
Poetry Treasures

A WordCrafter 

Poetry Anthology

Compiled and Edited by 

Kaye Lynne Booth 

and 

Roberta Eaton Cheadle

[image: image]

© This book is licensed for your personal use only. This book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. © No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted by any means without the written permission of the authors and WordCrafter Press. The individual authors herein maintain the Copyright © to their respective poems. This anthology collection book is Copyright ©2020 WordCrafter Press. All rights reserved.

This anthology may contain previously or simultaneously published materials.

––––––––

Introduction by Kaye Lynne Booth

––––––––

Compiled and edited by Kaye Lynne Booth and Roberta Eaton Cheadle.

––––––––

Cover design by Teagan R. Genevieve

––––––––

Notice: This anthology contains both American and British spellings, dependant upon the country of origin of the poet.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Contents

Sue Vincent

Geoff Le Pard

Frank Prem

Victoria (Tori) Zigler

Colleen M. Chesebro

K. Morris

Annette Rochelle Aben

Jude Kirya Itakali

Roberta Eaton Cheadle

About the Publisher

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Contents

[image: ]


Tribute to Sue Vincent

Introduction by Kaye Lynne Booth

Sue Vincent

About Sue Vincent

Poetic Vision

Snowdrops

Aflame

Beyond the Night

Whispers

Geoff Le Pard

About Geoff Le Pard

Art Appreciation

Ben Nevis

The Coffee Machine

Frank Prem

About Frank Prem

Clues

Reading modern poets

Joe Pretty-Words

And waits (the day; the night)

The slow world (of the juggler)

Victoria (Tori) Zigler

About Victoria Zigler

The Robin in My Garden

Hello Insomnia, My Old Friend

A Grain of Sand

Colleen M. Chesebro

About Colleen M. Chesebro

The Weather Witch

The Connection

The Sun, Moon & Stars

K. Morris

About K. Morris

Whilst Drunk on Very Strong Beer

Miss Shakespeare

Whilst visiting the Great Count Dracula

I Hear the Rain

Lonely Train

Annette Rochelle Aben

About Annette Rochelle Aben

Room to Grow

Thank YOU

Yes

Jude Kirya Itakali

About Jude Kirya Itakali

Darkness and Light

Self-Love

Soulmate

Roberta Eaton Cheadle

About Roberta Eaton Cheadle

What is happiness?

How I see

Tears

The I

There was a young woman

In Memory of Sue Vincent

Sue Vincent was a talented poet, writer, and blogger who inspired others with her lovely images and captivating words. Her stories and poems about her four-legged friend, Ani, midnight haikus, historical and spiritual posts, and courage and determination in the face of great adversity will not be forgotten by the blogging community who loved her. Rest in peace, Sue.

Introduction

By Kaye Lynne Booth

I have always felt that poetry is very personal, more so than in other forms of writing. Poets spend endless hours placing just the right words in just the right order to say just the thing that they intend to say. Be that as it may, we still can find meaning in the poetry of others  , although it may not be the same meaning the poet intended. When a poem reaches out to you, touching on experiences in your own life, that is what truly matters. That is the poet’s true intent, to touch someone else with their words. It doesn’t matter that it means something different to the reader than it does to the poet. What is important is that it means something, that a connection has been made.

Although not a practicing poet, I have dabbled in the art form and even have had a few published. Now days, I write mostly fiction, but poetry has always drawn me in and there has been that connection. I’ve offered a monthly poetry series for a couple of years now on my blog, Writing to be Read. The poems you find in this anthology were written by the talented poets who were guests on Robbie Cheadle’s monthly blog series, “Treasuring Poetry”, in 2020, and I am pleased to present them to you in this very special poetry collection.
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About Sue Vincent

Sue Vincent is a Yorkshire born writer currently living in the south of England, largely due to an unfortunate incident with a map, a pin, and a blindfold. Raised in a spiritually eclectic family she has always had an unorthodox view on life, particularly the inner life, which is often reflected in her writing, poetry, and paintings.
She maintains a popular blog, Sue Vincent’s Daily Echo at https://scvincent.com  and is currently owned by Ani, the inimitable Small Dog, who also writes.
Sue lived in France for several years, sharing a Bohemian lifestyle and writing songs before returning to England where the youngest of her two sons was born. She began writing and teaching online several years ago and was invited to collaborate with Dr G. Michael Vasey on their book, "The Mystical Hexagram: The Seven Inner Stars of Power".
Since then she has published a number of books, beginning with Swords of Destiny, a magical tale set in the ancient landscape of Yorkshire. Her retelling of the Egyptian myths, "The Osiriad", came shortly afterwards along with her collaboration with Stuart France. Together they have written the Triad of Albion, the Doomsday trilogy and the first books in the Lands of Exiles series.
These books tell a true adventure in a fictional manner. They are at once a journey into the ancient and sacred landscape of Albion and the story of a growing and rather oddball friendship.
The Triad of Albion was followed by the Doomsday trilogy and the three books in the Lands of Exile series, where the adventures of Don and Wen stray down the paths of fiction.
They have also published a number of graphic works together exploring folklore and legend, as well as writing independently. You can read more on their blog here: https://franceandvincent.com/
Sue, along with Steve Tanham and Stuart France, is a Director of the Silent Eye School of Consciousness, an international modern Mystery School that seeks to allow its students to find the inherent magic in living and being. Learn more about Silent Eye School of Consciousness on their blog here: https://thesilenteye.co.uk/



Poetic vision

The poet sees the world through other eyes,

His vision fixed beyond horizon’s span,

He walks imagination in disguise

And sees behind the humble mask of man.

Where artists fix a vision in a frame

To hold a mirror for the world to gaze,

The storyteller weaves of words a game

That leave a trail to lead them through the maze.

The poet’s vision knows no earthly bound;

From high to low, wherever thought may lead,

He writes a garden where his truth is found

And from its flowers sows for us a seed.

Such bounty may be gathered from his story

To strew a path of petals home to glory.



Snowdrops

Pure

Children

Born anew

Of driven snow

Unblemished beauty

Encapsulating spring

A promise of renewal

Modest messengers of the gods

Offer hope and illumination

Shining in shadows with an inner light



Aflame

There is a hidden flame

I call it life, for want of wordless words

To compass mystery.

Burning every breath

From spark to ember days,

From ash to dust.

And whether I rise phoenix-like

Or must expire,

I choose a life aflame

Embracing fire.



Beyond the Night

Night falls;

Tenebrous swirls of amorphous shadow

Dance in the dark.

Cerements of midnight

flow and ebb

From void to oblivion

Across an empty sky.

Eyes that are raised see nothing;

Save an empty canvas... painted black;

Desire finds no shining star...

A moonless waste unbroken

By a pristine point.

Illusion reigns;

Blinding the heart,

To true perception,

Veiling with fear the inner eye

That sees beyond sight

With perfect clarity

That even in the darkest night

Beyond the horizon

The light remains.



Whispers

Stone

Silent

Unmoving

Visitors stare

Passing unaware

Of the long, slow heartbeat

The ghost of time remembers

Crystalline veins communicate

The coruscation of inner earth

The flickering flames of celebration

Honouring the origins of the stars

Reflecting ordered constellations

The ordering of the seasons

Past, present and future meld

In a time beyond time

Within hearts of stone

Wordless voices

World watchers

Whisper

Joy
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About Geoff Le Pard

Geoff Le Pard (not Geoffrey, except to his mother) was born in 1956 and is a lawyer who saw the light. He started writing (creatively) in 2006 following a summer school course. Being a course junkie, he had spells at Birkbeck College, twice at Arvon and most recently at Sheffield Hallam where he achieved an MA in Creative Writing. And what did he learn? That they are great fun, you meet wonderful people, but the best lessons come from the unexpected places. He has a line of books some published and some still waiting. Details of his work can be found on his blog, TanGental at https://geofflepard.com/ where he writes about anything and everything. His aim is for each novel to be in a different style and genre. Most people have been nice about his writing (though when his brother's dog peed on the manuscript he was editing, he did wonder) but he knows the skill is in seeking and accepting criticism. His career in the law helped prepare him. His first book of poetry, The Sincerest Form Of Poetry was published last year.



Art Appreciation

I want to like Art collections.

I mean I love the Dutch,

Breugal and Bosch – neat little people

Intriguing encyclopaedias of paint.

And Vermeer’s curious scenes,

Telling us a little, leaving us to guess.

Or Holbein’s or Rembrandt’s faces,

Creased, clever, detail-real people.

I can leave Reubens, frankly

With most of the Renaissance,

For a rainy day. I mean,

He’s good –no doubt he can hold a brush.

And big – he really fills a canvas.

Gives good paint as they might have said.

But all those fat babies?

Today, people would wonder at his fixation.

It’s when I reach that room

Floor to ceiling canvases.

Lots of clouds

And some bearded old boy who doesn’t know

It’s rude to point.

It’s then I’m done.

My back sets like Rembrandt’s granny’s face.

My feet feel as if Holbein’s captured their reality

And my neck is twisted into a Breugal imagined spasm.

Somewhere, in each painting, there’s a little me

Suffering,

Being made an example of,

Being shown how reality really feels.

Some days I really really wish

I’d been painted by Reubens.

Ben Nevis

The summit sits alone, brooding.

It has to be aware we are coming and it can’t be pleased.

We sit and fiddle with our socks

Ironing seams with our fingers

Removing granite grit

And soothing away the terror and sweaty mist to come.

The incessant ring tone of midges pricks our ears

And disturbs our skin-deep musings.

We flap a little, alert to the next pass.

On goes a shoe; we tug at laces,

Tightening the knot in our stomachs.

Still not right.

Scotland’s Red Baron leads another wave,

Dive bombing our hairline,

Piercing soft exposed flesh, fracturing our temper and releasing a logarithm of pain.

We are distracted by corrugated socks, our defences are lowered

And the formation





























The Coffee Machine

(a homage to the office tea ladies)
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