary time, 
as it was 12:00. 
Then , as suddenly, 
a scary figure forms. 
It scares you into 
tenseness. It is only 
a dream. It is only 
the night. 

David Nelson 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 
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NIGHTMARE 

The wind screams down the 
Alley like a woman 's moan 
As she and the drifter 

look 
For their dreams 
Down the blind man 's 
Walkway As they fly 
Away They see the castles 
Burning in the distance 
And know they came 
For what they found. 

Dav id Wimberly 
Grade 8 
McClenaghan Junior High School 

MY BAD DREAMS 

When I have bad dreams I dream 
that Lisa and me get kidnapped and 
the kidnappers starve us and Lisa 
can 't go 2 hours without eating. 
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POEM 

Sonya Shipman 
Grade 6 
Northwest Middle School 

One night I had a dream that I was a snowflake . 
There were alot of other snowflakes around me falling to the 
ground . 
But I didn 't want to land and melt into nothing. 
So I kept floating around in the sky for as long as I could . 
Then when I saw myself beginning to come down 
I saw a bunch of little children below me. 
I kept falling and falling and I finally landed but it wasn 't 
on the ground . 
It was on this little boy's tongue. 

Carol Strain 
Grade 12 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 



DREAM 

the ring 
it causes sleep 
recalls the past 
makes me cry 

I become my grandmother 
I married my grandpa 
slept in her childhood 
I stumped her toe 
shed her tear 
and swam in her thoughts 

then 
I awake 
myself 

POEM 

Kristin Susan Smith 
Grade 7 
Laurens Junior High School 

don 't look at a black cat 
don 't walk under a ladder 
don 't open an umbrella in the house 
if yo.u break a mirror it makes seven years bad luck 
kill three birds with one stone 
an uneven number can bring bad luck 
when someone or something dies that figure is what died 
don't put your fingers where you won 't put your face 
if you dream something three times it will give you bad luck 
don 't bite the finger that feeds you 

Pat Kirchner 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 
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POEM 

Some people say if your left hand itches 
you will meet a new person but I 
don 't believe them 
Some people say if. your right hand itches 
you will find money somewhere I don 't 
believe that either 
If you break a mirror it is seven years 
bad luck 
If you shoot the world 's bird you will 
have bad luck 
Some people say if you walk around 
an Indian 's grave. he will say go 
away let me rest in peace 

POEM 

Vivian Oliphant 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

World War One was really dumb. 
All you could hear was the big old bombs. 
All night you heard the shouts . 
In the morning you shot the Krauts . 
All we did was dig the trenches . 
While the boys gave our girls the pinches. 
The Krauts gave us all sorts of trouble . 
All we had to use was an old shovel. 

Carl Stocker 
Grade 2 
Seminole Road Elementary School 

IT'S RAINING ON HELL 

The sky is bleeding crystal jewels on a wounded battle field. 
They fall one by one upon the corpse of a young fighter . 
The jewels trickle down the mutilated hand. 
Upon a dirty, soiled paper in his palm they rest . 
Through the crystal jewels, peace is written. 
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Kathy Dotson 
Grade 11 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 



WAR 

Red is like a bomb exploding in war. 
Green is help from another land afar. 
Gold is winning after a hard time. 
Blue is leaving the dead behind. 

Max Autrey 
Grade 8 
Berea Middle School 

DREAM 

I met a horse who took me to a city 
made completely of glass. The city 
had streams of lemon juice. The people 
in this place would never talk. They 
had computers to talk for them. The 
horse took me to a place full of flowers 
What was strange was that this place 
was always turning upside down and side
ways . It never stood still. 

Sherrie Griffith 
Grade 7 
Ford School 

I'M IN THE YEAR 2001 

I'm in the year 2001 . 
The smog 's so thick , 
You can hardly see the sun . 
The houses are so crowded and small 
When you open a door, you knock down a wall! 
But I guess that 's O.K. , 
Looks like I'm going to have to stay. 

Eddie Bello 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 
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SMALL CLUMSY SIN 

I was visiting my Aunt Ada 
the afternoon I knocked a glass 
of buttermilk into the yellow crockery bowl 
of freshed picked and already sugared 
blackberr ies in her ice box 
and did not tell her . 

If only I had sniffled an apology 
and accepted a stale raisin cooky, 
I would be rid of it . 

Instead it hangs on the front of my mind , 
flapping like a Sunday School banner , 
exacting from me even now 
A Brillo-scrubbed honesty 
about small clumsy sins that need 
only a swipe here and there 
from a courteous dust cloth . 

Grace Freeman 
from NO COSTUMES OR MASKS 

GRACE FREEMAN 's col lection of poet ry No Costumes or Masks published in October. 1975 by Red 

Clay Books w1th a second printing in March . 1976. was n amed th 1s fall the outstand1ng book of poetry 

wntten by a South Carol1n1an. The winner of a Stephen Vincent Benet Nat ional Award for a narrative 

poem 1n 1975. she rece1ved 1n December a Jefferson Pilot Broadcasting Award for a play. Her poems 

have appeared in The New Republic. Sandlapper. Poet Lore and numerous literary magazines 
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THE GALAXY 

Once there was a galaxy with nothing in it. 
It was as black as black can be. When all of 
a sudden a bunch of large white flaming meteorites 
came from the sky with a loud noise coming out 
of nowhere. The noise was such a noise that it broke stone 
into several thousand pieces-and something like 
a huge hand grabbed some of the pieces and packed 
them together. They formed many planets, then a 
rumble came from the sky, it was a voice, a voice 
an unnamed voice-it named each and every planet
giving it an orbit to go into from pulse to pulse. 
Then the hands came again and placed the stars 
in different formations-then in a happy tomb of music 
all singing hallelujah over and over-

Tim Hyst 
Grade 8 
Ford School 

AFTER KENNETH REXROTH 

The stars of the great bear drift apart 

the sky turned blacker 
the hills rose to the sky 
and the mountains fell to the ground 
like a falling star 
And as I walk through the woods 
I want to jump up to the sky and pull the stars down 
and cover myself up in them 
and never cover up. 
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Penny Gwinn 
Grade 8 
Ford School 



AFTER MAX ERNST 

(a slide show) 

The ball that 
bounces in the light 
of God 
the black is still 
it's the impulse 
of the sun 
the land of the river 
rushes like L.A. highways 
the mountain climbing the star 
the animals lost in X world 
Help 
I'm missing 
in a ring of circles 
help 
I run into nowhere 
I'm forgotten 
I can 't find home 
I' ll never get out 

The sky is gray now 
I must hurry 
before 
the storm comes 
I reach the sea 
I am greeted by a man 
with a naked child 
it is me. 

Tim Franks 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 

POEM 

Saturn is like an angel 's head wearing her ring too low. 

Bubba Catoe 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 
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AFTER ROBINSON JEFFERS 

The universe expands and contracts like a great heart 

the planets are like blood 
fu II of germs 
the stars are food 
strawberry shortcake , spaghetti , french fries 
asparagus, cauliflower , eggplant 
the universe had a heart attack 
but there are no hospitals 
where the un iverse can go 

Raise the taxes and build one! 
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Debbie Carpenter 
Grade 12 
Laurens High School 

AFTER ROBINSON JEFFERS 

The universe expands and contracts like a great heart 

the stars and planets move with spasmodic contractions 
never ending circles in space ; then , there is a stray , 
a fire brilliant star , falling falling 
in a never ending arc 
never to stop . 

A star explodes, the white-yellow flame 
reaches out and touches you. 
It 's not hot , it 's cold like the dark , damp dungeon 
or the sea cave , hollowed out by centuries 
of ocean waves , crashed into the cliffs. 

Looking back you see the earth falling away 
like the stone you just dropped. 

Steve Wiley 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 



MOVING IN THE SAME ORBIT 

A person is like a planet 
They wander through 
the sky ... 

never stopping , 
moving in the same orbit. 

The moons are I ike the children 
that revolve around you . . . 

never stopping, 
moving in the same orbit. 

The stars are the I ights 
that may light your path ... 

never stopping 
moving in the same orbit. 

But the darkness may follow you. 
never stopping , 
moving in the same orbit. 

The meteors may hit you ... 
never stopping , 
moving in the same orbit. 

Belinda Fender 
Grade 8 
Williams Junior High School 

PLUTO 

I am all by myself 
like a bird soaring 
in the mountains. 
I am all by myself 
like a child without 
a friend in the world. 
All by myself far 
out in space. 
All by myself. 

Cindy Squires 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 
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AFTER A SLIDE SHOW 

1 . 
the sun splits 
red horror rain 
down upon the earth 
burning 
flaming rain. 

2. 
the earth is cold 
and dark and damp 
the moon slides 
in front of the sun 
and stays. 

3. 
if the earth 
were turned inside out 
we would see all 
the things we 
wouldn 't see 
if we weren 't 
looking 
for things we 'd 
already seen 

4. 
from under the ocean 
I grasp and cough 
for air as I find 
my way out of the cave 
I stumble across the frame edge 
no green . no yellow sky 
the sun casts orange light 
down on the city 
so quiet. I am hearing 
my heart beat 
so dismal 
the strange approach 
careful not to disturb the silence 
the filthy primitive men rejoice . 

Jeff Holmes 
Grade 10 
Lau rens High School 



GRAVITY VANISHED 

Lavender daisies hang on desperately to the ground 
Dark , yellowish , gigantic butterflies trudge on , barely 
able to lift their heavy wings 
There is no gravity and the rain returns to the sky 
Rubbery people cling to available branches 
And vines but become stretched back upward 
And they scream in pain 
The vines creep away , and the rubbery people have nothing to 
cling to and are snatched away into the atmosphere forever 
I open up the ground , climb in , and shut the door 

Terrie McPherson 
Grade 11 
Lugoff-Elgin High School 

AFTER ALLEN GINSBERG 

I am /, old father-fish eye 
that begat the ocean 

from me jelly things spawn 
I conceive a yen for company 
and get it 

I did it , 
everything 

They each pay homage 
once 
a year 

billion fold 
teeming 
though old father 
I cou ld 

do it 
again 

Julie Fowler 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 
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POEM 

Down in the deep blue ocean 
at the very bottom 
There is a strange fish 
It is the only one of its kind 
It is red and purple 
Orange and blue 
It has 5 horns 
coming from its head 
It is very different 
None of the other fish 
will even go near him 
He lives all alone 
In the very darkest place 
of the whole sea 
The fish is very lonesome 
The fish is a feeling 

Kim Lawson 
Grade 8 
Moore Junior High School 



GENESIS/REVELATIONS 

The animals crawled , 
the people ran on 
they killed , murdered 
and stalled 
metal wagons 
hit men. 
The people 
chopped heads, 
and finally 
a blast 
and a boom. 
The atom 
did break 
shattering life 
A different light 
was above. The metal 
flew high , killing all man . 
He withered and died 
with fright still inside , 
and the dust 
painted colors no more. 

Joel Jones 
Grade 8 
Laurens Junior High School 
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AFTER THE CHILDREN 

From where I live, from windows 
on four sides 

I see a black cat sitting on 
a white chair on a cement porch 

green grass and streets with little girls 
jumping rope , and little boys climbing oak trees . 

I look up at a blue jung le 
with lions , elephants 

white and fluffy and beyond my reach 
as I continue to see 
the black cat is no longer there 
the white chair has rusted 
the grass is no longer green 
the streets are lonely 
and now the children have old faces 

Felicia Little 
Grade 12 
Laurens High School 



POEM 

As I touch it 
the flower dies 
in a whirr 
sparkling 
eruption of vomiting geyser 
it burns , sizzles 
it 's ice 
lam 
sucked into 
it 
held like light into a black hole
the twisting funnel 
of her arms 
covers , 
like smoking embers 
in emerald snow , 
and again the sun is dying 
creeping into my madness 
as the stars go out. 

David Peden 
Grade 12 
Laurens High School 
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THIS LOVELY RITE 

At the end of the city 
I am wild at night, 
a dead fish, 
split like a log--
1 am chilled , 
my fish scales sting 
with a thousand needles 

There is the city below 
my birth in angel dust 
and bumps and grinds 

I have waited too long, 
the city forgets,--
my self, my lover in a glass, 
I love her smile, 
she kneads my heart 
into the thickest soup 

Watch her drive 
th~ steel spike 
into my skull . 

Shaun Farragher 
from 3RO THING MAGAZINE OF POETRY & 
GRAPHICS (1977) 

SHAUN FARRAGHER has given over 50 public reading s at such schools as Memphis State University, 

Rutgers University, and Fairleigh Dickinson University since 1973. A graduate of Columbia University 

w ith a B.A. in History, English, Chemistry , he received his M.A. in Creative Writing from the City Col

lege of City University of New York . Farragher has had 41 poems publ ished in 23 magazines and 

anthologies. including the Village Vo ice , The Texas Quarterly and the Dublin Magazine. 
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THE RIDE 

I'd like to take you for a ride all over my body . 
First stop, the heart . Big Chief Wallop . He keeps 
the heart beat . He's expensive too. Next stop, 
the lungs. We got two wrestlers pushing in and out 
on them . Next stop, the blood stream . Hop on the boat 
and go down the river . Last stop is the brain . 
It looks goofy. It does a good job. Now, go down 
this slide-it will take you out through the nostrils . 
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Joey Mitchell 
Grade 6 
Ford School 

AQUA PANTOUM 

The right shoe was in the pool 
And they muttered the incomprehensible 
After all , the laces were tied 
" A woman! " they cried in disbelief 

And they muttered the incomprehensible 
It was a she scraping the algae 
" A woman! " they cried in disbelief 
Just then , a star fell from the sky 

It was a she scraping the algae 
They found her left soul 
Just then , a star fell from the sky 
Her drink was laced with arsenic 

They found her left soul 
The right shoe was in the pool 
Her drink was laced with arsenic 
After all , the laces were tied 

David Poland and Dennis Tedder 
Grade 11 
South Florence High School 



AFTER NATHANIEL TARN 

looking into the eyes of babies in experiments 

I fall in
down 
down 
through glistening blue/black 

green 
into the shine 
right there 
I 
slice the plasma 
I 
slip inside 

a pin of light 
a silent altar 
where innocence 
smooth , white 

oil on the tablecloth 
drips 

stains 

I come out 
faster 

sew it up 
they cry at night you know 

Julie Fowler 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 
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POEM 

A place surrounded by water 
it smells like a waxed car 
where people look like slanted lines 
and feels like a marble 

JESTER 

Brian Sweat 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 

After a painting by Judith Leyster 

Rocko the Jester stands outside 
the balcony window 
looking at the red, yellow and 
orange rainbow . The Queen 
and her daughter come in smelling 
like red roses . He overhears 
the Queen talking to her daughter 
about the King 's surprise birthday party. 
He grins happily. He leaves 
quietly like a cat. 
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Joann Nelson 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 



AFTER LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI 

Christ climbed down 
from his bare tree 

yawning 
yawning 

for the sleep 
he had impatiently 
waited for 

stretching . 
stretching 

trying with all his might 
to loosen his stiff limbs 

rubbing 
and rubbing 

his stomach 

trying to remember 
the last blood he had drunk 
and flesh he had eaten 

will he 
in all his desperation 

find comfort. 

Teretha Brown 
Grade 10 
Laurens High School 
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THE JESTER 

Jack the jester smirks . 
He is looking at a beautiful girl 
in a red dress. 
In the dark balcony. 
The smell of perfume drifts in 
the air. 
Jack hears the crowd applaud 
in joy. 
So Jack feels like a fresh 
picked flower , in the sun , on the 
kitchen table . 

Cynthia Hopkins 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

HOROSCOPES OF SCORPIOS 

Scorpios are known as fighters or wild 
cats . They seem to be left out on 
everything . It seems that they never 
want to tell their problems to anyone 
else. They like to write their own 
thoughts on paper and that makes them 
feel better. Scorpios are known as the 
best lovers. 
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Sonia Vaird 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 



AFTER LAWRENCE FERLINGHETTI 

Christ climbed down From his bare tree 

and walked briskly 
towards some men 
men that were lazily sleeping 
leaning against an old tree . 
Jesus awakened 
awakened his disciples 
who were royal red 
red with embarrassment 
because they were 
to stay awake . 

Ben Kadingo 
Grade 7 
Laurens Junior High School 

2 OF SWORDS 

A seat to sit on 
A blindfold so I can 't see 
2 swords to stab myself with 
An ocean to fall into 

Lynn Loftis 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 
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JESTER 

David the jester 
stands beside the ballroom window 
looking at the blue eyed princess 
when the King and the Queen , with 
the look of anger, storm in. 
He listens. "We must not let him 
see the princess. " 
He grins with the feeling of love. 
He sneaks as if a cat 
up the stairs to her room. 

QUEEN OF PENTACLES 

Mary Reid 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

She is sitting there playing circles 
With a bird eating on her hat. 
Under some roses a rabbit is 
Coming to play with her toes. 
There isn't much grass so 
That when she gets tired of 
The rabbit playing with her 
Toes she plays in the sand . 
Because a Queen doesn 't know what 
to do. 
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Linda Poole 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 



TEN OF CUPS 

The day is bright and beautiful. 
The sun is big and hot . 
He asked her to dance , 
and she said , "Why not " 

Pam Nichols 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 

POEM 

Jack the jester 
is sitting , looking through 
binoculars 
at the bank across 
the street . 
Then came two men 
looking like two pol icemen . 
Then the big one says to 
the little one, "I think th is is 
the apartment where I saw 
the binoculars." 
Then Jack gasped!! 
He climbed out of the 
window like a bear 
climbing down from a tree for 
some honey!! 

Mike Hiott 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 
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KING OF SWORDS 

King, I challenge you to 
a sword fight . When the 
clouds go down I will be 
waiting for you at the 
little tree. I am going 
to be the King as soon as 
I get through with you and 
I am going to take over your big 
chair. 

TWO OF CUPS 

The cups may be gray. 
The house may be red . 
But the picture tells 

Darrell West 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 

the story and nothing else 
is said . 

Kenny Duncan 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 



KING OF PENTACLES 

There was a king 
who loved grapes 
so he asked his tailor 
to make him a grape vine robe . 
After the king put the robe on 
all of a sudden the vines grew 
into the ground so now 
all the king does is sit 
around and watch his 
kingdom grow. 

Robert Calhoun 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 

SIX OF WANDS 

There was a pr ince 
who rode a horse with 
a green cape through the town 
looking for a bride. 
He held a tree in the air 
and the tree would have a wreath on it. 
All the women would hold up their 
trees and when the.prince saw 
a woman he loved he would put 
his wreath on her tree . 

Robert Calhoun 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 
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RIDDLE 

My Riddle has in it twelve syllables, no more. 
And like great riches, with me a man 's never poor. 
I'm a journey that ends, on the twelfth mile traveled . 
A mystery whose conclusion is unraveled . 
I am a great mountain , that's twelve thousand feet tall. 
And like the old harvest moon, I come during fall. 
I'm, to the elders, a memory of found strife . 
They tell all their offspring that I'm "a fact of life." 
I, like a prisoner, that can 't go out once in ; 
Once committed to people I'm their life-long friend . 
And I, like a diamond , or platinum, or gold, 
To the young , my value will forever be told . 

Mike Rothwell 
Grade 12 
West Florence High School 



MRS. WHOSIT 

Footballs go poof. 
Baseballs just disappear. 
Anything that touches the yard 
goes up in smoke, 
off in space. 
Who knows where they all went? 
She does. 

Harold Oberman 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

ACROSTIC POEM 

Dandelion 
In the air 
Nice little puppy 
E as a soft vowel 
Canary that sings sweet songs 
Even a hard vowel 

Jacqueline Smalls 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 
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OLD HOUSE 

The old Milfred house stands 
desolate in its cloak of gray. 
Old oak timbers creak and groan 
with every movement of the wind. 
The dusty old hall stands bare 
where children once played 
and pictures once hung . 
The grand old dining room now 
is only used by squirrels 
eating their dinner. 
Empty bedrooms and dusty halls 
all hang in a hush of silence. 
The old house has stood wars and storms 
but now will die away 
in the stillness of the forest. 

Mark Self 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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POEM 

Her old house is like a dungeon. 
Old and dark as the night. 
She has an old wooden fence that 
encloses it and keeps out trespassers. 
When something is thrown into her 
yard , it 's gone forever. 
There's a large oak tree that droops 
over the house, but no bird or squirrel 
ever goes near it, for the animals 
know who is evil and who is not. 

Meredith Hutchinson 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 



THE BOX 

Hiding in my box behind the market ; 
I watch the ladies squeeze the tomatoes. 
Going further in I see men , drunk , smelly . 
They 're squeezing the ladies. 

On the conveyor to eternity , 
In my box , I speak to my traveling 
Companions, a ball and a board . 
They don 't speak back. 

I come to the end of my journey. 
Is this what I want? 
Here is my triumph. It is cold here. 
Loneliness , sickness, death. 
I walk no longer 
Stretching my arms toward nothing 
That sent me here 
Holding fast to the candlestick. 

Randy Parson 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 

AWAY 

Away wildly , from the soil ; 
the ships had come for more 
supplies, tobacco , booze for white-uniformed men 
careful of the shallow reefs so splendid colored 
the result of thousands of sacrifices 
ancient animals and prehistoric plants 
dead and layered up 
and after the filling , away speed ; 
to the bloodbath war 
a trail , grey smoke and white wash 
away through a quiet sea 
brilliant , battered by the sun. 
speckled by fire and light , 
wavy because of the tide ; 
and away go ships . 
Away . Away . 

Ben Kadingo 
Grade 7 
Laurens Junior High School 
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WHEN GROWN UP CHILDREN LEARN TO FLY 

When the road twists and turns 'til you don 't know your destination 
When your mind growns cloudy and starts rain in your heart 
When the evening sun makes the world seem a golden paradise 
When the snake rustles in the tall grass of your desires 
When you hear voices raised in anger down the road 
When you work so hard but lose your money through a hole in your pocket 
When your home seems cold and lonely 
When it seems the night will never end 
When you feel the dawn will never come 
When the stars in the sky shine through your eyes 
When your crops are all in and the autumn rains begin 
Then you give me a call 

Dick Gallup 

DICK GALLUP was born m Greenfield . Massachusetts He •s the au thor o f three books of poetry · 

Hinges . The Bingo . and Where I Hang M y Hat. He has been an thologized m such works as Air. Earth. 

Fne and Water. and New American Poetry . In add1t1on he has rece1ved grants from the Acad emy of 

Arts and Letters. Crea tive Artis ts Public Serv•ce Program and the Poets Foundation of New York Ci ty. 
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A NIGHT IN THE CHURCHYARD 

One night when I was passing this church there 
was smoke in its yard . I walked into the grave 
yard to see where the smoke was coming from. 
I fell 9,000 feet down into this hole. When I 
finally did land I was lying on a casket . It 
opened. Strange beings walked closer and closer 
to me. I knew something was following me. I 
felt it. I saw a woman with a beautiful white 
gown running so perfectly until she disappeared. 
I kept on walking until I came to this time door. 
It had a sign on it-" Piease don 't touch this 
button! " Something pulled me inside. I started 
falling in fire and burning , my soul is on fire . 
Happy things started happening. I'm back home. 
No , not at home. This land called DEATH VALLEY 
and nobody gets out alive . I walk on a river of 
skeleton bones. I lie in this grave. I put my 
hands over my eyes and fifty feet from me-a bald 
headed man smiles nasty-1 sat down , what am I 
going to do next . I hear an organ playing
music/notes /fingers /ears falling from every direction . 
Sweetly , this old man asked me for a dance. 
I had on a light pink gown , and I danced beautifully , 
sweetly, beautifully , and how lovely. 
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Rosa McDonald 
Grade 8 
Ford School 

THE BABY POLICE OFFICER 

I had a hard day at the nursery. 
I had to break up a fight for a rattler , 
Quiet a friend from crying, 
Which is violating the law , 
Disturbing the peace, 
And I arrested a boy for possession of 
Diaper rash. 

Alicia Skinner 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 



POEM 

I'm in a ship 
On the sea 
There 's no one here 
but me, but me. 

I hear a noise 
from someplace near 
but where it is 
is not too clear. 

I sense a presence 
near my side 
but when I look 
he seems to hide. 

Where I am 
I can not tell 
but I know this 
it doesn 't look well. 

In the shadows 
something lurks 
and near my head 
something jerks. 

I'm scared to death 
and almost there 
when someone says 
beware, beware. 

I'm in a ship 
on the sea 
There 's no one here 
but me, but me. 

Steve Heath 
Grade 8 
Moore Junior High School 
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POEM 

One time during a sun shower 
while I was eating peas from a knife , 
my mom and dad had told me 
that the devil was beating his wife . 
So then I went out in the sand 
and went right straight digging 
to see if this story was true 
or they were only kidding. 
So my parents came outside 
to see what was happening. 
I told them I wanted to see the Devil and wife 
just hitting , fighting and scrapping. 
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Damon Fordham 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

JACKED-UP CAR 

Cruising through the night 
nose to the street 
tail in the air 
as if it searched for a scent 
Bloodhound 
Exhaust purrs its voice 
Yellow light marks its eyes 
Nosing along until it 
spots a quarry then 
a squeal of pursuit 
fills the air and the 
smell of burned rubber 

Lisa Nickles 
Grade 12 
South Florence High School 



A CAR 

A car can go fast , 
A car can go slow, 
It will slide in the rain , 
Go nowhere in the snow. 

Cars can tear up, 
Cars can get smashed, 
If you have a wreck , 
You better dig out the cash. 

POEM 

Mark Grice 
Grade 8 
Greer Middle School 

Ah 'm a C.B . freak Bo an ah luv talkin ' 
talkin 's mah hobby cause 
It's so much better than walkin ' 
An ah sure do luv outrunnin ' them thar 
smokies on 1-15. Ah haul eggs 
yep! that 's muh job . Ah 'm so good 
they call me Bob . Ah 'm 45 an ah 'm 
still truckin '. When ah git 90 ah 'll 
still be buckin '. Mah names 
Bob but some call me Robert 
Ah wish they 'd make up their 
minds an call me Bobert 

William Freeman 
Grade 7 
Moore Junior High School 
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POEM 

I'm sorrow for the dent in your car , 
The broken headlights and the 
splattered tar . 

Please forgive me but it sure was fun , 
The limit was twenty-five and I 
was going 91. 

I LIKE 

I like to listen to 
crumbly paper as 
it is cracked 
and books 
when they get 
stacked, and 
smell the wind 
when it comes 
in , and a 
cake when it 
begins. 
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Kim Bartleson 
Grade 6 

Karen Dorsey 
Grade 9 
Southside Junior High School 

James Island Middle School 

AFTER SCHOOL 

After school I play my piano. 
The keys go like this : ping-pong. 
After I've had enough of that , 
I play with my hula-hoop. It 
goes shoe-shoe-shoe. Then I do my 
homework. The book 
goes-nothing , like your eyes blink . 

Carol Smalls 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 



SOUNDS 

An opening rose sounds like 
a butterfly fluttering its wing . 

Lorice Moore 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

POEM 

I like when I walk , my shoes 
creak , 
and I like Rock music 
and I like when a cork comes 
off of a bottle . 
I like the sound of a ball hitting 
a bat . 

Timothy Bunton 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

SOUNDS 

Black makes the sound that 
Gives you a real scare. 
Orange is the sound 
Of a fun fair. 
Blue is the happy sound 
Of children playing . 
Red is the sound 
Of kissing. And 
Purple is the sound you 're missing. 

Donnie Mibley 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 
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TCHAIKOVSKY 

Stealthy footsteps creeping 
Slowly up the stairs , 
Growing tenseness , 
A feeling of boldness, 
Victory, 
Gaiety , dancing , 
More pursuit , 
Springtime , 
Peace , 
Running , 
Slowing down , 
But again running , 
Tramping , 
Carrying dead 
Or victory , 
Home. 

Joyti Shanbhag 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 

MY VOICE 

My voice squeaks 
like an old door. 
Sometimes it gets high as a peak . 
When I try to talk deep , my throat 
just gets sore. 

POEM 

Trucks hurt my ears . 
They sound like a bunch 
of potatoes falling from 
the sky . 
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Cheryl Burch 
Grade 9 

Cary Cooper 
Grade 8 
Greer Middle School 

Woodruff Junior High School 



VOICE POEM 

A young girl 's voice is like a small wind , 
It never stutters , breaks or bends. 
Her voice gets higher when she calls , 
But when she stops it falls! 

A boy 's voice is like a tiger , 
It gets so loud it hurts your ears. 
It is like a century , 
It'll last a hundred years . 

My mother 's voice is like a churchbell , 
It rings across the fields . 
When she wants me to come back home, 
Her voice never yields . 

My father 's voice is like a storm , 
It always cracks with thunder. 
He always works me under, 
When I get in trouble . 

Chris Borum 
Grade 6 
Greer Middle School 

VOICES 

My sister 's voice is like a storm . 
It sounds like a baby when it's born . 
It echoes from the distant hills , 
And shatters the glass in the windowsill . 

The boy's voice is good and clear . 
It won 't blow up and shatter your ear. 
Like my little sister , that crazy girl , 
The boy 's voice won 't make your hair curl. 

The cat sounds like a drunken man . 
Who raided the parlor of every can . 
But cats are cool , they can 't be beat. 
A talking one I'd like to meet . 

A dog sounds better than a cat , 
But lots more vicious. I hate that. 
Some are nice and some are mean , but 
They 're the best animals I've ever seen . 

Brett Lister 
Grade 6 
Greer Middle School 
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THE WAY I FEEL ABOUT COLORS 

To me gold is faster , more radiant than 
any other color. 
To me silver is a thin color , thin enough 
to cut a hand or finger . 
Red is a thick color , thick and heavy like 
steel . 
To me yellow is a light color , light like a 
feather. 

MY CAT, SHE'S DEAD 

Anthony Bull 
Grade 7 
Greer Middle School 

Red is when my poor cat got run over and 
was bleeding . 
Blue is how I felt when I saw my cat 
lying there dead. 
Silver is the collar my cat had around 
its neck . 
Gold was the color of my cat when 
she walked in the dazzling sun . 

Linda Bradshaw 
Grade 7 
Greer Middle School 

WHEN I THINK OF BLACK AND WHITE 

It reminds me of a checkered flag 
ready to be dropped 
or the ink of a pen and white of paper 
and of the two races 
which skin doesn 't make much difference . 
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Frankie Williams 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 



FOUR COLORS 

Silver is hard , cold , modern , 
unforgiving and always fighting . 
Silver is an old woman 's hair . 
Silver shows age. 

Blue is the color of Mother 's eyes. 
Blue always cares. 
Blue is sad . 
Blue is love . 

Red is the color that burns . 
Red is for hatred , 
For blood on the battlefield . 
Red is danger and mystery. 

Gold is like a beautiful woman 
with men fighting over her. 
Gold is a magnet. 
Gold is costly . 

Mike Curtis 
Grade 6 
Northwest Middle School 

FUNERAL 

There she was lying there 
in a long pink dress. 
She looked alive but she wasn 't. 
I could smell the fragrance 
of the flowers and it seemed 
like spring but it was 
a cold winter day. 
In the background were 
the cries of weeping women . 

Kim Ayers 
Grade 7 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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SAND CREEK 

Dark cuts the sun down as the season wills. 
In this wild country 
nothing lives long but the earth and the hills. 

The wren 's tongue stops its throat , the swaying gills 
of fish shut , sudden wings slit the sky. 
Dark cuts the sun down as the season w ills. 

Our children die and the branch fills . 
Even our old songs cannot tell why 
nothing lives long. But the earth and the hills 

outlast our lives- though the rain stills 
the silence, trees leaf fruit and die, 
dark cuts the sun down . As the season wills, 

young deer crowd before us and the sap spills, 
days weigh like earth in our fingers , like dust lie : 
nothing lives long but the earth and the hills. 

Singing I become my song until 
death drowns my cry . 
Dark cuts the sun down as the season wills. 
Nothing lives long . But the earth and the hills-

Joanna Cattonar 
From THE BELOIT POETRY JOURNAL 

JOANNA CATTONAR holds a B.A. Degree in English from Vassar College and an M.A. Degree from 

Cornell University. She has taught writing courses at Western Michigan University in Kalamazoo and 

at New Mexico Highlands Un iversity in Taos . She is the recipient of numerous grants. fellowships . and 

scholarships. and has traveled through England and Europe . and is widely published as a poet and 

writer in anthologies and periodicals 
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DYING 

I don 't want to be cremated 
I want to be buried down there 
'cause if I'm cremated 
I will pollute the air. 

A ROSE 

Tammi McCrae 
Grade 6 
C .E. Williams Middle School 

A FAMILY'S FATE OF COLORS 

Gold is hate in a child's heart 
Green is a struggling mother. 
Silver is a family falling apart. 
Red is a broken home. 

Lynne O'Shields 
Grade 7 
Berea Middle School 

My second grade teacher was a rose getting 
its first petal. She was so soft and 
gentle and everyone understood her . Then a 
lawn mower came and cut her away. 
What a sad day it was for all the 
other flowers in the garden. 
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Lisa Cooke 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 



POEM 

Now that my aunt is dead 
I barely remember the shape of her head . 
She used to be so very kind . When I 
was lonely she wasn 't hard to find . I wish 
she didn 't die because she made the pie . 

Gene Broderick 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

MY FATHER'S HOME 

My dad has gone 
to the land of golden 
meadows and silver streams. 

I know I won 't see 
him , until the day I 
go to the land of 
the happy hunting ground . 

The people say that 
love is strong there . 

They also say that 
old wounds are healed . 

But I won 't know 
until the day 
I lay down on 
this land 

and go to the land of 
the Dead . 

Andy Jacobs 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 
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RAIN 

THE WIND 

The wind is blowing. 
The sea ruffles from its 
force. 
It seems the water's running 
to get away from the wind 
of course . 

Marcia Fields 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

Rain , rain you make me wet , 
I'd rather watch the sunset. 
Then I have to change clothes, 
And then blow my nose. 
Rain , rain I wish you would stop , 
I'm tired of hearing you go plop, plop, plop. 

THE WOODS 

Dawnise LaVette Gourdine 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 

I like to go in the woods when I get grounded 
and look at the birds with some that are rounded 
and one day I luckily heard 
the flitter and flatter of one little bird. 
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Kevin Young 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 



PINECONE 

I am sitting on the ground 
humble 
hoping never to be found 

DIVING 

Kathrine Haggard 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 

Oh how it is so dark and silent 
but how you make it glow 
when you turn on your trusty light 
and it feels so good when you go over 
the coral reef, and the sea life is so 
swarming with fear because you blind them 
with your light and the bubbles tickle your face. 

Ryan Sabir 
Grade 6 
C. E. Williams Middle School 

EARTH HAS THE MEASLES 

Sun reflects to the ground 
on either side 
wrench shaped gardens 
screwing their screws into the ground. 
Eggs fry on the walks . 
Smile sun! 
Earth has the measles . 
Get well soon . 

Melissa Kirk 
Grade 7 
Laurens Junior High School 
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FALLS 

The water falls 
loudly and beautifully . 
The steam rises 
from the new 
fallen water . 
On the rocks 
there sits a 
small lady raccoon 
moving only when 
necessary to catch 
small fish stragglers . 
Down the river 
the white water rushed 
violently trying to 
kill the rocks . 
The rocks fight back 
by sending messages 
with the grains 
of small sediment. 

WINTER 

As the birds fly by 

Mike Penland 
Grade 7 
Laurens Junior High School 

the tree 's branches wave goodbye
wait again for Spring . 

Scott Harvey 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 



POEM 

June is a month 
Of 
Happy things like the 
Nights with the 
Gnats, bugging the 
Yellow belly dog . 

Johnny Bevill 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 

NATURE 

Their graceful wings float 
through the air like a soft melody 
Green grows through the ground 
like a ship on the sea 
Limbs reach for the sky 
I ike a priest at the altar 
Blooms open like a newborn baby 
Their long eight legs crawl 
through the grass 
like an eagle stalking prey 
the sea plunges at the shore and 
fireflies light up the world 
like matches to dry grass 

Joanne Eaker 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 
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WHEN I WAS LITTLE 

I had a favorite tree , 
a big oak tree with long tired arms 
hanging to the ground . 
It looked like an old , old tired man 
leaning to the ground , 
shriveled and bent all up. 
The tree was big and tall 
and when hard times got me down 
I could climb up. 

FOG 

Fog is like not seeing 
where you 're going , 
like a bucket full of buttermilk . 
It's so thick you can 
almost stick your hand out 
and grab some 
to stuff in your pocket , 
but when you 're home 
it is gone! 

Jimmy Hinson 
Grade 7 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 

Leslie Allen 
Grade 7 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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AFTER WALLACE STEVENS 

At the earliest end of winter 

I shiver in the cold 
the wind 
it tears 
cuts 
freezes 

ice hangs from all over 
breath 
smoky 
frozen in air 

Christie Bagwell 
Grade 10 
Laurens High School 

POEM 

Thunder is like 
an Indian shooting 
an arrow 
at a giant thing. 
It sounds like sometimes 
he gets lucky 
and hits it 
for the giant lets out 
a big yelll 

William Keith Channell 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 
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SALKAHATCHIE RIVER 

A mud river bank . 
Like an Indian 's hair , 
the soil is 
black. 
Like the hearts of 
the animals living there, 
the trees are 
gnarled with ivy. 
The waves 
are only a small current. 
The moon shines, 
and water gleams. 
Everything is peace-
ful. 

Lynne Smith 
Grade 7 
Hillcrest Middle School 
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THE CREEK 

Somewhere 
out in the woods 
deep in myself , 
there is a creek that flows 
and never stops. 
When I'm upset 
I delve into myself, 
until I find my creek ; 
then I drink the water of hope, 
and bathe in the 
water of peace, 
and when I come out of 
my creek , 
I face 
the other world 
while inside 
my creek flows on . 

Leah Rogers 
Grade 7 
Hillcrest Middle School 



ANIMAL SOUND 

The dog 's bark sounds 
like his mind is wandering off sometimes. 
It sounds like his mind 
is not on barking . 

Sheila Shipman 
Grade 6 
Northwest Middle School 

RIDING THE WAVES 

Dropping down the blue-green face 
Slashing a deep, dark bottom turn . 
Up, up and blasting white off the lip . 
Squatting , deep set in the tube. 
The world is spinning crystal green . 
Straining , and going faster , 
Faster , faster . 
Popping out the end speeding , 
Ripping a cutback back into 
Angry crushing white . 
Slyly slipping away 
to ride another. 

Robert Williams 
Grade 12 
South Florence High School 

CAT LADY 

Meow, meow, my ears are like echoes. 
I said meow and a lady said meow. Watch her 
Licking her hands and wiping her face , slap , whap 
all in the ear and on the forehead . Are you a cat? said 
I And the lady said meow. Are you telling me you 
are an owl? And it said meow. 

Alicia Poinsette 
Grade 8 
St . Stephen Middle School 
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WITCHERY 

Wizard woman! Unholy 
perfume! All your ethereal blouses! 
With what sorcery you kiss 
your toms and jennies, juggle 
pots pans charmers, sweep about the house 
with a broom. Out your window 
are the midni9ht stars. 

While brutes and their wives 
rage on, dazzled apples drop into our 
orchards. Gleaming, 
the women , the poets, the deer 
look up from the world 
-bewitched !-and without leaving 
sail all the fences. 

Dick Bakken 

DICK BAKKEN is a native of the Pacific Northwest where he lived until 1975 when he moved to 

Mich igan to be poet-in-residence at Thomas Jefferson College in Allendale . He has given numerous 

readings . workshops. and lectures at the invitation of universities. writing conferences. and arts com

missions in Minnesota. North Carolina. Iowa. Ohio. and Montana. Bakken is the editor of Miracle 
Finger, a book of works by children ages two to fifteen . 
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A RABBIT 

A rabbit is very soft 

THE DANGEROUS DOG 

There is a dog 
down the street 
who has teeth 
as sharp as a knife 
fur like a needle 
tall as a giant 
barks like thunder 
and hates people 
like you and me . 

With ears that are floppy . 
He hops from place to place 
Like a worn out jalopy. 

Debra Scott 
Grade 7 

Janet Lundy 
Grade 7 
Berea Middle School 

Woodruff Junior High School 

POEM 

A puma is very neat. 
He loves all kinds of things to eat. 
Sometimes when he meets a mate. 
He gets his supper very late. 
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David Hollister 
Grade 3 
Seminole Road Elementary School 



BUTTERFLY 

The butterfly is outlined with green 
with nails that attach it to the board . 
Its antennae are long and straight ; 
You can barely see its eyes. 
Each little line is shown. 
He has a little head . 
Can you guess or do I have 
to tell you 
The butterfly is dead 

Telene Kirby 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 

THE WOLF 

The wolf is always lonely. 
With his blue eyes and fur so gray 
he is lonely night and day. 

Some people like him 
and some people don 't. 
As far as I know my family won't. 

With his shiny long teeth 
and his big black nose 
I think he is really as harmless as a rose . 

Jamie Johnson 
Grade 7 
Berea Middle School 
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IN LOVE WITH TWENTY FROGGIES 

Oh, how I love 
my twenty froggies 
over in the rushy pool 
when they leap you 
can see the trai I of 
green and white they leave 
and when they 
croak you can 
hear their golden voices 
a 1000 miles again and again . 

Robert Clark 
Grade 6 
St. Stephen Middle School 

THE HORSE 

Grazing in the green grass 
Running wild through woods 
The limbs slapping in his face 
Moonlight shows his shadow 

GOLD FISH 

So deep in my tank 
Hiding in the crystal rocks 
Swaying alone in the silence of the water 
Come out of the crystal blue 
And make my heart your swaying room . 
You are gold and bold 
Swim in time with the water 
Stay in motion with the currents 
Dash out of corners like lightning 

Andy Carroll 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

Come out and make my heart your swaying room . 
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Sarah Miller 
Grade 9 
Belleville Junior High School 



POEM 

The sky is so blue the butterfly 
is going to take a swim . 

Antonio Greene 
Grade 8 
St. Stephen Middle School 

I DID 

Did you see the fish, 
The one with the bright 
yellow stripes? I did. 
Did you see its gills grasping 
for air? I did. 

Did you see the snake 
with all of its dim, wild 
colors blaring in the sun 
and its tongue , like a 
mute child , wanting to 
strike at you , to make you 
listen? I did. 

Jayma Gilmore 
Grade 6 
Hillcrest Middle School 

POEM 

Red bird sitting 
On a tree limb 
Beside a stream 
In the country 
Near a tall mountain . 

Robin Kennedy 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 

155 



A FOX 

POEM 

Cat's eyes always watching 
Making the journey a trial. 
The checks only come when you 're right , 
Never when you 're wrong . 
Stay away from the open spaces
Don 't go out on your own . 
Better to be caught in the web of a spider 
Than to venture out and stumble. 
For the cat will see. 
The cat will laugh . 

Susan Morris 
Grade 11 
South Florence High School 

A fox , a sly creature 
stalking the night ; 
eyes of fire , flickering at dawn. 
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John Mansperger 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

DEER AND WOODSMAN 

A deer runs swiftly like the wind 
through thick forest full of leaves. 
How can the gentle deer 
never stumble when the wildest 
woodsman falls every now 
and then and goes home with 
hung head . 

Frances Choate 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 



POEM 

My dog is barking 
my bird is singing 
my cat is up a tree 
but I know she will 
come down purring like 
the sea. 

THE BLACK DIRTY DOG 

Lynn Snyder 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

I'm a dog , thrown out of the house. 
Because I ki lied my master 's parrot . 
He bought me in Dallas from a very 
Old man . We live in Baytown . 
The only places I can go are to the 
polluted beaches and rundown 
Buildings . 
If I could only find my way to Dallas. 
I looked and looked. After three 
months I found my old master , but he 
Wasn 't there . 
He was dead . 
From then on I lived and ate garbage, 
And soon was shot for going into 
garbage. 

Trey Davis 
Grade 4 
Seminole Road Elementary School 
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POEM 

The snake has fiery eyes 
and his bloody dangerous fangs 
sink into your thick blood and 
he looks at you and laughs 
gently. 

POEM 

I saw a woodpecker 
Knocking on the door 
He wants in to 
Beat on the floor 
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Tyrone Green 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

Pat Morgan 
Grade 8 
Woodruff Junior High School 



POEM 

Deep in the earth 
A lion was trapped 
Roaring for help 
Roaring for food 
Roaring for love. 
Look in the next hole you come by . 

Darrell Johnson 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 

POEM 

I went to the zoo and the owl went 
Whoa '' when I passed his cage . 
I wondered about his age . 
Then I asked how old he was and 
The zoo said " Can 't tell" . 
I asked why- he said " Cause ". 
Then I asked the owl and I heard 
Something howl. 
Then I looked all around and it 
Was on the ground . 
And do you know what it was : 
I can 't tell cause why . 

Andrea Campbell 
Grade 4 
Seminole Road Elementary School 
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POEM 

Going to the fair on a hot summer day, 
All the little children going out to play. 
See the black gorilla sitting in its cage, 
See the ferocious lion going into a rage . 
Feel the sticky cotton candy, 
Taste the ice-cream and its cone . 
When you've eaten all of the food 
All of your money is gone. 
When it's time to go back home, 
Everyone is happy. 
Then they all rush through the door 
to go and tell their pappy. 

Louis D. Heyward 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

THE CAT'S VOICE 

The eat 's voice is soft like 
a sponge , soft sweet and innocent . 
When you pick them up they purr 
and purr and that makes them 
sound so intimate. 

Anthony Bull 
Grade 7 
Greer Middle School 

THE DOG'S VOICE 

The dog 's voice is like 
a high building falling. 
He makes you feel like you 
are under it . 
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Joy Bagwell 
Grade 7 
Greer Middle School 



POEM 

Mountain lion with your cool fur 
on your body like a hairy pillow 
And your eyes like marbles 
And teeth like pure limestone 
I love you dear 
Come on baby let's stroll 
Around the cliff to the top 
Of a mountain 
Maybe we can eat dinner at your cave 
Anything will be fine with me 
Goose, rabbit or maybe deer 
And down it with some beer. 

Thomas Guest 
Grade 9 
Belleville Junior High School 

I'M GLAD I'M A PANTHER 

I'm a panther , I'm black . 
I take giant leaps from tree to tree 
And people are afraid of me. 
I have a scream that sounds like a woman . 
And the fur on my back is smooth 
But when I get into a fight with 
another animal my fur gets all roughed up. 

pometimes I dream about being a human 
But just the same 
I don 't think that I would like being tame. 

Joan Williams 
Grade 6 
Greer Middle School 
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THE DRUNKEN PROSPECTOR 

There was gold all around last night 
I saw it. The leaves held gleams 
too swell to be mere fool 's gold 
and hoavily resisted evening wind . 

On water was a shimmering path 
a mule could almost walk on 
with pack and tools and me to boot. 

I allowed that Midas must have 
fled this way when his wealth 
exceeded pleasure. I stepped 
off measures there to mark 

my meager claim, then danced 
and fe ll down laughing to my sleep. 
An ill-made move; for as I slept 

marauders crept in silently and 
stole my treasure .. . Oh , Stranger! 
Judge me not insane; the go!d is 
there for the having if you take the proper 

road, Come with me then-provide 
us with a stake, and gather courage 
together we may find the Mother Lode. 

Dale Alan Bailes 
from SHARKS WHILE SWIMMING 
Copyright 1974 

DALE ALAN BAILES, Columbia businessman , served as Master Poet for the South Caro lina Arts Com

mission in 1974 and was one of three consultants to the 1975-76 Poets-in-the-Schools Program . He 

has recently completed fourteen weeks as a poet in the Charleston Schools in an ESAA special arts 

project . e.ailes is the author of two books and the editor of six anthologies of student poetry. His poe

try has appeared in numerous magazines and newspapers. 
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GRIZZLY 

FISH BABY 

One day I went fishing in my 
old ragged boat . I drink water out of 
my canteen and it slid down my throat. I 
saw the old fish happy and gay. I said 
to fishbaby, " I am going to catch you some 
day. " He jumped out of the water and then 
went back again. Everytime I go for fishbaby 
he always wins. 

James Hallinquest 
Grade 8 
Belleville Junior High School 

There was a tall black mountain , 
and one day it started to move 
with long outstretched 10 pound arms. 
It started growling , moaning , 
it started taking shape 
and out of that rock came a 1000 pound black "rock ." 
It started down a hillside 
and it started mating , 
and that is how the grizzly bear was created . 
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Mark Caldwell 
Grade 6 
Ford School 



FLY LIKE AN EAGLE 

I'd like to fly like an eagle 
Fly high to the sky 
Fly way up and watch 
The clouds floating by. 

Eagles fly long and hard 
They don 't know when to stop 
Until they are the very top 
Until they are the very top . 

And now that they 're on 
The top of the world 
They don 't know what to do 
So down from the top they hurl 
Just 'cause it 's something to do. 

Brett Lister 
Grade 6 
Greer Middle School 

POEM 

Shot a mother rabbit 
Hunting in the woods 
Always remember that rabbit 
Under that tree 
Nesting with its young 
And awaiting their father 's return . 

Shauna Parks 
Grade 8 
Belleville Junior High School 
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MY TEACHER LAST YEAR 

Short , wise as an owl , and has no teeth . 
Influenced my life, and warmed my cold feet . 

MOUNTAIN LION'S ANSWER 

Hey, big boy who thinks he 's bad , 
you better get out of my face 
before you wish you had 
I don 't love you so you don 't love me 
Because you and me are not meant to be 
You must be crazy 
And dumb so get out of here you bum 
I live on a cliff but not in a cave 
So go back to your apartment 
where your street is paved. 

Thomas Guest 
Grade 9 

Roy Jones 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 

Belleville Junior High School 
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DRINK SMALL 

Drink Small plays as fast as 
a jack rabbit running from a fox. 
Drink sings as well as birds in 
the trees, 
and sings as deep as the hole in 
a volcano . 
He 's as glorious as a cub going to 
sleep. 

Robert Johnson 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

MISS LEVINER 

Here she is 
Her cheek as red as a rose 
Or a flag 
Her hair is so brown 
It blows in the wind and 
The trees and everything are 
Quiet for her 
Her nose is pointed above 
Her smiling lips 
As warm as the blood that 
Pumps through her gentle heart 
She looks happy 
Like a cat when 
You give it a ball of twine 

Joseph Ford 
Grade 7 
McClenaghan Junior High School 
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NIGHT SOUNDS 

Cars are racing 
down the street 
dogs are barking 
at my feet and 
I'm trying to 
go to sleep 
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WHEN I HEAR 

When I hear a rocking chair 
I think of Dale, 
with his jelly belly and 
his fussy hair, 
with his goldrimmed glasses 
and his deep blue eyes. 
He was always jumping around , 
moving all the time, 
with his fifty dollar shoes 
scrubbing on the floor . 
The next thing I knew 
he was going out the door. 

Jody Hannock 
Grade 6 

Laura Michele 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

Alice Birney Middle School 



LEAVING SO SOON? 

She came upon a sunshine 
day, to teach us what she 
knew, 
but when she said , ''I'm going 
away," I felt like leaving too . 

She had red hair and glasses . 
and talked of many things . 
She talked about grasses. and 
birds with broken wings . 

Her name was Ms. Sinclair . 
and she taught us what she 
knew. but when she said , ''I'm 
leaving ," I felt like leaving . too . 

Susan Campbell 
Grade 8 
Greer Middle School 

POEM 

Drink Small sounds like 
a lion with laryngitis. 
When he was finished he 
made me feel like I 
was floating on a milk-shake. 

Andrea DeVivo 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle Schvol 
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BEFORE JUNE 

On the other side of the house 
I threw the ball 

Into certain cool shadows of the afternoon . 
On the other side of the House 

Before the taste of four o 'clock lemons and ice 
I threw the ball 

And ran to catch the 
Catcher. 

It came across the high silver windows 
But was always to the ground 

Each time before I in the fit of 
Summer saliva came 'round . 
To catch the catcher 
Was-would have been to catch 
My shadow moving alone. 
So-to this side-

It sk ins the green , clicks across 
The sh ingles 

I see it 
And come loose 
At thought of lemons. 

Franklin Ashley 
from HARD SHADOWS 

FRANKLIN ASHLEY is an Associate Professor in the College of General Studies at the University of 

South Carolina. A playwright , author, and jazz musician. Ashley received his Ph.D. from USC in 1970. 

His poems and stories have appeared in numerous magazines, including Harper' s, Partisan Review, 

Paris Review , and People. In May of 1977, his play Southern Fried, co-authored with William Price Fox, 

will be presented at Town Theatre in Columbia. 
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POEM 

A car windshield sounds like a 
frog croaking . 
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Lyndon Manigault 
Grade 6 
Laing Middle School 

THE IMPRESSION 

We were joyed Friday last 
to find there was no homework. 
Our happiness was diminished when we found 
a poet was coming to visit. " A Poet !" we gasped . 
That was last quin 's work . Why must she come? 
How dare she interrupt our regular class ! 
She walked in the door, smiling . 
No nervousness was shown . 
She did not hesitate to start. 
She read and read . I fidgeted, 
knowing it would be boring to listen. 
Then I opened my ears to the images 
of beauty that came to my mind . 
" A Poet! " we gasped . 
Why must she leave? 

Sammy Morton 
Grade 8 
Rawlinson Road Junior High School 



JIMMY CARTER 

I saw a man who said to me 
" We'll get to prosperity." 
Jimmy Carter was his name. 
Call him " President, " it's just the same. 
He really won over Gerald Ford. 
Good thing he did or we 'd all be bored . 

Damon Fordham 
Grade 6 
Moultrie Middle School 

POEM 

Riding down the road in a car, 
Singing twinkle twinkle little star. 
Singing just the first bar, 
Twinkle twinkle litt!e star. 

David Perreault 
Grade 6 
Alice Birney Middle School 

ELVIS 

I want to be like Elvis Pressley. 
I like the way he does his thing . 
He does it good when he sings. 
He is a good person , I have to say, 
Because Elvis Pressley comes back every day. 
He comes back March , April and May, 
Because Elvis Pressley is here to stay. 

Malden Smith 
Grade 6 
James Island Middle School 
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SUNRISE 

POEM 

Bulbs flashing , pictures taking 
clothes elegant wise 

pose flash , turn flash 
Model from sundusk to sundown 
Make-up here, jewelry there 
Long dresses , beautiful clothes 

hats wigs and rings 
Make them so ever beautiful 

hate love anger 
No room to think of that 
pose flash , turn flash 

just like that 

Cindy Williams 
Grade 7 
Moore Junior High School 

It comes silently. 
Then , then it happens. 
It's stuck and can't come up, 
for the water has it tight. 
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William Martin Towler 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 



THE MOON 

The moon glided down 
his moonlight trail 
trying not to be 
swallowed up by the lake. 

Lisa Mosley 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 

POEM 

Dearest Farrah Fawcett Majors : 
Hello to you . What you are about 

to read is probably the first non-fan 
letter that you ever have, or ever will 
receive . 

I think that you are a fake . Your hair 
looks like it was transplanted and then 
coated with glue to make it stick forever . 

Your dresses, pantsuits or whatever 
you call them , look like dime store specials. 

So jump back Farrah deary 

With all sincerity 
sti II the best , 

Raquel Welch 

Donna Seegars 
Grade 8 
Moore Junior High School 
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LIFE/DEATH 

Stars 

POEM 

KOJAK 

Kojak grows hair , 
Shaves his moles , & 
Goes into the lollipop business. 

CHARLIE 'S ANGELS 

Charlie 's Angels rob a bank and become 
Charlie 's Devils . 

BAA BAA BLACK SHEEP 

The Japanese have taken over our camp. 
They have taken our food, clothes , and our pet dog

Meatball , 
Blown up our planes and taken our rice pudding . 
Boyington replied , " Can you men fly gliders? " 

Chris Rhodes 
Grade 9 
Woodruff Junior High School 

still in Mama's womb 
pushing to be born 
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Lisa Taylor 
Grade 11 
Laurens High School 



POEM 

When I woke up 
my food was on 
the table-fried egg , 
a slice of moon 
and an olive and 
I said you do 
not eat moon 
and he said 
I love moon 
I will eat 
it 

Darlene Davis 
Grade 6 
St . Stephen Middle School 

POEM 

Night comes in gently , an 
old friend and settles upon 

This house, like a cool hand 
upon a fevered brow. 

Darkness slouches in , 
crawls into the 

Corner-nonchalantly 
melts into the floor . 

Donnie Bass 
Grade 12 
Wilson High School 
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POEM 

At night I see the constellations, 
the ancient ways of life. 
Perseus saving Andromeda, 
Orion chasing the Bears. 
The pawns, the queens, the gods, the warriors . 
Face to face I greet the cast , 
The heroes of the past . 

Mike Crombie 
Grade 6 
Harbor View Middle School 

SHE HAS PRETTY HAIR 

I sure would like to meet her. 
She has pretty hair. 
She has a big nose but I 
don't care . 

She's Cher. 

Patti Varn 
Grade 6 
Wallace Middle School 
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POEM 

Moon come out . 
Moon come and 
give us light. 
Moon come and 
give us large 
waves . 

Smita Acharya 
Grade 6 
C.E. Williams Middle School 



POEM 

The shade in which 
the sun shone through 
Capturing the shadow 
like a lake. 
I peeked through a slice 
of the shadow 
and saw the outside 
evenly divided into pie. 

Kathy Trewhella 
Grade 8 
Dent Junior High School 

WHEEL OF FORTUNE 

The sky is blue. 
The animals are happy. 
The people are afraid . 

Scott Mims 
Grade 7 
Woodruff Junior High School 

ORANGE MOON 

The sun is like an orange moon . 
The grass is like a sword. 
My eyes meet the roaring sun. 
A mouse ran for a piece of cheese . 
The doves soared in the cool breeze. 
I saw a pretty silver spoon. 
It was shaped like the orange moon . 
The shells were like little bells . 
The sand was like the melted sun . 
Children danced on the sand . 
The shells danced around their necks. 

Lisa Mclean 
Grade 9 
Dent Junior High School 
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CELEBRITY 

What do you do, 
When you 're all through , 

And have finally called it a day? 
Do you go to your house, 

And sit with your spouse, 
Counting and hiding your pay? 
Or do you go out 

to wild parties and shout, 
While eyeing the other men 's wives? 
Please tell me, won 't you , 

What celebrities do, 
Outside of their T. V. show lives? 
Are you really that strong , 

Can you run fast and long , 
Do you pretend you are really Bionic? 
Do you have to act formal , 

Do you wish you were normal . 
Ha Ha! wouldn 't that be ironic? 
And what do people do 

When they know it 's you , 
Do they scream and tear and shred? 
Do you turn and run , 

Do you think it 's loads of fun , 
Or does it cause you endless dread? 
I'll tell you something that is true. 

I'd never lead the I ife you do! 
I am quite content with mine! 
I like to know that I am me, 

Who are you , can you tell me, Lee? 
I like my life, I like it fine! 

Alison Lischka 
Grade 12 
West Florence High School 



Ar795 3.P54197South Carolina. 010120 

i\[1 11[ii1Wr~~~~l llrnll\11 Ill\ Ill\ Ill\ lilil\1\1 
0 0001 0110455 2 


