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I will always look at poetry with awe.

I remember when I was in the fourth grade, learning about Haiku. I didn’t understand the why of it, but I thought it was amazing that so few words could evoke such string emotions within me. I tried to write my own Haikus to fulfil the class assignments, and I remember becoming frustrated because it was hard to find just the right words to say what I wanted to say and still fit within the proper form. But even though I had a hard time writing it, I’ve always found it to be beautiful, and I read a touching poem, or listen to one being read aloud, and I’m still filled with amazement and wonder.

Poetry is an art. It’s a very personal form of writing, with the ability to evoke strong emotions more than any other writing form. I’ve dabbled in poetry. I’ve even had a few poems published. In fact, the very first sale I made writing was for a poem. But you won’t find my poetry here because my talents lean more toward fiction and because I’m not in the same league with the fine poets, whose works are included here.

In January of 2020, Robbie Cheadle introduced a new blog series on Writing to be Read called “Treasuring Poetry”, which quickly rose in popularity. Once a month, Robbie would feature one author/poet in a formatted Q&A and review their latest book on a blog platform where favorite poems could be shared and discussed. Robbie had some wonderful guests who are both talented poets and authors, and Robbie was attracting quite a bit of blog traffic.

By the end of 2020, we had a list of 12 talented poets who we felt were gems, so in 2021 we created a poetry anthology and invited Robbie’s “Treasuring Poetry” guests from the previous year to add their own contributions. The result was the first volume of Poetry Treasures, which was well received. 2021 had an equally talented line-up of guests, so we decided to do it again.

In Poetry Treasures 2: A Treasure Chest of Relationships, we’ve found some new gems. From the “Treasuring Poetry” guests of 2021, we have contributions from some very talented poets who are treasures in and of themselves: Arthur Rosch, Elizabeth Merry, D. Avery, Harmony Kent, Lauren Scott, JulesPaige, Leon Stevens, Miriam Hurdle, M.J. Mallon, Lynda McKinney Lambert, and of course, Robbie Cheadle. But unlike the pirates of olden days, we won’t bury our treasures. We want to share them with the world. I hope that you will enjoy reading these poems as much I’ve enjoyed helping to put them all together.
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Arthur Rosch is a mid-westerner, who became a Californian as a young man. A lover of jazz, poetry, painting and photography, and writing, as well as a passion for astronomy, photography, history, psychology and the weird puzzle of human experience. After receiving Playboy Magazine’s Best Short Story Award for a comic view of a planet where there are six genders, he was immersed in circles that could have taken him to the top, but it was short lived. Arthur found himself reeling, struggling with depression and addiction on the streets for almost a decade, and repairing and rediscovering himself was a defining event in his life, nurturing his literary soul. He is currently a certified Seniors Peer Counsellor in Sonoma County, California. Come visit his blogs and photo sites. www.artrosch.com and http://bit.ly/2uyxZbv.
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Am I ready to love?

––––––––
[image: image]


How much more of the perfume of my soul

must I exude, before she tastes its waft upon the air,

and is drawn to me?

How can I be patient,

when to feel the heat of her body

close to mine

is as miraculous as the sunrise?

When will I feel her hair in my hands?

When will I touch her cheek with my lips?

It is not the great rush of consummation

that calls me, but the simplest gestures.

I will smell her breath, and my blood will triumph.

I will brush her hair, and feel the softness of her life

in my hands.

I will know the curve of her throat,

the music of her voice.

Her hand will be a warm spring,

always rising from the depths,

heated by love.  

Her touch will put me on a silken throne.

I will awake each morning eagerly,

with the salt of her in my mouth.

My days will be a song of gratitude

that she has come,

my nights a roving through untold treasures.

Her love will restore to my lover's heart

the magic kingdom of childhood.

Weight

––––––––
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When I was a kid

I didn’t know the weight I would carry.

Everyone comes into this world with weight.

One thing, two things or ten things

Weight

To carry through life. 

I feel so lucky. My weight is light.

I carry a few tragedies

An addiction or three

A bit of mental anguish

Poverty

homelessness 

an oblivious nature

where love is concerned.

Ordinary weights, really.

Nothing to get upset about.

I’ve thrown off some of these things

gotten lighter and better

The scale measures the same

I can’t see the difference

As it is so infinitely graded 

In pounds, ounces, tetragrams and micrograms,

grief, joy

So many little tick marks on the scale

That runs near to a hundred years

And none of us knows

What will happen except that we die.

We know intimately

Our weight

Because it’s always with us.

Our weight

Keeps us honest.

72

Old

I am old.  

Why is that so good?

I have a lot of experience.  

That’s part of it. Experience

gives perspective. The mature mind

knows how swiftly things change,

how needless is the stress we impose

upon ourselves.

Old

means closer to death. Thoughts of death

sometimes visit. I have no problem with

death. Once, I would have raged at the prospect

of dying invisibly, and all my creations vanished. Never mind applause.

It would be embarrassing. 

The universe is vast and varied. My bit of it,

my earth landscape, has been just as varied and strange.

Every person is a universe; we live in a universe of universes 

that never end.

Old? If I could live another hundred years

I wouldn’t want to. These times are terrible. Humans

have multiplied without limit, till the earth groans.  

Why is it that only humans fuck up?

Whales don’t fuck up. Elephants don’t fuck up. They get into trouble

but they don’t fuck up.

It must have to do with free will. Nah! It’s just stupidity.

It takes a lot of work to be smart. And even more work to be wise.

To be smart and wise, it helps to be 

old. Whales and elephants: they’re old.  

They’re old enough

and smart enough 

to send their souls into the cosmos

before the world becomes so miserable

that it’s no longer a wise place to live.

Ordinary Consciousness

There is no ordinary consciousness.

There is something we do every day,

get in our cars, go to work,

get food, pay the credit cards,

raise our families.

Billions of people

do it, thinking it is ordinary.

That is consciousness,

and nothing about consciousness 

is ever ordinary.

Sometimes I long for visions

of sudden grace,

in the middle of the ordinary day,

oh how I wish I could be taken

to a visionary understanding, right now,

and know what is real, what it’s all about.

I should be careful what I wish for.

If I were to be taken to that magic land

I would also be held accountable

for my mistakes. Paradise 

has a price for admission.

Paradise is Truth; in Paradise

there is no lingering trail of lies and crimes.

In Paradise, all bills have been paid.

I am grateful for ordinary consciousness;

I’m still behind on some of my accounts, 

and consciousness knows what I owe, 

and to whom.

That is not so ordinary after all.
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Elizabeth Merry currently lives in Dublin where she raised her family and later worked for a correspondence college. She is now enjoying her retirement. For many years, Elizabeth wrote primarily for children, publishing along the way a novel and several short stories; a play for children was broadcast on RTE Radio.

During 2020 and 2021, Elizabeth became an Indie Author and published four books on Amazon, in paperback and on kindle.

WE ALL DIE IN THE END: A collection of interlinked stories, set in a small, coastal town, full of dark humour and eccentric characters.

MINUS ONE: A poetry collection, which observes the author’s life through childhood, parenthood, and into old age.

FELIX FINDS OUT: For children 8-11. Can Felix and his new friends find out what Hennessy is up to? Felix is quiet and shy, and Hennessy is huge and scary. Samantha has a plan, but Felix doesn’t really trust her.

GHOSTS IN TROUBLE, For children 8-11. Stealing the silver tea-set was all Cormac’s idea, and now the ghosts can’t get into heaven until it’s returned to Old Whelan. All seems lost until they meet Jamesy, an old ghost who suggests they ask the twins, Dora and David, for help. But will they listen?

The author can be contacted on: Elizabethmerry51@gmail.com

Twitter: https://twitter.com/ElizabethMerry1
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