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BOOK REVIEW

 


The essence of poetry exceeds its written
words. As a fulltime poet and one who has been penning since age
ten, it is always refreshing to encounter the weaving words of
another. Saundra moves you, allows for you to escape, she writes
where one can relate and think. Her work is a MUST READ!!! The book
title alone gives privilege to the one whose eyes grace her poetry
the opportunity to paint their own picture mentally. I truly can
understand her reason for referring to her work as Poems That
Preach. However, it's the kind of preaching you don't mind because
the subject matters are of truth and roads traveled by souls the
world over.

 


The poem "Said Troubles To Me One Day," is
soul stirring, words to open your eyes, and it permits you the
chance to understanding particular scenarios in your day to day
living. We all have let our day past and Saundra breathes this in
"My Day Has Past." I strongly feel that mothers are priceless and
my emotions were wrapped tight around the lines of "Mother Nearest
To My Heart."

 


There's just something so intriguing about
the coming of the evening and this is definitely the style of a
poem I would write and probably have through the years, "Night
Songs." This is that poem you frame or put to some nice jazz music.
Her titles innocently force you to want to read what she's created
(i.e. "Sanity's Challenge," "A World That Doesn't Care,"
"Problems," "Preserving Dignity," "A Dose of Laughter," "The
Teacher," and "Feelings, O How Glorious!").

 


Saundra embraces her pen with passion and it
is obvious in the midst of her poems. Once you experience her
rhythm, soul, heart, love, creativity, food for thought, wisdom,
life tales and desire to move you, then you will search and inquire
with the passing of time when is the next project available. She
represents poetry in a beautiful light with a touch of spirituality
that's soothing to the mind. I'd like to think of this poet as a
gentle breeze. And one who will always find a reason and purpose to
write!!!

 


Rebecca "Butterfly" Vaughns

Poet/2003 Spoken Word Artist of the Year

www.cdbaby.com/cd/vaughns

mindpensoul@aol.com
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You arrive at truth through poetry;

I arrive at poetry through truth.

 


-Joseph Joubert
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ROOM BENEATH THE SNOW

 


There's a room beneath the snow,

Where certain kinds of people go

To escape the cares of everyday;

The fears, the worries and dismay.

 


This place where love abound

Can nowhere else on earth be found.

It's a haven from life's unloveliness,

A retreat from all life's ugliness.

 


The weary sojourn there to regain
control,

To experience renewal of the worn down
soul.

It's a place where human spirits find
solitude,

And are empowered to face life's
vicissitudes.

 


This wonderful room beneath the snow of
winter

Is not accessible for all the world to
enter.

It's only for the humble, the meek and the
kind,

Who desire strengthening of soul, spirit and
mind.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


SAID TROUBLES TO ME ONE DAY

 


“How hard you try to avoid me,

But there is no place to hide.

You and I are a twosome.

Together we'll forever abide.

 


Sometimes I'll pretend to leave you,

Make you think you've got it made.

Of course, when you least expect it

Your peace I will yet invade.

 


Now, don't take the news too hard

And don't get the wrong impression.

You've always known that I'm the cause

Of most of your depression.

 


It's not as if you didn't know

I would always be close by;

To stir up unrest and discord,

Displease and dissatisfy.

 


Even when you're feeling great;

Your heart all filled with joy,

I infect your touching moments

Your elation, I do destroy.

 


So, it really bothers me little

How sometimes you feel secure.

I know the sense won't last because

I shan’t allow it to endure.”

 


I looked at troubles in the face,

And asserted quite precise,

“I will deal with you as you come,

By the power of Jesus Christ.”

 


Can I get an Amen?

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


MY DAY HAS PAST

 


My day has past,

It would not last.

But why did it go?

Destiny made it so.

 


I pleaded with my day,

But it refused to stay.

I thought I controlled time.

Soon learned it wasn't mine.

 


How quickly my day went.

How unwisely was it spent.

Can't get my day back.

It left no traceable track.

 


My day has past.

It went too fast.

So much I didn't do,

Because I chose not to.

 


Instead I got lost in dreams

Of golden ponds and streams

Where fairies bathed and giggled

As pure waters against them trickled.

 


I could have set a goal;

Fought valiantly and bold

To accomplish some good thing

Before the dawn of spring.

 


Instead, I sat downcast

And let my day go past.

It gave me time aplenty,

But I did as has so many.

 


On my couch I happily sat

My legs stretched out on mat

Remote control clinging in hand

T.V. sitting on its stand.

 


Potato chips close by,

A coke to satisfy,

The thirst raging within

Sweet sleep soon to begin.

 


My day I so abused

By letting it go unused.

Desire can't bring it back.

Regrets can't change the fact.

 


Too late, too late I know

For now it’s time to go.

Penitence no longer heard

Begging is now absurd.

 


Opportunities no longer exist.

Chance, a faded mist.

Tears overflowing at last,

Because my day has past.

 


So I must sit and wait

For the mighty hand of fate.

Judgment swift and fast

Because my day has past.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


FLAW DETECTIVES

 


Hypocrites are complacent and
indifferent,

Oblivious to all moral laws;

They are devoted to their nefarious work,

To detect and point out all our flaws.

 


Long hours they spend in the business

Of picking specks from their neighbor's
eye;

Though large beams protrude from their
own,

Their faults they are quick to deny.

 


Flaw detectives specialize in little
things,

Expecting to produce big results.

Penny wise and pound-foolish they are,

Offending with demeaning insults.

 


These detectives cannot bear to inspect
themselves,

The shock would no doubt be too great.

Instead, they go around with a magnifying
glass

Searching for other's mistakes.

 


We pray for all detectives of flaws.

For surely they fail to comprehend

That the ones they now so criticize,

May be the ones they must one day depend.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


NIGHT SONGS

 


Night to many is a gloomy time;

A time of terror and fear,

A time when evil lurks around,

A time when life seems drear.

 


Under the cloak of earth's darkness,

Right gives way to the wrong.

But the chant of the ancients remind us;

In the night, you can still sing a song.

 


We all experience dark nights of despair,

Of sorrow, oppression and grief.

Nights of all kinds weigh heavy upon us

Yet, songs in the night give appeasing
relief.

 


Anyone can sing while it is still day,

When life is sweet and going quite well.

But it takes great courage to sing at
night,

While struggling to survive your living
hell.

 


Sometimes the best we can sing at night

Is a song reflective of yesterday.

A song of remembrance of times now past,

Remembering that God, indeed, made a way.

 


Think of the times when you were ill,

Or the times when in dire need.

Just when you bordered giving up all
hope,

You discovered God actually does
intercede.

 


Access the recesses of your mind,

Remember how God brought you through.

Light up your lamps of yesterday,

You will sing in the night anew.

 


Singing in the darkness is our
affirmation,

That night is sluggishly turning into
day.

No matter how ominous it may seem to be,

Night is slowly, but surely, fading away.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


MOTHER NEAREST TO MY HEART

 


Mother, how special is that thought;

Grand memories of all you brought

To my life.

How forlorn I would truly be

Without the precious memory

Of my father's wife.

 


Crushed was my heart on moving day,

When you were required to move away,

And leave me behind.

I know if you had had a choice,

Or if death had listened to my voice,

All would be fine.

 


But the wheels of time did stop.

For you as it did for "Pops"

So, again, I am left to grieve.

Oh mother nearest to my heart,

How soon you had to depart,

And your daughter leave.

 


My being, my soul in so much pain,

How can I ever be whole again,

Without you here?

My world turning gravely dark,

Life flames waning into mere sparks,

The future I do fear.

 


Mother nearest to my heart,

Why did you not to me impart,

Some wisdom to carry me through?

The anguish of a heart that's shattered,

Trying to live when nothing matters.

What am I to do?

 


I hold on to the promise made,

When I was scarcely more than babe,

That one day we'll meet again.

Until that glorious future day

When this brief life has past away

My love shall never wane.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


SANITY'S CHALLENGE

 


When we can no longer spread the hope

Of racial harmony,

Or extend a hand in friendship

To all humanity;

 


When we can no longer help a child

Distinguish right from wrong,

Or stoop to lift God's weaker ones

To the place where they belong;

 


When we can no longer fight the fight

Of faith for mercy's sake,

Or stop someone who is going astray

From making an egregious mistake;

 


When we can no longer speak out against

The world’s evil stimulus,

Or stand firm against the pressures

That would seek to silence us;

 


When we can no longer give of ourselves

To those in dire need,

Or support the struggling probationer

Trying hard to just succeed;

 


When we can no longer wipe a tear

Or share in another's pain,

Then we will know most assuredly

That we are no longer sane.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


A WORLD THAT DOESN'T CARE

 


War bombs may explode demolishing man and
land,

Hurricanes may devastate and leave us
entirely bare,

Earthquakes may devour and swallow up old
landmarks,

But nothing is as destructive as a world that
doesn't care.

 


Smog may be an atrocious bother in our daily
living,

We all suffer significantly from pollution in
the air,

Intoxicants may be debilitating to those who
will imbibe,

But nothing is as troublesome as a world that
doesn't care.

 


Embezzlers may run off with money not their
own,

A spouse may engage in an extra-marital
affair,

Some folks may be malicious, evil, mean and
rude,

But nothing is as tragic as a world that
doesn't care.

 


The rich may all get richer as the poor
languish behind,

The aged may find their last days are lived
in solitaire,

The young may be lost in a confusing world
maze,

But nothing is as dreadful as a world that
doesn't care.

 


Diabetes may be incurable and challenge the
appetite,

Cancer may be ubiquitous, creating turmoil
and despair,

Kidneys may suddenly fail and require
dialysis,

But nothing is as fatal as a world that
doesn't care.

 


Our world has many problems for solutions to
be found,

Great trials and tribulations on mankind can
overbear,

But hope remains alive however small the
sparks may be,

If the world does not let go of its capacity
to care.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


POSSIBILITIES

 


Is it possible to be deathly ill

And at the same time be well?

Is it possible to be utterly free

Though locked in a prison cell?

 


Is it possible to be perfectly whole

After life has chipped parts away?

Is it possible to be fully content

While living amid social decay?

 


Is it possible to be painfully poor

Yet, at the same time, be rich?

Is it possible to be physically blind

But have eyes that can genuinely see?

 


Is it possible to be at war

Yet, possess no greater peace?

Is it possible to live a lifetime

And your joy never cease?

 


Is it possible to believe in
possibilities

Through each minute of every hour?

Is it possible to believe God is able

To work miracles in His own power?



 


 


~~~~~~~

 


GRIEF

 


I didn't know a heart could die

Before it stopped beating.

I didn't know a life could cease

Before it stopped breathing.

 


I didn't know how devastation

Could wend a living soul

I didn't know how death could make

One lose all self control.

 


I didn't know the pain of loss

Was so intense and sharp.

I didn't know the depth of void

Death leaves within the heart.

 


I didn't know how often tears

Would redden hurting eyes.

I didn't know how hard it was

To say one's last good-bye's.

 


I didn't know that pain would come

And go as it well pleased.

I didn't know that joy is scarce

To those who are bereaved.

 


I didn't know that time would stop

And meaning cease to be.

I didn't know that friends would pray

But shy away from me.

 


I didn't know how difficult

To get the whole night through.

I didn't know the strength it took

For simple tasks to do.

 


I didn't know that as time pass

Slowly, the pain subsides.

I didn't know what I thought was lost

Still in my heart resides.

 


Now I know a little spark,

Somehow in me remained.

Now I know that someway,

My life will be sustained.

 


Now I know the feelings felt,

Was all a part of grief.

Now I know how fervent prayer

Helped me to find relief.

 


So rest assured my unknown friends,

Though healing comes real slow.

It actually does get better

For now, I truly know.

 


For I’ve survived my loved one death

That occurred this time last year.

The loss I feel and always will

But the pain's much less severe.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


HONEY, THAT WAS THEN

 


No, I don't hold any grudges dear

I still consider you a friend.

Life goes on you know, time is short

This is now, and honey, that was then.

 


We all from time to time, I am afraid

Utter hurting words that we don't really
mean.

But as we grow and learn about ourselves

We know others aren’t as bad as they once
seemed.

 


You see, my dear, we cannot afford to
linger

On past pains and hurts and things that we
regret.

The life we've yet to live is still before
us

A destiny demanding it is met.

 


So lets' give each other a great forgiving
hug

And let our mutual love fuse and blend.

The mistakes we made we will no longer
dwell,

For this is now, and honey, that was
then.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


PROBLEMS

 


There they sit, before us.

Majestic.

Sovereign.

 


They pride themselves, above us.

Haughty.

Arrogant.

 


They are the hunters, after us.

Malevolent.

Notorious.

 


They soon locate every one of us.

You.

Me.

 


There is no escape for us.

Inevitable.

Imminent.

 


They love their diversion involving us.

Contest.

Challenge.

 


They prey on the fears within us.

Anxiety.

Uncertainty.

 


 


They are the problems that face us.

Relentless.

Persistent.

 


Their goal is obvious, destroy us.

Crush.

Break.

 


They must be dealt with by us.

Defy.

Persevere.

 


They think they really know us.

Impotent.

Ineffective.

 


But they don't know the real us

Strong.

Determined.

 


They are the hunters.

Problems.

Difficulties.

 


We are the survivors.

You.

Me.

 


~~~~~~~

 


PLEASE TELL ME HOW

 


Please tell me how

Do I live in the now

And cherish each moment I live?

To not let the bad

Always make me sad

And forget life's positive?

 


Turbulent waters all around

Negative winds abound

Though I struggle to remain above board.

But it's difficult to stay

And not fall away

When adversity creates such discord.

 


Please tell me how

Do I live in the now

Take life one day at a time;

When I'm being tempest-tossed

And I find myself lost

In mayhem's disastrous paradigm?

 


Well, it’s not easy my friend

No need to pretend

Crisis can give rise to great tension.

But stay focused on each day

And fervently pray

While awaiting divine intervention.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


REGRETS

 


Looking back induces painful memories.

Memories of the times we rue.

They are stains on our record of life,

Shameful things we can never undo.

 


The times when we were mean to others

For no apparent reason at all.

The times when we judged people harshly.

How unpleasant these times to recall.

 


The times we let opportunities pass by

And the times we made serious mistakes.

The times we spent in lazy
procrastination

And the times we caused piercing
heartbreaks.

 


The times we ignored the wisdom of our
parents

And the times we sneaked around to "do our
thing."

The times we spent in selfish pursuits
only;

And the times when hurting others meant
nothing.

 


Yet, it's good that we feel some sense of
regret,

That we might refrain from repeating past
errs.

It nourishes our growth and development,

And keeps us mindful of how awful we once
were.

 


We thank God for how far He has brought
us,

How He cleansed us and made us whole.

Remembering from where He has brought us,

Keeps us humble and unburden our souls.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


THE VALLEY OF PAIN

 


We were exiled from the Garden of Eden.

Its sinless wonders nevermore to regain.

So every man on life's toilsome journey,

Must enter the valley of pain.

 


We don't enter because of desire

And it's certainly not a voluntary fare.

But, rather, it's a matter of destiny

Compelling and forcing us there.

 


Eden's garden; its beauty so magnificent,

Can't be reclaimed; it is a lost
paradise.

Trees of knowledge and life gone forever,

We are now paying consequences price.

 


The valley of pain is bleak and lonely,

And all heartache must be suffered alone.

The petty and trite ceases to matter.

When facing hurt as never before known.

 


In pain's valley, no restaurants exist.

Shopping malls can’t be found anywhere.

There's no joy to be had from
entertainment.

There are no parks, for it is no picnic
there.

 


There are no banks in the valley of pain,

No theaters, no lounges, no beach.

In this valley, we have no lofty
aspirations,

Surviving the only goal we hope to reach.

 


Pain's valley in not a poor man's haven;

We'll find no comfort, or ease or rest.

Nor will we encounter family or friends

For this valley is one's own personal
test.

 


Bitter anguish is experienced in this
valley,

A site of conflict on a titanic scale.

A place of failing and spiritual torture,

Of deficiency and interminable travail.

 


When we enter the valley of pain,

We no longer worry about unpaid bills.

We don’t fret about outstanding car
notes,

We don’t care about acquiring new skills.

 


When we enter the valley of pain,

We don’t dabble in vain vanity.

For this valley inevitably drives us,

To the very brink of human sanity.

 


When we enter the valley of pain

Family prayer just will not do.

Praying in the church is insufficient,

And social prayer is inadequate too.

 


We must find our own secret hideaway

Close the door to the world and all its
strife.

We must surrender ourselves to our God

And let Him work a miracle in our life.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


SOMEDAY

 


Someday, there will be

No evil to contend.

We will live in blessed unity,

No causes to defend.

 


Someday, there will be no tears

To flow from our sad eyes.

No deep soul wrenching grief;

When man no longer dies.

 


Someday, all of this world's wrongs

Will be transformed into the right.

There will be no nations in battle,

No wars that we must fight.

 


Someday, nothing will separate

Humans from one another.

For in the presence of Infinite Love,

All will be our sister or brother.

 


Someday, the lion and the lamb

Together will harmoniously play.

The Lord will descend in splendid glory

And earth will be cleansed...someday.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


NIGHT MINDS

 


Night minds are frightfully raven.

Their darkness concealing even the most
brilliant concept.

They reign supreme and have made
determination.

Have decreed:

There will be no light,

No twinkle, no glitter, no ray of
illumination.

 


Night minds cast its darkness upon all the
earth.

Daring defiance.

Taunting, sneering, mocking God’s
children.

They believe they have ultimate authority,
power, and sovereignty.

 


So worldly creatures live in total
darkness.

There is no beacon.

The path through life is obscured.

The way cannot be found,

The gate cannot be seen,

The truth cannot be sensed.

Reality is clothed is black.

Their world is dark and dismal.

 


Night minds are dressed in the garb of utter
futility.

Their souls in agonizing despair.

Yet, they are unaware.

They have grown accustomed to

The pervasive darkness of their souls.

Light is alien to them.

As foreign as love,

As uncommon as justice,

As unwelcome as disease.

 


Night minds are trapped under the suppressive
dictate of hopelessness.

They know not the night-ness in which they
exist….

 


...until they meet God.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


THE UNKNOWN

 


How great our fears of the unknown,

Just too frightening to want to know;

All that lies in wait before us

Yet there, we are forced to go.

 


The unknown won't share its secrets,

And it stays one step ahead.

Perhaps, it holds good things for us,

Or, perhaps, some things we'll dread.

 


So each day we wonder to ourselves,

What's in store for us tomorrow?

Beauty, peace, contentment?

Or pain and grief and sorrow?

 


Small glimpses are slowly revealed to us

One moment at a time, day by day.

But we can only guess what our future
holds,

And hope the best will come our way.

 


Things hidden is really quite mysterious,

It will exist our whole life through.

But it need not be an adversary,

If we keep a positive view.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


THE GIFT

 


I received a very precious gift

From the sovereign God one day.

It's worth more than all the riches

Even the wealthiest man could pay.

 


Yet, sometimes I take for granted

That my gift will eternally be.

But deep inside I realize

'Tis but absurdity.

 


I don't give my gift the care it needs

To last for years to come.

But trying to keep it up to par

Has become quite troublesome.

 


Still, in spite of my shortcomings,

My neglect proclivity.

I appreciate the gift of life

My Father gave to me.

 


 


~~~~~~~

 


PRESERVING DIGNITY

 


No one should have to beg or crawl

Before humanity.

No one should have to scheme

To procure philanthropy.

 


No one should be outcast

For simply being different.

No one should be found guilty

Before proven he's not innocent.

 


No one should be employed

Based solely on color of skin.

No one in high positions

Should think themselves sovereign.

 


No one should be denied

the human right to equality.

No one should be the victim

of cruel brutality.

 


No one should have to demean himself

Just to make a living.

No one should have a heart

That is cold and unforgiving.

 


No one should be subjected

To a life of slavery.

No one should have to suffer

The effects of bigotry.

 


No one should abuse another;

In word, in strength or deed.

No one should have the less

Because of other's greed.

 


No one should be the target

Of hate by any race.

No one should have to die

Ashamed and in disgrace.

 


No one should feel a thrill

From the suffering of others.

No one should think himself

To be better than his brothers.
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