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FOREWORD

As the Founder of the Global Writers Project, I have been working on a new endeavor: to compile all our anthology e-books into a single book titled POETRY MATTERS. This book will feature carefully selected poems from our previous publications as well as new submissions from poets worldwide. To give others the opportunity to be published, we invited everyone to submit their poems for consideration. The response was overwhelming, leading to the additional title of UNSPOKEN THOUGHTS: Selected Poems for Poetry Matters. I am pleased with the progress we made in creating a collection that showcases the diverse voices of poets from around the world.

POETRY MATTERS ANTHOLOGY is an esteemed compilation of poems that have been meticulously selected from our former publications. Poems from previous publications revolve around the profound theme of identity, exploring the intricate nuances of family bonds, the pursuit of freedom, and the quest for equality. In addition to these remarkable works, we are delighted to include new, thought-provoking submissions from talented poets hailing from various corners of the globe. This diverse collection showcases the immense talent and creativity that exists within the global poetry community.
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​CHAPTER 1: 
AM I WORTH IT?
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PENNIES FOR A HEART 

Rebecca Harry Darko

I lost a few Cedis today
And for hours I shrivelled into myself
My eyes blurred 
My throat held back whimpers
As I pondered on my bills, still unpaid, my worn-out shoes,
Fees to pay and books to buy
And of the hours I had worked to earn that money
I thought about the worth of my existence
The weight of disappointments
The thin line between pain and pleasure
Life and death
Who cares if I lost a few Cedis?
It’s only a few when you are worth more than that
And, when the world asks the only question it cares about
“How much are you worth?”
I’ll say, “I am all that I have.”
My good qualities won’t pay the bills.

AN ODE TO ME

Bettye Opoku

She was like a raging fireball in a dark abyss
In a vast emptiness of words and thoughts
Stuck in a dimension where reality and dreams collide
In the blurry haze of muddled memories. 
She was complete yet lacking
Stunning yet frightening 
Whole yet broken
The fragments of her being were like dandelions on a windy day
Soft and airy
And easily blown away
She was both time and space
An incomprehensible being
Both fascinating and fleeting
Stuck in the walls of time
Indescribable and fading
She was lacuna.
The void itself 
An epitome of emptiness
A small dot in my memory
An inexplicable word...
She was a word left unsaid
A sentence forgotten 
But most of all, she was me...

STREET CHILD

Koketso Eunice

I got no one by my side
I'm just leaning on the tree
Not on anyone's shoulder
When will this be surmounted?
I got no strength to fight
Nothing I do is ever right
I was shattered, I became a beggar
I was dying inside but a bit stalwart outside
I found myself just like that, with my body swaying
Roaming around the streets where only God knows
Like a headless chicken
Lost with no direction
Crying for help that no one came to offer
Helpless and powerless
With an empty stomach
People gazing at me, just watching
My frowny face, full of tears,
Which flow down my cheeks like rivers
In their eyes, they were only seeing a passerby
Who abandoned her own family seeking for their fortune material
Little did they assume
Not knowing accurate impaction of my laminations
That I even gave up kneeling and praying for change
I made peace with the fact that it's not worth fighting for
These sufferings are aimed for a worthwhile
Having the fighting spirit is purely futile

VEILED SANCTUM: ALLEGORY OF DECEIT

Erskine Dziwornu Nuku

Candles flicker, casting shadows on stone walls;
Echoes of prayers resound, harmonious and tall.
Domes reaching heavenward, an emblem of grace;
A refuge for souls seeking solace; a sacred space.
Litanies sung in unison, fostering the community's embrace,
Rays of hope streaming through stained glass, leaving no trace.
Alas, beneath the facade, a tempest of deceit lurks – 
Lurid secrets shrouded, veiled beneath ornate works.
A symphony of sacred chants mingles with whispered lies
Ensnaring innocence – masking truth – with pious guise.

i cannot understand

linda m. crate

you've never been good
at confronting others about
how they've made you feel,
and you wonder if it even matters;

maybe you should just let it go
like the leaves spinning in the october
sun of your favorite season: autumn.
there are children dying in a genocide
you feel powerless to stop,
and you want so desperately to do good
in this world and make it a better place
but you're not sure how to
make people value the lives of others.
in the end we're all stories—

but don't we all deserve to feel the sunshine
to warm our skin, to feel our first kiss
and know the bliss of a healthy romance,
to experience our dreams and make them 
come true?
i have never looked at a single person,
and decided they didn't deserve their life.
i cannot understand how anyone could.
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​CHAPTER 2: 
THE THINGS LEFT UNSAID
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My Heart Remains Broken

Ari Choh

If the job of the tape is to repair,
Tell me why I sit here and stare
At shattered glass all over the floor,
Leaving my feet bruised and sore?
“It’s okay;
I’ll go get the tape, I’ll fix it,
All in one day!
Won't take long, I’ll persevere ‘til every piece
Becomes one whole again...”
But the tape did not truly repair a thing..
I try to hold the taped-up pieces; yet still I get cut.
So tell me why you came into my life
Saying you wanted to heal and to help me
If all you could be
Was a small and flimsy
Piece of tape to me?

OVER A CERTAIN AGE

Unoma Ashibuogwu (Ms)

Society frowns upon those of certain age,

No-go areas deemed unfit for peers.

In matters of fashion, whispers arise,

"Do they not know they've reached a certain age?"

Dreams and aspirations, often held back,

Reserved for youth, the vigor that they lack.

But in truth, age is merely a stage,

No limit exists on life's expansive page.

For some, time's cruel hand cuts dreams short,

Never to reach that age of great import.

So when you encounter those who thrive,

Their best lives lived, their spirits alive,

Instead of disdain, let admiration arise,

For not all are blessed to see the sunrise,

To live and flourish with wisdom and grace,

Beyond that milestone, a certain age's embrace.

everyday feels the same

John Carpus

every day feels the same
you built castles with walls so high,
so high, you knew
i wouldn’t be able to reach over them
every day feels the same
i try, i try, i try
maybe i’m the problem, maybe i’m too delicate
maybe everything was a waste of time – 
the calls, the walks, the talks all day long, all night long –
i don’t feel the sun rise
but it sure hurts when it sets
time doesn’t tell you i’m right where you left me
everyday feels the same
i can’t live, i can’t exist, i just can’t
i try, i try, i try
everybody –  every one i pushed away – i’m sorry
i should’ve spent more time
now i look like the foolish one who can’t move on
they say boys can’t be soft, but i’m clay,
easy with the hands and delicate to the heart
i sit here feeling sorry for myself
every day feels the same
i don’t even try anymore
the war is not just mine, but i sure was the villain,
you were the warrior who defeated me in every battle,
banished me and cursed me with this pain
i hate you, i hate me and i hate all the pain i feel 
everyday feels the same
i can’t, i can’t, i can’t
i can’t take blame for your insecurities,
i can’t take blame for all the love you lost
i can’t do it anymore
its time i branched my leaves and spread my wings
i can’t wait to move, as far as the wind takes me,
to be at peace, to be wiser, to be free
for now, you and i are enemies
i don’t want to hide it
i hate you, i hate you, i hate you
but i won’t hate me
watch me soar, watch me build my castles with walls higher,
let me stand at the frontier and watch your castles crumble
that’s what happens when you build without a foundation,
forget the ones who will be thereas long as you breathe,
who stay until the paint fades and white walls turn brown,
those who will be there when the leaves are  no longer green,
when they bloom and when they fall,
the ones who will smile then cry with you,
the ones who mean forever and not the ones who are only for now 
can’t wait for the day when
every day won’t feel the same

AFRICAN MAN

Tata John Bambo

We are boys who became men.
When the sun rises up, this means war,
War within us that we can't win
But we keep,masking ourselves with this smile, telling each other
We are men, even when we are not.
We rise up every day to expectations, assumptions, and demands
Yet, no one cares how we feel
We try convincing our minds we are 
In heaven but between us we are in hell.
We are abandoned, going through the abyss of
Life where good days cease rising. Every
Opportunity use to engrave us in sorrow,
Their sexual advances are real but we can't
Scream it loud because no one will believe.
We are abused emotionally and psychologically
Losing our confidence in countless number of
Time, demoralized by their actions, assassinated 
By their words yet it remains unspoken, unwritten
And unshared.
We are left battling and struggling with our
anxiety and depression in a room where crying
Is like being under the water, no one understands
The language of our tears.
Sometimes we look at the knife and find pleasure
In it don't ask me why. I have reached that rock bottom
Where my mind can't be my place for refuge.
My mother's womb is the only place where 
I can seek refuge, in a place where there is no reception or manipulations.
Believe me, if tears had footprints then l wouldn't be 
this handsome. Sometimes I want to scream it loud,
Sometimes I want to tell someone but my thoughts
of being a man haunt me down, I'm a man, I'm a man.
BLOODY TULIPS

Rebecca Harry Darko

he loved me black and blue
and when i looked at him with questioning eyes
he told me that is the color of love
i believed
and walked back into his arms

THIS ISN’T LOVE

Timi Adelegan

This love isn’t what it’s
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