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      The Moss Hill Literary Society was founded in 1984 by Nessa Shae. The club includes more than 30 members and patrons. Its primary purposes are to celebrate books, encourage reading, and support the works of local authors.  The Poetry Club division of the society is a workshop for local poets to work on their craft. The club includes several members and patrons and six author members.
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        Left to Right: Nessa Shae, Tilly Brier, Jane Everly,

        Hattie Raines, & Ronan Larke.
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      Nessa Shae was head librarian of The Moss Hill Library for 34 years. She is the founder and current leader of the Moss Hill Literary Society. She enjoys poetry that is heartfelt and shows a person’s inner growth and character.
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        The problem with prose is,

        it’s not quite tea and roses.

        song and rhyme.

        The beauty of verse is:

        The soul of it traverses

        all of time.

        So, savor in the reading

        the poems now proceeding

        are sublime.
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        Heaven comes in little pieces

        flashing scenes like a movie reel,

        catching glimpses of how it feels

        to feel complete.

        Not every moment is surreal

        but reality flickers in and out

        of my dreams.

        Till my life ceases

        I’ll cherish all the pieces

        that felt like heaven to me.
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        “What do you want to be when you grow up?”

        they used to ask of me and now I’m grown.

        And it’s such a tough question.

        See, I have never known

        the answer and I still don’t have a clue;

        and maybe never will.

        Or maybe I’m not through

        with growing up.

        Are you?
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        When my hair turns a solemn grey

        and I feel time upon me fast

        I’ll cling to dreams of yesterday

        and linger in a distant past.

        When youth has gone and fled this face

        and years etch lines upon this skin,

        I’ll only find a hinting trace

        of that young girl I once had been.

        I’ll ask you then with hope held high

        if you remember me that way

        and, knowing you, you’ll smile and lie,

        “My dear, you haven’t aged a day!”
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        “You have such a childish imagination.”

        they said, looking as Sue’s latest creation.

        To them it was just colors mixed on brown

        construction paper. They would only frown;

        but to little Sue it was a be-jeweled crown.

        And when she cut it out and wore it,

        the grown-ups did their best to just ignore it.

        And they said, “A childish creation.”

      

        

      
        “You have such a childish imagination.”

        they said, looking at Tom’s latest creation.

        To them it was just sticks in a sand bed.

        And they grimaced at it and shook their heads.

        But to poor little Tom it was a shed;

        and when Tom had his toy soldiers explore it

        the grownups did their best to just ignore it.

        And they said, “A childish creation.”

      

        

      
        “You have such a childish imagination.”

        They say when they see my latest creation.

        To them it’s just a rambled bunch of words,

        They smile politely, thinking it’s absurd,

        And unlike anything they’d ever heard

        And then when I explain the premise for it,

        They understand at last, they can’t ignore it.

        And they say, “What a beautiful creation!”

        “But of course it is,” I say, for after all,

        I have a childish imagination.
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      Tilly Brier is a freelance writer and the head of  the local improv group Characters. When she’s not performing, reviewing shows for the newspaper, or writing for her blog, Mossie Musings, she relishes poetry that speaks to the soul.
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        I set a dream on a sturdy raft

        and pushed it out on a gentle sea.

        I watched the waves, admired the craft,

        saw it no more and let it be.

        But, one day if it’s seen again,

        I’ll reach, arms out, and bring it in.

        I’ll salvage every piece I can,

        then sigh,

        and wonder where it’s been.
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        The morning sky is sullen grey

        and the ground is lined with dew

        the clouds are rather fierce today

        while raindrops kindle life anew.

        There’s a whisper in the breeze,

        only trees can hear the tune,

        and a calmness in the seas

        as reflected by the moon.

        If every day could be so still,

        and I were happy with the rain

        I’d let it stay that way until

        I tired of the wind’s refrain.
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        I don’t want to think

        at all tonight.

        Turn off my thoughts

        as I turn out the light.

        Forget all that I know;

        nothing can stay.

        Let my mind go.

        Let me just stay this way.

        Already I can feel

        my logic fade,

        as I draw down the window,

        close the shade.

        My cover’s blown

        I am sliding in

        to worlds unknown:

        Places I’ve never been.
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        If I am quiet enough sometimes I think

        that I can hear my muse laughing in jest,

        while paper teases me through smiles of ink

        and ends up on the floor with all the rest.

        For all my suffering is but her thrill

        and she thinks every movement of my hand

        is subject to the fancies of her will

        and my blank mind is her own to command.
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        One day

        I’ll get to the end of my story:

        The one that always eludes me.

        Try as I might

        to finish a masterpiece of poetic beauty,

        I sometimes fear

        the task will finish me first.

        But what would it matter

        If I were unfinished at the end of a tale

        Or at the tale end of being finished off?

        Either way, my character always struggles

        to make it to the last page.
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      Jane Everly is an intern with Everly Exports and Excursions and an online student studying business administration. She hopes to contribute to Moss Hill’s future in trade. She believes poetry is the speech of the heart.
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        Maybe emotions are like tug of war

        Pulled too far one way, then the other.

        Struggling for center.

        When one side is winning it’s hard to let go

        or fight against.

        If it’s perfectly balanced, it becomes a tightrope

        and you know you’re waiting for the fall.

        If we tie each end of the rope to something,

        then it’s stable, unmovable.

        The problem is

        we put happiness and sadness in other people,

        then, inevitably, they move,

        and it’s tug of war all over again.
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        In the crystalline, clear waters

        of the valley down below,

        There are whispers in the ripples

        speaking words I cannot know.

        In the shades of giant red woods,

        the proud warriors of the land,

        There are echoes of a language

        I can never understand.

        In the depths of your bright eyes,

        in the wisdom of your face,

        There are memories of journeys

        that my steps cannot retrace.

        There are whispers in your voice

        of a million words untold,

        As if mighty kingdoms crumble

        by the stories that you hold.
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        Is anyone else experiencing this?

        Reality is shifting on me.

        Only it isn’t.

        I’m the one who’s shifting,

        endlessly sifting through the void

        that is my mind

        hoping to find

        deliverance

        or anything resembling

        existence.

        Yet I’m here,

        somewhere between realities

        where the universal law of causality

        creates the illusion of self

        and of duality;

        the crossroads between normality

        and the limitless totality of consciousness.

        This is where I am.

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Immortal
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        Would you choose to live forever

        if the choice were yours to make?

        Knowing that men die and you would never,

        Could mortal life be something you forsake?

        Would you think it better to live on,

        when all around you carry on in vain?

        And so you live while all you love are gone

        and living, life becomes a mere refrain.
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        Day ends, as does the bleak sunlight

        The stars above all look the same tonight

        And the heavens lost their fiery gleam

        The mysteries imagined there

        were but a passing dream.

        So this life, just like the ending day

        Eventually will cease and fade away

        But future echoes stories of lives past;

        The mystifying memory

        of a dream that could not last.
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        I know they call you fate

        but could you wait?

        Just stop- you can put off your date with time

        He’s got forever but me, I’m

        the one who needs you now.

        You’ve got to help me out somehow!

        Just pull a couple strings:

        One tiny change on those weavings?

        Surely, the movement of one strand

        Is simple work for your skilled hand!

        The labor that I ask is such

        As only needs the slightest touch.

        If you could only do this much:

        Please look upon the tapestry

        And find the thread resembling me

        Where it leads through my destiny

        And where it fades inevitably

        And take the twine and move it so

        That it will be with those who know

        What happens to the broken thread

        When it is pulled out and then is shed.

        And if there may be some repair

        that I can do when I am there

        among the pile of thrown off string -

        for this I’d give you anything.
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      Hattie Raines is a therapist and aspiring author.  She writes on topics of psychology and is working on a psychological mystery series. She believes poetry is cathartic to the soul.
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        A window on a rainy day

        is like a picture on display.

        The window frames a work of art

        a blend of colors, light, and heart,

        the painter’s masterpiece installed

        in simple fashion on the wall.

        Although the scene behind the view

        is one that you could step in to,

        its essence captures the surreal

        so well that one is moved to feel

        that life is but a passing painted veil

        The soul within?

        The artist’s tale.

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Nostalgia

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        
        Nostalgia isn’t what is used to be

        Or else tell me why

        I dream the past in black and white

        The future in technicolor.

        I don’t color in the details anymore

        of past or present.

        I ignore the effervescent

        It’s no longer who I am.

        but I know who I want to be

        and it’s not nostalgic

        for the old me that I am now.
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        Heartbreaking, bittersweet

        a tear-jerking novel

        incomplete

        a cadence of cacophony

        intermingled in

        a symphony

        a play, a ruse, a story rife

        with wandering souls

        What else is life?
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        If I had all the time to entertain

        each curious endeavor of my brain,

        Or had I passion deep enough to spend

        that I might find a means to every end,

        perhaps I would inquire all the sages

        to tell the hidden secrets of the ages.

        Or I could read a thousand books of old

        and join the alchemists in making gold.

        I may look to the heavens for a sign

        and ask astrologers to read me mine.

        Or maybe I would set my eye on mars

        and find a way to colonize the stars.

        I might indulge myself in piety

        and mock the workings of society.

        Or I may take to studying the arts

        to learn the secrets of these mortal hearts.

        I might see many ages come and go,

        And grieve for all the things I do not know.

        Or I might learn that nothing I can find

        could ever satisfy the human mind.
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      Ronan Larke is a medical student. He spends his summers volunteering with the Moss Hill Hospital and catching up with the improv group Characters. He enjoys poems that are whimsical and fun. He believes poetry is best as escapism.
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        I would not contend

        with scholars,

        Nor would I pretend

        to know

        More than what the fates intend

        My foolish mind to comprehend.
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        Some hang their vanity

        on hangers in their closets.

        Some store them safely

        in their bank deposits.

        Others build them slowly,

        by degrees

        and put them on the wall

        as PhD’s

        Many more will keep them

        tucked away

        to store and take out

        on a rainy day,

        but a rare few have

        the ability

        to trade theirs in

        and choose humility.
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        Is there peace within a reverie?

        I imagine that there is supposed to be

        some solace in a dreaming state

        that misery must fail to contemplate.

        There is a certain comfort in a dream

        that no waking moment can replace,

        where we are not confined to time and space

        and nothing in our minds is as it seems.

        Every night I let myself fall deep

        into the restful solitude of sleep

        Until a certain sound gives me a shock

        and I reach through my covers, hit the clock

        get up lazily and scratch my head

        and wish I had 10 minutes more in bed.
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        I am a connoisseur of stories,

        a practitioner of dreaming,

        a student of imagining

        an expert in believing.

        I have years of such experience

        As wondering and waiting

        I’ve spent hours upon hours

        contemplating and debating

        I’m an advocate of thinking,

        And an artisan of thought

        but on action I’ve no inkling

        and a doer I am not.
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        Words are often made ill stated,

        no matter how much contemplated.

        Often times widely debated,

        we find them miscommunicated.

        And many stories convoluted

        are, in fact, so deeply rooted

        in such fallacies reputed

        to be quite highly disputed.

        Oh, sometimes they are offending!

        If spoken while condescending,

        ignorant, uncomprehending,

        then there may be no amending

        all the damage they’ve inflicted.

        As perhaps you have predicted:

        Words can be rather afflicted.
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        A strange imagining I once had dreamt,

        that I did not belong in any place.

        I traveled far and wide in my attempt

        to find one soul who recognized my face.

        But everyone I asked gave no reply.

        Not caring to inquire more from me,

        they called me stranger and they passed me by

        and on I traveled to eternity.

        Then I woke suddenly with quite a start

        and, realizing that I had been asleep,

        I tried to calm the beating of my heart

        and once again I went to counting sheep.
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            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
        
        
        History, His story

        Why can it be her story?

        Or your story or my story,

        My story, mystery

        What could it be?

        What should it be?

        And where on earth is

        The Story?

        In any case they all tell me

        We have to study History

        But who was he?
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        Poems, poems are everywhere,

        I saw one here, I spied one there.

        Anywhere is where they could be.

        Just look out for them carefully!

        They could take any shape or form.

        They’re very tricky, every poem

        is good at blending into space.

        They hide and never leave a trace.

        You just might find a verse in your purse,

        a couplet in a magical curse,

        a poetic knot for your father’s tie,

        or poetic justice in a lie.

        This is something that I fear,

        A buzzing limerick in my ear,

        A lyrical prose up your nose

        Be careful of where a poem goes!

        But if a rhymes is caught in time

        It soon learns how to be sublime

        It settles down and then it’s good

        And acts just like a poem should.

        The moment that you get it penned

        You’ll find a poem can be a friend

        So when I find one I grab a hook

        and capture it inside this book!
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        There is no thing as peace,

        nor peace of mind.

        ’Tis not a quality a man can find,

        nor any goal that he can reach.

        ’Tis not in words the one can preach.

        ’Tis not for anyone to teach.

        No bank can give it out.

        ’Tis not a currency to store.

        Once had, there is no doubt:

        No one would ever ask for more.
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        Hello,

        My name is Barnaby.

        I’m in a book of poetry!

        I wanted to contribute one

        I thought it looked like so much fun!

        I have just learned what poems are

        (I am amazed I’ve got this far!)

        So, have I done it? Is this how?

        Could this one be a poem now?

        If it is, hurrah! I’m done.

        I hope you liked it, everyone.

      

        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Thanks for Reading!
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Tea and Roses

The writer of the Faerie Apothecary
Cozy Mysteries brings you Tea and Roses, a
poetry chapbook. Curious to know what Nan’s
poetry club  anthology looks like? Look no
more. Here is the Moss Hill Poet’s Society
Collection, volume 1. This is poetry meant to
be enjoyed on a comfy couch with a cup of tea.
Just add a touch of rain and light music of your
choice and you’ve got Nan’s idea of a perfect
afternoon.
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