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  Dedication from the Poet – I would like to use this page as a thank you to a very special person to me. The cover for this book was done by Aislinn White. The moment I saw her art, I knew that I just had to ask her if I could use her art for the cover of my planned second book. Much to my surprise, she agreed, which started conversations between us about exactly what I envisioned for the cover. The culmination of our creative partnership exceeded even my wildest expectations. The end result was a masterpiece, a work of art that breathed life into my book. I can never properly put into words just how much Aislinn inspires me. A lot of the poems in this book spawned either from conversations that she and I have had or just because whenever her name crosses my mind, a feeling of creativity washes over me, and I just have to write. She is one of the main reasons why I have regained confidence in my abilities as a poet, as whenever I finish a new work, I am excited to get her feedback and opinions on it. She would probably yell at me for being nice to her in this note, but I know that she too is reading this as well, so I will end it with this, Aislinn, I thank you for working with me and allowing me to use your art as my cover, something I will always
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  For my entire life, I have always liked the scent of a shoe store


  The combination of leather and rubber


  Is one most pleasant to me


  But for some reason, I’m ashamed of that


  Because who would like the scent mixture of rubber, leather, and plastic?


  I guess it's due to some of my earliest memories being in a shoe store


  Boring right?


  I can remember the excitement 


  Of getting shoes that light up


  Or the shoes with the wheels, that all the cool kids had


  And the hours I spent begging my parents for a pair


  Or the time I made a bold fashion choice
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  To tennis shoes for everything else


  My childhood shoe store had this dog


  An old golden retriever 


  It was so lazy and equally fluffy


  I remember running through the smell


  Of rubber, leather, and plastic


  To say hello to this dog


  Who probably didn’t even care that I was there


  And just wanted to sleep


  The building where this shoe store lived


  Is a pile of rubble now


  The owners of the store


  Old and retired


  But I have so many memories


  That flush over me when I enter a shoe store


  A smirk shows on my face


  As I get an old familiar scent


  One of leather, rubber, and plastic
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  They all say
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  We will change
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  To end the pain


  The worry of parents
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  In a world gone gray


  As I sit here and write this


  The words flowing onto the page


  The days, hours, minutes, seconds


  All pass by where people beg for change,


  Hope and pray for the legislators to wake up
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  All the tears shed
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  Over and over
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  NK Xero is a poet who has seen multiple phases of life. 


  They have learned that there is more to life than poetry, and decided that poetry suited them. 


  Currently, they are pursuing an English mastery in college with hopes of finding a career that fulfills them.
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   A relatively new Indie Publisher, Fae Corps is all about helping the Indie Author find the magic in their art. We are the authors and the small storytellers. We are all about helping the new and struggling authors to be seen. We are all about helping the indie author to find their voice. 
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