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The Tennessee Young Writers' Workshop provides students who have idzdtes 7
opportunity to explore their interest in writing and devote time to the development of their writ
skills with accomplished authdisis anthology showcases thentadé these Young Writers.

2012Faculty and Staff

Dan AlbergottiFaculty, Poetry
Darnell ArnoultFaculty, Fiction
SpenceCantrell, Counselor
Tiffany Clark, Counselor
Lacey Cook, Director
Brian CurtisFaculty, Comic Books
Mike DobrzeleckRrogram Oficer
Belinda SmitlFaculty, Lyrics
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oWhere | dm Fr omo
By Sarah Beavers

| am from coffee mugs

From krumkake irons and warnmsoer grass
| am from the blooming blue rhododendron
(full and lush

As if grown in paradise)

| am from Sigrid Enerson and Mary Foster
| am from cros#\tlatic pilgrims

From ridged mountains blue

And the mountain folk in the hills

| am from dust bunnidsding under the bed
From primary colored plastic and Basic H
| am from pianos and bone china

From dishwasher safe and bloodied toes

| am from Marion Whitner and Barbara Gilmore

From cancer and Al zhei mer 0s
Peeled paint and black dogs

Fluffy kitties and sgpaling babies

| am from blue walls and red rooftops
Meals of chicken ramen and pico de gallo
From Old World and New World

Deep, knotted familial roots in red clay
Becoming one with where | came

And to where | return



ol Love Youo
By Maggie Brazier

| hate you like | do the sunshine

Charring my pale face

Like the madly dancing red and

Orange flames of a fire

| hate you like | do the men

Who slaughtered my family

Like those who caused me to lose thes rac

But I love you like I do the full

Moon

Like I love the pure darkness of
Night

But I love you like the rolling thunder
And flashing lightning

| love you like a storm at noon

| hate you like a morning sunrise,
Damaging my eyes

Like a solar flare in tlarkest

Night

| hate you like the scorching deserts
In Nigeria

Like the truth of my death

From those who are wise

But I love you like | do the full

Moon

Like I love the pure darkness of night
But I love you like the rolling thunder
And flashing lightnin

| love you like a storm at noon

| hate you like the flickering flame

Of a candle
Li ke an

hat e

el ectron

y ou

Flashlight, blinding me
Like the glow of a lamp lit in the
Shadows of tall trees

But I love you my darling

| truly do

Like the moon
The darkness
And a storm
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Untitled
by Amani Dixon

oLife would be happier if we could be born at
threeyearold Annemae sagidadness filling her voice.

Annemaeds caregiver, Sue, | ooked at her with
ltds a part of [|ife. Everyone goes through it, s

OHmphdé was all Annemae said.

Annemae was sitting on her frpotch rocking in her rocking chair back and forth, back and forth as she

always does. It helps her to remember. She often gets confused, but sitting in her old rocking chair with its fal
OEel 6 and ocreakd as s he elpshbekrememmtzerc As she nodks tb the steqdy bedt
back oeekdé , forth ocreakd, she smells honeysuck
on her family farm with her dog Periwinkle. Poor Periwinkle she thinks, she staldisriegieimm now.
Footsteps then cut off her memory and she feels a tickle on her cheek. She touches the spot surprised to finc
As sheds wiping her cheek she notices a fair fac
she haenough freckles for the both of them to share, green eyes, and long think eyelashes. Annemae has a
realization. The woman is her daughter. Happines
remember her name. Old brain, slhethk s, r eme mber , but she candt.



oBringing a Poem to Bedo
By Nicole Brewer

Just gazing upon a crisp, blank page
Chills are sent throughout my nerves,
A satellite signal, instant connection.

A stale perfume watfting off the used sheet
As itflutters by in my hand is all needed
To set my mind into swift piston rotation.

Tingles whisper to my ears o0Yesssss!o
The paperods sigh of sliding against itseldf
Comes dangerously close to arousing; pure inspiration.

Freshly scribbled graphite alterdldneor of the pristine
Porcelain when | lick my fingers clean of excess grey,
Like adding a new seasoning to an exquisite culinary creation.

Untouched | ines dondt always feel the best.
The caressing of grooved words underneath me
Sparks a coveted bligem pure unadulterated sensation.



oOWhat You Seebo
By Joseph Ellison

You believe | am just a poor outcast.

When you look at me | can tell what you think,
OHe is just a bother
Just a poor kid who will merely sink.

The street maybe my home
Theground serves as my bed

My worries are with you instead
Cause | know in my heart | can be
So much more than what you see.

The world has everything | could need
The cities full of exciting adventures
Twists and turns around each road awaits
The world isall full of detours

The street maybe my home

The ground serves as my bed

My worries are with you instead
Cause | know in my heart | can be
So much more than what you see.

A world of beauty is a waiting

|l tds al l mi ne for the
Unlike the ones | pitiyn the city

| am as free as anyone can be.

The street maybe my home

The ground serves as my bed

My worries are with you instead
Cause | know in my heart | can be
So much more than what you see.
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0The Rains of Castamere AgaRR Raatinondé Originally w
By Dylan Hadden

The Westernlandds midnight wind tore over the
below; golden lions on a field of crimson. The Red Lion of House Reyne poised on the balustrade, gripping tt
rock with both hands, as if trying to crumble it beneath his iron grip. His expression was marked as if he had ji
been through the castleds cesspit, though his ac
of the balustrade, to show tridy bearlike form. The banner of House Reyne tore above his head and fluttered
down. It lay on the plain cobblestone floor before his feet, the red lion crest illuminated by Emdbikgidtic
The Red Lion thought with muse.

Outside the walls TywLannister watched the black castle through his green eyes. A hairline grin caugl
across his narrow face. From one of the towers Tywin saw a black blur emerge; a raven bearing a message.
flew, higher and higher, until the injection of an arnowtd®sck down to land. Again, a satisfied grin grew across
his face.

We have 3 Lannister men to trade for my captured bastard who goes by the name of one Tydrek Hill.

Tywin read the message aloud few accompanying lords, who murmured amongst dhemiselvasto
do; about what Tywindés father, Lord Tytos would
them his bastard, 6 he announced. 0Send him in th

The Halls of Castamenere flooded with Lannister soldiers. Long had the uneventful siege lingered.
Tywin had employed the simple tool of hunger in his favor, while his soldiers feasted freshest meat and riche:
wine, paid with gold and silver right from the Lannister rthiedsesieged rebels were forced to eat their horses.
When the time came, when the rams preformed thei
spent. House Reyne dueled with a slow, weak hand against the Lannister lion azthey@aseadalls and
through their gates.

When the Lannisters finally stormed the high keep, led by Tywin himself, there was not a single soldie

to defend it. Only The Red Lion, sittingdirebuilt t he
before the throne. The fl ames danced in the hall
arches, windows and doors. Tywin Lannister | ower
words, olHe#&r Hmy drea hi s thin, eloquent sword, th
stroke. oKill all the captives. The sol diers, t

the body into the fértestodment hteo rt lesae hwhdedaf yn



ofThe Apron and the Axebo
By Emma Clare Holleman

My sister is gone. They say she got into a car with two men from Oslo and they drove away. | don't know if sf
even been in a car beforatthThey say she'd met with them, the outsiders, before, in the one and only inn;
sneaking visits in during those errands Mama is always sending her into town on. The morning of her last day
we didn't know was her last day, | went to the stableefgotd axe, taking a moment to breath in that rich
chippedwood smell, a gegend in the late winter when the frost swallows every smell but Mama's soup and the
of the sea. She was there by the west wall, cooing softly to the cow. | tugged @n apmafdirings as | walked

by and she flicked me on the back of the head. | grabbed the axe and was on my way out when she asked m
o0oCutting wood?96

oYes, 6 | sai d.
OWith Nis?b6
oYes, 60 | sai d.

OWhich scarf i s he wear i npHBareHIead bigeeyes o if shejuseopenad them
more than the rest of us.

oWhat ?6

oOWhich scarf; the red or the blue?o

0The blue, 6 | said. O0Why?56

ORed means he's feeling strong, 6 she said in utt

OAnd blue?o

OMeans he waowrsatoleasal goneet . 6

OAl'l this from his scarf?d6 She shrugged and stuc
hi mself. &6 She turned away and went back to fussi
oWhat aboshe me?rned back as if she'd forgotten I
OHmMmM?6

oWhat do yomd tkkaatowl adbonmu'tt know?6 A smile spread ac
ol ¢telym'ut Eri k. Then you'd know, and that would be
| grinned and ducked out of the stable. | don't remember what she said at dinner that night, and by morning N
had already sent her to town, and that was the end of it. She didn't come home.

At first Mama kept setting her place at the table. After asheestopped. At first my younger brothers asked a lot
of gquestions, owhy did she go,é6 and owhen's she
was accepted, they became mute. Tommen had no one to tease. Tycho had no onmtquiethfideroughout

the day. And then, quite suddenly, they began to be themselves again. Laughing and racing around each oth
Tycho with his stiiegged gait, as if she had never been there. At first Nis wore only his blue scarf, and then, t
weeksafter my sister was taken from us, he came out of his room in the red.

0oTake that off! 6 | shouted, and snatched it from
could feel the individual stitches with my fingertips. Hisvelesed, and for a moment he looked like he was
going to hit me. And then it was gone. His face relaxed and he took his scarf back. | let it slide out of my hanc
oONo, Erik, 6 and he wal ked out of t he hadmpressiegagamdt o r
the table for support, breathing hard, but not knowing why.



0Solitary Confinemento
By Kendyl Kearly

Her clothes are still in our closet:

A stilkwet raincoat, red high heels,

The sundress she said shedd give me
When it fits too tilgtly on her.

Neighbors ask what sheds doing now

Gone to a college out of state?

oYes, 6 my mother says. 0School far away. 6
A bead of sweat drips down her neck.

Our room is empty of her smell,

Chanel perfume that | once spilled.
Who will help me get throughese years?
Who will listen to my trials?

| visit her on Saturdays.

Orange hides a body boys desired.
We gossip, hope our time will last,
Sisters barred just by premheared glass.



OHi dden Ars Poeticabo
By Sapna Kedia

Sunlight shining through fresh condensation
on car windows brightens up dusty corners
and bring attention to the entity

hiding in the shadow under the brake.

A lonely second hand plaid sofa stained

with nicotine smoke holds the memory

in its rusty springs of what once nestled

deep in the gap between the frayed cushions.

Freshly painted a cheery shade of grey

an empty locker rests bathed in fake light,
huddled between rows of identical siblings.
It enjoys the secret in its steel heart.



oDaniel o
By Lisa Kobzina

The second best part of my day is working at the funeral home.

The minute | shut the door, the sound is sucked clean out of my ears and | can breathe again. My dented hat
unscrewed from my head, and with it goes the sneerlnbweas outside. | put on Reynolds' spare gloves
insteaetthey're buttesoft leather, sweet against my skin.

Then | go into the next room to find the stiff, cold on Reynolds' table. Today, it's a man, clean but for a bullet |
right between his eyegitk up the makap swab from the side table and get to work. | squint at his skin, then at
my colors, trying to guess his skin tone, the trickiest kind of g Ze/orite. | mix a couple shades of peach

with a pinch of pink and stick it on, dab by.dam Da Vinci in this room, and he is my masterpiece.

When the bullet hole is gone, | swipe some color on his cheeks, make him look a little-amutbldedrand
less corpskke. Maybe he's only sleeping, my colors say. It's a lie, sure,ibaitkind.rBetter than the other
ones | normally end up telling.

Next, | put the monkey suit on him. It's a cruel trick to pull on a dead guyosueedressing them up all silly

and they can't even complaint hey, if | have to wear one, so doeBésides, the stiffs have a look about them
that lets them pull it off much better than | can. It's a crazy dance, me stuffing him into freshly pressed slacks
wrangling his arms into a jacket, and the only dance I'll ever get to do with a man.

By thenReynolds has crept in from his office, waiting to check over my work so the big guys can carry the stif
over to his coffin. He's always quiet, which is what | like about him; home is never quiet. On bad days, he give
alookand makes me scrub offralf color and do it over. On good days, he'll nod, once, and say, "Well done, so
| like it when he says that, much more than the way David calls me son, or how my father might if | saw him &

Today is a good day. He walks along the side of thartdlderapes his finger across the blush. Then he nods, jus
once.

"Well done, son."

The big guys hear their cue and come in from the other room to get the stiff. Reynolds sends me home for th
Not too many people died this week, | guess, which makeshappy. I've got no reason to come crawling
around in the funeral home if there aren't any funerals.

The stiff the big guys are carrying off was mydextgnth, | think as | put on my hat and screw my face back into
a grin. I've outlived forseva people. Maybe tomorrow | can try for fegight.
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Untitled by Jennifer Linares
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