
15:01:13 >> STACY:  Hello, everyone.  Welcome to mindful poetry 
moments.  I'm so excited to see familiar faces.  So, as you're 
entering, if you'd like to answer some of the pre-brain teasers about 
how do you hold onto hope, or who cheers you on, we'd love to hear 
from you.
15:01:38 I'm just going to scroll through for just a second, so I can 
pretend like I'm in an actual room and I can see everyone coming in.  
Or at least see your name.  Wonderful, wonderful.
15:02:04 So, for those of you who have been coming to mindful poetry 
gatherings, you know that it is a potent hour in which we have a 
couple of simple activities that add up to a lot of magic.  That said, 
it's a fast hour, so I'm going to quickly go through some instructions 
and ideas for us.
15:02:28 So, first of all, we're very excited.  We have Kacie with us, 
who is able to do closed captioning.  So, if you could use assistance 
by being able to see captions, you just click on the bottom where it 
says live transcript, and you can have this session closed captioned 
for yourself.
15:02:36 Please also share with any others that this would be useful 
for, that this is a commitment we've made to our community thanks to 
On Being.
15:02:56 This is a partnership between The Well and On Being, and this 
month is fortified by the wonderful organizations, The Mercantile 
Library, Word Play in Cincinnati, as well as The Hive.
15:03:15 A couple of other things.  We do -- so we're going to do a 
meditation.  We're going to have the poem, Roger Robinson's gorgeous 
Supportable Paradise.  Desirae Hosley, who I'm going to introduce you 
to in a second, is going to take us through that poem.  Then we're 
going to take writing time and sharing time.
15:03:44 On the sharing, just be aware that it's an all ages 
gathering, and whether or not you can see a young person in your 
screen, they might be -- there's families and other things, so just be 
a little sensitive to all ages gathering.  And even if you don't 
choose to share out loud, we will collect poems for a gathering space 
in a blog post that we'll let you know about at the end.
15:04:12 So, without any further ado, I'm very excited to introduce 
both Kara Pearson and Desirae Hosley.  The cool thing about the 
pandemic is it's made some of our, quote unquote, local family of 
amazing educators, poets, and artists, we're able -- that family is 
the Cincinnati area.  But the pandemic has allowed this new local 
through our virtual gatherings.
15:04:45 But Kara Pierson is an amazing mindfulness educator, 
convener, and Desirae Hosley, who is also a poet, an amazing educator 
with youth, and space holder, convener of gatherings.  We're going to 
send you all after this event information on how you can connect with 
both Kara and Desirae, if you're really wowed by what they do.  And I 
know you will be.
15:04:54 Desirae also has a new book that just came out and we'll send 
you information about that.
15:05:15 So, let's let Kara get us settled down.  It became clear in 



the last week or so that we need definite help as a community to stay 
grounded and connected to one another in a meaningful, loving way as 
we're emerging post pandemic.  Kara?
15:05:17 >> KARA:  Thanks, Stacy.
15:05:38 Hi, everyone.  I'm so excited to be here with y'all today.  
So, my goal is just to get us grounded before we get started into this 
beautiful conversation.  So, I'm going to invite you to find a 
comfortable seated position.  And I'm going to invite you to plant 
your feet on the floor.
15:06:12 And before you close your eyes, I want you to take a moment 
to just look at your space.  Look at the objects that are in your 
room, in this space.  Notice the little coroners.  And look at the 
room as if it's the first time that you're seeing it.  Notice the 
little details, like how the light bounces off of a cup maybe.  Maybe 
you see a little dust somewhere.  Just notice the room.
15:06:43 And as you notice, I'm going to invite you to connect to the 
rhythm of your breathing.  And once you feel safe and grounded in your 
area, I'm going to invite you to close your eyes, if that feels safe.  
And it can be helpful to bring your hands to your belly, so that you 
can feel the rise and fall of the belly as you breathe.
15:06:56 And so for the next hour, there's nowhere else that you have 
to be.  There's nothing else that you have to do.  This is our time to 
connect with one another.
15:07:50 So give yourself permission to show up in the way that feels 
the most right for you.  And give yourself permission to relax.  And 
notice the sensation of your inhale.  And the sensation of your 
exhale.  On the next exhale, I invite you to relax the shoulders.  On 
the next exhale, I invite you to relax your jaw.
15:08:04 On the next exhale, I invite you to relax your cheekbones.
15:08:34 Staying connected to the breath, I invite you to relax your 
eyebrows.  On the next exhale, I invite you to relax your forehead.
15:09:09 As we take this moment, before we connect with each other, 
I'm going to invite you to bring your hand to your heart.  And I'm 
going to ask you to think about the word hope.  Just notice what 
happens in your body when I say the word hope.  What sensations do you 
feel.  Do you notice if your body becomes more constricted, more 
expansive?
15:09:21 No judgment.  Just notice.
15:10:07 And keeping a hand placed on your heart, just think about one 
intention for time in the space today.  What did you show up for?  I 
invite you to notice where you can feel open enough to receive what it 
is that you came for.  And maybe even a little bit more.  Go ahead and 
just breathe that in, in through the nose, filling up the belly, 
exhaling out through the mouth.
15:10:32 Before we come back into this space, I just want to remind 
you that all of you is welcome here.  There is no specific way that 
you're expected to show up.  And so when you feel ready, you can 
slowly blink your eyes open and come back into this space.
15:10:45 So I'm excited to turn it over to Desirae and I'm looking 
forward to hearing the sharing that's going to come later.



15:11:09 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you so much, Kara.  That was so beautiful, 
Kara, and it was a great way to lead into the poem.  A Portable 
Paradise by Roger Robinson, the title alone made me think of going 
into this moment.  I'm going to introduce Roger Robinson for a second, 
before I get into the poem.
15:11:18 A writer and a performer who lives between London and 
Trinidad.  His latest book is "A Portable Paradise."
15:11:31 He is a co-founder of spoken word and theater, and 
international writing collective, Malika's Kitchen.
15:12:34 [Reading poem]
15:12:49 I want to read it one more time.  The second time I read it, 
if you choose to close your eyes, I would love that.  If not, if you 
want to stare at something at the moment while I read, that would be 
great.  Or read along with me.  Here we go.
15:13:59 [Reading poem]
15:14:35 As we sit and we think about that poem, if you've had time to 
write about the prompt about how do you hold onto hope, do you have 
someone who cheers you on?  I would love to read some of those.  
Someone wrote, hold onto hope.  There's always a chance -- a second 
chance.  Hope holders extraordinaire.  Both earthy and heavenly.  
Those are beautiful.
15:15:08 When you think about a portable paradise, how do you hold 
onto that moment?  What does that look like for you?  How can you 
handle that paradise?  If there's any words or lines in the poem that 
stuck out for you, please write them in the chat, because there were 
so many.  I'm sorry, I'm taking my time, because through this poem, as 
I read it, I cried.  I'm trying to make sure to stay still in this 
moment, because it makes you become present.
15:15:36 I kind of smelled its piney scent on the handkerchief.  I 
felt it along the way.  So, there are some -- I want to read some of 
the responses in the chat
15:16:00 I hold onto hope by working with young people.  I totally 
understand.  I am there with you.  That reminds me that hope is always 
a possibility.  I do understand that.  White sands.  I almost felt 
that.  Kara took me there.  You're able to see the sands.
15:16:23 Kate put trace its ridges in your pocket.  I totally see 
that.  And I totally felt that, if you think about fulfilling of your 
pocket and whether you have a note or if you have a pen and you can 
feel the ridges, shine lying on it like the fresh hope of morning.  
You might just need to pause and raise your face to the sun.
15:16:29 Thank you, Wendy and Emily.
15:16:49 So as we take a few moments, I would love for you guys to 
begin doing a writing prompt with me.  So I have two ideas.  I'm going 
to share both.  Whichever one you choose to do, you're open to do.  
There is no right or wrong way of doing this.
15:16:57 So, after I give you guys ten minutes -- Stacy, is it ten?  
Is that good?  About ten minutes of writing time.
15:17:22 So, the first thought of a prompt is if you take the one line 
in the poem that's about the fresh hope of morning.  After listening 
today, notice what feels fruitful to you.  The line that states the 



fresh hope of morning, after listening today, notice in name what 
feels hopeful to you.  That's the first prompt.
15:17:34 And then the second prompt that you may do is if you start 
your poem with this line and fill it in the blanks with someone who 
helps you and what they tell you.
15:17:57 And this would also be an object or another living thing.  So 
the line is my blank always says to me, blank.  My blank always says 
to me, blank.  Thank you, Stacy, for putting that in the chat for me.
15:18:04 So, let's give us ten minutes of writing.  Yeah, Stacy?
15:18:38 >> STACY:  Yes.  Sorry.  Thank you, Rowe.  Yeah.  So, I think 
that this is -- everybody did such a succinct job of getting us 
grounded and starting to allow us to sink into this poem.  Let's go 
ahead -- we have a little bit longer to write today.  So let's go 
ahead and I'll do 12 whole minutes, and then we have a lot of time to 
share.  So, let's get to writing, and I think we can hear from a lot 
of people.
15:29:42 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you, Stacy.  That's great.  So, 12 
minutes, guys.  That's going to be awesome.  Thank you.
15:30:39 >> STACY:  We've got about another minute before you hear my 
chime, before we'll come back to the room to share.
15:30:44 >> DESIRAE:  All right.  Are we at the one-minute mark, 
Stacy?
15:30:46 [Chime]
15:30:48 >> STACY:  It's official.
15:30:51 >> DESIRAE:  I just wanted to hear your chime.  Thank you, 
Stacy.
15:31:11 >> STACY:  And I just want to remind everyone, Desirae's 
going to call out the names of those of us who wish to read.  And to 
make it easier for Rowe to find you and unmute you, I'm going to ask 
you to do two things.
15:31:44 One, could you please write in the chat that you would like 
to read.  Two, if you go down at the bottom of the screen and you see 
where it says reactions, you'll see one that says raise hand, and I'm 
going to do it now.  Do you see how it puts the hand on my screen?  It 
also moves us to the top, so that Rowe can easily unmute you.
15:31:53 So if you'd like to read, go ahead and write your name in the 
chat and raise your hand.
15:32:19 >> DESIRAE:  And while we wait for everybody to get their 
names and chat, which will be super easy to kind of go in line and 
that process, I want -- I'll start us off.  How about I start off with 
a poem that kind of was inspired by this poem by Roger Robinson.  I 
was like, oh, this reminds me of one of my pieces.  Especially the 
line about fresh hope of morning.
15:32:46 So here we go.  When my heart beats, I am reminded that life 
has been given to me to live.  I know the circle of life, therefore I 
don't wait on it.  I know the circle of life, therefore we are not 
destined or next breath.  I know the circle of life so as I wait with 
arms stretched with the blessings of the sunshine.  I'm too lazy to 
wake before it rises.  I understand the beauty.
15:33:01 You can't predict your future, but you can create your day, 



so live.  Why stick boundaries on your life, or others?  You can't 
organize your feelings to embrace freedom, so why indulge in others?
15:33:27 Give yourself a break from depression and live.  Give 
yourself a break from boundaries and love.  Give yourself a break from 
reality and dream.  No one can tell you how to grieve or how to let 
your emotions flow.  Yet the moment you can feel freedom, from the 
lows and embrace the highs, I acknowledge that this moment, this 
moment brings harmony to your soul.
15:33:43 Feel free to fly.  It's okay.  I promise.
15:33:51 Thank you, thank you, thank you.  First up -- is it Josianne?  
I hope I'm not messing up the name.
15:34:11 >> Perfectly said.  Hello.  I didn't get to write another 
poem, but I was so pulled towards the phrase, I hope this finds you 
well.  Or I hope you're well.  I wish I had written a poem with that.  
There's just so much hope in my professional emails that deserves a 
little bit more space.
15:34:26 But this is the one that I came up with.  And it's a 
collection of a lot of the hope words that are in my notes and my 
computer.
15:34:53 Forward directed energy called hope.  Sloi regrets, marbling 
a hope.  I hoped I was over this.  In the hope that it was a one-off.  
Hard edge of hope.  Hoped is brokenhearted.  On the way to becoming 
whole.
15:35:16 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you, Josiane.  That was beautiful.  Thank 
you so much.  I love that.  Next up is Hadley.
15:36:01 >> I kind of combined them, both the prompts in one.  My 
father always says to me, I love your bones.  My marrow knows each day 
knowing that kind of love.  In the fresh hope of morning, I practice 
loving the bones of the world.  I throw my arms wide to the ceiling, 
reaching past the mountain top, exercising my love muscles awake.  
Ready for the day.
15:36:08 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you, that was beautiful.  The chat room is 
lit, by the way.  Beautiful.  They have all the lines going.  Keep it 
going, y'all.  Keep the energy flowing.
15:36:14 Next up is Elena.
15:36:17 >> Yes.  Hi there.  Sorry.  I was typing.
15:37:26 Okay.  I worked on the prompt about, I don't have the right 
words. ?  I am so grateful that there is a loophole that heaven and 
hope follow me, that the song in my heart never forgets even on its 
darkest day a sunrise always begins in the dark.
15:37:31 >> DESIRAE:  A sunrise always begins in the dark.  Thank you, 
Elena, that was beautiful.
15:37:37 >> Thank you.
15:37:48 >> DESIRAE:  I just want to sit with these for a minute.  
Next up is Kate O.
15:37:57 >> Hello.  My nearest self always says to me, will there be a 
day which trembles not in the name of fear, but in response to 
longing.
15:38:38 My own opened eyes always say to me, let us not be in a hurry 
to reveal, rather as to be porous.  The intricacy of too small to see.  



When we are familiar, yet recognize a humming somewhere beneath, that 
can't quite be intuited.  Through a window is where I feel.
15:38:51 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you so much.  Let us not be in a hurry to 
reveal.  Thank you, Kate, I love that.
15:38:56 Next up is wade.  Wade Hopkins.
15:39:40 >> All right.  My garden always says to me, slower.  At 
first, it seems fast with riot flowers.  My first pause shifts my 
eyesight.  And I take in tumult shapes of evergreen.  As the moment 
opens to me, so does the garden.  Listen to the stone caress the leaf.  
My garden invites me to take a trip in time.  It always says to me, 
slower.
15:39:46 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you.  These are amazing.  Please keep your 
responses going inside of the chat.  It feels like hand claps.  I love 
it.  All right.
15:40:02 Next up, we have Nina.
15:40:43 >> My mum always says to me, if it's meant to be, it will be.  
And in this knowing, there is great freedom.  I avoid the curse of 
failure.  Instead, see opportunity not yet granted.  Life taught me to 
expect the unexpected, to accept the only true power we hold is how we 
deal with consequence.  My mum never taught me to be strong with words 
or advice.  She showed me herself and I recognize the power, was able 
to keep that seed watered, hold onto the strong stock.
15:41:01 Hope comes from living with your eyes open, capture glimpse 
of it in light.  Your heart has to be open, too.  Breathe in, channel 
it, right to your core.
15:41:09 >> DESIRAE:  Breathe in.  Channel it right to your core.  
Thank you, thank you.  That was so beautiful, Nina.  Thank you so 
much.
15:41:16 Next up, we have Emily.  Emily Little.
15:41:22 >> When I unmute, I'm also unmuting my children in the back, 
so we'll see how this goes.
15:41:49 Poetry tailgating.  There are 17 children sitting on my 
tailgate.  I only buckled in three, but those three brought the four 
boxcar children and the five little peppers and four Ingles sisters 
and Addie Walker, American girl.  We might as well be the stagecoach 
or a wagon or part of the Underground Railroad, but we are not.
15:42:09 I'm a mother getting grounded in words while Cheerios 
proliferate, and imaginations crawl over seats and toes tap in 
anticipation of hip-hop class and white people still enslave black 
people, but now we call it prison.
15:42:21 Maybe this odyssey of a van has enough horsepower to pull us 
and our children through this place to a place of abolition and equity 
and justice liberation.
15:42:31 Maybe it will.  Maybe it starts with old stories and new 
poetry written in parking lots.  Maybe.
15:43:00 >> DESIRAE:  Beautiful.  Thank you so much.  Oh, these are 
good!  Now we have Elizabeth.  SR Elizabeth DC.
15:43:26 >> My memory of my grandmother's embrace says to me, you are 
loved for you, for all of you.  As you were made, formed before, in, 
and out of the womb.  And you're big, because in love, the creator 



could not stop creating and shaping and molding and giving to the 
world more of your precious self.
15:43:44 My grandmother's embrace held me in the hope of a morning, 
filled with love and bigness and fullness of a bright sun of goodness.
15:43:50 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you.  My grandmother's hope held me in the 
embrace of a morning.  Thank you so much, Elizabeth.
15:44:02 Next up, we have Elle Wallace.
15:44:09 >> Sorry, hi.  I used a line from the poem to get me going.
15:44:47 Empty your paradise on my desk, clatter and spill the pencils 
to the edge, and over onto the floor, the glass of red Kool-Aid on the 
back, what I reach for when I'm reaching for that field of grass, new 
sneakers on my feet, springing in a springful body, tuliping and 
daffolding, of lemons and oranges, the sprig of represent rub between 
my fingers.
15:45:12 Aromas, the wood at the end of the field, but the ceiling.  
Listen to those peepers, listen to that Birdsong.  So familiar, so 
past.  What I look for when I open my pockets, place them abundantly 
beside you on the desk.  Sorrows and sorrows and splinters of wood.  
Sewn inside, come undone.
15:45:36 Empty the pocket, the pocket you've left by the pencils, the 
glass of Kool-Aid.  The pencil you write with on the top.  Paradise.  
I open, sip from the glass.
15:45:45 >> DESIRAE:  So we have two more readers.  Wendy and then 
Stacy.  Is that enough time?  I think we have enough time.
15:46:09 >> STACY:  Also I think Reyna can go after Wendy.  If anyone 
else is deciding they want to throw their name in, go ahead and toss 
it into the chat now.  So Wendy, Reyna, and Troy.
15:46:15 >> It's really hard to follow these.  These have been 
beautiful poems.  This one is a combination of the two.  Full of 
grace.
15:46:35 My mother always says to me, full of grace this moment is, 
can I remember?  Now that it's dark enough to catch light sliver, 
cradled like the fresh hope of morning.  Morning star, she clarifies.  
Then mine.  Does that make you star bearer, then?
15:46:47 She giggles, points heartward, whispers.  Follow that star 
then, full of grace, this moment is.
15:46:53 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you, thank you.  Follow that star.  Thank 
you, Stacy, for adding that in.  Thank you, that was beautiful.
15:47:05 Stacy, did you want to go next?
15:47:19 >> STACY:  Let's do Reyna, Troy, and there's some new folks 
in the chat.  I think Yayli and Evangilos.
15:47:21 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you for keeping me on track.
15:47:29 ana, Troy, and there's some new folks in the chat.  I think 
Yayli and Evangilos.
15:47:29 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you for keeping me on track.
15:47:29 >> STACY:  It's going fast.
15:47:34 >> I went off the prompt what feels hopeful to you.
15:47:55 What feels hopeful to you.  They put me here to feed me.  
What might kill me, he said.  They didn't know I eat street food.  
Name four things you will hold, he said.  Name four you will cast 



away.  Write them down, speak them aloud, say to yourself, this, not 
that.
15:48:38 Then laugh while cutting a slice of pie.  Say to yourself, 
this not that.  When you speak to the powers that be, name what heals 
you.  And pour yourself a glass of wine while you do what fills you.  
Laugh belly whop laughs over the secret feast.
15:48:43 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you.  Next up, let's do Troy.
15:48:48 >> Rana, whoo!
15:49:10 All right.  Paradise was always just outside where my mail 
was sent.  My family hasn't had an address in someone else's paradise 
for my entire 12 years of school.  The Applebee's, the first Dave and 
Buster's, both NBA and NFL expansion teams, and God, the banks, so 
many banks with names like First and America and Trust.
15:49:34 So today, when I hear the whisper of hope, echoes reclaimed, 
amplified tales told of wounds and healing, razed neighborhoods and 
villages, grandmothers, ancestors, generations, baking, the multitudes 
with authority, noticing their rooms, their rooms, their paradise.
15:49:56 Look around you.  Have you moved in yet?
15:50:02 >> STACY:  Beautiful.  So it looks like we have Yayli.  So 
you see all those, right, Desirae?
15:50:06 >> DESIRAE:  Yes, I see.  I had to sneeze.
15:50:09 >> DESIRAE:  We have Yalie.
15:50:23 >> Hey, Desirae.  This is really beautiful.  So I was kind of 
thinking of what feels hopeful, hope in the morning.  And I've been 
watching my lilies bloom.  So that's been a type of paradise for me.  
So this is called watching my lilies bloom.
15:50:59 On Wednesday morning, the lilies that have perfumed my house 
since Sunday with their light miracle of musk turn into something 
else.  The nascent blooms closed, begin to sing their life open like 
so many of us cannot.  They let go.  The bundle of close petals moved 
from pursed lip to pucker.  The round pearled skyward sun.
15:51:05 >> DESIRAE:  Miracle of musk turning into something else.  I 
love that.  Thank you, Yalie.  Appreciate that.
15:51:11 Evangelos.  Hope I'm saying that right.
15:51:52 >> Yes.  That's right.  Yes, yes.  Thank you.  My self always 
says to me, look at the mirror.  You are alive and awake.  Be grateful 
and proud.  My younger self always says to me, remember, don't forget 
your mistakes, your victories.  No one is perfect.  But you can 
certainly try to.  Don't drown in them alone.  My mind says to me be 
careful.  Give attention to everything.  You can always learn.
15:52:02 You above all should be calm and serene.  Hope.  You should 
hope.  See it around you and believe it.  Embrace it.
15:52:17 >> DESIRAE:  Yes.  Thank you.  All righty.  Stacy.  Are we 
ready for you?
15:52:29 >> STACY:  I'm going to pass in honor of Grant and Bella.  
And if we can squeeze those in, then I think we should be toward 
almost the end.
15:52:35 >> DESIRAE:  Perfect.  Thank you, Stacy.  So, Grant, if you'd 
like to go next.
15:52:38 >> Thank you.  Thank you for this opportunity.



15:52:44 I took the prompt of what feels hopeful to you.
15:53:10 The brave baby girl, who they say is delayed, but furrows her 
brow and twists and spins and twirls and rolls to get where she wants 
to be.  My brave baby girl, who they say is delayed, but clenches her 
fingers around my nose, and laughs and laughs and laughs and laughs.
15:53:22 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you, Grant.  That was beautiful.  All 
right.  Bela.
15:53:31 >> Yes.  Hi, everyone.  Very beautiful poems from everyone.  
Mine was from what feels hopeful to me.
15:53:48 The word.  Words of no power chip away at me, like salty 
ocean water, makes the stone smooth.  So smooth, I stay on the surface 
if I'm only approaching things from the right angle.
15:54:26 Soon after I drop.  A hot stone releasing steam as I come out 
of boiling water, giving a way to recharge others as I grow 
continuously cold until nothing is left anymore.  No warmth.  Rounded 
out.  Only good for fleeting moments of relaxation, and instances 
others experience me as one way to get out of the usual selves, a 
retreat, even a vacation.
15:55:03 But where do I get recharged?  Where do I get edges?  The 
word.  Even when everything stands still, people manage to not only 
run around, but also all around.  Condemnation towards one another and 
hate.  So many words of hate.  But the word.  Living a life.
15:55:08 Water to my soul.  Thirsting.
15:55:42 In a place so deserted to be scrambled to come together, yet 
no one knows where to find one another.  Not even themselves.  But in 
the word, I am still.  Living and running through the fields, hand in 
hand with the light.  The silent isn't loud.  It is a whisper of 
joyness, of joy cries out, and an eternity, not yet lived.
15:56:04 Yet already experienced, not missed, but awaited.  Not in a 
hopeful way.  For hope won't last forever.  But not forgotten.  Where 
hope is not the end, but the beginning.
15:56:16 >> DESIRAE:  Hope is not the end, but the beginning.  I love 
that.  Stacy, would you like to share after that and I get into the 
poem one more time?
15:56:30 >> STACY:  Yes.  I'm just -- wow.  This has been a gorgeous 
day.
15:56:31 So I wrote...
15:57:02 Morning.  Every morning, even in the darkest days, there's a 
sliver of time, not even night, more of a shimmering hallucination of 
possibility.  As a girl, it was the promise of pony, purses, popsicle 
sticks, pizza for lunch.  Later it was that man's love, the absent 
one.  Or an unknown shiny future.
15:57:10 Now it is peonies, poetry, perspective, purpose.
15:57:18 Morning, paradise quivers, possibility endures.
15:57:25 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you.  Shimmering hallucination of 
possibility.  Thank you, Stacy.
15:57:40 >> STACY:  Thank you.  Thank you, everyone.  So, before 
Desirae reads us out with a clearly inspiring Roger Robinson "A 
Portable Paradise" poem, a few things, a few reminders.
15:58:02 Please, please, please -- you're going to get an email from 



Rowe, our wonderful organizer of all things Rowe.  If you will please 
share your poem to us in writing, we'll put it into a commemorative 
blog post that will live on on our website.
15:58:27 Also, after these five weeks of our time together, you'll get 
more information about how to submit one or more of your poems for our 
poetry month book of our poems written during this time together.
15:58:31 Who do we have next week, Rowe?
15:58:52 >> ROWE:  Next week, Sonya Verma will lead our opening 
meditation.  And then poet Frank X. Walker will lead the poem 
discussion and will be reading One True by Phillip Meitrus is -- I 
think how you say his last name.  But that's what we'll be doing next 
week.
15:58:58 >> STACY:  Thank you, Rowe.  Like I said, the organizer of 
all things, including most of what's in my brain.
15:59:34 So, yes.  So, thank you to this incredible, incredible group 
of clear poets.  And wow, it was really something.  Thanks also to 
those of us who are co-hosting today.  And most important, I think, or 
super important in this moment is the podcast Poetry Unbound 2, all of 
these poems were curated by Pedrego Tuma, and included on that 
gorgeous podcast.
15:59:44 And so that is our source material for these gatherings.  So, 
thanks.
15:59:51 So, let's hear Roger's poem one more time from Desirae.
15:59:55 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you.
16:00:58 [Reading poem]
16:01:05 >> DESIRAE:  Thank you so much for having me today.  Thank 
you, Kara, as well.  You were amazing.


