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Introduction
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I remember the unit on Haiku in the fourth grade, where we not only read, but were also tasked with writing this beautiful form of poetry. As a young girl, I was in awe of such an expressive form of writing. You see, in order to express what you wanted to say in the correct number and placement of syllables, you had to make every word count, with this syllabic form of poetry. You had to be very particular in your word choices, using descriptive words which brought certain imagery to mind. And when you put each line together in the proper order, with the perfect words to convey your message, and it all comes together to create a vision in the reader’s mind, it was like magic; the kind of magic which allows one to see the world in a whole new way. During that nine-week unit on Haiku, my eyes were opened to a beauty I had never known before. And then, my class went on to study proper letter writing, because when I was a kid, there was no email and letter writing was still very much a thing to learn. And there were other assignments which left no time for practicing the writing of Haiku, and it wasn’t long until I didn’t think about it anymore. But I never forgot that beauty, or the feelings that it stirred in a nine-year-old girl.

And that’s why I was so pleased to host Robbie Cheadle’s “Treasuring Poetry” blog series on my blog site, Writing to be Read. Because poetry has had a special place in my heart ever since. And why WordCrafter Press publishes a Poetry Treasures anthology each year. It’s my way to pay tribute to all of the beautiful forms of poetry, and to the poets who craft them.

This year’s theme is Passions. Robbie chose it, but I thought it a fitting theme for such an emotional and expressive form of writing. Passions explode onto the page in vibrant colors, and soothe the soul in cool pastels. Sometimes they appear in earth tones, but never in boring old black and white, or monotone.

The poems contained within this volume speak to all that is passionate within us, the passions which drive us, and some of the many passions which drive us. The poetry and artworks within these pages are unique to their creators, and many of the passions they express, we can relate well to.

I hope you will join us now as we journey with thirteen individual poets, delving into their own passions and the passions of humanity.
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January guest - Robbie Cheadle
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My January poet was intended to be Walt Page. Walt was unable to participate as he was unwell at the time. Sadly, Walt passed a few months later. I miss his beautiful love poetry. 

About Robbie Cheadle

[image: Head Shot: Author & poet Robbie Cheadle]

Award-winning, bestselling author, Robbie Cheadle, has published thirteen children’s book and three poetry books. Her work has also appeared in poetry and short story anthologies.

Robbie also has two novels published under the name of Roberta Eaton Cheadle and has horror, paranormal, and fantasy short stories featured in several anthologies under this name.

The ten Sir Chocolate children’s picture books, co-authored by Robbie and Michael Cheadle, are written in sweet, short rhymes which are easy for young children to follow and are illustrated with pictures of delicious cakes and cake decorations. Each book also includes simple recipes or biscuit art directions which children can make under adult supervision.

Robbie’s blog includes recipes, fondant and cake artwork, poetry, and book reviews. https://robbiesinspiration.wordpress.com/ 



Words for my son

Words flow fluidly from my mind to pen, 

they come very easily to me

So why is it when I speak to you, 

I just cannot seem to make you see

That I love you, my most special boy, 

I am your number one fan

It is a joyous journey to watch you, 

becoming an extraordinary man.

You have an amazing mind, 

you’re like an adult when we engage

It makes it hard to understand the teenage angst 

that within you must rage,

You make us smile when you sit laughing 

at some amusing situation in a book

Although I can get really cross 

when you give me your uncooperative look.

My own teenage years a distant memory

but I do remember

The emotional highs and lows, 

like violent thunderstorms during December

An adventurous and exploratory time in your life, 

bursting with so much possibility

To take advantage, you need to control body and mind

and take responsibility

You are exceptionally empathetic and kind, 

you always give to others

I take delight when I see you treating everyone

as your sisters and brothers.

Words for my son is included in Open a new door, a collection of poems by Kim Blades and 

Robbie Cheadle.



No Tears, a Tanka poem

I never shed tears

When I learned of her passing

I didn’t understand

I’ve kept my unvented grief

Tightly wrapped up inside me

About No Tears

My Granny Joan died when I was 11 years old. I didn’t really understand death at that time, even though I had already read books like Salem’s Lot and The Stand, both by Stephen King. I didn’t realise the permanence of my loss.

During a road trip in January 2022, I visited George in the Western Cape. This was the town where my Granny Joan lived out her last years and died. I lived in George for two years when I was 10 and 11. I tried to find her grave. There were three graveyards, and I wasn’t sure which was the right one. I managed to track it down on the internet, but sadly it was locked when we visited. The office that had the key was closed as it was the week after New Year. South Africa, as a rule, only starts back at work during the second week of January each year.

My mother said I am a romantic and shouldn’t mind not seeing Granny’s grave. But I did mind. I wanted to lay flowers on her grave to let her know I remember her.



Peacock Romance

Dowdy and plain in brown
She stands and watches
Her prospective mate as he crosses the lawn
Blissfully unaware
Of her thoughtful stare

[image: Photo of peahen, by Robbie Cheadle]

Picture credit: photograph of a peahen by Robbie Cheadle



He cuts a fine figure
Resplendent in blue
This despite his splendid tail dragging behind
Glancing up, he spots her,
It’s love at first sight
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In a show of interest
She descends the stairs
Passion ignited; his tail spreads out fanlike
Overwhelmed, he takes off
With her in pursuit

[image: Photo of a male peacock with tail feathers spread, by Robbie Cheadle]

Picture credit: photograph of a peacock by Robbie Cheadle
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Picture credit: Peacocks at Champagne Caste Hotel in the Drakensberg by Robbie Cheadle

Romance of the Peacocks is included in Lion Scream, Syllabic Poetry About Southern African Wildlife by Robbie Cheadle.



Bold Lover, a 99-syllable poem

One sleepy eye opens

Encounters shy dark

Reaches out with tentative fiery caress

Lover shrinks from his touch

Rosy blush ensues

***
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Emboldened he rises

Pink quickly dissolves

Burnished gold splendour announcing his hot love

Tremulous withdrawal

By passion’s object

***
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Clear lust overwhelms her

Fleet footed she runs

An ethereal figure in a black gown

Giving chase is futile

She’s slipped away

Bold Lover is included in Lion Scream, Syllabic Poetry About Southern African Wildlife by 

Robbie Cheadle.
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Inspiration for Bold Lover: Picture taken in the Madikwe Game Reserve by Robbie Cheadle



One for me, None for you

A mammoth structure

It dominates the rise

A tribute to corruption

Ill gotten gains and lies

Luxurious cars gleam

A dozen – or more

Fast and sleek, they hint

At what is in store

Adorned with art

A magnificent hall

Ornate vases and statues

Loom up – proud and tall

Tea and cake is served

Cups plated with gold

A multitude of servants

Uniforms bright and bold

A story begins to unfold

Told with arrogance and pride

A tale of self enrichment -

The listeners beguiled

The audience like insects

Trapped in a golden lair

The flow of silky words

Attempts minds to ensnare

At last – the flow dwindles

This self endulgent river

The opportunity is taken

To escape – with a shiver

On route back home

Time to sit and reflect

Youthful beggars flash by

Their budding lives wrecked

The gluttenous excesses

Left further behind

The contrast so stark

Its seems almost designed

Southern Africa we pray

For a future that’s bright

We cannot afford

To give up this fight

About One for you, None for me

This poem holds a lot of meaning for me. I wrote it after visiting the home of a couple who had enriched themselves through the excessive corruption and self-enrichment that is so prevalent in Southern African countries.  Written in rhyming verse, before I was aware that rhyming verse is no longer in favour with poets, it conveys my frustration about the growing poverty gap that exists in many southern African countries and the misappropriation of funds meant for education, healthcare, and other upliftment programmes for the common people.

This poem is included in Open a new door, a collection of poems by Kim Blades and 

Robbie Cheadle.



The Pet, a 99-syllable poem

Beyond the doorway lies

Beloved animal

Eyes laughing, he smiles with doggy affection

Watching my every move

with rapt attention

Whimpering with pleasure

As I draw closer

He runs up to me: Is a walk on offer?

How could I not react

With equal delight?

Through the streets of the town

We walk, side-by-side

But at the wood he throws decorum aside

Like a dervish, he’s gone

But soon he’ll be back
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Picture credit: Original fondant artwork by Robbie Cheadle
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