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Dedication 
 

 

This Book is dedicated to  

Janet P. Caldwell 
&  

Alan W. Jankowski 
Poetry . . . 

The Poetry Posse 

past, present & future 

our Patrons and Readers 

the Spirit of our Everlasting Muse 

& 

the Power of the Pen 

to effectuate change! 
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In the darkness of my life 
I heard the music 

I danced . . . 
and the Light appeared 

and I dance 
 

Janet P. Caldwell 
 

 

 

Janet Perkins Caldwell 
 

Rest In Peace 
 

February 14, 1959 ~ September 20, 2016 
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Rest In Peace Dear Brother 
 

Alan W. Jankowski 
 

16 March 1961 ~ 10 March 2017 
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Poets . . .  
sowing seeds in the  

Conscious Garden of Life, 

that those who have yet to come 

may enjoy the Flowers. 
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Foreword 
 

Autumn is a powerful movie that captures the 

parade of color that bends eyelids, teases smiles 

and causes high stepping across the landscape.  

This seasonal change is a sacred ritual that never 

fails to showcase the majesty of planet earth.  

Many writers embrace this time to stop and reflect 

on the state of affairs of humanity at all levels and 

from many viewpoints.  The Poetry Posse has the 

opportunity to do this every month as a collective 

consciousness.  Natureôs color palette enlists the 

best in our collective consciousness to come out of 

hiding.  We do this best with sketches on the blank 

page.  

 

We paint our diverse perceptions, invite the world 

to come to our family living space and indulge in 

our words.  There is always something to enjoy 

and feel at a deeper level.  That is the way of the 

Posse.  Just as we savor the transition of the 

season, we may dance with the words and enjoy 

the ink tapestry. 

 

 



 x 

Let your senses be stimulated and amused by the 

word paintings of this family we call The Poetry 

Posse. As the leaves fall from trees and journey 

back to the soil, may you find a line of verse to 

keep you safe and warm in the texture of the 

words. 

 

 

Blessings  

 

Teresa E. Gallion 
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Preface 
 

Dear Family and Friends, 

 

I have been traveling globally since 2 September 

2017. All of my travels have been in the name of 

poetry. I have attended festivals, communed with 

friends and visited other countries and cultures all 

in Poetryôs name. Poetry is a powerful instrument 

that can be utilized in so many ways to have a 

profound effect upon our humanity. I am a living 

testament to this fact as are so many of our 

conscious poetic colleagues. For myself and many 

us, we clearly understand our undertaking when 

we sit to examine our hearts, spirits, emotions and 

our consciousness when we offer the world our 

verse. 

 

Going forward, i would be amiss if i did not ask 

each of you to consider the effect you may have on 

our world and our humanity. Not all of us are 

poets, but we all have the ability to live a poetic 

life. I think it all begins with our attitude, and the 

way we express ourselves, not only to each other 

but to our own ñSelfò, that entity that we drag 

along through our lives not giving much 

consideration to at a soul level. 



 xii 

 

Anyway, in conclusion, in this monthôs issue of 

The Year of the Poet, i am absolutely sure that you 

will find  an abundance of material to ponder and 

contemplate upon and perhaps consider in you 

own walk of life. 

 

Building Cultural Bridges 

 

Bless Up 

 

Bill 
 

 

 

PS 
Do Not forget about the World Healing, World 

Peace Poetry effort.  

 

Available here 
 

www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com 
 

or 
 

Janet . . . gone too soon. 
 

http://www.innerchildpress.com/janet-p-caldwell.php 

 

For Free Downloads of Previous Issues of  

The Year of the Poet 
 

www.innerchildpress.com/the-year-of-the-poet 

http://www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com/
http://www.innerchildpress.com/janet-p-caldwell.php
http://www.innerchildpress.com/the-year-of-the-poet
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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 possibilities 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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The Black Walnut Tree 

 

Juglans nigra, the eastern black walnut, is a species of 

deciduous tree in the walnut family, Juglandaceae, native to 

eastern North America. It grows mostly in riparian zones, 

from southern Ontario, west to southeast South Dakota, 

south to Georgia, northern Florida and southwest to central 

Texas. Wild trees in the upper Ottawa Valley may be an 

isolated native population or may have derived from 

planted trees. 

Black walnut is an important tree commercially, as the 

wood is a deep brown color and easily worked. The fruits, 

walnuts, are cultivated for their distinctive and desirable 

taste. Often, trees are grown for both lumber and walnuts 

simultaneously and many cultivars have been developed for 

improved quality nuts or wood. Black walnut is currently 

under pressure from the thousand cankers disease that is 

causing decline of walnuts in some areas. Black walnut is 

also allelopathic, which means that it releases chemicals 

from roots and other tissues that harm other organisms and 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Species
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Deciduous
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tree
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Walnut
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Juglandaceae
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/North_America
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Riparian_zone
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ontario
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/South_Dakota
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Georgia_%28U.S._state%29
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Florida
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Texas
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ottawa_Valley
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Thousand_cankers_disease
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Allelopathy
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give the tree a competitive advantage; this is often 

undesirable as it can harm garden plants and grasses. 

 

The fruit production tends to occur irregularly with some 

years producing larger crops than others (see mast year). 

Fruiting may begin when the tree is 4ï6 years old, but large 

crops take 20 years. Total lifespan of J. nigra is about 130 

years. Black walnut does not leaf out until late spring when 

the soil has warmed and all frost danger is past. Like other 

trees of the order Fagales, such as oaks, hickories, 

chestnuts, and birches, it is monoecious, with wind-

pollinated catkins. Male and female flowers are in separate 

spikes, and the female flowers typically appear before the 

male on a single tree (dichogamy). As a consequence, self-

pollination is unlikely. However, individual trees usually 

are not self-sterile; if they are not pollinated by neighboring 

trees, they may set self-fertilized seeds. For maximum seed 

germination, the seeds should be cold-moist stratified for 

3ï4 months, although the exact time depends on the seed 

source. The seedlings emerge in April or May and typically 

grow 90 cm (35 in) their first year and even more in the 

2nd year. Black walnut often loses its leaves earlier than 

other deciduous trees growing in the same area after having 

a growing period of 115ï135 days.
 

 

Black walnut has a strong taproot, which makes the 

seedlings resilient, but difficult to transplant. 

Black walnut is more resistant to frost than the English or 

Persian walnut, but thrives best in the warmer regions of 

fertile, lowland soils with high water tables, although it will 

also grow in drier soils, but much more slowly. Some soils 

preferred by black walnut include Alfisol  and Entisol soil 

types. Walnut grows best on sandy loam, loam, or silt loam 

type soils but will also grow well on silty clay loam soils. It 

prefers these soils due to the fact that these soils hold large 

quantities of water, which the tree draws from during dry 

periods.
 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mast_year
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Fagales
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Spike_%28botany%29
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dichogamy
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Self-pollination
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Self-pollination
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cold-moist_stratified
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Taproot
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/English_walnut
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Persian_walnut
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alfisol
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Entisol
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Visually, black walnut is similar to the butternut (Juglans 

cinerea) in leaf shape, and the range also overlaps 

significantly. The fruits are quite different, and their 

presence makes an identification easy, as black walnut 

fruits are round and butternuts are more oval-oblong 

shaped. When a fruit is not available, two species can be 

differentiated based on the leaf scars, or the place where the 

leaf meets the stem: butternut has a leaf scar with a flat 

upper edge and with a velvety ridge above that flat part, but 

black walnut has an indented leaf scar with no hairy ridge. 

 

 

~ * ~ 
 

 

The Black Walnut Tree 

by Mary Olliver 

 

My mother and I debate: 

we could sell 

the black walnut tree 

to the lumberman, 

and pay off the mortgage. 

Likely some storm anyway 

will churn down its dark boughs, 

smashing the house. We talk 

slowly, two women trying 

in a difficult time to be wise. 

Roots in the cellar drains, 

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Butternut_tree
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Leaf_scar
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I say, and she replies 

that the leaves are getting heavier 

every year, and the fruit 

harder to gather away. 

But something brighter than money 

moves in our bloodïan edge 

sharp and quick as a trowel 

that wants us to dig and sow. 

So we talk, but we don't do 

anything. That night I dream 

of my fathers out of Bohemia 

filling the blue fields 

of fresh and generous Ohio 

with leaves and vines and orchards. 

What my mother and I both know 

is that we'd crawl with shame 

in the emptiness we'd made 

in our own and our fathers' backyard. 

So the black walnut tree 

swings through another year 

of sun and leaping winds, 

of leaves and bounding fruit, 

and, month after month, the whip- 

crack of the mortgage. 
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Poetry succeeds where instruction fails. 
 

~ wsp 
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This is a creative promise ~ my pen will speak to 

and for the world. Enamored with letters and 

respectful of their power, I have been writing for 

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

grandmother I give what I have been given, 

greatfilledly.  

 

Author of  . . . 

 

"An Overstanding of an Imperfect Love" 

& 

Notes from the Blue Roof 

 

Lies My Grandfathers Told Me 

 

available at Inner Child Press. 
 

www.facebook.com/gailwestonshazor 

www.innerchildpress.com/gail-weston-shazor 

navypoet1@gmail.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

file:///C:/Users/William/AppData/YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
file:///C:/Users/William/AppData/YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
file:///C:/Users/William/AppData/YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
file:///C:/Users/William/AppData/YOTP%202015/01%20January/Drafts/January%20Draft%2015.doc
mailto:navypoet1@gmail.com
mailto:navypoet1@gmail.com
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A haiku 

A senryu 

A nonet 

A couplet  

And a prayer 
 

The leaves are scattered 

Outside the clear windowpane 

A green winterôs dance 

 

Eyes closed, I lean 

My forehead pressed against glass 

Listening for power 

 

She  

Moves slow 

Across heat 

The warmth tickles 

Her into new swirls 

Unintentional play 

Itôs not that she is angry 

Her time only comes once per year 

While we may watch for her arrival 

She will live this moment to the fullest 

 

When once the elements subside, that which is laid bare 

Will again be replenished, in the covenant of He who 

renews 

 

I wait on your touch, O Lord, to refresh my spirit 

So that I will not remain complacent in this world 

But will ever accept the reminder 

That I have not yet reached home 
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I Want Whatôs Mine 
 

The lines are long  

The air is still 

The earth is hot 

And the winds blow round 

We spend much time listening 

 

They say  

 And just who are they? 

The government 

 Say we are giving you something 

 To help you through the storm 

 Each time itôs the same things 

Cold food, water, tarps 

You would think they would come up with something new 

By now 

But I stand in the line to get these things and 

Hope they donôt run out before I get to the front 

 

I take whatever it is when it is my turn 

The food is something they call MREs and  

I donôt know how I am supposed to eat them 

This stuff is gone run up my 

 Blood pressure 

 Sugar 

 Gout  

 Indigestion from the packaging 

I like fresh food and bush tea but the hurricane blew it 

away 

 

In my day, when my back was strong 

A hurricane would just clean the land 

And we started all over again 

Without so many foreigners to muck things up 

Some was washed away and others got back in their boats 

And left saying life  
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 Too hard 

 Too hot 

 Too many mosquitos 

And too little trust from those on the island 

The island has a life of its own and  

A people of its own 

But ever since we got a government 

The young people believe that  

It owes us life and money 

They ainôt gonna ever learn that  

They only owe us the freedom to be 

And I want whatôs mine.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Watchmen in the Windows 
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To witness the majesty of destruction 

I press my side  

Into the next personôs side 

Just so I can see 

What there will be to see 

When it happens 

 

I press my side  

Into the next personôs side 

I bend and stretch 

And hoping that one of them  

Will point out to me  

What I donôt want to miss 

 

Into the next personôs side  

Just so I can see 

This is my first time here 

And I want to see if the stories  

Are actually true 

About what will happen 

 

What there will be to see 

When it happens 

I ask out loud 

In true tall people ways 

I am told to wait  

And to see.. 
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. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Year of the Poet  IV ~ October  2017 
 

 10 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Year of the Poet  IV ~ October  2017 
 

 11 

It took as long as decade for him to come to the forefront in 

the poetic world. An engineering student, a poet, a blogger, 

thatôs all Bismay Mohanty is about. Even though currently 

graduating in Computer Science and Engineering he aims 

to be the most beloved poet of the world. His works 

magically connect natural sceneries with romance, society, 

human tendencies and give rise to a sea of literary beauty. 

He loves to narrate his expressions and learning, therefore 

actively participates in literature sessions. All his dreams 

came true when he was nominated as a feature in YOTP by 

Inner Child Press.  

 

He dreams to establish media to encourage writers and 

poets worldwide. Also, he aims his poems reach people all 

over the globe. 

 

He can be mailed at bismaymohanty.97@gmail.com 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

mailto:bismaymohanty.97@gmail.com
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Lady on the roof 
 

Some part of the mind on the milk on stove 

Most of it in memories and arrival of love. 

 

A lady spent prolonged hours on her roof at night 

Maybe solitude she needed with all her might. 

 

At times she could be seen while the sun bids adieu 

Fabrics of imagination the hopeful would then sew. 

 

She keeps on gazing the roads and the nearby park  

Sometime smile, sometime tears get hidden in the dark. 

 

Iota of her beauty depreciated day by day as her youth 

Age is all she blamed but thatôs not the truth. 

 

Shallowness crept her life from the day she turned a widow 

Then the daughter who eloped for a better life she did 

know. 

 

There is nothing I can do but learn how bad it can be 

To leave my parents alone in the years when they need me. 
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The wheel of life 
 

Life, life, life 

Is like a kite 

Sometimes soaring high up in the sky, 

Sometimes on the dusty road by. 

 

Life is a real challenge, 

We need to face it with courage. 

At times we try to vie, 

Even being ready to die. 

 

Life is like a big field, 

At times gives growth to seed, 

Oh! This weed, we need to get rid, 

In order to get abundant yield. 

 

Life is like a journey 

With sorrows and gaiety 

When time comes for difficulty, 

With great gusto, to face it, be ready. 

 

Life is to give and share 

With those whom, no one seems to care 

Thus, how does it profit a man? 

If he doesnôt do hat he can. 

 

Life is Godôs precious gift, 

No matter we are small or big. 

Let us make best use of it, 

And then be ready for His credit. 

 

Life is to be lived to its fullest, 

Counting everyone as the greatest, 

No matter one is fat or thin, 

Itôs time to accept each other as our own kin. 
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Lost words 
 

Itôs been days that I havenôt written 

Words of valor and phrases of metaphor 

The ink in my writing pen has dried 

And I am lazy to refill for I know I wonôt write 

Even if the ink flows what shall I write? 

A blank mind and empty soul is dumb 

Perhaps deaf even; I canôt hear myself. 

Crusades of life and fallen fate 

Brings back to my state 

Whenever I think what good is to live thus? 

And break free and get a change of air 

God gave me eyes 

To see the beauty made by him and to make my own 

Such features I possess with my sense organs 

But what if it is all nuisance? 

This hope is dying 

Never know if it will live up again 

This hope if I live with 

Whatôs sure if I reach the pursuit? 

Circumstances are making me pessimist 

Speakers are failing to sooth my mind 

Even with a hope like this I survive 

May I soon revive. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Jackie 
Davis 
Allen 
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Jackie Davis Allen, otherwise known as Jacqueline Allen 

or Jackie Allen, grew up in the Cumberland Mountains of 

Appalachia.  As the next eldest daughter of a coal miner 

father and a stay at home mother she was the first in her 

family to attend college.   

 

Graduating from what is now Radford University, with a 

Bachelor of Science degree in Education, she taught in both 

public and private schools.   

 

Residing in northern Virginia, she revels in spending time 

with her husband in their get away home in the Blue Ridge 

Mountains, a place that evokes memories of days spent in 

Appalachia. 

 

A lover of hats, she has worn many.  Following her 

marriage to her college sweetheart, and as wife, mother, 

grandmother, teacher, tutor, artist, writer, poet, and crafter, 

she is a lover of art and antiques, surrounding herself with 

books, always seeking to learn more.   

 

In 2015 she authored her first book, a collection of writings 

penned over the past decade.  Well received by family and 

friends, both near and far, her book, ñLooking for 

Rainbows, Poetry, Prose and Art is available from her 

website  jackiedavisallen.com or from innerchildpress.com  
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Heartôs Desire 
 

Be joyful 

Make laughter 

Make time for friendship 

 

Surround others with love 

Forsaking material things 

Take the time 

 

Love always 

Love laughter 

Love more than with words 

 

Love actively with tenderness 

Making joy yours 

Take the time 
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Heavenôs Blessing 

 

It was as if 

Yes, it was if as from 

Out of a long held desire 

She reappeared as a gift 

 

Like an angel in disguise 

She arrived, descending  

From out of the blue 

On the wings of their mutual history 

 

Coming as an answer 

To an unspoken prayer, she came 

With love and compassion 

Sacrificing herself and giving 

 

Freely of her talents and gifts 

She was overcome 

With heavenôs blessings 

When she realized  

 

That the spirit 

She was to cultivate 

With love and peace 

Was just not that of her own 
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Her Royal Highness 
 

Some harboring hints  

Of blossoming buds seeped  

Into her splendiferous poetry garden 

 

A plethora of tints, stems  

Stalwart and bountiful, some lavish 

With clusters of lavender 

 

See now, the blossoms bleeding  

Vociferously against the violet pansies 

Bruises of yesteryearôs coping read  

 

Like a novel, one so royally blue that  

Shrinking violets shadowed her pen 

And rendered it speechless, except 

 

For the indigo ink that seeped  

From the spinning color wheel  

Of her expressive metaphors 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Albert 
Carrasco 
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