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Dedication

This Book is dedicated to
all the L overs,
the L oved,
the D reamers oL ove

LoveM fgic
&

and ourL ove of

Poetry



Poets . ..
sowing seeds in the

Conscious Garden of
that thosdno have yet to

may enjoy the Flowe!
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Foreword

We all rise in love somewhere between giving

and receiving, between Eros and Agape, and
between comfort and ecstasy. We feel love in our
bodies, minds, and spirits. We hold on to love. We
let it fly on osprey wigs strong and steady. We
are love, sometimes in the middle of the dark
night, and at times in the bright sunlight streaming
in through the windows of our houses, gardens,
and souls.

L_ove takes us back to that first kiss, to the past, to

a place we longotfeel again and again. It brings us
joy and pain and moves us forward in a way unlike
any other emotion, feeling, sense, or gratitude for
all things lovely. We love things that we see, hear,
taste, smell, and sometimes most o abuch.
Imagine for a momnt the texture of love, the taste
and smell.

What brings love dancing, floating, whirling to

the surface in what you see and hear around you in
your family, community, and world? "My love,
you are my world," can be said in so many
different ways and irvery language of this green
Vil



and blue planet revolving around the sun and that
extraordinary person.

T his book is filled with the sights and sound and

the tastes and smells of love. The texture of love
pervades this fabric of wood very thinly sliced and
compiled with ink and affection from the Poetry

Posse. It is filled with puppies, love birds, children,

lovers, friends and all the images love brings in the
heat of the moment and over a lifetime of

adoration.

Please open youreart and say yes to loveday.

Kimberly Burnham
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Preface

Greetings to all,

| like to think of Februar

Lover so. |t makes compl et
Val entineds Day "iTkis aBebr ua
presents an opportunity for us a Poets and as
Human Beings to share our love with intent to all

and any without equivocation or inhibition. No i

do realize that many people are guarded and
reluctant to open themselves up to not only give

love, but to receive it. Perhaps this is where poetry

can assist. Alis month, February 2016, we The
Poetry Posse are not only presenting our regular
publ i shing of AThe Year of
but we also are publishing a very special offering

of love titled Be My Valentine. In this offering you

will be divinely treated to some of the most
beautiful and meaningful verse from some of the
members of The Poetry Posse. We hope you are
inspired by our humble offerings.

On another note, if you are so moved, take the

time to reach out to someone, anyone and lower

your guad and express some love to and for your

family, your neighbor, or a complete stranger. The
IX



benefits by far outweigh the effort. It is by our
giving unto each other that we continue the process
of healing our humanity, and thus healing our
world.

For Free Downloads :

www.innerchildpress.com/thgearof-the-poet

n the meantime, enjoy the work of some of the
finest Poets i know.

Stay Blessed

Bill

PS

Do Not forget about the World healing/Vorld Peace
Poetry effort.

Coming April 2016

For more Information go to :

www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com



http://www.innerchildpress.com/the-year-of-the-poet
http://www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com/

Thank God for Poetry
otherwise
we would have a problem !

Xi



Loving another is like sunshine,
It makes every day brighter !
~ WSp
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Poets, Writers . . . know that we are the
enchanting magicians that nourishes the
seeds of dreams and thoughts . . . it is our
words that entice the hearts and minds of
others to believe there is something grand
about the possibiles that life has to offer
and our words tease it forth into action . . .
for you are the Poet, the Writer to whom the
Gift of Words has been entrusted . . .

~ WSp
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Poetry succeeds where instruction fe

~ Wsp
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The Year of the IRoeEebunary 2016

This is a creative promise ~ my pen will speak to
and for the world. Enamored with letters and
respetful of their power, | have been writing for

most of my life. A mother, daughter, sister and

grandmother | give what | have been given,
greatfilledly.

Author of . ..
"An Overstanding of an Imperfect Love"
&
Notes from the Blue Roof
available at Inne€Child Press.

www.facebook.com/gailwestonshazor
www.innerchildpress.com/gaitedon-shazor
navypoetl@gmail.com


../../../../YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
../../../../YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
../../../../YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
../../../../YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
mailto:navypoet1@gmail.com
mailto:navypoet1@gmail.com
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Dreams

A sparkle in a starless midnite

The ambient light caught in gloom

A slight movement in the corner of eye

A reflection youdve |l eft in th

Firelight dances across the hearth
Your laughter in darkened corners ring
Footprints light as your scent nears
Across my nape, your fingers sing

A kiss to smell so sweet and pure

A touch that tastes like new spring rain
The feeling of bright color spread

Into absence that confuses brain

Il s this a vision thatods come t
In long awaited airless space

Of legends, unicorns, nymphs, phoenix

Who in dreamless sleep come with haste

The onyx back, straight and smooth

That turns to me as | await

The backwad glance of invitation

Il hold tight in lovebds sl eep e
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My Pieces

Is my heart enough for your heart?

Can | wake with you by my side

Feeling your bodyds rhyt hm
Matching cadence mirroring my own

Is my heart enough for your heart?

Is my breatrenough for your breath?

Can it warm your moments

When you are in need of an exhalation

To see you through the dimming of the day
Is my breath enough for your breath?

Is my soul enough for your soul?
Can it match the pulse of together
Melded into one bea

Carrying memories between the two
Is my soul enough for your soul?

Is my all in all enough for you?

Can my humble offering be totally
Acceptable without reservation and taken
To be shared, split and returned completed
Is my all in all enough for you?
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Let Go

Just a glance over your shoulder

No more than a fleeting look behind

Some things remain in the past

And shouldndot be brought to mi
Roses wilt and lose their petals

Hurt from loveds | ost should |
Dondét only dmaihigthorms t o t he r

The pain is in the remembering

With the pieces of a heart it2o
Be willing to be loved through the mending
Even |l iving apart and alone, w

Not every false beat or shaky start is an ending
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Blues

| hang curtains in the evening
Measuring the spaces evenly

And placing the rods across them
Cobalt, always azure somewhere

| find comfort in this hue, this color

All its shades, cooling my brow
Tempering my anxiety, waking me

To thoughtof you, subtle reminders
That you are somewhere

Maybe thinking beryl thoughts of me
Cerulean, indigo bound together

Like the threads in the quilt on my bed
They cover me as you once did

Feeling my movements and holding me close
Sapphire precious stonesdgpeme rooted
To the ground and hold me still

So you can find me when you look

| seek you everywhere in my apartment
Counting the minutes and days until
My blues will become navy
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Anticipation
(Tetractys)

I
Need you
To be here
With me rightnow
To feel your big hands running across me
Finding the spots that make me lose my breath
See shooting stars
And speak your
Name in
Tongues
Me
Wanting
To feel you
With hardened look
Pressed heavily against my parted thighs
Hands cupping my mound and tomgtasting lips

Sensuously
Honey sweet
Is your
Mouth
As

You fill
Up my soul
Entirely
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With the promise of my dream unfulfilled
Until the next time | am under you
And my senses
Blocking out
Every
Sound
Save
That of
Your passion
Combined with mine
That can break even the sound barrier
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Janet P. Caldwell has been published in newspapers,
magazines, and books globally. She has published 3 books,
5 degrees to separatidt003, Passage2012, and her latest
book Dancing Toward the Light . . . the journey continues
2013, and contributed to countless anthologies. She is
currently editing her 4 book, written and to be published
2016 and a video project for the BBAIl of her Books are
available through Inner Child Press, along with Fine Book
Stores Globally.

To contact herwww.janetcaldwell.com



http://www.janetcaldwell.com/
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Canticles Il

| deliberately unlaced the dusty sandals

that hadhim bound to the pious paths.

Those | anes that heod wal ked f
within, without, beside and before me.

He longed for a physical/spiritual/eternal release.

Taking the golden chalice, filled with oil
| poured this treasure upon his feet.

| reached tenderly and held them,

then gently liting those precious soles
into my basin, predestined for him

and set carefully before me.

| slathered the oil generously, while

massaging toes with nimble fingers.

Leaning down and dipping my hair

into the oildesignedly and washing

my Lover 6s feet. I would soon
t hat age upon age, hebs al ways

| sang canticles of love for him.

It was magical then, the aromas watfting,
melodious harmonies . . . SO sweet.

He was relaxing, though a salty tear

ran down his wounded cheek.

| knew that he was special, oh yes,
more so than any other being.

On his way to that known journey,

| felt led to comfort him

from all of his daily troubles.

14
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He had sojourned into my spirit

and stayed . . . and we were sere

Away from the loud crowds, seeking solace.

And far from those who tugged at him relentlessly.

Atime of refreshing, this day,
and now, before it is too late.

| wanted to express my unending Gratitude.
So, leaning down, I let the oil coat and
absorb . . into my hair, then drip from

my long strands to his feet.

To anoint him and to accept our fate.
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Summer Elizabeth

Green eyes and blond hair
my child of summer.
Beautiful girl, so fair

So proud to be your Mother.

Imaginative, wih a Midas touch,
just one look from you

and | turn to golden mush.
Such is my love for you.

You have a way to make me smile.

Even when you didnét know it,
a presence that transcends the miles.

And such a fiery spirit

My impatient one,

| love you so, myift from God

when | was so low.

Beat, |l ost and down trodd.

You brought me up
and made me sing.

| miss you sweet girl
The warmth you bring.

Il long to hold you when youdre
and rock you in my arms again.

Make life safe, solid and sound.

Kiss whatevehurts, erase the things that harmed.

Summer Elizabeth, my only girl.

So much like me, my pretty one

with bright eyes, quicksilver smile

To my wonder, with children of your own.

1€
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Love Simply

Sourcebs voice spoke to me tod
He told me of his great love
and joy, when his children are at play .

Laughing and talking, sharing one truth.
Come out now, i nner childobds yol
Dance in the gardens, sing a new song.

How heAgaped me so sweetly

unchainedeé@

by his fluid heart.

Hedés always been here, cheerin.

No longer sleeping
| let you in

Eternal Love
trusted soul
seeding the blessed
nature of One.

Pic-nic in the gardens, blankets strewn
on the lawn, making our bed
the joys of reuniorcommunion.

Beloved, you are the source of Source
| thank you for the prgers
and the teachings shared with me this day.

Inviting Source in our lives daily,

has brought forth joy and comfort
we share his love and give it away.

17
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Forever Michael

As sweet as the strawberries in summer
as gentle as a babe suckling, he

is the sin in my life, the song

that never quit playing.

He came to me thirty and 7 yrs

ago. Mewling mouth and hungry.

He sang and danced at two,

rock and roll baby, soulful and smooth.

We were new at this, me being so purple, always
seeking. He was azure agreen.

The epitome of nature and peace.

| found no fault in him.

A different drummer played a haunting song.
Life happened and we grew.

Though he was introspective

he shared his secrets with me.

| protect those undercover moments
They are mine, foreveo hold dear.
My song, my Spring, my son.

| love you Michael. Mom xx

18
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And So It Is

As | prepared to transcend
| unveiled my self

and my worldly raiment
fell upon the earth

lam. ..

Stepping into and bathing
in the four rivers

in the Heart oEden

by the Gate.

| rinse the sleep from my eyes
it evaporates like dew
[, now am naked on the grass.

And as did my brother David

I danced for | ifebs treasures
unashamedly

unabashed

unrestrained

and uninhibited.

Soon | realized

that the old things

the vanity

the insanity

of an ego driven life

that seemed so important

in times past . . .

were fading from my consciousness.
Al Amo betenedmi ng i n
with the spirit of ONEness
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this truth

this love

this sanity

this is my reality

that lived inside, priected
until I could and would
acknowledge

accept and then eject

for sharing this peace

like an old reel

that played over and over
in my mind.

| retrieved and received
these songs of love

these harmonious melodies
and messages from spirit
ONE with self gain.

As | give love

because | have it to give
SO it returns to me

and so it is.

Amen.

2C
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Jacqueline Davis Allen, otherwise known as Jackie Allen
or Jackie Davis Allen, grew up on LessFork of Hurley,
Virginia. Situated in the Cumberland Mountains of
Appalachia, in Buchanan County, she is the second eldest
child of a coal miner father and a stay at home mother, both
now deceased.

Ms. Allen graduated from Radford University with a
Bachebr of Science degree in EducatioRollowing her
marriage to her Virginia Tech sweetheart, they moved to
northern Virginia where, today, they still reside.

In April of 2016 Ms. Allen will participate in the Author's
Night. Hosted by The Buchanan CoyrRublic Library,
the annual event takes place in Grundy, Virginia, the
county seat and is not far from where Jackie Davis Allen
grew up amongst neighbors, all of whom were her
relatives..

Ms. Allen is busy at work on her second book, the title of
which is tentatively called, "Tales from Appalachia.” In it,
Ms. Allen will share, m addition to creative fictionmnany
memories of her days growing up in southwestern Virginia.
One such memory is of a time when the patience, of the
father of the noted write Lee Smith, and the temper
tantrums of a very young Jackie Davis collided.

Available in editions, both black and wéibr in color, her
first book "Looking for Rainbows, Poetry, Prose, and Art"
by Jackie Davis Allen, may be ordered from the following:

www.jackiedavisalle.com

www.innerchildpress.com



http://www.jackiedavisalle.com/
http://www.innerchildpress.com/
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A Taste of Wine

Lost, I thought, were the days of joy
which hung over our heads

like flowering trees,

like sweet tasting mimosas

on hot summer days.

With his arms around me,

we sat out on the verandah,
where the nights were filled
with the scent

of our desire, mingled

with the Bougainvillea.

Lost, | thought, was any promise of tomorrow.

Ah, those wrds, those words so hastily spoken, they
pierced the heart of the night
like that of a treasured crystal glass,

spilling its finest wine, the moment tragically

broken and beyond repair.

Lost was any promise of tomorrow.

Then, to my surprise he pulled me into his arms.
He wiped away my tears of remorse.

He kissed my trembling lip@ndhushing away my
whispers with his tender fingertips,

he replaced them

24
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With the promise of many tomorrows.

His love, professed ever mottee gently,

persuaded me to partake of his sweet wine;

and as he held me in the strength of his embrace,
his timing of forgiveness

blossomed like none other

As did his promises of tomorrow.

Then with a band of sparkling beautyr love
was sealed withhe brilliance of the stays
for forgiveness had reawakened

that which was.

So it was then that | gave to him

A taste of my sweetest wine
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A Tale of Two Virgins

hearts echoing
throbbing temples
excitement foretelling
marriage rite

atthe chapel

lovers trembling
pledging troth
emotions loosening
bound together

at the altar

night uncovering
surging passion
hesitancy retiring

first intimacy

after the reception
consummation waiting
trembling fingers
hands caressing

each other
throughout he night
lovers holding

aching bodies
urgency consuming
love expressed

now and forever

sun rising

merging bodies
passion unfolding
consummation reaching
as the two becomes one

2€
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The Second Time

Embraced by intimacy's arms, a puzzle
of innocence explaed her flushed face.

Held up by a silk scarf, pink pedpuishers
rode demurely, seductively below her waist.

Would it be any different this time around?
Hesitantly, she raised, then waved her hand.

He waited in anticipation, longing for a kiskom her
luscious lips, longing for more.

Then as in a novel, heaven spun its smile
on spinning wheels of increased desire.

Navigating the clouds, she came as lightening
to meet his intent, consumed by fire, passion.

They rode on waves intimacy had po&ed,
their union as intense as any storm's delight.

Never had he dreamed she would come again
or that love could ignite a fire so bright.

27
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Loveds Fragrance

Like a bud kissed by sunlight and dewdrops,

she blossomed beneath the umbrella o&ffisction.

Like a kiss upon sunds spring
she flourished beneath his love and attention.

From out of the summer of her ripening youth
she grew and matured, as in introspection.
Nourished and encouraged by his favor

she delighted in the joy, slas beloved wife.

In the autumn of their advancing age

she faded, a shade of what she had become.

In faith, she prayed that she might remain in truth,
a warm thought to comfort all his winter nights.

She whispered, AMy dear, I sha
And if for me spring should never again come,

may the sweet essence of our love scent your days

and may you know that | am wit

With lips pressed against the winter of his loss,

he cried: ABe thou far or nea
the scent of younearness, the perfume of our love
shall remain infused as part o

28
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On the Cusp

Behind the doors, painted a shade

of truest blue, chartreuse walls stood silent
as |, lying on the bed, stared at the pages
me holding the ngs in my hand.

| thought | had captured the prolific and pregnant
Pauses anbad illustrated the illusion

with phrases, passionatéstruggled, admittedly,
with adolescence.

From my perspective, the personification
of ideas flowed from a river ofik, blueviolet
in color, they staining both the front

and back of the sheets.

Seduced by ego, | had presumed to present my
prose as a portrait of my passion for JacBht, rejected,
| rolled over, an inconsolable

and melancholy mess.

Jacob rubbg my back with scented lotion,

murmuring, "With perseverance and time, your Voice
will easier align with the lines, once you

have experienced more of

i fe.
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I'm a project life pHanthropist, | speak about the non
ethical treatment of poor ghetto people. Why? My family
was their equal, my great grandmother and great
grandfather was poor, my grandmother and grandfather, my
mother and father, poverty to my family was a sequel, a
tradtional Inheritance of the subliminal. | paid attention to
the decades of regression, i tried to make change, but when
| came to the fork in the road and looked at the signs that
read wrong < > right, | chose the left, the wrong direction,
because of strédife interactions a lot around me met death
or incarceration. | failed myself and others. | regret my
decisions, | can't reincarnate dead men, but | can give
written visions in laymens. I'm back at that fork in the road,
instead of it saying wrong or g, | changed it, now it says
dead men < > life.

Infinite poetry @Ilulu.com
Alcarrasco2 on YouTube

Infinite the poet on reverbnation

Infinite Poetry

http://www.lulu.com/us/en/shopkatfinite-
carrasco/infinitepoetry/paperback/produ@1040240.html


http://www.lulu.com/us/en/shop/al-infinite-carrasco/infinite-poetry/paperback/product-21040240.html
http://www.lulu.com/us/en/shop/al-infinite-carrasco/infinite-poetry/paperback/product-21040240.html
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Shy 1

| want her but she doesn't know this due to my shyness.
When I'm alone I'm bold, | tell myself soon she'll by mine
to hold. When | see her | freeze up in a frozen smile, | just
can't seem to get enough courage to let her know how | feel
and I've had this love jones for a while. | get so angry after
every lost opportunity feeling that I'll never get to go to
sleep and wake up Vither next to me. | saw her, a simple
hello stopped her in her tracks, she says hello back, i
reached out my hand to make an introduction, she reached
out her pretty little hand and put it in mine, it was like an
electrocution, shockwaves temporarily shoicuited my
system but | had to shake it off because | really want to get
to know this wisdom. It took a second until "I'm AL and
your name is?" rolled of my tongue. She told me hers, still
holding my hand she asked me how was my day, | said
couldn't bebetter especially if it continues this way. Once
the ice is broken my shyness no longer exist. | opened up,
we talked about everything from A to Z, she's Into me just
as I'm Into her. Our convo lasted about an hour, at the end
we exchanged numbers, it togome time but now | see,
hear and touch her daily as her lover

34






