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Dedication




I dedicate this book to my husband, Vince. He encourages and supports me daily to follow my dreams. He has to live with the consequences. 

I also want to mention my brother, Randy, who has become increasingly dear to me as we have grown older. He listens and he shares his perspective about what happened back in the day. Many times, I realize we didn’t even live in the same world within the same home.








  
  
Introduction




by Marsha Ingrao 

“He gives strength to the weary and increases the power of the weak. Even youths grow tired and weary, and young men stumble and fall; but those who hope in the LORD will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like eagles; they will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.” - Isaiah 40:29-31 NIV

As a lifelong learner, a teacher for many years, a former pastor’s wife, a survivor and thriver, in spite of life’s hard knocks, I am excited to share my poetry with you in Embracing the Power to Live. This isn’t a self-help book. It is a book of reflections on my life of more than seventy years, expressing the enjoyment I experience creating with words.

Poetry gives me an outlet to respond to the words and ideas of others, to my feelings, and to the natural and imaginary world around me. From poetry written years ago to my most recent, there are snippets about embracing the power and love of God, enthusiasm, and positivity in my life. You can unlock these same powers in your life, too.

You could read any book. Thank you for choosing to read mine, and I hope you will share it with others. Here’s to embracing the power to live.

Lots of love,

Marsha :)








  
  
Chapter 1: Embracing the Power of Language




Poems in this chapter 

First Words (senryu) 
Timeless Love (shadorma)
Obscured at the Top of a Hill (bussokusekika)
Autumn Winds (haiku series)
Creative Gift (senryu)
Inkling of Snow (seox)
(kimo series)
Corn Mother (kouta series)
Spring’s Gifts (nonet)
Erasing Disorder (reverse etheree)
The Camino de Santiago (micro poetry)
Photos Do Not Lie (haibun)
Sunbird’s Secret Thoughts (haiku puente)
A Hoosier Christmas (free verse)
Human Interest For the Record (villanelle)
(double tanka)
Echoes From Rented Walls (rondel)
“Water! Water! I Need Water!” Said the Refrigerator (kyrielle)
It’s Hard Being Semi-Smart (pantoum)
A Fairy Tale (limerick)
Seriously (free verse found poem)

 * * * 


“Once I knew only darkness and stillness... my life was without past or future... but a little word from the fingers of another fell into my hand that clutched at emptiness, and my heart leaped to the rapture of living.” — Helen Keller

 * * * 


Everyone uses language to live powerful and effective lives. When we lose our power over communication, we lose our power to live.

First Words (senryu)

da doma
ba mama bubbles
nanaba


Precocious sixteen-month-old Colby effectively told her mom that Grandma bought her bubbles the last time they were in the store.

Poetry is the language of the heart, embracing life, bubbling over with joy, love, sorrow, pain, beauty, and hilarity. 

In this chapter, there are examples of the following types of poems found throughout this anthology: syllabic, rhyming, and free verse poems. The definitions and explanations of each type are found in the appendix if you want to experiment with them. Some poems have titles, and some don’t, and that’s okay. Sorry, dear readers, once a teacher, always a teacher!

You don’t have to be an expert to write poetry, you only need the desire and heart. There are many resources in books and on the internet to help you.

I hope this chapter encourages you to embrace the power of using and manipulating language to enhance your life.

Timeless Love (shadorma)

God is love
endures forever
miracles
always there
teaches how to love others
powerful goodness


Obscured at the Top of the Hill (bussokusekika)

urged onward, upward
indistinct forms, fog enticed
opaque density
enveloped my viewfinder
mesmerized by blurry haze
to capture mystery




This poem was inspired by the story, Watching You, in “Story Chat, Volume II.”

Autumn Winds (haiku series)

autumn winds
 barren and lonely
 bright red scarf


wind-blown fields
 windmills click a tune
 no one plays


clouds gather
 soulless sky castles
 brush the hills


mist threatens
 solitary walk
 open door


Creative Gift (senryu)

bouquet in a glass vase
glorious red perfection
romantic Legos


Inkling of Snow (seox)

in winter
clouds link arms across the skies
threaten snow in the north
temperatures cool
hopeful, waiting
false alarm


(kimo series)

[image: A whimsical photo of a bird, a cat, and a centipede metal sculptures]

eyes pleading to adopt soldered bodies
 no rhyme to their color scheme
 no purpose or service


standing close, begging—take all three of us
 a bird, cat, and centipede
 natural enemies


stand together in solidarity
 decorations, toys for kids
 you won’t be sorry—please


Corn Mother (kouta series)

[image: Corn Mother statue at the Sharlot House Museum in Prescott, AZ, ]

cool, stiff breezes ruffle stalks
 Corn Mother stands tall
 withering leaves embrace her
 male tassels jousting


cloudless blue skies sniff the wind
 baskets for ripe ears
 carry the drift of drying
 Corn Mother’s last gift


shadows cool the afternoons
 monsoon rains are gone
 make Corn Mother’s leafy crown
 ground turns autumn gold


Spring’s Gifts (nonet)

 secret feral seeds listen, relax
 beneath Eden’s husky brown trunk
 gentle, thick prairie flowers
 murmur sweet poetry
 fresh wind, sacred bees
 drone pure nature
 by color
 season
 blue 


Erasing Disorder (reverse etheree)

my computer is a banana slug
 Lightroom’s library is in chaos
 to order folders seemed easy
 no room on the computer
 need an external drive
 some hours later
 Creative Cloud
 disrupted
 repaired
 yes


 The Camino de Santiago (micro poetry)

three sisters together
 hike the Camino
 stressful—fight for self-control


I can only control me


please, don’t let me die
 let me grow, learn


Photos Do Not Lie (haibun)

in the cold winter
I see reflected—my life’s
passions in photos


Photos of nature, travel, events, people, and beauty dominate my photo collection. Stories of gun violence, bloody operations, and wars shatter my heart, but I don’t write about or photograph them. If you are a photojournalist or a news reporter, your job is safe from me.

photos of hobbies
none of rallies or protests
photos of weather


Sunbird’s Secret Thoughts (haiku puente)

haven from cold days
not the Midwest’s chilling haze
Arizona winks

~And one thought crystallizes like an icy blast – Let It Go.~

longing heart betrays
rumination – thoughts appraise
desert cactus blinks

The Healing Progression of Writing Record Shot: Winter 1961, Indianapolis, IN 

[image: A black and white photo of Marsha and her brother, dressed in winter gear, playing in the snow by Richard Morris]



A Hoosier Christmas (free verse)

Two kids, ankle-high snow,
 daughter’s dutiful smile,
 Christmas Brownie camera—
 pretend record shot
 in front of the garage door.

Younger brother making snowballs,
 mouthing screams of excitement—
 recorded: snow-free coats.

Real clumps of snow
 invading loose rubber boots,
 wet cotton socks.

Dad’s record shots,
 recorded fun
 for human interest.

BRRRRR

Dad wanted pictures to show off his family’s Christmas when he and Mom got together with friends. I hated his slide show-off sessions, pictures of our imperfections focused on the twelve-foot wall. The adults laughed and commented on the slides, which embarrassed me.

Writing this narrative reminded me that the little girl in the pictures knew what was coming. She didn’t want to feel uncomfortable in front of others. 

Most of the kids I know now enjoy looking at themselves on their parents’ phones and letting the phones get passed between adults. Many of their great-grandparents have different memories of photography.

Human Interest For the Record (villanelle)

Two kids play in ankle-high snow,
 snowballs flew, but winning ignored,
 pics for the birthday of the Lord.

Christmas Brownie camera—ho-ho,
 human interest—for the record,
 on hold—any family discord.

Excited screaming from her bro,
 snowballs flew, but winning ignored,
 frozen feet became untoward.

Inside their boots—real clumps of snow,
 human interest—for the record,
 coats and hats parents could afford.

Camera kept kids from being bored,
 human interest—for the record,
 snowballs flew, but winning ignored.

Wordsmithing to create a villanelle from the original free verse poem sterilized my feelings. It helped me look at the emotion objectively, identify it, and realize that being easily irritated still plagues me.

(double tanka)

memories stand in the snow
 cold unloving thoughts
 belying the photograph
 obedient smiling—me

grumpy at the flakes
 fluffy, light—made for photos
 Dad’s pretend snow fight
 I should have celebrated
 having parents and a coat

The power of manipulating language is that it gives us the ability to box up feelings to store them in a safe place, like old photographs. Then, we can pull them out later and do something else with them. By the time I wrote the tanka, I was aware that I could or should have been on that day CELEBRATING the things that matter!

For those of you like me, who get irritated easily, or have children or grandchildren who do, manipulating words in several ways waters down anger, draws out the pain, and brings perspective. It also helps people communicate frustration in an effective way, making their point using words rather than violence. For those who can’t or don’t like to write, drawing does the same thing.

* * *


“My dear brothers and sisters, take note of this: Everyone should be quick to listen, slow to speak and slow to become angry, because human anger does not produce the righteousness that God desires.” — James 1:19-20

“Love each other deeply, because love covers over a multitude of sins.” — I Peter 4:8

* * *


On August 1, 1985, my first husband began his first senior pastorate in the rural unincorporated town of Ivanhoe, California, renamed from Klink. It was rumored that some of the women of the church thought the rented parsonage would serve as a good competency and tenacity test for the new pastor’s wife.

The house was the source of many conversations and poems, several of which are in other chapters of this book.

Echoes From Rented Walls (rondel)

Just $275 per month, complete with walls
Paneled, each different, perpendicular to sloping floors
Some with carpet, patched linoleum, some with grated doors
To the leaky gas floor furnaces in the halls

Getting ready for work, the water pump died – 5:00 a.m. calls
Across the walnut grove race the handy landlords
Just $275 per month, complete with walls
Paneled, each different, perpendicular to sloping floors

Studying delayed – final on hold – messed up by electricals
Outside box with antique fuses not stocked by stores
Colonies of red ants seeking residence in corridors
House with top-to-bottom pitfalls

Just $275 per month, complete with walls

“Water! Water! I Need Water!” Said the Refrigerator (kyrielle)

Where there’s no pipe, there’s no water,
 ice makers do, but ought notter.
 Ours had programmed itself to crush
 whatever its steel grin could mush.

Beware when you throw something in.
 Make sure it is in something tin.
 In plastic—biscuits—ground to slush,
 whatever its steel grin could mush.

So now my zip locks safely lie
 out of reach of the evil eye,
 not locked inside a toothy brush,
 whatever its steel grin could mush.

The church member who welcomed us to the parsonage insisted that it had been very elegant in its day. She seemed so proud that it was the former residence of a local doctor. Another woman was so embarrassed by its condition that she recruited other church members who spent one sizzling August day cleaning up the overgrown yard.

I passed the test, by the way.

It’s Hard Being Semi-Smart (pantoum)

It’s hard being semi-smart because
 it’s so hard to choose.
 I have many skills with several flaws
 and activities that enthuse.

It’s so hard to choose,
 because I’m sort of good,
 and activities that enthuse
 make me think I should.

Because I’m sort of good,
 I try to do too much.
 Makes me think I should,
 but nothing has the master’s touch.

I try to do too much.
 I have many skills with several flaws.
 But nothing has the master’s touch.
 It’s hard being semi-smart because.

It’s Hard Being Semi-Smart was first published in “The New Jersey Review of Literature.”

A Fairy Tale (limerick)

A fairy with fluffy white hair
 lay hidden beneath the dark stairs.
 She caused quite a stir—
 Dennis thought she was fur,
 and tried sweeping her under the chair.

She stood with a growly, gruff glare,
 “This damage you just can’t repair.
 You poked holes in my dress
 and my hair’s quite a mess.
 To top that, you don’t seem to care.”

“I admit that I wasn’t aware,
 fair lady, you were under the stairs.
 But you’ve no cause to burn—
 I’ll give you a turn.
 Get me with the broom…if you dare.”

Seriously (free verse found poem)

Life is short.
Can’t go back.
Life is hard.
Can’t fast forward.
Embrace life.
This isn’t a dress rehearsal.
Embrace time.
Make the most of it.

Found from:

“Life is short, this isn’t a dress rehearsal – and we don’t get time back, so make the most of it, and don’t take yourself so seriously. …Life is hard, embrace it; it’s the only one we have, so make the most of it.”

Celebrating Poetry, by Cindy Georgakas, p. 17
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