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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 Spiritof our Everlasting Muse
&

the Pbwer of the Pen

to effectuate change!



In the darkness of my life
| heard the music
| danced . ..
and the Light appeared
and | dance

Janet P. Caldwell

Janet Perkins Caldw

Restln 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
that those who have yet
may enjoy the Flowel
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Foreword

Feelings need poets to get their portraits painted.
Besides every work of poetry, transports thediex
into an alternate realm, where imagination turns
into reality and the insane becomes theatte.

There's this poem, "The Voice of the Rain", the
poem explains water cycle in the most creative
way possible and it's a matter of utmost
stupefaction thia the poetry accounts for such
process in the nature which wasn't discovered until
later by the scientists.

In a way, poets give a way to mankind to
comprehend even on the most unbelievable
fantasies. They direct minds and | believe that
literature is tle most logical of all subjects.

Poems enables us to see things in ways they have
never seen before. And the poet's job, you see, is
not to give us straight, encyclopaedic fact but to
tell us something new or to tell us something old in
a new wayto give s fresh images.



In this issue of YOTP, the theme Ilies
0Thanksgivingo. Wh at can
thanking poets and their childrepoetry, which

helps this world shape from beautiful
manifestation into a heavenly reality. May the light

of educaton keep on lighting stronger every single
day and minds be delighted by the magic of verses.

Bismay Mohanty



Preface

Dear Family and Friends,

Our theme for this month ofNovember is
Thankfulness and Gratitude

| Offered Thanks

awakened this morning, and i offered a prayer o
I kened thi i d i offered f
gratitude to the Progenitor of my life, . . . my God.

There are many things to be thankful for. They can be
found in the Good and that which is perceived as Evil, the
Light and the Dark.

| offered thaks for all the Woe in my life, for through it i
learned that i had the gift of Endurance and Temperance.

| offered thanks for all those who have left my life through
Death, Moving Away, Growing Up and the ending of
Relationships, for it has taught me fopeaeciate those who
are in my life NOW, as well as how to truly cherish the
memories of the blessings of their presence i once enjoyed.

| offered thanks for all the Dark Days ... yes, for the dark
days brought to me an understanding of how i could truly
employ, not only the light of those found in the not so dark
days, but how to utilize to the best of my own abilities, and
that small light of my own that resides within me.
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| offered thanks for all the Anger i suffered through . . .
that of my own and #t of others. Through my anger i have
come to know the true meaning of humility. This gift was
imparted to me in being chastised and scolded by others,
and in having to be the one who must later apologize for
their errancies of character, attitude and eggpion.

| offered thanks for all the times when i was down on my

luck. It was, and is those times i realize that luck and being
down, was my own choosing, and that i had the power to
alter my perspectives of how i viewed my life. Should i go

forth with disdain for the hand that life has dealt me or

should i cling to such powerful forces of hope and faith?

These powers do have a transformative ability to change
my energy to something magnificent and grand.

| offered thanks for all the Tears i have cried .. for
whatever reasons. Tears truly have a deep cleansing ability
to alleviate my soul of the angst i have collected through

many of | ifebs circumstances.

loffered thanks for all t he AN
by I'ife when i s oYes &mmefleetdn, t o he
many times those AYesO6soOo i Wi

detrimental to my higher good. | did not always understand

this, nor did i care at that moment, for i was blinded by my

own fnASel f Orientedo desires a
perspet i ves on the whole of what

| have grown tremendously because of each and every one

of those ONOsoO . . . and again

As you read this, you may say to your self, to be thankful

is a good thing . . .or noBut to be thankful, i have found

to be personally empowering on
has added unto my abilities to make it through many other
circumstances i could not have navigated early on in my
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life. It was all the setbacks that taught me howarner my
fortitude to press on. It is all those disappointments that
taught me Tolerance, Acceptance and Patience. It has
taught me some wonderful things about my own abilities.

T his does not mean that i did not want things . . . i did, and

i do! Thisdoes not mean i gave up on life . . . NO . . i live

to the fullest i can . . .when i remember who i am and have

the mindset to do so. Simply put, through the Storms

ALIi fedo has so mercifully sent
greater expanse of my own kioés. | have come to know

the meaning of peace found in
have discovered that i am so much more than i believed and

so much more than what i have b&&aughtandTold . . .

as are you!

The biggest and most profound aspect of emistence i
have come to reckon with is that there is a Power we have .

. yes AWEO, that is connecte
fuIIy comprehend. Most of us about this wonderful plane of
existence identify this as God. Whether you are a believer
or not, matters not much, for even Science cannot deny this
i mmeasurable force that <connec
whether we identify it as Evolution or Creation. They are
but words, as are these! But, what is real in this seemingly
temporal existence afurs is what we feel. | pray that you
take the time to ofeel o the g
teach and show others through your example as well to
embrace, not just their possibilities of what they may
become, but the grand aspects of what we already ARE
Right Now . . . Right Here !

Finally, | offered thanks for all the Love i have had in my

l'ife and that which stild/l res
The love that appears to have went away, left the Gift of
Experience and thus a Lesson or two behiAad, funny

thing, these lessons are still mine, the Lesson and the Love.
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The Love i have today . . . it is filled with possibilities of
what it may become. Who can contain such energy with a

closed hand or closed heart . . . . None !l Love seems to
be hat Universal Language that is now awakening and
calling to all Souls to AAlIIl ow

Door . .. Do you hear the knocking ?

| have offered thanks this day for you. | Awakened this
Morning . . .

Soin conclusion, take the time, reathat we have
to offer, and enjoy the journey.

Building Cultural Bridges

Bless Up
Bill

PS

Do Not forget about the World é4ling, World
Peace Poetry effort.

For Free Downloadsof Previous Issuesof
The Year of the Poet

www.innerchildpress.com/thgearof-the-poet
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Poets, Writers . . . knowhat 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 fiorth into action . . .
for you are the Poet, the Writer to whom the
Gift of Words has been entrusted . . .

~ WSsp

P e
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The Tree of Life

Thankfulness and Gratitude

This month of November, i decided to do
something a bit different. Our thne this month
was Thankfulness and Gratitude, so | decided to
take this opportunity to create a different

XiX



perspective on our Tree of the Month. At first i

was going to name it The 1
I quickly realized how offensive this term is to our

Native American brothers and sisters. So, i decided

to name the Tred,he Tree of LifelFor myself, life

Is always at its best expression when i walk, think,
breathe from a position of Gratitude and
Thankfulness.

Though there is not a thing wrong with ifg
grateful and giving thanks, many of us do not
appreciate the gravity of such actions. We can
make a difference in our lives, the lives of others
who are here with us, and those of our past, and
thereby effectuate the change we desire for the
generatios to come.

So in conclusion let us celebrate our abilities to
appreciate life and pay this loving sentiment and
blessing forward.

Bless Up

Bill

XX



The
Year

of the

Poet |

November2017

The Poetry Posse

iInner child press, Itd.



Poetry succeeds where instruction fe

~ WSsp

XXii



Gall
Weston
Shazor



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017




The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

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

Lies My Grandfathers Told Me

available atnner Child Press.

www.facebook.com/gailwestonshazor
www.innerchildpress.com/gawestonshazor
navypoetl@gmail.com
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Heaven ouched earth

AAnd you really are
Going to make me waito

Every minute, every day

| have become a new person

In or out of your heart

It is a magical thing, this waking up
God weaves eternity into minutes
Each new day

He makes new magic

| find that gift in your voice

In your living story

And in mine

| try to pack more meaning

Into my love

Here at the middle of all things
When my beginning is so long ago
My future is unknown

Here | want to be close to you
And find that | cannot

Because you would not have

My breath against your cheek
Though | would hold breathless
To be close to you one more time
| remember the magic of October
Recognizing my uselessness at forgetting
The only man | have ever loved

| still my hands from words

Close my eyes against the firewsr

And give in to Goddés stillness

My soul moves closer to yours


https://www.facebook.com/notes/gail-weston-shazor/heaven-touched-earth/10151050586950653/
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And itdéds messy and needy and h
God answers my aches slowly
Knowing | canét handle the aff

In my compulsory retreat of smallness

Nursing the kind of faith

That can changelivesnd i1t 6s not wrong
Even though | would have you now

My heart cannot take another break

So | live in a breathless world

In and among my memories of your love

Praying that the same God

Who was faithful in answering the one prayer
Will consent to answer arfegr one

| have never stopped loving you

Soon | will be ready

But even God knows | 0m
Not yet
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Primary Color

| candt realhibmornmg@ge t he worl d t
As | choose to allow the light

To filter through closed lids

From grey to reds and blues

| think of the color wheels

That | have been studying

The hues mystify me in their subtleties
And today | feel like that

This not quite color

Where darkneshas created a shading
Of my primary happiness

The deeper tones are always

On the inside of the wheel

Very much like where mine lie

You would miss this at a glance
Blinded by my smile

That shimmers on the edges

Of wet irises blue

And | tamp this down

Pushthese tones inside

To make it harder to see

The older stuff of memories

That wonodot fade
Though still the same happy

The same sad, the same blue

That navy started out as
Monochromatic

Complimentary

Tertiary

Complementary


https://www.facebook.com/notes/gail-weston-shazor/primary-color/10151625617530653/
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Sometimes we have to believe
That we have a chameleonic choice
But the truth is

It is we

It is me

It is the |

| choose for you to see
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Wet...Palindrome

Damp flight
Coursing downwards
Told Cherokee trail
Fordvalleys
Crossed mountains
Bosomedbabies
Child in hand
Longingly looking back
After lonesome pines
Cresting mountaintops
None home
Wet
Mother's tears
Wet
Home none
Mountaintops cresting
Pines lonesome after
Badk looking lonely
Hand in child
Babies bosomed
Mountains crossed
Valleys ford
Trail Cherokee told
Downward coursing
Flight damp


https://www.facebook.com/notes/gail-weston-shazor/wetpalindrome/439084125652/

Bismay
Mohanty



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

1C



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

It took as long as decade for him to come to the foréfron

the poetic world. An engineering student, a poet, a blogger,
thatos all Bi smay Mohanty i
graduating in Computer Science and Engineering he aims
to be the most beloved poet of the world. His works
magically connect naturalceneries wittomance, 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 aifeah 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 dismaymohanty.97 @gmatbm
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To all men

Tonight | seek silence

For all the false promises

And unemotional attachment

Of friendship being true and permanent.

My heart is sinned and my soul is scarred

The mystery of life makes the mind from normalcy barred
Oblivion asks me to think

‘Are all men happy' and winks?

Maybe not, to my dismay

Man has a hollow pushed unattended away

Breaks, he makes, and it breaks again

His being is something which his world may disdain.
| depart for the night

With my verses tight

| pray dl men meet their souls, it helps

To start an early day again not for themselves.

12
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Forever

In this score | shall set

The tale of how we met

Call it my luck or a plot of fate

Rescuing me from loneliness that | hate.

It was a new sessiori the year, myself | told
Fearing the chances that it may go like old
At that instance | saw a face so bright
Evading all darkness in my cold gazed sight.

The weather was coloured and my lips were pale
Yet my mind knew it has found tethle

And little did | knew before | was told

catching on to my breath whilst my heart was sold.

Never did I bid Ahio or said i
You spoke to me with warmth of your smile

As these conversations continued long

| believed we could tag along.

Your childish mischiefinnocent talk

Oh! God just wish me luck

That running mouth knew no limit

And | was the listener without much wit.

| wished we could have continued

But I canodét wai't mor e
Said those three words

With my throat still sore.

13
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You stood still and gave a do

Persuading me as if | made mistake
Later you blushed and said me yes
Finally, my heart had found a place.

Little did the tale continued

When the colourful moods grew grey
Though there was no feud

But you made me stand at bay.

No calls, No chats, No pmises
Made me utterly plea

Soon it adds to my distress
While u mentioned me your glee.

| knew that we are parting

Still prayed lord for one more blessing

You were my gift that | can
Stitching my heart as it continued breaking.

(@)
—

Yeas have passed but | still remember

Donét know if | wildl meet you
| kept waiting and she walked away

And this is how our lives changed

forever.

14
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To Someone

|l 6m too shy to bid a fAhio
When your r up close, just tell me why

| t Ordto $ayngoodbye when time flew us by

Heart sheds tears but eyes stay dry.

| help you in every way | can

Even 1 6m ready to endure any
but all pain goes in vain

when | see your smiling face, which makes me your fan.

| never deny all task u testify

No matter how difficult, | always give a try

You deny me ask with your smiling reply

This stupid mind of mine say

You say you are selfish

and can never be like me

But are unable to understand that
you make me complete.

As the tme goes by

It makes me clear

That | am not the one

Whom u shall make your Dear.
But | keep the promise

On this day that | will remember
Even after we part ways

We will stay friends forever.
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Jackie Davis Allen, otherwise known as Jacqueline D.
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 ctdge. Her siblings, in their
own right, are accomplished, though she is the only one, to
date, that has discovered the gift of writing.

Graduating from Radford University, with a Bachelors of
Science degree in Early Education, she taught in both
public and private schools. For over a decade she taught
private art classes to children both in her home and at a
local Art and Framing Shop where she also sold her
original soft sculptured Victorian dolls and original
christening gowns.

She resides in northeMirginia with her husband, taking
much needed getways to their mountain home near the
Blue Ridge Mountains, a place that evokes memories of
days spent growing up in the Appalachian Mountains.

A lover of hats, she has worn many. Following 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, always, with

books, seeking to learn more.

In 2015 she authorddooking for Rainbows, Pagt Prose
and Art and in 2017Dark Side of the Moan Both books
of mostly narrative poetry were published by Inner Child
Press and were edited by hulya n. yilmaz.

jackiedavisallen.com
innerchildpress.com

19
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Humbled

Restless, sleepless, beneath a dank
Of fatigue, he tossed and turned all night

With the dawn, he found the fiend
Of i nsomniads personae
Had stolen his energy

If he were being true to himself

Hedéd surely confess that fear
Had rattled the repose of his bones

And that he simly wanted to be

Completely left alone

And, yet, as a result
Of an isolated incident, he idly perused

A pamphlet that came in the mail

In the bold print he saw enough

To stir him into action

How that came about he had no idea
He does wonder if by a spte seed

Sown long ago, belief reappeared
As from a great floodbés past f

Or, whether from need or greed

Or impact from revelation. So, now

Ready to receive, and with eyes newly opened
He kneels before his bed, and confessing
Relinquisheshe past and gives thanks

20
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Alone in my Closet

The sacred echo
Reverberates in my mind

Silently it convicts me
Of the duty and blessing

Of loving actively
Of acknowledging the source

By which the gentle, persistent
Nudging of my heart

Instructsmy conscious,
If you will, by faith alone

To heed the admonition
To love, to share, to do

As best as | can
That which is right

21
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If | Were a Tree

If | were any kind of a tree
Standing alone in the midst

Of autumnods realm of season

| wonder what others might think
Seeing me mostly naked, me

Having shed my summer 0s

Perhaps they would contemplate
How it is that nature dares

To strip me down bare

Until the time of spring
When once again, thankfully

| shall be clothed in colorgreen

Perhaps | would contemplate
How it i s that wintero6s

Bids me conserve my energy

To hold, against my silent bark

Winterds frosty bite and

For my glory to return anew

attire

stare

si mpl

Who knew t hat i n autumnos

Attire, my beauty would appear

22
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In splendiferous hues or else stripped

Down into the bones that royally reign, despite
The cold and hot, the day or the night

Despite that which is outside the landscape scene

23
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I'm a project life philathropist, |1 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 my family was a sequel, a
traditional 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, tiwveong direction,
because of street life 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 right, | changed it, now it says
dead men < > life.

Infinite poetry @Iulu.com
Alcarrasco2 on YouTube
Infinite the poet on reverbnation

Infinite Poetry

http://www.lulu.com/us/en/shopfatfinite-
carrasco/infinitepoetry/paperback/produt1040240.html
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Worrisome

Right now there's many worried children.

They're worried because their household iskivg on a
tight budget,

there's a lot of things they want,

but may not be able to afford it.

To the young world image is everything,

he looks nice,

she looks nice,

people saying he/she are looking like last year is what they
fear.

They don't wantd sit at lunch solo,

they want to be amongst the popular kids considered the
status quo.

It's sad that not wanting to go to school because of
appearance,

is something that runs through many minds,

"if  don't get new pants,

shirts,

sneakers,

caps

etc,

I'll cut class so no one sees me".

| know well and it isn't easy.

28
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It's the first day of school

What classes do you have? Yay, we're going to be together
again! We've been in the same classes since elementary,
time flies, hopefully it willremain like that during these
four years in junior high. There's a bunch us. During the
summer we still see each other, we are neighbors.

We go to the beach, amusement parks, camping, fishing or
will just meet up in the local park and have a day of sport
playing. Us being close, made our parents close, we're a
huge family.

You could see the excitement in all of our eyes, guys
drooling over girls, girls drooling over guys, we are all in
awe over the schools size. We're freshmen and It was huge.
It's soméhing new to us. It was like a Minnie city in a big
city. The halls were long and wide, the stairs steep, in
between bells you can hear a stampede of feet, the rooms
looked like little auditoriums, the students were all dressed
nice and neat in uniform #ng calm. we're young adults
now, the elementary days are gone.

29
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Back to school

Don't cry ma, | don't need new clothes for school. Don't
worry | still have space in last y&aloose leaf to write in. i

can tape my folders back together till rave my pencil,
pens and sharpener. No mom we don't have to borrow, we
will get everything we need in one of our tomorrow's. |
don't need a lunch box, just pack my sandwich in my nap
sack. Mom don't worry about bus fare. I'll walk, in about a
week orso my bus pass will be there. Don't worry mom |
got this we will be ok. Mom why are you still crying?
Mom says... | wish | could do better for such a good kid.
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Joseph L PRaVerbalMindddneer.J o e
IS a quiet man, born in a time where civil liberties
were a walk on thin icdde's been a victim of his
own shynes®ften sidelined in his own quest for
love. He became the observer, charting life's path
Taking note of the whypeople do what they do.
His writings oft times strike a cord with the
dormant strings of the reader. His pen the rosined
bow drawn across the mind. He comes -fudintal

or in the subtlest way, always expressing way
that stimulate the senses.

https://www.facebook.com/joe.minddancer
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BASIC LOVE

When the turn of color on leaves glow
when the first frost etches art on a pane

| 6 mnkfulfosthe love in me that stares

When my neck stings from a ball of snow

| hear the giggling eyes behind the cover of home

l 0m thankful for wunderstanding

| love the smell of plans for a feast

| thank goodness for family

| thank goodnesfor the ability to express
when most hearts are at rest, | dream of love

Sometimes a cloud is just a cloud
When you love for loves sake
it will never be that plain

My heart is influenced by joy and pain
|l 6m thankful for Sun and Rain
| 6 m t ha nhkdfisalranged/to attion love

from the littlest change in nature
to a catastrophic disaster
Basic love comes together

|l dm t hankf ul |l can see it
|l 6m hopeful we can be it
Know |l ove and youdll receive |
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HOME AND COUNTRY

The first step onto foremgland, | was thankful where |

came from

the same was said from a guy | met, He was thankful where

he came from

different laws different flaws same pause

same causes and demonstrations

same social frustrations, similar political mishandlings

i t 6 s I|émaenwheretyau were born and raised

l 6m not talking state to state
|l 6m tal king traveling over wat
new social orders

when you see a sign from home
pride grows from your dome

you get that feeling youdbre no
The bannersra waving in air

people care where theyodore from
people share where theyobdre fro

People protest them

People profess them

it hurts when they don
We fight when the pressures up

and will defend its honor

and not pretend, thatodéds harder
when thngs are not right

But when the Sun goes down

and the land on which you stand birth stars

Be thankful where you are

(@}
—

measu
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THREE BUTTONS

One hole to the left of my vest
One hole, stretched at best
Beer belly tells me a size up
One button keeps my eyes up

Pressed by a pretty dress
Stressed by loveliness
Push my buttons three
Push my buttons free

There are buttons that anger me

One button keeps my eyes up
Beer belly tells me a size up
One hole, stretched at best
One hole to the left of my vest

Push my httons free
Push my buttons free
Stressed by loveliness
Pressed by a pretty dress

there are buttons that tangle me
Push, push, push, my buttons
Elevate my status cousin

the deer are rutting

Three buttons set me free
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Shareef AbduRasheed, AKA Zakir Flo was born and
raised in Brooklyn, New York. His education includes
Brooklyn College, Suffolk County Community College and
Makkah, Saudi Arabia. He is a Veteran of the Viet Nam
era, whee in 1969 he reverted to his now reverently
embraced Islamic Faith. He is very active in the Islamic
community and beyond with his teachings, activism and his
humanity.

Shareefds spiritual expression
"Zakir Flo" . Zakir is Ambic for "To remind". Never silent,

Shareef AbduRasheed is always dropping science, love,
consciousness and signs of the time in rhyme.

Shareef is the Patriarch of the AbeRasheed Family with
9 Children (6 Sons and 3 Daughters) and 41 Grandchildren
(24 Boys and 17 Girls).

For more information about Shareef, visit his personal
FaceBook Page at :

http://www.facebook.com/shareef.abdurrasheed
https://zakirflo.wodpress.com
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inflaming..,

nation saving face in relation to all human race

consder the disgrace that awaits

implication: world's leader nation diminished reputation
because their leader was neither a decent

human being or qualified to lead

and yes you can believe..,

he, she may in fact act in collusion with evil intrusion
choosing lsing over winning respect, rather disconnect
then form unitysolidarity, preserving long lasting relations
with a diversity of nations in the spirit of enhancing
humankind leaving no people behind, turning away from
doing deafdumb,blind way

instead ug blessings bestowed to lead the way

into a brand new day

but wait a minute it was a dream had solutions to solve
problems in it

first establish justice, human rights given by the author
of rights making unity of mankind internationally the plight
but iwoke up only to throw up at the sight of inept leader
acting more like bottom feeder low life

cutting freedompeacesecurity, prosperity, serenity with
~~hot knife~~ causing deatbprrow,strife rather then

the above mentioned love

reason for everythindgolks get leaders they deserve
based on life they chose, be it rejection or accepting
divine direction wil/ deter min
ultimately

awaits affected by what path we take crooked or straight
has a direct effect on rulers being kind or vided by hate
come correct don't sleep on cause ' n ' effect

food4thought = education
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peace

pleasepleaseplease said the godfather of soul

yes pleaseyleaseplease feed the soul peace

that's what souls love to eat, i repeat " that's what
souls loe to eat "

speaking of love ya need a loving soul to love peace

| oving soul makes one whol e,
never hate, except to hate hate,

evil like greedarogancejealousy,mischief makers

who hate peace, love waurmoil, confusion

stop confision, fuse the union, come together as humans
life is precious, life is short, fragile must cherish, value
every life but first cherish, value your own life, love
yourself

and you will know how to love othergalue,cherish their
lives

no matter their dor, tribe, nation we're all blood relation
from first human creation our father and mother of all
human race

Adam *(aws) wa Howa(ra)* our mother, our father
what da Beatles say? " Come together right now, come
together "

dismiss hate beloved, reject tleguest of the hater to
divide,

live off a diet of aroganceyuffed up pride is no way to live
or die

instead try humilitygratitude a loving, giving attitude
come down now off your lofty altitude, lower your wing
be a givingcaring,creator fearing, lomg human being
pleasepleaseplease give peace a chance

come together right nowepme together right now

bust a love nut all over the world,

bury hate before it's too late

pleasepleaseplease!

41



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

Supplicate only..,

reserved same as he who one seexetusively,
unconditionally, repeatedly

he who one needs is he who has no needs

created all living things including their time

time to live, time to die only he knows why

supplicate only..,

to he who when he wants to do something says

"Be "

who's wordsare more than all waters in

all oceans, seas

hears all as well as sees all thingissolutely nothing
escapes his awareness

closer than jugular is his nearness

who, what else can be your dearest?

who else can be the fairest,

able to remove all ills at M answer: nil!

supplicate only..,

to him who is worthy of all praiseyorship,devotion
including

supplication

he who hears all cries for help, the beggar who seeks
magfirah(forgiveness) he alone can forgive

is he who wants his slave who he creataskioned,made
only to worship thee creator who is capable and actually
has created all living things that ever was ,does and will
have life unquestionablenconditionally totally commit
that

life which is a loan to the very one who loaned it
constantly asing help,forgivenessguidanceprotection,
sustenanceégounties plessings
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this is why he made you from nothing in the first place
but oooh soo0o0 lost this human rack,mankind!

looking for love in all the wrong places instead of from
he alone whaonade us, loaned us life will take it

for surely from Allah(swt)* we come and to him is our
return
Ameen!

food4thought = education
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Find yourself in the pattern. As a 3@a-old photographer,
Kimberly Burnham appreciated beauty. Then an
ophthalmologist diagnosed her with a genetic eye condition
saying, "Consider life, if you become blind." She
discovered a healing path with insight, magnificence, and
vision. Today, a poet @nneurosciences expert with a PhD
in Integrative Medicine, Kimberly's life mission is to
change the global face of brain health. Using health
coaching, Reiki, Matrix Energetics, craniosacral therapy,
acupressure, and energy medicine, she supports people in
their healing frombrain, nervous systemrand chronic pain
issues. A managing editor ofinner Child Magazing
Kimberly's 2018 project is peace poety A Glossary of
Peace: Perhaps If We Understood Each Otheraturing
diverse poets, this anthology exmerthe nuances of peace
in many languages and aims to contribute to healing in the
world.

http://www.NerveWhisperer.Solutions
https://www.linkedin.com/in/kimberlyburnham
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\Sensational Gratitude

Appreciate

palms together upraised
hands coking writing
waving hugging

wrapping the world in love
experiencing delight

in peaceful touch

sought in dreams

found in every day

Gratitude for sounds

read aloud

| love you

you won

the breeze waving trees
footsteps

movement

life returning again and again
giving voice to dreams
spoken into reality

Thankfulness

see a genuine smile
lips moist

kissed by sunlight

a story poem

green branches winding
through the natural world
atree

reaches for dreams
perceived at night
realized in morning light
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Taste Treases

Subtle spices

travelling far

cultures blending seamlessly
chocolate

hot sweet potato fries
grapes off the vine

ripe raspberries
rosemary

homegrown walnuts
crisp apples

dinner cooking

rich aromatic

fresh air near a waterfall
as water turns splashing
rising into clouds

falling again to nourish
all
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Gratitude for Intuition

Right

this path

for me

a particular color
chosen from rainbows
connections made
sensations of safety
wrapped in warmth

a peace blanketing
like a layer of snow

Why

| don't know

a feeling

deep inside

subconscious made manifest
a word

a touch

a sense

this is good
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Elizabeth Esguerra Castillo is a widglyblished and
multi-awarded international author/poet fromhet
Philippines. She has 2 publ i ¢
Emoti onso, UK and Al nner Refl e
Elizabeth also c@uthored more than 70 international
anthologies in the USA, Canada, UK, India, Romania, and

Africa. Elizabeth is a member of REInternational, the

American Authors Association (AAA), and Askacific

Writers and Translators (APWT).

Facebook Author Page:

https://web.facebook.com/ElizabethEsguerraCastillo/
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Thankfulness

Being in gratitude doesnot
It is deemed as a way to let blessings flood your way

To thank the Universe in every little thing you receive
The gift of life, the air you breathe,

The sundés ray ki ssi nlgughyobau r
baby

| thank God for what | have become now

For my loving family, friends and even fqges

| thank God for my troubles which are actually blessings in
disguise

For each and every experience | take

In my journey here on earth to fulfill my Destiny
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My Vision of Love

In a secret hideaway there is where love resides
Inside the deep recesses of your whole being
Embedded in the core of your soul,

Like a caged, fragile robin

One needs to set if free and let it reign

Reign in the hearts of greedy and/inis men,

Let Love rule the Land and set aside indifferences
And wake up to a brand new morn of blissful possibilities.
Let the blind see the Light and let it dawn upon him
That hatred only leads to a miserable reality,

Where there is Love, there lies eea

My vision of Love is a world in unity

Where there is no more division, no more colors that
separate one from the other,

For we are One, from One Source

Cast out from Paradise because of one evil venom
Let Love rule our hearts and make amends with one
arother

As we continue to fight the Battle together with the Angels
above

The perfect vision of love is a world in harmony

Let go of hate and set each other free.
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Yearning Soul

my soul yearns for the nearness of you

to hear your voice like a beautiful mdipechoing behind
the darkness,

to have your hand fit into mine

to be lost in oblivion with only you,

to look at the stars and marvel at the moon

while talking about the Universe and how you moved my
heart

my flame yearns to unite with your fire,

to igniteagain the warmth of this dying ember

to get lost in your eyes, to melt with just a glimpse of your
smile

the pilgrim in me yearns to have you walk with me in my
journey,

to put an end to a dark spell with my thousand years of
waiting for only you

my soulyearns for the nearness of you.
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Anna Jakubczak vel RattyAdaldnvas born 18 Aprill994

in Szczecin. Polish poet, journdlend the main editor of e
Magazine Horizon Student on journalism and social
communication at the University in Szczecin. In free time
author on the websit

www.annajakubczak.wordpress.com

Anna Jakubczak vel RattyAdalan collaborate with
Association of Polish Writers and few Polish and
international magazines. Her poems were included in a few
American anthologies: AFM 7: F
AFM 9: Spring 20140, AFM 12 |
13: Fal | 20160 published by 1
Terranova Cirigliano in cooperation with Publishing House
AAvenue U PubShé statedito pulslish her n d
poetry in the cycle "The Year of The Poet" since 2016.
Poem fAilnterlovao was printed i
Streams o0 pApdejhyi SsalUeikrsity §School of

Journalism & Mass Communication).

Sheods i nterested I n phil osoph
music, mass media. Her hobbies are: cooking, reading

books, learning foreign languages, translating and
traveling.

In 2013 she published hdre but v ol ume: AAr s
now shebds working on next book
ni ght o, novel AWind of hopeo,
of subconsciouso and fairytale
the old | archo.
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Novenna

é . For Mot her

l 6m |Ii ke a cat i n empty aparta
donot beli eve that the door

will not open any more.
You left so quietly, unexpectedly,
di dnodt tell why so early.

Is the fate has invited you to tea,
so you with Poswiatowska

could enjoy the fine metaphors.
Or maybe has the God
appointed you another job?

Oh God although 1 6m sad, I 61 1
curled up like a cat, by the empty bowl.

Playing with reflection, listen

for the steps that will never come.

God, take care of her
andyou will take care of me as well.
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Sanctuary

bitterness

lurks insidiously to the dream

and the time

in which disappears

image of the last dance

singing is lasting:

|l et perpetual | ight shineé

certificate

between flames

and cros$ positive

at whichbounces off the wind

there are also spiders

winter caretakers, weaving duvets
to not have experience the frost
eternally alive names of the nature

ab ovo usque ad mala*

LatinT from start to finish
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| 61 | wai t
...For Arsenie

Although there will be aay

when | already wither.

When the night will not be dependent
on the day.

And the soul | will hang up

as he frayed coat.

611 wait.

Although you already forget.
Another as smooth as silk

will touch your face

and all poems turn into yellowish.
| dwalt. |

And the inspiration

the wind can take somewhere,
throwing dust on the tombstone,
which will emboss the epitaph,
telling all in just one word.

Il 611 wait.
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Nizar Sartawi is a poet, translator and educata. whs

born in Sarta, Pal estine, I n
degree in English Literature from the University of Jordan,
Amman , and a Master 6s degree

Development from the University of Minnesota, the U.S.
Sartawi is a member of the danian Writers Association,
General Union of Arab Writers, and Ast&frican Writers
Union. He has participated in poetry readings and
international forums and festivals in Jordan, Lebanon,
Kosovo, and Palestine, and Morocco.

Sartawi 0s flectionsBetwgem BM Emaswaso |
published in Beirut, Lebanon in 2011. His poetry
translations into Arabic includeThe Prayers of the
Nightingale (2013), poems by Indian poet Sarojini Naidu;
Fragments of the Moon(2013), poems by Italian poet
Mario Rigli; The Souls Dances in its Cradl¢2015),
poems by Danish poet Niels HaS8garching for Bridges
(2013), poems by American poet Margaret Saine (2016)
The Talhamiya(2016), poems by Palestinian poet Nathalie
Handal. His Arabic poetry translations into Englisblude
Contemporary Jordanian PoetsVolume | (2013);The
Eyes of the Wind(2014), poems by Tunisian poet Fadhila
Masaai; The Birth of a Poet (2015, 2016), poems by
Lebanese poet Mohammad Ikbal HaHaifa and other
Poems(2016), poems by Palestinian pd&amih Masaud;
The Pearls of a Grief (2016), poems by Lebanese poet
Abdulkarim Baalbaki. He has also been working for the last
four years on a translation project, Arab Contemporary
Poets Series.

Sartawi 6s poems and transl ati c
ard published in books, journals, and newspapers in Arab
countries, the U.S., Australia, Indonesia, Italy, the
Philippines, and India.
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Broken Olive

a bleeding branch
of a maimed

olive tree

lying beside

the road

a stranger
passing by
asks: WHY?

a crowd

of angry faces
shaking

in dismay

four men in a jeep
watching silently
fingers on the triggers

and from above
alonelydove
spits

an olive leaf

* % % %

66



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

Genesis

And now

that spirit has been breathed
into her nares

all of a sudden

she breaks

out of her shell

and there emerges she

an awkward princess
awakened from her sleep.

She stretches

her wingsi

small and soft

and makes as if to fly.

O little child
your downy coat
has notasyet feathered.

Nor has my pencil
hitherto

declared you

daughter of my dreams

* % % %
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Motherless Day

On your Day,

Mother

| drag my legs

to the narrow spot

where my eyes lookeahce

upon yourholy corpse

swaddled in white

and laid deep

i n your great Motheros

How much did levergive back?:
a handful of dust

dispersed

upon the white sheet

Two salty drops
moisten my lips
asl walk away
droopingmy head
a helpless
homeless

dog!

* % % %

bosom.
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Jen Walls is aelebratednternational authormpoet, editor,
and literary reviewectitic. Jenbringsheartradiancealive;
pulsating mystical poetry as s o u $héariag careof rare
positivity. J e nfigsts collection, The Tender Petalsvas
releasedNovember 2014y inner child press, Ltd. USA.
Her second bookof poems OM Santih Santih Santih
feature co-authoredspiritual natureduet poans that sing
of love and peacdklom b ot h a ut dnd comlsneds ol o
poetic works OM Santihwas releasedn November 2015
by The Poetry Society dhdia. Shebrings heartblessing
ontogracejourneys via mystical naturgoetry shimmemg
beauty that glides forth - meeting love-vibes held
compassionatelthroughpositivepoeticmantraverses She
joyfully writes daily on Facebookutilizing it as a vibrant
and living poetic paletteJ e nwirks appearglobally in
renowned anthologies and international literary
publications A few include Contemporary Vibes,
PoetCrit Bhakti BlossomsZore Realm of Cosmic Peace &
Harmony, The Year of the Poetind The Martin Lake
Journal Her poemsare dedicatedconsciousbreathsto
awaken living prayers foour world peaceand global
harmony.Jen was awarded th€016 Distinguished Poet
Award fromWriters Internatioal Network (WIN-Canada
She devotionally flowsprofound love-message for the
entirehumanity.Jenresidesn Saint Paul, Minnesota, USA
with her lovingfamily.

ContactlenWalls: mywriteqift@gmail.com

https://www.facebook.com/jen.walls.7
http://www.innerchildpress.com/janalls.php
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HEART OF DIVINE

Supreme Love's found in the selfless Self
lives on- praying inside bubbling fresh dew
ever awakeningthrough and through

into light, the day brings each living gift.

We' re here | etabetruieng how weodr e
within opening waves, finding love's heart
unwrapping petalsperfuming perfect kiss
watching, we wakéheeye of consciousness.
Eclipse and learn to outgrow our ignorance
reach within- touchfind sun's cosmic rays
weave a dancefeel beyond dream@spray

live free, bringing light into each truthful day.
Abide with soul's mantle and raise love high
birth's not to be in vain, nor is death just to fly
Mother gives her touch to calm all the cries
soothing lifetimes from storming rage and fear.
Heatbeats sing, share a caress lingering here
breathing an ancient song, loving and strong
only love-birdscall out to find one another
resounding prayers, living in earthen mists.
Eternity persists greeting the lovéreaths
meeting melts of heart thrgh infinite grace
speak silent flows loving soundless sound
give sublime blissurroundnto heart of divine.
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HEART'S HAPPENING

Perceive divine dew
pray creative spirit through;
shine livingjoy breaths

Pace with sunny calm
melt lightspraysacross heart's lake;
receive sweetlow streams

Breathebe loving peace
hear through soulbeauty's prayer;
know love's silent care

Quiet- live restful
whisper peace with everything;
feel carebalm's calm grace

Blaze fire- go through
burst eauty beyond thinking;
lift in glowing hope

Wake full coloring
watch turn of autumn arrive;
dance heart's happening
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INNER-SUN

Be watchful- blaze light
clear windows of translucence
feel breaths that are known

Bloom gratitude's bliss
flow heart's nectar share beauty;
wake spiritual peace

Melt-away morn's frost
dance simply seraphic flight;
drip effortless dew

Watch sweet bloom come true
give heart's cup overflowing;
live bliss- O' Sadhu

Fly love into heights
carry kiss alive thrive joy;
wake the innesun
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A Penn State faculty in Humanities, published author,
literary translator and freelance editor, hilya d@muz
started her formal writing career in the U.S. after joining
the Nittany Valley Writers Network in Centre County, PA.
Her poetry made its first public appearance in the OLLI
Magazine, Pastiche Dr. y@ ma z 0 academic puctk
include an extensive research book on the literary relations
between the West and the Islamic East, a chapter for a book
of critical essays on Odm Pamuki the recipient of the
2006 Nobel Prize in Literature, and several treatises
presented at national and international conferences.

Outside the academia, hilya has authdreahce a book

of poetry in Turkish, German and English, andacthored
another collection of poemdAn Aegean Breeze of Peace
with Demetrius Trifiatis, professor of Philosophy from
Greece. She finds it vital for everyone to understand a
deeper self and writes creatively to attain and nourish it.

Links

Personal Web Site
http://authoroftrance.com

Personal Blog Site
https://dolunaylaben.wordpress.com
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giving thanks? an understatement!
1

in an intense relationship

since last May

with nature oh so divine

all that i had missed for too many years
catching up now with its wonders

any second that i can

and i can do so quite well

i came to realize

tharkful

grateful

utterly appreciative

that she held my hand to lead the way
to live and love the now and the here

do i no longer dwell in the past

oh yesido

it is a different commemoration though
my beloveds gone to soon

... or timely as some might conde . . .
would have wanted nothing but

peace from within for me

they will know after all

i am celebrating

their lives my tebe-ensuing death

all that which they gifted me with

no longer trapped in those
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self-destructive sorrows of mine

but rather fiercelynaking up

for lost time

basking in their

incomparably precious memories

thanking them

at the core of my soul

our spirits thus unite in awe

for each otherdéds good

oh yes i will be okay

everything shall be alright
because there indeed is a might
that overses them me us

in a constant delight

so my self i find

inside a reunion of eternal light
and i thank life

i thank

i thank

i thank

2

had i known
would i have grown
this clueless all these years

3

thankful gratitude

for i can appreciate

life and death wie whole
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Teresa E. Gallion was born in Shreveport, Louisiana and

moved to lllinois at the age of 15. She completed her
undergraduate training at the University of lllinois Chicago

and received her mast eomd s deg
Bowling Green State University in Ohio. She retired from

New Mexico state government in 2012.

She moved to New Mexico in 1987.  While writing
sporadically for many years, in 1998 she started reading her

work in the local Albuquerque poetry commuynitShe has

been a featured reader at local coffee houses, bookstores,

art galleries, museums, libraries, Outpost Performance
Space, the Route 66 Festival in 2001 and the State of

Okl ahomaos Poetry Festival I n
2004. She occasionalhosts an open mic.

Teresads work IS publ i shed T
anthologies. She has two CD&n the Wings of the Wind

and Poems from Chasing LightShe has published three

books: Walking Sacred Ground, Contemplation in the

High DesertandChasng Light.

Chasing Light was a finalist in the 2013 New
Mexico/Arizona Book Awards.

The surreal high desert landscape and her personal spiritual
journey influence the writing of this Albuquerque poet.
When she is not writing, she is committed to hikihg
enchanted landscapes of New Mexico. You may preview
her work at

http://bit.ly/1alVPNQq or http://bit.ly/13IMLGh
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High Desert Moment

The clouds rush toward the plains
with a song in their wings.

| want to hitch a ride as they chase
green streaking across the valley.

A tease of yellow chamisa flirts
between the desert grass.

As summer winds down,

fall takes its yearly stroll.

Gratitude bursts from my chest
in uncontrolled waves

as the fall festival begins.

| am here to witness the change.
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Little Bird

She calls my name
with such a sweet chirp.

| walk closer to heand
she does not fly away.

She feels the fl ood of | oveds
around me and draws near.

| am humbled by her gift of song
embracing the breeze.

| am blessed to encounter her
and gratitude flows from my eyelids.

When you see a little bird,
always givet a big smile.
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The Punishment Room

The image of the punishment corner
lives with me even today.
My mother did not believe in spankings.

Depriving me of the outdoors worked much
better until | adjusted to sitting quietly
on a yellow soft stool facing the wall.

When Mama forgot to check on me,
there was always writing on the wall.
Though | disliked not going outside to play,

staring at a white wall became a great place.
| travel to exotic places like Africa and dance
with the natives, paddle down the Amazon River

with an indigenous tribe or beat the hell out
of someone as a ninja warrior. My imagination
came alive sitting in the corner.

| was an avid reader of National Geographic
and anything else that involved travel.
Momma did not realize that at some point

the punishment no longer worked until
the day she tried to get my attention.
She yelled my name and | did not respond.

She understood why | was so quiet.
| had zoned out to travel. She physically shook
me back tahat corner in the living room.

A new punishment method later evolved.

86



Faleeha
Hassan



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

88



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

Faleeha Hassan is a poet, teacher, editor, writer born in
Najaf, Irag, in 1967, who now lives in the United States.

Fal eehaos poetry has been
Turkmen, Bosevih, Indian, French, Italian, German,
Kurdish, Spain and Albanian. She has received many
Arabic awards throughout he writing career.

Her poems and her stories published in different American
magazines Such as : Philadelphia poets 22, Harbinger
Asylum , Brooklyn Rail April 2016, Screaminmamdse
Galway Review, Words without Borders, TXTOBJX,
intranslation, SJ .magazinenondoc ,Wordgathering
SCARLET LEAF REVIEW , CouriePost, | am not a
silent poet taosjournal, Inner Child Press , Press of
Atlantic City.

d.fh88@yahoo.com

89

r



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

The Futility of Protesting Near Bustling

Cemeteries
For the Most Important Person in My Life, My Son Ahmad

Preamble

Take my spirit for your shirt
And use my heartodos arteries fo

Poem

My spirit patched with raw dreams,

My soft body bé mi shed by war 6s scar s,
My heart crushed and crunched like

Leaves under foét

These are the sole signs of my existence

In a room that awaits a hurricane

That dreams of unleashing its gales.

My son,

Let me say tonight,

Obijectively,

That | canfdre.do anything
What happens,

Happens all the time.

What doesnét happen,

Never happens,

But we always paint a comely face

On | ifebébs hideous vVvisage.
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Remembering

| remember

| was born there,

Near a lingering dream,

When my mother, alone with her passion,

( Im aldne still, an orphan)

Arranged her dreams in boxes
And then returned the next morning to

Press her eyes to shed kohl,

While she slept, we lay as naked as a freshly washed tunic

Inhaling alienation as we dried.
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The Wagon

So Like a man inured to failure,

We climbed aboard the wagon,

And The driver, only the driver,

Began to listen as the cadence of our deprivation

0 Thud. . .. Clunk. .. and soon

A nfiltrated the wagonds pores,
Starting with that first dirt road.

Ourlive s6 parasols disappointed u:
When we shared sorrows

Without fancy titles,
while Reaping lethargy and frustration.
It wasndét only the driver, or

That looked meager;
The wagonés outl ook did too.

Translated by William M. Hutchins
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Caroline Nazaren@abis a.k.a. Ceri Naazorn in

Anda, PangasinarPhilippinesk nown as a Opoet
and fri ends-awapéd,poet, editor putst | t i
linguist, and educator.

Graduated cum laude with the degree of Bachelor of
Elementary Education, specialized in General Science at
Pangasinan State UniversitZeri has been a voracious
researcher in various tar science and literature.
Recognized as dedicated volunteer dRichmond
Multicultural Concerns Society, TELUS World Science,
Vancouver Art Galley, Vancouver Aquarium and some
charity foundations in Canada and in the Philippines.

Beyond herDirectordiips in Writers Capitallnternational
Foundation(WCIF), World Poetry Canadanternational

and Galaktika ATUNIS she advocatesp e a c e , wo me n C
ri ghts, cul tur e, arts and [
Initiatives, Asia Pacific Writers and Translago(APWT);

The Poetry PosseAs soci at i on fifghdsrin Wo me n
Development (AWID), Universal Peace Federation,
Akademika Nusa International Social Sciences and
Humanities ANISSH), AxlepinoandAnacbanua

Her poems werepublished in varioudocal prints and
international anthologiesAmong the prestigious awards

she received aret” Placein World Union of Poets Poetry

Prize with 100 participants worldwide, Writers
International NetwolCanada O0O0Amazing Poet
Frang Bardhi Literary Prize 2014 (Albania), the sair
gazeteci or Poetournalist Award 2014Tyzla, Istanbul,

Turkey) and World Poetry Empowered Poet 2013
(Vancouver, Canada).
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Uno, on Your Birthday

Let me write you a welcommote

Just for youtodayd

you are a miracle and wonder

with your first cry, first stretch,

first warmreddishdimple show

and angel's smile,

You are God's perfect breath of love

as your parents®é number one an
The beginning of joy

The heavend6s heart, baby Uno!
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portraitof gratitude first family picture

those faces smiling

arelike rhythmic flames in @anvas
the best sketcframed in gratitudé
the father, the mother and the son
with thebest céours running through
the symphonic first familpicture,

the best momeriieing treasured

the best photo of the day
thatreflectsthegoodness

of the Great Almighty.
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Euphoria 10.17.2017

For today, you can sdus tiny fingers

So gently closed,

His baby scented, milkiplue-white stripel socks
Invitet ender | oving careée
The second day we meet,

You are asleep, as we welcoymi home,
Youbre in the arms of your | ovi
as | lift the big umbrella,

Those chinky little eyes

are likerevivinginnocentcrepuscular rays

and when | see your face,

it carries brimming galaxies.
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Bill 6s writing ohover BO Spa
years. Being first Published in 1972, IBikas since

went o to Author in excess of40 additional

Volumes of Poetry, Short Stories, etc., expressing

his thoughts on matters of the Heart, Spirit,
Consciousness and Humanity. His primary focus is

that of Love, Peace and Understanding!

Bill says . ..

| have always likened Life to that of a Garden. So,

for me, Life is simply about the Seeds we Sow

and Nouri sh. Al | things wi
ARBeo Cause and eventually
an nANtE® fwict hin our own pers
and AExperiencesao

Flowers, Weeds or Barren Landscapes! Bill hlghly
regards the Fruits of his Labor and wishes that
everyone would thus go on
Seeds on i Go oet owB Gardemsio i n
Life!

to connect with Bill he is all things Inner Child
www.iaminnerchild.com
Personal Web Site

www.iamjustbill.com
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Remembering Thanksgiving

i sit here in this quiet place
remembering when

my brothers and my Sisters
were children

and the hustle and bustle
that went along with the times

there was the Thanksgiving Day Parade
wi t h Li tséans JoBrWahnhneaker
ushering in the Christmas Season

and the expectations

that went along

we did not know of commerce then
nor do i think we would have cared
for to us, Santa Claus was real

it did not cost us nothing

but a few weeks of good behaviour
and plenty of prayers

after the festivities

of the marchers and music
and the band and clowns
and flowered floats

we made our way back home

Cranberry Sauce and Turkey

i remember the smells

in the entire neighborhood

for everyone had the same agenda
we cauld follow the fragrance

of basted Turkey and Stuffing

from the time we got off of

the 11 Trolley,
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down the street
and straight to the Dining Room

AWash your hands ! 0
i still hear those words

of instruction

with a slight tinge of demand

coming from Paulim 6 s mout h.
Mom

Apron tied around her waist
hair all over her face

as we took our place

at the table

Cranberry Sauce
that was what i wanted

As time went on

and we grew up

to go our separate ways

the same scene played again
every year

only these times

theroles were reversed

we now were the parents

telling and yelling

AWash You Handso

We so loved the preparation
from the shopping for the fare
to the when we prepared

for this glorious day

Turkey,
Stuffing,
Greens,
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Corn Pudding,
Macaroni and Cheese,
Corn Bread & Rolls
Sweet Potatoes

and let us not forget
Cranberry Sauce

Yes, those were the times

So, now here i sit
in the quiet
reflecting

on those times

Mom has since crossed over

as did Virisa,

the Mother of my 8 Children

and they now have their ovagendas

My oldest 3 daughters

are now playing the roles them selves
for their Mother Janice

lives in a different State

and she gets to play Grandmom

you know,

an advisory role, Director

of the script

there is no one around,

but i am thankful for my Ster Cindy

for she included me this day

in her play

and brought me over a wonderful plate
filled with wonder

and good food
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but she forgot the Cranberry Sauce
but that is OK

6cause | have a half
of a Sweet Potato Pie
she baked

and i am going to sit down
andpretend to be a Turkey
and stuff my self

yes,

i am remembering Thanksgiving
and those moments

i will not let go

the quiet takes a bit to get used to
even after all these years

but as i said

i remember thanksgiving

and i am thankful to have had . . .
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| give thanks

i carefully laid my burlap sack
upon the earthen floor
of our home
preparing my self
for escape

our bellies though not full
did not complain
for the gruel abated
our misery

i humbled my spirit
of the day
into the realm of resrence
and i gave thanks
for again
i have made it through

my parents could not afford
a padded mat
for sleep
for us children
and i at times
cursed our circumstance
wrongly
for they still slept
upon Mot herds nakedness

soon the new day will be calling
andwe knew what that held for us

we have learned to smile
in the face of the day
and we embrace the sunshine
with joy
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and we smile
for God is speaking to us too

we have come to trust in our destiny
and we held to our hope
that some day . . .
we would have anattress
with a pillow
and blankets
to stave off the coolness of night
and perhaps we will go
to the respite of the night
with full stomachs

but in the mean time
i am grateful
for what little we do have
and i am open to receive
what may come
for anythingthat does come about

represents increase
and an opportunity
to give more thanks.

i give thanks
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Thankfulness in the fields of the Lorde

God has stayed my hand

when i could not

helped me to remember the blessings
i forgot

slowed my pace

when iwas ready to trot

to a quasi wizened man

from that innocent tot

i was hungry

and i was fed

i was lost

and i was led

a spirit of loneliness
to spirit wed

with a certain peace
i lie upon this bed

thereds a beauty contained
in each moment of each day

throudh my despair

He makes a way

i am Blessed and Blessing

is what i say

the life i choose

idm a child pl ay

in the fields of the Lorde
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Kay Petersd poems have been
Worksheets, Philadelphia Poets, Mad Poets Review,
Philadelphia Siries, Schuylkill Valley Journal and the
online journal Word Gathering. She is a recipient of the
Petracca Family Award presented by Philadelphia Poets.

Kay is a registered nurse, a former Oncology Clinical
Nurse Specialist who now practices as a parisise in her
church. Kay is a wannabe gardener who spends more time
pulling weeds than growing the flowers and herbs that she
loves.
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RESURRECTION

After Prison Uprising at Qala | Jangi, Afganistan by Alex
Perry and Dodge Billingsly

They seem to take for granted their spring miracle,
journalists report an uprising of Taliban prisoners,
those turtles on the log warming the sculpted stone of their
shells
an airstrike screams & misses its target

| wantto take for grante the sun after winter,
gunfire and explosions fill the night,
instead | wonder when it is time for theéendescend into
darkness,
in morning bodies I|litter th

as they breathe a sigh of bubbles that rise like pearls to the
surface,

rocketpropelled grenades fired into the prison
are they aware that their night is not forever?

oil is poured in and set on fire,

What knowledge can they have that they will freen

their cold beds?
theprisoni s f |l ooded with ice wat
surrender

They do not know about the death
AYou candt just pgpweulhava but t
to look the men in the eye that you are going to
kill o,

the stone rolled batk hé grave empty.
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OUR TOWN'S MEMORIA-

A blackened girder
twisted like ribbon
stands at the center.

Touch it.

Does it shudder

with the impact?

Can you feel the heat
of jet fueled flames?

Move closer.

Can you hear

screams and prayers
as the steel skeleton
falls to its knees

in a claud of toxic dust?
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MISINFORMATION

They said after
blackwinged words
fledged from the mouths
of the powerful.

We scarcely noticed

when shadows

fell across our tables

and power lines sagged
beneath the weight of deceit.

Then we hearche harsh
caw-caw and felt

cold wind stirred

by frenzied wings,

And when we looked
mourners were gathering
like dark clouds

on the horizon.
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My name is Alfreda Ghemto | 6 m a
many and most of all a mother of 2 amazing sons. | run my
own home daycare in hopes to providing a safe place for
kids of all ages. I live life to the fullest and appreciate all
things life has to offer. | seek to provide a positive light in
my life and my family and friends lives. Living life is to
give love to all things, beings and creatures God have
created and will create. To know life is to appreciate living
and to have Lived, life is to Love what you know and what
you are willing to learn andhange in your life first and in
others lives in a positive direction..
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Kisses

Your last kiss

Was like your first kiss

It lingered in mind

Sent time sprawling into a whirl wind

Into deep space

As my thoughts raced in hast

Touder st and the demands of emot

Your last kiss

Was like your first kiss

On my collar bone

It sent shivers down my spine

Time went rewind and came and came to a stand still
As my mind flooded with visions of impurities

My senses were heighten

Andf u | | of I1ifeé.

Your first kiss

Was like your last kiss

The earth stopped spinning

All existence was no more

The heavens opened

And the angels song a song of glorious expectations
As my mind was frozen in time

|l coul dndot verbalize
The tidal wave of emoti@over riding

My insides,

My soul

My entire being
Leaving me stunned

From the realization that time has become undone
Al |l because of your first kiss
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Fear

His soul aches for its missing link

It hears no sound

Exceptthe beating of its own thoughts
It sees only his breath in the air

As if it was a cold winters night..

Life seems to slow down
The earth doesnot move under h

It pains himé.. Because

The chirping isndét heard from
Laught er i stimechildrematplayd f r om

And the good things didnoét | as

All the while death, darkness and rust

Has corroded his surroundings

Trying to drain his life force

Torn between two halves of right and wrong

Hi s soul has sl umpt and turned

Fighting to retun to an existence

Of being whole

Not sure of the path he has chosen

Shaking in fear

With tears streaming down his face

Because he knows an intervention of his relapse
Is needed..

To open his heart to the light he imagines is in the distance

Not able to duch nor feel its warmth

His soul has gone cold

Waiting for him to reach out and claim the truth

That the darkness only came

When he set his soul on the back of the shelf

To search for a missing |ink h
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Secrets

My tear stained pillow is heavy
It tries to disguise my thoughts
It holds the secrets of my dreams
Filled with disdain and shame..

My emotional mattress
Is over loaded with disgust and miss guided trust

That 6s fl ustered and stained

From being used and abused..

The comfort of my covers

Donét engulf my securities
It houses my insecurities

The unrest and unjust

They are left within the sheets

Where my secret identity is held for keeps

As it seeps through and question my judgment

To my surprise the walls keeps it al

While the fan blows it all
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Born in Italy some decades ago, Gabriella Garofalo fell in

love with the English language at six, started writing poems

(in ltalian) at sk and i s the author of
Orfeoo; ALOG6iIinverno di vetroo;

brancheso.
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Blue

A blue

We are crossingafeet i ng

Ukyyoe walking in a haze,

border wher e

Out of the blue and you judder, so lost in your thoughts

On the latest fad, guys giving shape to steel, words, clay,
tever, they call 6em artist
Now listen to this, and no, | kid you not,
Assoonasth®@jb6s done they jump the
In a trail of blaze
Maybe fire, though life sticks to her blue and says no

Wh a

Those

dreamy Ha landers!

What? Love, mercy, compassion?
afraid you candédt grasp s
If a necropolis of Etruscan smiles, yaoul,

Is waiting for the sentence

No,

Yes
St a

, tonight and
rs can help, t

Where they give out light for free

But

heéds standing

To let his love glide over thigloon -
Go, | shout him, go, you jerk,
For the light of regret lurks white in the corners,

Don

6t | et her 1ig

Whatever left behind goes pouf and you, winter,
You rotten season stop with your deaf twilights,

N o

sign | angtuakg e

dondt you d
heyoére idli
stil |, He s
ht up your
her e, I can

Get rid of them, quick, chatting with Hesperus and the

Moon
Got

my goat, and

For fresh words, dancing gabs,

And

| 6 m -ma&er, yoa know?

|l 6m dyi ng,
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Oh, and those bells chiming at mitbrning or eventide,

How do | feel fo the Angels moaning

When those meddling sounds

Make their chords a cheap medley no one listens to,

Why dondét they stop it? That,
Banking over the sky like an obsessive father

But no they say, no, and the Moon too says no

To the evaing star-

Of course, if she isndét alread
To some secret lover for a bit of whoopee.
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Afternoon Madness

| know, they call for a price

Your breath the very sec you wake up,

Every dawn a bloody toddler screaming

For Mummy to give him food

The day the vet had killed a feral cat

The doctor told me to avoid stress, bright lights,

Even life if | could, O6cept |
To stop me from walking on,

The cars from speeding up,

The sparks from kindling minds

0T wa #&datwnedon me

How wicked is an afternoond6s m
But short on words to nice up dreams,

On fearful ravens to warm to my days,

| flung my soul to the sky like a falcon

Spurting fear over windswept hills,

Blind to the moon who looked

As a fivesomethingchild had doodled #

Shame she was so helpless

Against the dark nicking death from sneers and maids

Wait, no death of course, as my soul told me once back,

Only a frosty ground where life kept growing

And didnot | | i ke the earth
With her golden heagnd fruits aplenty?

Man was | feeling dizzy from anger and noise,

Yet | made 1 t, I got it but |
It simply grows, innocence, a sorry lack of wit, darkness?

Oh | almost forgot, you ever noticed

Young couples in love always sport

A maudin smile when snapped together?

What do you think? Bit of a dr
But of course | might be wrong.
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Spring

What can spring do,

But scolding butterflies when they act funny

High on wind or flowers?

Maybe, or so | heard

Some fretful gody goodys whisper

While | was waiting for the manager

To ask who gave me that bloodiest gift,

Birth:

Was it a scam or a sudden whim

To get rid of damaged goods, my soul?

And dondt get me started on th
Words, words, the chief mourners igiam look,

61 6d Ii ke to help, but am bit
6Sorry | candt I|l-end you bit o
Smiling waves and muah muah over

Off to delis or a fashion boutiques,

Dinners and parties the very soul of life,

Donét you know? No, you donodt
O swee inconsistency, my precious charade,

Donét ask why pewter skies wor
| 6ve al ways | ived winters as f
In charge of storms, dark and frost,

Or conjurers dying to blast us

With gleeful sunny spells

But | dondt do trdfamme busi ness,
So | collect green bits of hope,

Green hankies and scraps of paper,

Only they hold a grudge against God,

His fields, his dandelions,

An icy stare the only help | get,

| feel lost, what else, and avert mine

And yes, thatodés where | I|ive,
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Where April winds slay windmills and kites

They tee him off while heds mo
At the TV screen;

And yes, thatodos where | I|ive,
Where August heat shuts up the music

Don6ét stars need silence to pr
And yes, thatodés where | I|ive,

Where October sun geers a bevy of pundits

Who tell us how and what to think,

See their groupies stumbling over the stilettos

After boozing it up?

Time to listen now, you, first lovers,

You, spooky jeanslad bimbos,

You, witches incognito or vixens in disguise:

All rookies, OK, but saving the tree of life?

Sure, i1todos old, eternal, at ri
But, really, newbies meddling in such dicey jobs?

Why the heck you got muddled in that screp?

Adam, Eve, look at your kids,

Madness and poetry hassling a plump lady

Waiting for rer coffee-

Oh, ités me among season fruit
Before the fall, a ruthless cobalt blue,

The wrath of wandering lights,

Maybe the look of drifting

6Today the I ight is dancing ar
Goes all chirps a socialite wannabe writer

Sary? Beloved, if | get it fine,

The light whenever the hand

Strikes dead the soul.

132



Rosemary
Cappello



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

134



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

RosemaryCappello is a writer/poeRosemary Cappello
lives in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

Rosenary is a Poet, Writer, Watercolorist, and the Editor of
"Philadelphia Poets".

She attended &Videner Universityand is a graduate of the
Class of 1983 where she studiedglish/CGeative Writing
and Anthropology. Rosemary alsaote film reviewsand
interviews for "The Dome" irChester, Pennsylvania

13t



The Year of the IRoetNoember 2017

ODE TO A DEAD WISTERIA

Your trunk so mighty remains

like a human torso withered with age. This spring,
your trunk has not grown the arms

of floral branches, no fingers

of vivid, splendid aromatic blooms.

Just a twisted trunk with thick thighs that

curve down to crawling legs whé&revho knows?

a nanogram of life could be contained,

could burst forth again.

Till then, there you are,

0 once glorious wisteria,

like a Greek god ecapitated and deflowered,
and yet, still glorious.
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The Nurturer

| often wonder how he grew to be so nurturing, the way
he took all people into hisomfortablearms,
cooked Russian peasant mealsffrends and family

He 6 d r eaactendemesd from his mother,
referred to her as a fAneurotioc
another world. As for his father, he was

a rough and brutal man, starting from the early morning
hour

when he shouted his children awake, sending them to work
in the fanily business before school started.

My friend was different from his parents. Never got angry.
Never judged others. iHodGE g ay
be

pitied than censuredl

That seems like a lyric from af@entury song,
humoroussoundingo our later times,
but he said it from deep thought,

applied it to his parents, understaaat forgavehem,
grew up to be a nurturer.
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FOR MY FRIEND, DYING

| think of how people who are still Cathol&csand even
some who are ndt

will send sacredlgjects to someone who is ill. Not having
them on hand

| would search the world for them for ydu

a splinter of the true
St. Ritads oil, Lourde
objects

meant to heal the dicBut | can just hear you dismissing
this idea.

| wonder about those who discarded their crutches at
Lourde®

did they walk, run, jump, hop for the rest of their lives after
being crippled,

or was it just that one moment of ecstasy, lifting them
abovetheir mortal state,

making them feel whole: that shout of joy, that feeling of
wellbeing lasting

but a moment. Were they photographed in that one brief
second and the

word spread that they were cured, or were they really
healed for all time?

When notfeeling well, | sleep with my rosary beads, the
ones

my sister Jo made for me, with a special crucifix and
Blessed Mother medal

she chose specifically for me. Pink beads. They console
me, and | remember

when my sister Jo couhdnot
tracing words in the air.
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My son Joe gave her paper and
you so much. o

In her last moments, she spoke not of pain, nor the vast
incredulity of death,

but of love. That memory is better than a thousand prayers,

the depth oher love.

And I imagine in those images our friends bestow, there is
a certain love;

something so intense that they offer it to bring back health
and extend life:

see, hereds a splinter of the
Monica. Well,

a sliver tke size of a dot anyway. And a drop of oil to be
rubbed on the diseased part,

a drop of water. Believe, not in the cross, the bone, the oil,
the water, the bead.

Believe in our friendship, our kinship. Hold my hand, the
sacred relics

at the center of oyoined hands. Live.
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We are so excited to announce the New and

upcoming books of some of ouPoetry
Possauthors

On the following pagew/e present to you...

Jackie Davis Allen
Gail Weston Shazor
hilyage | ma z
Nizar Saau
Faleeha Hassan
Albert Carrasco
Caroline 0Cer i
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Now Available at
www.innerchildpress.com
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Nizar Sartawi

Now Available at
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Inner Child Press Anthologies

Now Available

www.innerchildpress.com/jangtcaldwell.php
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Inner Child Press Anthologies

World Healing | World Healing
World Peace | World Pe

ace

&

APoetry Anthology 2011 ¥
Volume 1 ) /' APoetry Anthology 2014

Valume 2

World Healing World Healing
World Peace

—

A POETRY ANTHOLDGY
A POETRY ANTHI][I]E! A POETRY }._‘I_“JJAJ,;
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Voices from Iraq

2 e "bhe C ()nb( 1()u~,f utt:ls
['he Poets of Iraq
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Mandela A GATHERING OF WORDS

s . @ The Man
His Life
[ts Meaning

Our Words

POETRY S COMMENTARY

TRAYVON MARTIN

Imam Jamil Abdullah Al-Amin
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Pogtically
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a collection of the Voices of Many inspired by ..

g Monte Smith
i S

2
want my & want my

PoE¢!

LI |
fany inspired by

L './i'//;'/f/(" U.wi/ﬁ volume II

o, W

@et"z (9 lines. . .)
) v Jor those who are challenged
tO * s e Volume 3 an anthology of Poetry inspired by

a collection of the Voices of Many inspired by . . . //DO&: 11'07_ @M et

Mente Suith

15¢



Neetn Wali

Shareef Abdur-Rasheed
imberly Burnham
m S. Peters, Sr.

Inner Child Press Anthologies

- of the Poet

ary 2014

The Poelry Posse

Jamie Bond
. Gail Weston Shazor
& Albert ‘Infinite’ Carrasco
Siddartha Beth Pierce
Janet P. Caldwell
June “Bugg’ Barefield
Debbie M, Allen
Tony Henninger
Joe DaVerbal Minddancer
Robert Gibbons
Neetu Wali
Shareef Abdur-Rasheed
William S, Peters, Sr.

ri L. Johnson

the Year of the Poet

February 2014

The Poetry Posse
Jamie Bond
Gail Weston Shazor
Albert ‘Infinite’ Carras,

Tt
Dun Februsry Featines
Teresa E. Gallion & Robert Gibson

the Year of the Poet

April 2014

The Poetry Posse
damle Bend
Gell Westens Shazor
lbert oM’ Corraseo
Siddsrthe Beth Plarce
Jemet P, Coldiwell
June Pugs

Willlem 5, Peters, Sr.

Owr April Featuned Pocts
Fahredin Shehu
Martina Reisz Newberry
Justin Blackburn
Monte Smith

celebrating, internstionsl poetry month
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