
             In Praise of Poems  
 
National Poetry Month in the U.S. turned 30 years old this April. The event’s longevity 
was inaugurated with a 1996 ceremony featuring former and future U.S. poet laureates 
and Pulitzer winners.  Thank you to the poets who chose to share with our Smith 

Mountain Arts Council this year! Enjoy their creativity. Send applause from you, dear reader, via email to 
David, Grant, Karen, Mickey, and Neal for participating in this SMAC offering.  

 “What if poetry can bring you back to wonder, to kindness, to care, to sensitivity, to tenderness?  
And even in that small moment, isn't that a radical act? Isn't that saving yourself so that you can 
become stronger? So that you can become braver?”                               ~ Poet Laureate Ada Limón 

 

https://poets.org/national-poetry-month-30th-anniversary?utm_source=npr_newsletter&utm_medium=email&utm_content=20260418&utm_term=10715121&utm_campaign=books&utm_id=67276222&orgid=&uniquet=-uVAcG_5wws5XZTuBIGiXg&utm_att1=
https://loc.gov/loc/lcib/9607/poetry.html?utm_source=npr_newsletter&utm_medium=email&utm_content=20260418&utm_term=10715121&utm_campaign=books&utm_id=67276222&orgid=&uniquet=-uVAcG_5wws5XZTuBIGiXg&utm_att1=#:%7E:text=With%20tones%20swinging%20from%20witty,vital%20place%20in%20American%20culture.


Mind Traveler 
by Neal Howes   nealhowes@gmail.com 

 
 

               When you were young you may 
have been a day dreamer, 

   Thinking of all the things you might become. 
 But when you’re old 

You may become a mind traveler. 
       Thinking of all the things you have done. 

 
The young dreamer makes plans and wonders. 
        The mind traveler goes back and ponders. 

Once you stop being a dreamer, 
    Once you stop being a mind traveler, 

You stop living. 
 

That is why I do both. 
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Memories of Army Service 
by Grant West (pictured with his Army dad)   bwest96@verizon.net 

 

I visited the National Army Museum today. 
It brought back memories of places far away, 

 
Often, we were sent far from home. 

But with the Army family we were never alone, 
 

At times we were deployed for months at a time 
Performing missions most others would gladly 

decline, 
 

I served with soldiers keeping our country free. 
All pledging allegiance to uphold the Army creed, 

 
Some days were hard but the work was rewarding. 

It helped to know our families were supporting, 
 

I never questioned defending our Constitution 
Serving our Nation’s first and oldest national Institution, 

 
The museum reminds me that all who served were answering a call. 

Throughout the Army’s history, all gave some and some gave all, 
 

Displaying personal conviction and unbelievable bravery 
Some gave the last full measure defending this country, 

 
So never forget our freedom is not free. 
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Revision 

by David Gloudemans, gloudemansdave@gmail.com 

 

A bird born without wings could not fly 
But she could sing 

She listened closely to everything 
and made their sounds her own 
That of a spider weaving a web 

The nearly silent wisp of a butterfly 
The patter of gentle rain 

Bright sunlight drying tree bark 
A brown leaf releasing at last 

Snowflakes as the collide 
Even the low hum of water freezing 

She mimicked them as best she could and 
When it wasn't right, she kept singing 

The more she practiced, the quieter she got 
Until, to other birds, she was silent 

But she kept working on 
Her song the world had taught 

The day she got it perfect 
Every note complete 

Her wingless body lifted off the nest and 
Drifted into trees 
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Picture This 
by Karen DeBord debordk@gmail.com 

 

The sunshine gently kisses your forehead  
As you snuggle within the warmth of the bed. 

 

Another day begins and your focus moves only to embrace 
Wonder, kindness, and whispers of grace. 

 

As your brain awakens, you realize there are choices. 
Ignoring the news, social media, and brazen voices. 

 

Boldly stepping outside your snuggly resting place  
Preferring outside sounds to fill your space; 

The birds, the wisping air, dancing bees,  
You curl up sipping warm vanilla-honey tea. 

 

Through the window is revealed an awakening spring. 
That makes you happy.  

Flowering leaves and birds that sing.  

 

These moments breathe life into your core 
Your heart grows warm; your soul restored. 

Just picture this. 
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The Wonder of Christmas 
by Grant West   bwest96@verizon.net 

 
I saw a little girl today, as she sat on Santa’s lap. 

Her eyes were filled with wonder as she gazed at Santa’s cap. 
Her face so innocent and small, but her smile lit up the room. 

You could see she believed in the man in red; her excitement was over 
the moon. 

 
My heart was filled with joy as she whispered in his ear. 

Her face lit up with giggles from her childish boundless cheer. 
It made me think and reminded me as I watched the little girl leave. 

No matter our age, the magic of Christmas lies in our ability to 
believe. 
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