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By Robbie Cheadle

When author and poet, Kaye Lynne Booth, told me she was publishing a book of poetry and asked me to write the foreword, I was honoured and delighted. 

I was introduced to Kaye Lynne’s work in 2019 when we both contributed stories to an anthology, Nightmareland, compiled and edited by USA Today bestselling author, Dan Alatorre. I very much enjoyed Kaye Lynne’s contribution to that anthology, a short story entitled ‘The Haunting of Carol’s Woods’.

A short while after our initial introduction, Kaye Lynne asked me if I would like to contribute a monthly article about writing for, and encouraging literacy among, children for her website and blog, ‘Writing to be Read’. I was pleased to do that as children’s literacy is a great passion of mine. 

The following year, Kaye Lynne and I started a monthly series published on Writing to be Read called Treasuring Poetry. The intention behind this series was to introduce readers and lovers of poetry to new poets in the poetry reading and writing community and share some of each poet’s work and a review of one of their books. This series is now in its fourth year and has been most successful; leading to the annual publication of a poetry anthology, compiled, and edited by Kaye Lynne and myself, including three to six poems written by each of the Treasuring Poetry contributors during the prior calendar year. To date there are three books in the Poetry Treasures series: Poetry Treasures, Poetry Treasures: Relationships, and Poetry Treasures: Passions.

Kaye Lynne writes powerful and thought-provoking short stories, and I thoroughly enjoyed the first book, Delilah, in her Women in the West Adventure Series. I expected that her poetry would be equally compelling, and I was not disappointed when I read her inaugural poetry collection, Small Wonders, Reflective Poems. 

The poems featured in this collection have been written over Kaye Lynne’s life and share a wide spectrum of memories, some full of fun, for example My ‘Vette, some are achingly beautiful, Sun and Shade immediately sprang to mind, and some, like A Single Heartbeat, are poignantly sad. All are worthwhile and inform the reader about the human condition whether delighting in nature, agonising over trauma and grief, or throwing care to the wind and “riding the wave of life”.

Kaye Lynne’s poetry style is straight forward and simple, my favourite type of poetry, and is very relatable to all of us who have walked life’s path, experiencing its ups and downs. A few of the poems are printed onto lovely background artworks which embellish their meaning and purpose. 

I wish Kaye Lynne great success with this wonderful collection which speaks straight to the heart.
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Fun with Poetry
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Two Little Faerie Princesses

Two little faerie princesses

Dancing in the night,

A flitting and a fluttering

Making the forest bright.

They illuminate the evergreens

As they dance from limb to limb.

Happy little faerie princesses,

Their auras never dim.

With them, the forest is never dreary

They dance and sing all night.

The forest creatures never have a fear

Because of faerie light.

When dawn arises in the east,

They rub their little faerie eyes

And one last flitting faerie dance they do

Before saying their goodbyes.

They flutter to their faerie beds

High in the trees and then,

After a day of restful slumber,

Two little faerie princesses dance again.

(Inspired by my two granddaughters, Sheryle and Patience when they were two dancing fairies.)

To Be a Cat
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To be a cat wouldn't be so bad                        

Lazing around all day in the sun

Sharpening my nails on the scratching post

Maybe teasing the dog just for fun

Of course, there's all that fur to clean

The hairballs must be horrendous

And eating mice doesn't sound so good

Trying to catch them would be stupendous

Then there's always the possibility

Of being chased by a dog

And you wouldn't be very fast, you see

Because you've lain around all day like a log
A Spotted Feather

I found a feather on the ground

Basically, it was brown,

Except for the spots of white.

Up each side it had white spots

Five up one side, six up the other.

I have never seen a spotted bird

So, I thought these spots to be absurd

What kind of bird has spots of white?

Not a chickadee, or a wren, or even a nuthatch

Can be found to be white spotted

Imagine! A bird that is polka-dotted!

(This is a  pattern poem. Do you see the patterns?)


Intimacy and the Harlequin Dance
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Painting: “Intimacy” by Mitch Barret

[image: Painting: "Intimacy", by Mitchel Barrett
A couple dancing nearly nude, discarding their Harlequin masks to the wind. Words of poetry in the background, an excerpt of "Intimacy and the Harliquin Dance".
"We dance through the masquerade of life
Disguised to fit the music of so many
Different melodies that at times,
We forget
Which tune holds
The heartstrings
Of who we 
Really are.
Then one day,
We find the perfect dance
Partner.
But to attain
The perfect rhythm
We must open
Ourselves up
And reveal our souls.

Intimacy requires 
That we relinquish
The Mask
To expose the genuine
Self that lies beneath.
]

We dance through the masquerade of life

Disguised to fit the music 

Of so many different melodies

That at times, we forget which tune

Holds the heartstrings of who we really are.

Then one day, we find the perfect dance partner,

But to attain the perfect rhythm

We must open ourselves up and reveal our souls.

Intimacy requires that we relinquish the mask

To expose the genuine self that lies beneath. 

After all the years of dancing to false tunes

Will we be able to keep time 

To the genuine dance and the original rhyme?

Or shall we don the mask once more and continue to

Keep time to the false melody of the Harlequin dance?


Pantoums

“The pantoum is a poem of any length, composed of four-line stanzas in which the second and fourth lines of each stanza serve as the first and third lines of the next stanza. The last line of a pantoum is often the same as the first.” (Poets.org – Glossary https://poets.org/glossary/pantoum)

Betty Lou’s Pantoum

Poor Betty Lou wasn’t lucky with men

She was always too stiff and uptight

Love slipped through her fingers time and again

It was something she just couldn’t fight

She was always too stiff and uptight

Even liquor couldn’t loosen her up

It was something she just couldn’t fight

Too unsure of herself to step up

Even liquor couldn’t loosen her up

Enough to dance with a good-looking man

Too unsure of herself to step up

She was not her own biggest fan

To dance with a good looking man

Too much of her true self would show

She was not her own biggest fan

Her friend Christa could be so bold

Too much of her true self would show

Love slipped through her fingers time and again

Her friend Christa could be so bold

But poor Betty Lou wasn’t lucky with men


The Cherry Tree

A poem about a tree written in the shape of a tree

A seed covered with rich, 

moist earth in a sunny clearing.

Two small, delicate leaves stretching toward the awakening sunlight.

Deathly appearance under winter's cold, white blanket.

Life resumes, growing taller with each new and glorious spring.

Small pinkish-white flowers spread their petals to give a fragrant 'hello'.

Plump red cherries appear from light, to bright, to dark

As they ripen, bursting with sweet juices within.

Strong, thick branches perched upon by countless birds,

Sampling the precious fruit and returning for more.

Children with red stained mouths

Consume your bounty and laze

In the shade of your branches

with sated bellies.

The air carries

Mouthwatering aroma

Of fresh baked pies,

Filled with your juicy treasure.

Generations pass, with new groups of young,

Each growing older, savoring the sweet cherries of your generous yield.


Luella's Fella
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There once was a girl named Luella

Who had her eye on a mighty nice fella

But her hygiene was bad

A single whiff made him sad,

He just could not stand her smella."

She was determined to win him over

So in the bath, she poured crimson and clover

Then she jumped in the tub

And with soap she did scrub

Thinking soon he would be her lover.

With shampoo she did take such great care

To wash out all the spiders from her hair

They had made a nest from her locks

And mice had eaten her frock

She had not a new one to spare.

She donned the best dress she could find

With her beau always in mind

Once she was clean

She did primp and preen

Even powdering up her behind.

But alas, he found another

Luella thought she'd surely smother

There were tears in her eyes 

As they said their good-byes

But she settled for his younger brother.

Bird Watching

Black masks on white faces of chickadees, tiny forest bandits.

Iridescent hummingbirds send sparkles of reds, greens and oranges, glimpsed as they zing past.

Red- breasted robins peck, peck, peck for an early morning feast of worms.

Devil-down-head, white and black nuthatches with upside-down acrobatics.

Woodpeckers tap-tap-tap out a good place for a new home.

Airborne flickers give short glimpses of soft, salmon-colored underwings.

Tanagers flash red, orange and yellow through the trees.

Caw! Caw! Caw! The midnight black crows look for conversation.

Happily gathered gaggle of rock doves hunt and peck in a brown speckled gray group.

Invading swallows of iridescent blue and green chase chickadees from the old, hollow tree.

Nesting in a nearby tree, orange and black grosbeaks raise their young.

Grays and blues of noisy scrub jays arrive and spread the news.


Shadorma 

A Shadorma is a six-line poem (sestet) with a 3-5-3-3-7-5 syllable count. ( Colleen M. Chesebro. WordCraft: Prose & Poetry. 2021. p. 219)

Winter Comes...
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]

grey skies loom

despair blankets me

longing for

memories

of long forgotten colors

joyous sounds unheard


Playing with mood and tone

Two poems on the same subject from very different viewpoints set very different moods and tones.

Prairie Dog






Prairie Dog, Prairie Dog

Rolling hills of prairie grass and sagebrush

Pocked with prairie dog mounds in the hush morning

Up pops one here, another there;

Chipmunk faces breathing in dewy air.






Checking to see if it’s safe before

Emerging from holes that are prairie dog doors.

Tunnels connect each hole underground.

There sure are a lot of prairie dogs around.






Their mounds speckle the landscape as far as I can see.

I wouldn’t want to count all of those mounds, not me.

Up on their hind legs, they look about 

To see if any other prairie dogs are out.


Prairie Dogs

As I gaze out over the crater pocked moonscape of the prairie,

Tiny volcanoes erupt with overgrown chipmunks at unsuspecting intervals,

Like targets in a shooting gallery;

Cute, cuddly deceptions of looming plague,

Spreading a potential for destruction

As certain as a flow of molten lava,

Through their maze of leg breaking burrows.


Tankas

Tankas are a form of syllabic poetry which is non-rhyming and traditionally contains thirty-one syllables in 5-7-5-7-7 form and are usually untitled.  Tankas
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A Mole in the Garden
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