
		
			
				There is something delightfully intimate about Kelly Belmonte’s poetry. Each piece in this collection reads like a prayer or meditation from a book of hours. There’s nothing highfalutin here. These poems, crafted in a style that can only be described as conversational, draw the reader in with their honesty and candor. This is poetry at its most acoustic.
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				Breathable. Spacious. Insistently gracious. Consistently welcoming. This is a collection punctilious in scope, pervasive in depth. Kelly’s humanity flames out in gentle grace, the gratitude of one who has seen the world and still feels hope.
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				The Mother of All Words is a balm for anyone searching for love in the midst of the messy, complex and often heavy world we find ourselves navigating. With tender-hearted compassion, Kelly invites her readers to bear witness to “life, imperfect,” leading by example as she generously shares poem-shaped windows into her own story of Love, the Mother of all words, and gently instructs us to do the same with our own stories. 	Sarah Spradlin 

				poet & author of Under the Mango Tree

				With a keen, pensive, glowing eye, Kelly walked me around the landscape of observation and memory. In The Mother of All Words, the poetess viscerally transported me to my grandmother’s home (a place of solace for me): watching her smoke cigarettes overlooking a gorgeous couple rows of wildflowers, pasture sunrises, shading Shagbark Hickories. Kelly’s words won’t let go of the pastoral and the plenteous. 
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The Mother of All Words is a balm for anyone searching for love in
the midst of the messy, complex and often heavy world we find
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