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Dedication 

 
 

This Book is dedicated to  

Poetry . . . 

The Poetry Posse 

past, present & future 

our Patrons and Readers 

the Spirit of our Everlasting Muse 

& 

the Power of the Pen. 
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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 
 

Bright shiny words, terrifying, sad, joyful 

combinations of letters make up the poems in this 

book. April is National Poetry Month in the United 

States and so for a few days we heap honor and 

respect on the words of poets. 

 

Words carefully crafted or spontaneously shouted 

in passion can ignite the world, and can change the 

trajectory of a family or community. Words are 

powerful. They can describe an experience, weave 

a tall story, or move a man to tears. Words enable 

us for a few moments to walk in the shoes of 

another and glimpse life from a new vantage point.  

 

There is a part of the brain, mirror neurons that 

respond and make hearts beat, muscles contract, 

salivary glands produce, eyes dilate, and so much 

more when we read or hear that particular 

combination of words that we resonate withðthat 

we feel and respond to. Words can touch us in a 

very unique way. Just reading the words we can 

each imagine ... a puppy leaping into the air trying 

to grab a Frisbee. An image forms in our mind's 

eye when we hear the words ... the shiny yellow 

and white lemon meringue pie place alluringly on 
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the counter. If our imagination is particularly good 

our mouth moistens in response to the imagined 

taste of sugary sweetness and sour lemons. We 

stand a little taller or walk a little faster when we 

hear how bravely someone faced life and 

overcame a giant challenge.  

 

Each month the poets of the Inner Child Press' 

Poetry Posse craft their words to share the highs 

and lows, delicious and tragic aspects of our lives 

in hope that our words will spur you on to find the 

beauty and richness in your own life and share the 

words that matter to you. Please enjoy our gift to 

you, let the words run and jump and dance in your 

body and in your mind's eye. 

 

 

Kimberly Burnham  
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Preface 
 
Greetings Family, 

 

I cannot begin to express how appreciative and blessed i 

feel to be associated with such a fine group of people know 

as ñThe Poetry Posseò. I commend each oneôs commitment 

to the vision of what words can do and how it may affect 

others as well as ourselves.  

 

With that being said, i am ecstatic for many a reason. Here 

we are once again in April, a month which for myself and 

Inner Child represents International Poetry Month. This is 

also our even year (2016)  at Inner Child Press which you 

may be aware of is when we publish the epic offering of 

World Healing, World Peace Poetry. This is a Poetry 

Anthology about Healing and Peace that include 

participants from all over the globe. I do hope that each of 

you take advantage of the opportunity to pick up a copy 

and read through the wealth of words, verse and 

perspectives offered by all the wonder-filled souls know as 

poets. 

 

You can visit the dedicated Web Site of World Healing, 

World Peace and pick up your personal print copy a the 

discount price of only $8.00 

 

http://www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com/ 

 

On another note, i am honored to be traveling to Morocco 

representing Poetry and Inner Child at the Morocco Global 

Poetry Festival. There, once again i will have the blessed 

http://www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com/
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opportunity to commune with Poets and Dignitaries from 

all over the Earth. We shall break bread, share our words, 

ideas, visions and hearts. I am also additionally honored to 

be the Key Note Speaker. I am so looking forward to 

sharing our words, empowering the consciousness of each 

other and departing empowered. 

 

In closing, i offer you my love and the hope that some day 

we all shall walk hand in hand, heart in heart for the 

goodness of all humanity. 

 

 

Love and Blessings 

 
 

Bill 

 
PS 
Do Not forget about the World Healing, World Peace 

Poetry effort.  

Available here 
 

www.worldhealingworldpeacepoetry.com 
 

 

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


 xii 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thank God for Poetry 

otherwise 

we would have a problem ! 
 

~ 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 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 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 xvi 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 xvii 

The  
 

Year 
  

of the  
 

Poet III 
 

 

April 2016 
 

celebrating International Poetry Month 
 

 

The Poetry Posse 
 

 

 

inner child press, ltd. 



 xviii 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 

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


Gail Weston Shazor 
 

 4 

Death of a Stranger 
 

Smoothing down the folded pleats 

In this brand new dress 

I stand as close to the wall  

As I can get and not be seen 

I still remember the phone call 

Of last weekend and how uncertain 

I was that the caller may not  

Have the correct telephone number, 

While i listened politely when they said my name 

 

I still believe there has been a mistake 

Of my identity 

For there is no familiar face 

On this second pew of this cold 

Funeral home surrounded by eyes 

In which I cannot see my reflection  

Nor can I see my legacy 

In a smile or glance back my way 

 

I shift from foot to foot 

In this long line of people 

I am practicing what to say to the ones in the front 

"I am so sorry" 

Might do okay but I really don't know 

What I am going to say to this woman 

Who was married to my father 

A man I never knew 
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Death in a Foreign Land 
 

There was nothing exciting about it. The day started out 

much as the day before had, with the sun rising hot before 

one was ready to leave the house. The roosters crowed 

their regular untimely noise loud enough to wake the dead.  

 

Life calls loudly 

In the midday sun 

Anybody with anybody's 

Time under this hot sky 

Knew the sound by heart 

The keening wail broke the stride 

Of those by passers 

Quickening steps less they find 

That their numbers had been chosen also 

Death was upon the land 

It elevated the cries to a pitch 

 

She was just an ordinary girl and everyone knew her even 

if they didn't know her name.  She was well seen hustling 

along the docks. One day selling flowers, the next teas and 

when she couldn't steal something sellable, herself had to 

do.  

 

The smile below her mouth 

Shines a bright red  

In the morning light 

No one could mistake the double grin 

For happiness 

This look had circled the world 

Surprise at the suddenness  

Of the end of life 
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The policeman showed up after receiving the call. His 

impotence at preventing the violence wrought upon the 

public daily showing in the sweat on his brow.  There was 

nothing he could do for her now but go through the motions 

of asking questions of the people around.  

 

What more could he know 

Save the dead girl's name 

Her real name gifted her at birth 

The only real thing she owned  

And the one thing she had protected  

From being stolen from her 

Unspoken and not be heard again 

Passing her birth mouth 

And not the one gifted at her death 

 

She lay half in the water and half out. No one knew how 

long she had been there, but it was obvious it had been a 

while. He estimated from the lack of rigidity that she had 

lain here most of the night.  He knew before he took out his 

notebook, that no one had seen anything nor heard 

anything. With a sigh, he removed a pencil from his pocket. 

 

The business end lay on the stone 

The accidental end, in the water 

The very thing that hastened her death 

Had begun to melt in the surf 

Her last bit of currency  

Returning to the source until 

Only androgyny remained under the sun 
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First Children 
On the occasion of my uncleôs death  

 

First children know this~ 

That the call will come  

The call that paralyzes us into action 

Without feeling our feet moving 

The aunties voices in the kitchen 

Saying that the weather is turning 

And yaôll better get out there  

While there is still light 

Bundling up in auntie bought parkas 

And grandma crocheted scarves 

We clasped big hand into little hand 

And walked slowly together 

Looking for a familiar shoe 

Or straining to hear a familiar voice 

And it broke our hearts 

To be necessary to you 

 

First children know this~ 

The candle will waver 

But it does not blow out 

There is always light  

Even when we have to  

Look beyond midnite to find it 

We waited in those days 

For hidden moments 

That you prepared in sleep time 

Singing the Motown tunes 

So we could dance in time 

To salt and pepper eggs 

And solve trigonometry problems 

Between the smoke rings 

For Pierre to finally answer the door 
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First children know this~ 

That you could always be depended upon  

To over feed us 

Dip the dead guppies from the fishtank 

And defend us against the ghosts  

That lingered in the closets 

You would appear when we  

Least expected to see you 

And wake us up for robot fights 

Roundly cussing out interferers 

That there were treats in your pockets 

And comic books could be read  

By forbidden flashlights  

 

First children know this~ 

That life can be noble 

In the midst of our mess 

And we donôt have to be afraid 

Of becoming scared  

Weak in our own anger 

A refusal to speak well 

But we never doubted the love 

That pushed us to find ourselves 

And be greater than the world  

Said we could be 

I am mad at the harsh words 

That wouldnôt allow a final hug 

For us that loved you more  

Than you loved yourself 
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KatalambanǾ 
 

ñto lay hold of so as to make one's own, to obtain, attain to, 

to make one's own, to take into one's self, appropriateò 

 

Itôs often we overlook the story 

To see the storyteller 

False teeth in his pocket  

So they donôt go rattling in his head 

Rainboots , overalls and a rainslick 

Itôs easy to smile at this 

Imagining of a doddering old man 

Perhaps senile 

We really donôt see what we see 

An earnest man with his beliefs 

Without the trappings of  

What we believe we need  

To run this race well 

Money cannot overcome the spirit 

As light cannot overcome darkness 

There is no stamp on  

The back of his neck 

Left from a mold  

That says ñmade in Chinaò 
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Janet P. Caldwell has been published in newspapers, 

magazines, and books globally. She has published 3 books, 

5 degrees to separation 2003, Passages 2012, and her latest 

book Dancing Toward the Light . . . the journey continues 

2013, and contributed to countless anthologies. She is 

currently editing her 4
th
 book, written and to be published 

2016 and a video project for the BBC. All of her Books are 

available through Inner Child Press, along with Fine Book 

Stores Globally. 

To contact her: www.janetcaldwell.com 
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Don't 
 

The high wire walker 

knows to keep his eyes forward 

to get to the other side. 

 

Don't look down, don't look down. 

 

The abused woman 

knows to look ahead 

to go forward and make a safe life. 

 

Don't look back, don't look back. 

 

The conscious poet 

knows to believe the so called . . . impossible. 

Because nothing is. 

 

Don't believe their lies, don't believe their lies. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Year of the Poet  III  ~ April  2016 
 

 15 

We Both Believe 
 

We both share in the belief 

that self service is just that. 

It does not last and 

in the end, serves no one 

not even self. 

 

We both believe that love has no color 

and have proved that. 

We both believe that we could conceive 

many miracle babies and we did 

not give up, and the world is ours. 

 

We both believe that love is all power 

heals all wounds, when we are open to receive. 

We both believe . . . 
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Excellence 
 

Time has taken us on many paths. 

Good times, sad times, crazy times 

and we excelled together on the trails of life. 

 

I believe that we excelled 

because just when we were ready 

to throw the towel in, we stopped to breathe. 

 

We knew it was not just about us 

but humanity and sharing love 

with our global family, to be an example 

of seemingly different cultures 

who became ONE. 
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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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Windsong 
 

Fierce winds are blowing all around, from east to west, 

north to south.  Lo, the world has turned upside down. 

 

Whoever would have thought recent maneuvers 

would turn the headlines into blood and cause others 

to pray for malfeasanceôs landslides? 

 

Itôs a national pastime to orchestrate races, to bait them 

and attempt to knock each other down. 

 

The crashing waves are loud and rough, with branches  

and tributaries of fear that prevent one from navigating  

down to where the truth lies waiting. 

 

They resist stripping down to the bone, afraid theyôll 

find the fallacy of what theyôre saying. 

 

But there is light at the end, a colorful rainbow to double 

across the land and back, and God willing, may it spread  

its hope, its promise, measured, adjusted to personal need. 

 

May it be a sign to all, and may its beautiful colors 

complement the rights of those who desire peace. 

 

It matters not to Nature if she pleases mankind; would she 

that man create as little harm as possible while countering 

the flashes of hypocrisy and slander. 
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The Reawakening 
 

How beautiful is the anticipation of spring's arrival. 

How great the delight when robins sing, when daffodil 

buds awaken from winterôs cold and deep, snowy keep. 

Nature's smile brightens the emerging green-scape  

with splendiferous colors, she desiring only that I accept 

and enjoy her considerable benevolence. 

 

Beneath the split rail fence, a robin sits amongst 

the daffodils; she tweets a spirited song, one filled 

with joy that she has discovered a tasty, juicy morsel. 

As I hasten along the intrusive highway of everyday life,  

the glorious grace of springtime brightens my outlook, my 

perspective, and I begin to contemplate altering my pace. 

 

When the heavens usher in great gusts of wind  

and when the sky begins to darken and hide its face,  

the daffodils valiantly struggle to hold onto their keep. 

See how they embrace the morning, they swaying 

to and fro, they bowing their heads beneath the sun, 

their shadows ardently kissing the ground? 

 

How tempted am I to kneel down and scoop them up, 

perhaps a dozen or two, and place them  

in a long neglected, yet treasured, antique vase. 

As morning merges into the early afternoon, lacy patterns 

dance and trace the branches of the cherry blossom trees, 

while on the ground robins continue to peck and seek. 

 

With poetic pen aflame on passionate pad, I lift my voice 

in praise of spring; and for all her gifts, would that 

mankind,  

similarly blossom with fruit and fill some long awaited 

need. 
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Lifeôs Time Piece 
 

Life is a gilded treasure; let us waste it not. 

 My friend, trusting in tomorrowôs dance  

 invites some uncertainty, anticipates some joy; 

 but today is here, it is where you are. 

 

Time is precious; so are family and friends. 

 Todayôs time pieces are mostly silent,  

 we hardly see whatôs right before us~ 

 our eyes seldom look up from our hands. 

 

Intellect wages battle with desire. 

 We foolishly elect to avoid the serendipitous 

 gift of present moment, its time and place; 

 we ignore that which cannot be replaced. 

 

Life has a way of looking in the mirror. 

 Surely, we should seize the treasure that time 

 has graciously granted and acquiesce to the faces, 

 familiar, that anxiously wait with baited breath. 

 

The time piece of life can not be rewound.  

 Tomorrow may be too late, indeed, its promises 

 may never come; it cares not if its face reappears. 

 It is an entity unto itself, desires its own keep. 

 

My friend, are you willing to trust in tomorrow? 

  Knowing that it may never come, are you willing 

 to indulge in such a promiscuous game? 

 Is it your desire to forgo love's dance with life? 
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