
ROMP Dark & Scary Poem Contest Winners 2022 

K-5th Grade 

1. Gordon Bryan, Glenpool OK, “An Unpleasant Surprise” 

2. Claire Moffitt, Tulsa OK, “Mermaid” 

3. Rebecca Sterling, Denver CO, “Halloween” 

 

6th-12th Grade 

1. Chang Wang, Grove OK, “House of Transcendent Spirits” 

2. Paisley Yarborough, Grove OK, “He Lurks in the Fall” 

3. TIE:  Jasmine Lewis, Grove OK, “That House,” 

Kennedy Matthews, Grove OK, “The Man and the Monster” 

 

Adult 

1. Helen Patterson, Broken Arrow OK, “Teeth for Grammie” 

2. Carole Williams Roseland, Livonia MI, “Never Argue with a Man” 

3. TIE:  Leigh Hibbard, Oklahoma City OK, “Happy Haunting” 

Carrie McKenzie, Oklahoma City OK, “Void” 



K-5th Grade, 1st Place 

Gordon Bryan, Glenpool OK 

An Unpleasant Surprise 

 

It's a nice day for adventure, I thought, 

but I should've not. 

I set out to go camping, 

Missouri was I headed. 

Finally I've made it! 

To a lake I drove, me and my dog. 

Brought a tent, 

Set it up, 

Getting dark, 

Time for a fire! 

Bellies full, we're in the tent, 

Me and my dog were dog tired. 

I fell asleep quite effortlessly, 

But awake to an unpleasant surprise. 

A giant spider, half my size was hanging from the tent! 

'Round the van I quickly ran 

To sleep in there instead! 

  



K-5th Grade, 2nd Place 

Claire Moffitt, Tulsa OK 

Mermaid 

On Halloween, I have a mermaid costume 

That has a wand with it, 

And it is something to wave. 

I will wear a crown hat on top. 

I will go to Halloween 

And write EBCD. 

You always get candy 

If you say 

Thank you. 

 

  



K-5th Grade, 3rd Place 

Rebecca Sterling, Denver CO 

Halloween 

Halloween is almost here. 

Halloween is at night. 

Ghosts and witches. 

Halloween. 

Halloween. 

I like Halloween and candy. 

I like to be a ghost. 

I like Halloween the most. 

  



6th-12th Grade, 1st Place 

 

Chang Wang, Grove OK 

 

House of Transcendent Spirits 

 

In the wee hours of darkness, 

Under stars twinkling and bright, 

Lies a dark and gloomy mansion 

In a land of eternal night. 

 

A youth, slumbering fitfully, 

Tossing and turning, 

Drenched with sweat, 

Shaking and quaking. 

 

He starts, he wakes, 

Sits bolt upright, 

As a ghostly ethereal note rings 

Sonorous and solemn, 

Resounding to the depth of the soul. 

 

Silence. 

 

Massive chords, tearing through the night, 

Anguished and despairing, 

Reminding of that which wrecks one’s sanity; 

of things frightful and tormenting. 

 

The youth, shaken to the core, 

Totters over to the banister. 

Peeking over the edge, 

Gazing about the foyer. 

 

A slight and serious figure, 

Shoulders hunched and fingers flying, 

Talking with his friend the piano, 

Soaking the atmosphere with feelings overwhelming. 

 

Rachmaninoff the legend, 

piano god incarnate, 

Music transcending the human soul, 

Transcending time. 

  



6th-12th Grade, 2nd Place 

 

Paisley Yarborough, Grove OK 

 

He Lurks in the Fall 

 

When the days get shorter, 

And the trees lose their leaves, 

He comes out of hiding, 

The cool breeze is not the only change in the air,  

His stench is carried all around, 

You might find him in your field of pumpkins, 

Searching for a new mask, 

Or hiding in your leaf piles, 

Hoping to disguise a complexion so disgusting, 

That even his own mother could not love, 

But now he does not need to hide, 

For this season is the only one who accepts him, 

When being scary is glorified, 

He walks among every other, 

As if he’s really one of them, 

Kids and parents gather around, 

To admire and praise his “costume,” 

And he loves it, 
For these are the only days he feels appreciated all year long, 

But when the month comes to an end, 

And Halloween is far gone, 

He returns to hiding, 

And waits for next year, 
For when he can feel human again. 

  



6th-12th, 3rd Place (TIE) 

 

Jasmine Lewis, Grove OK 

 

That House 

 

The leafless trees blowing and creaking in the wind 

the howling, cold, wispy wind that swept through with the cold front of the north hitting the 

southern borders 

The rocky ground was mucky from the early rain the weeds were growing high, spreading close 

to that old trailer house 

The House In the sticks off the dirt road behind the Mexican restaurant laid roads and dirt 

stretches washed out from the last rain of the fall season 

The hoodie that warms a part of my soul knowing this is my home 

My home for now anyways so make the best of this creaky old house 

A house with a koi pond and a holler off to the right the thick forest in the backyard and the 

warped floors and cracked wood of the porch 

The house where shadows would dance and catch your attention in the night begging to pass 

on to the next life 

The house where my dogs and my cat refused to leave the house 

They refused to leave and trek the outside world 

For the fear of their ancestors to come and claim their keep 

To claim it with the hollow pelts and broken bones of the lost souls of wolves and wildcats In the 

holler, the holler where our van lost a tire and rolled down the rocky path 

The holler where I ripped my jeans and shirt climbing up and down its sides The holler where I 

foraged plants and hunted rabbits and deer The chains grew into the trees for sleeping there so long 

that the trees accepted them as their own the chains extending down that holler side to help bring up 

the deer and the arrows The shell casings of my Winchester repeater scattered about the ground The 

walls with many patched holes in them 

That eerie feel of the sheds from the windows 

The shadow people in the windows of the trailer when you leave 

The pounding and screeching of the rock crusher site tools and machines as a neighbor 

The endless stretch of roads and the dead-end signs far from my old house 

The gunshots in the night and midday the screeching of the car tires on the Thursday nights 

The whine of the van engine and knock in the winter months 

The old Monte Carlo that lay broken in by the trees with chain brothers The pumpkin and scarecrow 

decor that no one will see unless invited to 

There was no need for the ghost decor for we had that all around that two-acre plot The same ghosts 

that dance and beckon to leave but are held to the land and that ran down that house the wispy cold 

whispers in the night 

the 10” TV I had on my dresser was never on for there was no cable or satellite that worked that 

month when it was to turn on that decor would come to life and the static roared til it shut off The 

house where I never really was able to go trick or treating That house even ran down was my home at 

that time 

That house in the sticks 

  



6th-12th Grade, 3rd Place (TIE) 

 

Kennedy Matthews, Grove OK 

 

The Man and the Monster 

 

Why did you create me? 

I didn’t ask to be born. 

I didn’t ask for you to make me. 

Why am I here? 

 

You didn’t love me. You didn’t care for me. 

I was your science project. 

I was your key on a kite, 

And I was just as disposable after the lightning struck. 

 

You and I could have changed the world.  

You would have been praised far and wide.  

“The man who created life” 

I should have been your greatest achievement. 

 

But I wasn’t your glorious creation. 

I was a creature. 

I was so horrifying that I didn’t deserve a name,  

I was so dreadful that I deserved to be alone. 

But you were alone too, I guess. 

And now you’re gone, 

And I’m by myself again. 

But I was always by myself, wasn’t I? 

 

I know that I should hate you, 

But now that you’re gone, I just want you back. 

I just want your love. 

Father… 

 

Why did you leave me? 

  



Adult, 1st Place 

 

Helen Patterson, Broken Arrow 

 

Teeth for Grammie 

 

I dug up Grammie’s skull last year, 

and took it home with me. 

Look at how she smiles, Jenny, 

she is lovely, but you can see 

that to departed Grammie’s shame, 

she doesn’t look her best: 

for she had no natural teeth 

when her corpse was laid to rest. 

 

So, my first victim was Jackson 

and my conscience gave a pang, 

when I wedged the wicked crowbar 

deep inside his brain. 

His incisors were perfect, 

gleaming, lovely, and clean, 

but his other teeth were a nightmare 

of poor dental hygiene! 

 

Victim two was Daisy, 

whose molars were impeccable, 

but in her premolars and canines-- 

so many faults detectable! 

 

So, my sweetest Jenny, 

you are victim number three. 

I’ve checked your teeth already 

and they’re lovely as can be! 

Know that I regret this, 

but the deed, it must be done. 

Take comfort, please, in knowing 

that you’ll be the final one. 

 

For decades I will cherish 

Grammie’s skull and borrowed smile, 

while you slowly decompose 

beneath the basement tile. 

For I love her truly, 

and though I know it isn’t right, 

I’d kill a hundred people 

to keep Grammie’s smile bright! 



Adult, 2nd Place 

 

Carole Williams Roseland, Livonia MI 

 

Never Argue with a Man 

 

On Halloween, he ran away, beneath a pumpkin moon. 

I knew that he was not OK when he took off so soon. 

 

We argued, just a pointless fight—I don’t know how it started. 

So frightening he was that night! How quickly he departed! 

 

My friend, he paced and snarled in ire, in furor, bared his teeth. 

His eyes, like embers from a fire, their angry sparks released. 

 

His face, all gray, his voice a growl, he circled and he pawed, 

then letting out a chilling howl, he leaped and screeched and clawed. 

 

From man to a ferocious beast, to monster, he transformed! 

In seconds, all hell was released, in scary, wolfish form. 

 

Outside, there was commotion, with yelps and high-pitched whines. 

These sounds, I had a notion, were from some guests lupine. 

 

Then, off my friend went sprinting, joining ghostly forms in fog. 

That ghastly, keening, howling didn’t come from any dog! 

 

My fearsome friend, he disappeared and never did come back, 

but when the moon grows full, I hear more howling from his pack. 

 

This Halloween, I’ll never fight! Instead, I’ll throw a party. 

My friends will have a jolly night, and laughs will be so hearty. 

 

I’ll keep those snarling wolves at bay and shield my eyes from ghosts, 

make evil spirits go away, and be a darling host! 

  



Adult, 3rd Place (TIE) 

 

Leigh Hibbard, Oklahoma City OK 

 
Happy Haunting 

 

First I followed a crow. 

I drove after the sight of its ink-black wing, 

Jumped curbs to catch up to its sleek silhouette, 

Ran from my car and watched it perch, portentous on the sidewalk. 

I waited, breathless, for an eerie "Nevermore" - 

 

The crow pecked at a stray burger wrapper. 

“Caw,” he croaked. 

 

Then I searched city streets for that grand haunted house. 

Its ivy grew thick over frosted-glass windows. 

A black cat stared me down from its rotting front porch. 

I burst through the creaking mahogany door, 

My body tensed for a rattle and a sinister chill - 

 

A realtor grinned. She sported blonde highlights and acrylic nails. 

“A fixer-upper!” she trilled. 

 

So I fled to a graveyard. 

I watched the sun sink below long-forgotten monuments 

Until midnight-black darkness swept every grave. 

High voices echoed, indistinct, bouncing off stones. 

I followed, and surely, at last, I must find a ghost – 

 

Some teenagers gigged, preening for their phones. 

“We’ll be famous on TikTok!” they squealed while they danced. 

 

Where can I turn? Where else to go? 

 

I guess those threats were empty. 

But I wish you would really 

Come back and haunt me. 

  



Adult 3rd Place (TIE) 

 

Carrie McKenzie, Oklahoma City OK 

 

Void 

 

Cover the carcass with satin and jewels. 

Disguise the misshapen spine. 

The naked are brilliant, or brazen, or fools. 

Despair hides in shrouds and in shrines. 

 

Was the heart rotted in heat and in time? 

Devoured by teeth and by greed? 

Infested? Infected? Choked out in its prime? 

Shriveled by poison and creed? 

 

Distract from the hollowness, rotten and still. 

Paint over the unblinking stare. 

Reach for a soul- all you’ll catch is a chill. 

And meaningless, murmuring prayer. 

 

 

 


