

    
        
          Poetry For Pioneers

        

        
        
          The Pain To Peace Poetry Collection, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW

        

        
          Published by Leigh K. Ware, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      POETRY FOR PIONEERS

    

    
      First edition. November 27, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386967750

    

    
    
      Written by Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW

	    

      
	    
          
	      Exceptional Faith and Leadership Series - Book 2

          
        
          
	          Joy Code: Discovering the Lead Happy Secret in a Daily Step

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Pain To Peace Poetry Collection

          
        
          
	          Poetry For Pioneers

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW

Dedication

Fresh Air

Mold Breakers

School

The Surgical Season

To the Minstrel

When

Key

The Invisibles

Up

They Are Arising

The Ordinaries

Break What Came to Break You

Liquid Gold

Pioneers with Pens

Reset My Church

Solution Carriers

He Has the Pen

Hybrids Arise

This Pen Has Ears

You Need To Give Up Your Crutches and Your Exit Doors

Custom Made Crown

Surrendered Soil

Misused

Stretch

Leadership Progression

Keep Focus

Sign up for Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW's Mailing List

Also By Leigh K. Ware, D.Min, MSW

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To the builder, whose work is soaked by tears in the contradictions of the journey; May peace be yours as you build.
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Fresh Air
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I FEEL FRESH WIND BLOWING. 

Fresh anointing. Fresh breath

Not old not stale. Not stagnant not stuck

Not in a rut. Like a bottle closed and corked that you must pry open because 

it's been closed too long. Not from dark places of conformity

Places where there is longevity and history, with layers and layers of man’s rules.

Prayers, foundations, and Old landmarks

Honor for those Seasoned in ministry and in life, yes. But is there any fresh breath?

Are you alive?  What have you become? Monuments and buildings of steel? 

Or a tabernacle of Gods glory constructed from the worship and the praise 

Of your voices and hands, you have raised

A people with one heart and many tones of skin, languages, and kin

Like Josephs coat of many colors knit together, lively stones

We are the Ekklesia, the called the chosen the sent ones.

Is there judgment from how I look what I wear? What do you see when you look at me? Do you expect me to fit into your established expectations? Rituals and ceremonial actions? But we've each stepped into the water to be cleansed? 

No more dead places, dead houses, systems of men. God is here for a resurrection.

His presence is here like a tornado of his wind. He is here to rearrange and turn over tables of normalcy and "this is how we do things" religious expression.

I'm sorry to upset you with my dress, and how I look. Sorry to frustrate you with my loud praise and my words. But do you know the savior and what he has done?

Only He could remove me surgically from the concrete and death trap attachments, while erasing the failures of passed on generations. You must know I'm out the box now. Not just out, but my box has been ripped and burned to ash.

God recycles things. I don't mind dirty, stinky places it's worth it where there is a purpose. I am a box breaker, deputized. Box collectors flatten and take out the trash. There is a new breed rising, a new generation. Mold breakers who have chosen God over man. I am in the noisy club, praisers and worshippers in spirit and in truth. 

I can't live without Him. I can't breathe.

I smell Pharisees. My nose is trained.

I see walking dead. The sniffer doesn't miss the aroma of compromise. Settling for less than Gods best, which is His Presence.

People are Stuck in paper boxes like prisons.

Of flesh and old ideologies, old belief systems.

That as long as I come to church and give my tithe, I can just sit and look cute in my dress and my suit, there is no need for change no need to lift my hands. What about destiny, my reason for living? 

Hungry and choking, I need fresh air.

Freedom has a fragrance, no shackles, a clean heart, and clean hands. 

Come a little closer, take a few more steps. Don't be satisfied with just the outer court of thanksgiving, but press into the inner court of praise, let go of your restraints. Go behind the veil with your worship in spirit and in truth.

I have a right to go there, and so do you. 

I have been released. Escaped from Alcatraz.

A Fresh anointing replaced my frozen. God exchanged freedom for my fainting.

When I came a little closer, the box was opened. 

It is my choice.

It is my right. Access to come closer into the secret place where there is light.

And breathe fresh air. 
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Mold Breakers
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IT'S TIME FOR THE MOLD-breakers to rise up. The uncommon ones. It's not that we are unbreakable, but we are the flexible. We have survived what was sent to kill us. What has constrained and squeezed our parents and their parents and their parents we have been broken from its reach. 

For the marrieds who have pushed through the things that came to divorce you, and the young who made the decision to live when they had no father and no mother. For the incarcerated who exchanged cells for classrooms and the elders who defy age limits and mount stages with models and instructions for generations.

You are weaponlike examples.

Why are you still in the shadows?  Why are you silent? Don't you realize you have broken barriers? You have mounted up on wings like eagles. 

Uncommon. You are light in dark places, and we need your stories. Lift up your sound on pages and in ears. No more lost time, God is redeeming the years for you. Catapulting you as a message that He breaks molds and brings solutions to problems for the masses.  Steady yourself. Ready yourself. It's time to jump with pens and microphones for hearts that have been uncovered, and life stories made transparent. 

You cannot say I'm afraid. You cannot say I am ashamed. You cannot say I am not, and I am not worthy. Why? You are His son and beloved. You are His chosen. The survival of others depends on your willingness to walk open and uncovered. Walk out of the layers of limits and blankets and sheets and masks that have you hiding. Just be real. Just be your best and truthful self in simple conversations. Creation is groaning and waiting for your rising and coming manifestation.

I can't wait to see more molds broken. More cookie cutters melted. 

I love it when we find out we have inheritance and walk into it.

You are carrying treasures and gifts and answers.

You've already broken out into freedom and manifestation. 

Don't stay sitting.

When you rise up, you're also carrying with you your children and generations pioneering. 
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He sent his word, healed them
and reacued them from the

grave.

Psalm 107:20 NIV
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