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Here is the April issue of All Your Poems. We are delighted to have been able to publish many new poets in this edition.

Thank you all for your continued support and trust you will enjoy the included poems.

The next deadline is 18th May for the June issue

Please read and follow the guidelines. We have many submissions from contributors who fail to do this which means we have to chase for the attachments, or they will miss being considered.

Ed.

www.allyourpoems.com 

submissions@allyourpoems.com
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Violet-May Davey

I am a creative, British author with two short stories published in the 2022 and 2023 collections by the Academy of Real Assets. I love reading for pleasure; writing stories (mainly fiction), poetry, but open to trying any genre; drawing; learning new things; and going to museums and theatres. Currently taking a BA course in Creative Writing and English Literature at the University of Westminster.


​The Changing of the Tetrad Seasons by Violet-May Davey


Winter’s Movements

(Inspired by William Blake’s 1783 poem ‘To Winter’ and his C.1820-5

painting ‘Winter’)

O Winter! Bar thine adamantine doors,

Do not let the frozen cold consume our very souls. With the graceful snowflakes swirling around;

as the leaves fall collectively to the ground.

A soft blanket of snow that shields the Earth’s source of life.
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In the form of Boreas, the God of the North Wind,

the bringer of the cold, ice, and frost.

Personified as an Old Man, carrying a bare branch like a sceptre.

He takes his seat upon the cliffs, the mariner Cries in vain. Poor little wretch! That deal’st

With storms; till heaven smiles, and the monster Is driven yelling to his caves beneath Mount Hecla.
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Originally bluer with a more gold leaf, the painting has now faded. Perhaps with a whiter silver, it portrays the essence of Winter.

​

Spring’s Beginnings

(Inspired by Bob Blackwell’s 2008 poem ‘Spring Feeling’)
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Give rise to exciting moments,

as the trees are now verdant bright. Spring has brought on a new circle of life, causing many feelings of delight,

and many festive celebrations.
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When our planet revives with blooming plants, clocks go forward with shorter nights,

and the air feels warmer with longer days. Known to appear with adorable baby lambs, this season brings forth many birthdays, like the rising of Jesus Christ,

and the many Easter Bunnies coming to play.
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Take yellow daffodils for example, filled with pollen for swarming bees.

​
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The Children of Summer

(Inspired by George Moses Horton’s 1837 poem ‘On Summer’)
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The third season is full of vibrant energy, a time that brings a positive mood;

like a herd of active children.

Let them carefully avoid the snare,

which lurks beneath the smiling scene.
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For summer may be a happy time, but also a place for most destruction, as Earth is damaged by the people via pollution and deforestation.

You see more people in less clothes,

bunking off work to enjoy the sun,

not realising they’re burning in the fun.
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Although these things will always happen, children still have water fights and eat ice-cream.

​

The Fall of Autumn

(Inspired by William Shakespeare’s 1609 poem ‘Sonnet 73: That time of year thou mayst in me behold’)
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The final cycle of change within our magical planet,

When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang Upon those boughs which shake against the cold.

Crunchy footsteps made by wandering spirits

as they cross over for ‘El Día de los Muertos’.
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A chilly coldness surrounds the air, as time continues moving on.

Clocks go backwards with darker dawns, earlier sunsets and colder storms.

Nature itself will migrate or hibernate; all in preparation for the next new year, with the cycle beginning once again.

Older and newer generations of children go to school and come together.







Jason Potter 



is an artist, writer and composer of music grappling with

three-dimensional space and one- dimensional time in London.




​Memory’s Heart

by Jason Potter
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Sometimes in the night, she awoke

With a fright,

And flung herself on the floor. 

And every third hour

A symptom of impending suffocation. 

She exclaimed,

“I felt him. My darling.” 

A trembling of the heart Began again,

Attended by pain

Or suffering of a mental kind. 

And every child of the grave 

So dying,

Is saved by promise. 

In loveliness

She should design 

A beautiful boy.



​From Heaven by

Jason Potter
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Spirit of the air, who dies faintly away,




There is scarcely a memory. No bond of association 

Required in the first movement to take away a part 

From the rest, to draw the breath that goes out

Of the womb and only admits of momentary duration.




A change of habit, as if unconscious: dresses dreaming, 

And made perfect as the first day. The husky skin 

Touched with the naked hand, hair curling beautifully.

An unblemished revival passed over time,




And would pass through space – a single shock 

Pressed into the opening, excited and moved by itself, 

A slightly luminous flame that came from heaven.













Jedidah Mutondo

I am a Creative Writer passionate about

using words to craft worlds people can connect

with deeply.

​Little Things by

Jedidah Mutondo

The quietness before dawn

The gentleness of the wind in Spring

The laughter of children running around a tree

The gracefulness of the sparrow flying with its tiny wings.

The colorful sky illuminated by the setting sun 

The river coursing down a winding path

The hills that surround valleys

The silent giants called mountains.

The stars dancing in the middle of the night 

The forests that house all manner of life

The waves that rise and sink back into the sea 

The seasons that remind us Time is moving.

The deserts that bury humanity’s history in plain sight

The lightning that flashes and the thunder that shakes the heavens 

The songs that give us pleasant memories

The wonders that make Earth a home in the expanse called the universe.

The fire that lights up and burns 

The vines that twist and turns

The moments we wish we could experience again 

The questions that remain unanswered

The happily ever after inside of us.

The ability to see, feel and hear

The heart that beats with a sound stronger than fear 

The joy that brings one to tears

The hope that our existence counts for more than the seconds turning into years.











Elizabeth Walters,





is an artist and author based in California, has recently embarked on a journey to share “Poetry and Art for the Rest of Us” with the masses. Poetry doesn’t always have to be overly esoteric, or overly academic. Her goal is to help instill a deep love and appreciation of poetry and art in everyone through sharing everyday, uncomplicated, and straightforward art and poetry with everyday people.

​This is the Place Where I Belong by

Elizabeth Walters


All throughout my life I always felt like I never really fit in.

No matter where I looked, or how hard I tried, I never could quite win.

I was always the odd one out when my siblings went to play,

So I'd find my mom to tell her about my day.

All my worries, comments and musings, would get caught up in the kitchen sink.

I'd walk away. “Did she even hear me?”, I'd think.




Mom and dad tried their best to show me love when they'd tuck me in at night,

But no matter how hard they tried, it never was quite right. 

Even in my own house I never felt that I belonged.

Even in my own house, I always felt that something was wrong.




All throughout my life I always felt like I never really fit in.

No matter where I looked, or how hard I tried, I never could quite win.




I was always the last one picked to be on any team,

And when I'd miss the ball, someone would always shout something mean.

Even with my “so called” friends I was always the butt of the joke.

My spirit and self-esteem – they broke.




Dating wasn't any better.

No matter who I was with, I always felt like I never really fit in.

No matter where I looked, or how hard I tried, I never could quite win. 

Then one day I found you.



​
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My heart ran away from me to be with you.

I had finally found the place that I fit in.

It turns out I didn't have to look, I didn't have to try, 

And I found that it no longer matters if I win.

Whether we're watching TV, or just holding hands,

Whether we're snuggling together, or listening to our favorite band 

Nothing else matters, nothing at all,

Chicken Little could yell, the sky's about to fall... 

Nothing else matters, nothing at all.

I had finally found the place that I fit in. I finally had the ultimate
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