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    This poetry collection is a compilation of several poems by poet and performer, Joseph J. Charles.  It is for everyone who loves hymns, beauty, poetry performance, mindfulness, and grace.  It is also for anyone who appreciates our land, ecology, beaches and shorelines, California’s agribusiness and agriculture.  It is dedicated to all of you!

      

    


The last Dance Performance on the Volcano

Hymns of Hope, Chants d’Espérance: Poetry as Medicine and for Healing

Dancing and singing on the Pit Crater and Volcano of life

Dedicated to my brothers and sisters, my daughter, Cass, and sons Caleb and Colby!  

This poetry collection is a compilation of several poems by poet and performer, Joseph J. Charles.  It is for everyone who loves hymns, beauty, poetry performance, mindfulness, and grace.  It is also for anyone who appreciates our land, ecology, beaches and shorelines, California’s agribusiness and agriculture.  It is dedicated to all of you!  

“This book is a love letter to the people of California, specifically the men and women who continue to build and shape California’s Central Valley, California’s agribusiness and Ag land.  It is also a tribute to the farmworkers who labor to raise their sons and daughters for a better tomorrow,” wrote Tiffany Padilla.

“I recommend this book to anyone who is interested in inspiring and necessary poems for our times,” wrote Jessica Garcia. 
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What is poetry for me?
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Poetry is where I begin every day.  It is the tool with which I travel the world and the spaceship transporting me to my final destination.  Poetry is a deep conversation with loved ones, friends, family members, colleagues, and society at large.  It is the history of my ancestors from the African and European continents in the Americas and that of my own life.  It is my conquered fear, my security in a world of fear, anxiety, and danger, my lit path in the valleys of pain, desolation, death, and tribulation.  

For me, poetry is my faith and good sense, my prayer of consecration, an incantation I use to bind myself as protection before I step into the ups and downs of the waiting world.  My best poems come early in the morning, when it’s quiet.  As I am alone, I feel like the only person awake on the face of the earth.  Poetry is a manifestation of a life.  It is a form of prophecy, a prediction, a foretelling of the future.  Writing poems is like building a future and a space where I can slip into a temporary trance, an amazing and curative place.  I write poetry to find deep truths for myself and for other people who are seeking enlightenment, spiritual growth and meanings.  Poetry is about the unsayable and the untranslatable.  Like a prayer, poetry is when I do not know when and where to start on this blank page.  In terms of my writing process, poetry is like a prayer that brings me so much energy and concentration.  

Poetry gives shape to my experiences through language while conferring validity and dignity upon them.  I like a poetry that does not limit me.  For me, poetry will open locked chambers of possibility.  Poetry is also healing.  Its therapeutic values can restore numbed zones to feeling and recharge desire.  It is as necessary as food, shelter, oxygen, health, education, civil societies, equal pay, decent working conditions, and access to most possibilities.  It is related to other art forms such as music, film, and literature.  

Poetry allows me to reconnect with my Caribbean origin by accessing the rich flora and fauna, the lush scenery, the wind brushing coconut and palm trees, the young leaves of huge corn fields, the hurricane, the sea’s crashing waves, and sage whispering, the riot of every animal, every insect, sound of a few million summer cicadas, every green, multicolor, slick lizard, Zandolit, growing their throat, climbing and crossing over the mango branches. 

Poetry exists in in the most sacred and most profane corners of our lives.  It exists in places you would not imagine.  It exists in rap, song lyrics, hymns, psalms, oratory or sermons.  Poetry is an auditory art.  And I read poems aloud at weddings and funerals, at christenings and wakes, baby showers, retirement parties, graduation and inauguration ceremonies, under the covers and over bottles of wine, on the beach and in mountain tents, at workplaces, conferences, and corporate headquarters.  All of us, whether we know it or not, speak in poetry and enjoy being transported to another world, at least for a brief time.  That’s the trance of poetry, which is similar to a prayer, a meditation or yoga.  All of us use metaphors, similes, and images to explain our lives to others.  Poetry remains the humanizing and empathetic body of our language.  It’s the celebration of the human voice, spirit, and imagination. I write poetry in English, Spanish, French, and Creole. After all, language is nobody’s special property.   That’s the beauty of literature.  “In some countries whole soccer stadiums fill with citizens to hear a single poet and in others, a small gathering of twenty people will sit in a café to hear a human voice sing.”

We need to advocate for poetry, an art form that creates empathy and connection in a world complicated by cynicism, racism, prejudice, and inequity.  Let us share poetry with loved ones and strangers.  As my late preacher/father used to do, let us reach out to everybody who will embark in the rebirth of true love, an inside out journey towards poetry.  After all, poetry is the voice of the voiceless, homeless or unsheltered, landless, and refugee.  It’s the language of imagination and migration.  “Migration is a natural human phenomenon that when people are hungry they move where the food is, when they are thirsty, they move where the water is and where there is violence, they move away from the violence," once said famous St. Lucian poet, Derek Walcott. 
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