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To the afraid
& 

the uncertain

-

the brave 
&

the hopeful.

Thank you for never giving up hope.
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We often use the word “hope” with a casual or general 
wondering if something will or will not occur such as “I 

hope today will be a good day,” or “I hope everything works out.” 
In fact, we almost attribute hope to a fl eeting feeling.

Hope according to God’s Word denotes expectation and security. 
It paints the picture of excited anticipation that the promises which 
have been given are steadfast and sure. 

Hope is often the conduit by which we feel peace, happiness, and 
security. It’s having full assurance that our current tribulations and 
hardships have an outcome that will work out in our favor. It’s for 
this reason that I believe hope is one of the primary driving forces 
for living.

This anthology is an endeavor by 9 poets, from diff erent walks of 
life from around the world. Their collective works are those that 
refl ect their view of hope in these current times. Through love, 
loss, brokenness, injustice and fear, these writers have eloquently 
painted a picture of assurance through poetry.

These are words for those who wait.
These are words for you.





The world of poetry is vast, diverse, unabashed and often 
uninhibited. The poet is able to meld elements of meter, verse, 

fl ow, imagery and allegory to present to their audience something 
profound.

When considering a piece, understand that each poet has a unique 
voice and method of delivering their message. Poetry is an art-
form, and therefore each ‘voice’ is uniquely expressive both in 
performance and on paper.

Both traditional and contemporary poets have come together with-
in the pages of this anthology, each to present ideas for you and I 
to extrapolate. You’ll fi nd a diverse, yet unifi ed message of perse-
verance from the words of these poets on every page.

Knowing this, it may help to be aware of the following:
 1. Consider each poet’s point of view.
 2. Read the poem slowly and if you want, out loud.
 3. Read it twice and explore the emotions it evokes.
 4. Consider the meaning beyond the poet’s choice   
 of punctuation or capitalization.
 5. Sound and rhythm are intentional in poetry.
 6. Some poets utilize line-breaks and enjambment 
 for impact and... some do not!

So that’s it! We believe you’ll fi nd some encouragement within 
these pages, and with careful consideration, discover we’ve got a 
lot in common. 



Antholo
gy poet
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EDWARD HOLMES

Edward L. Holmes II is an American poet, spoken word 
artist and author with an evangelist’s tongue and a heart 
for the hurting.

Today he is passionate about producing consistent, quality 
non-fiction that motivates, uplifts and educates. With an 
addicted and broken life-altered by his faith on the fore-
front, Edward believes in practical theology and instilling 
hope into every open mic and heart.

His writing style is a mix of versed and free form poetry  
steeped in hope, healing and honesty.



What is hope?

i write because...
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AUTHOR INTRODUCTION

It’s the ability to press forward into the 
unknown with the unshakable 

expectation that everything is going 
to be alright. End of story.

Earth has no shortage of broken hearts. With words at 
our disposal, I believe conscious writers have a mission.  

Words have the power to reach the human soul, and for 
that reason alone, I refuse to stop writing.

__________________________________________
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What is the defi nition?
We are told, it’s the heart that’s bold, but
are we missing something bigger?
I sat up one night pondering the meaning 
wondering, receding 
deeper into defi nitions
of a destination not obtained.
12 A.M. met my sleepless sight
perseverating over percolated liquid life 
that night. Would the bottom of the red-eye 
give me insight? Is it confi dence, assuredness,
a man fearless enough to pass the test?
I digress, 
wrestling with unrest over the concept of 
this.

Yet, all I can conclude is that, even though we
are taught to believe that reckless abandon 
goes hand in hand with what it means to be brave,
this is not at all what I’ve seen to be true...

Brave
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EDWARD HOLMES

It’s the young mind riddled with suicide inside 
who tried life one more time today.
It’s the assault survivor that still 
holds onto the concept of love and purity.
It’s the single mother who provides 
for the lives of her children in the midst of poverty.
It’s the father who stays, 
the sister who prays,
beloved, these are the brave.
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I was nearly skeptical of You as I stood
in a hot tear-soaked suit coat during
Sunday service. Her words with
trembling lips ripped holes like bullets
through my chest
as she tried her best to 
question this mess of a man,
who at the time seemed prepared to answer
to the pervasive cancer of abuse.

“Why would He let them do this to me?”
Her words quivered, questioning sovereignty.

 I had no reply.
  For even I wondered as well.

 No reply,
 but tears for you.
     With you.
Beloved, tears were all that we had.
No prophetic pomp of oil-drenched
petition to peace that for a rift in time
we couldn’t feel.

But we can cry.

Salt
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EDWARD HOLMES

Child of God, drench the road you walk.
Don’t hold back,
but from the belly, baby, bellow,
and let the Hoover Dam
of every ignorant “hush, baby, hush” gush forth,
silencing the monsters who mute you.

Answers will come in time,
but today...
today
we can cry.
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Mercy Runs

She is wild like the fl owers 
in her hair, seemingly impervious 
to destruction and unshakable like
the fortress she built.

The elements stop to ruminate
on her words, rain bows at her strength while
thunder claps at her innumerable victories
that command such undying attention.

She is cloaked in broken hopes and
chosen, chose sin, yet fl ows in gifts when needed.
She pleaded to be whole, while holding onto
that pride she possessed, which eventually needed to fall.

Through valleys, hills, deserts, seas &
seasons, mercy sees into
the strongholds of her heart which
couldn’t keep her captive much longer.

The fortress she built
that commanded such undying attention;
that pride she possessed, which eventually needed to fall
couldn’t keep her captive much longer.
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EDWARD HOLMES

Lion's Tooth

Sometimes
weather-worn sidewalks give birth to
dandelions seeded in earthen wombs of
impossible circumstances.
No matter how arduous the journey,
she will continue to dream
and grow
     and grow
          and grow
until her prowess is pronounced;
pushing her past proverbial prohibitions
of her petrifying past before illumination,
and with her head held high, she will
praise the sun.

Dirt was her covering,
but never her defi nition.
Her mission is far too brilliant,
she is far too resilient
to be silenced.

Bloom is what she was created to do.
Bloom is what she will.
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I’ve seen broken people in 
a million diff erent places,
broken hearts behind the smiles
on a multitude of faces.

Men are masking mangled memories
in all the broken spaces of the places
fear erased the hope
disparity replaces.

How I pray these broken brothers
with their burdens and their woes
could fi nd the missing peace they’ve lost
within their troubled souls.

By now you might be wondering 
how one can see the truth.
Darling, you can spot the broken folk if 
you’ve been broken too.

Focus
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EDWARD HOLMES

That Day

Until every tear is wiped away and forgotten 
as though the salt of sorrow
never streaked the cheek, I’ll speak of hope
that soaks and saturates those who wait.

Until you and I are unifi ed in glory
and our story concludes. Until they see my 
black boy blood bleeds the same hue as you.
With no barriers we’ll be carriers of hope in You.

Until the concept of expiration itself expires
under the foot of the Lamb, the I AM 
who stands with authority over death in his hands.
We can walk hopeful in vicarious victory and liberty.

Until that day...

Until that day I pray we stay steadfast in hope.

Until that day...

Until that day...
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You’re not shaken,
forsaken or left to die, 
overtaken by life’s turbulent tide,
choking through the blow of the undertow.

 Know that coming back to shore at times 
 takes emergency measures to rescue you 

from personal pride and pleasures.
Hold your breath, son

God’s not done.

Over My Head
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It’s not your fault,
but for so long you’ve heard it from 
everyone else that you started to believe it.
People make choices
and hurting you
was theirs.

You’ve been trying to
wash away stains that you were never
strong enough to clean.
You were created to be spotless
and that job 
 is His.

Blameless
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It’s commonplace to sour the face,
then pout and talk about
the problematic lives we live than
wear a smile.

So wear a bright visage 
that shines and shows appreciation
for the life we get to live amidst 
our trials.

It’s true this world has many woes 
and pain will never falter
while it’s showing us how easily 
we b r e a k.

So, grin and grimace greatly 
even when your hope’s escaping 
and you’ll see that trials,
a stronger man,
will make.

Roads Less Traveled
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I Dropped My Shame 
Along the Way

“I don’t need anyone else,” I said to myself. 
It was already a quarter past midnight, streets 
shimmering to the cadence of the rain. 
Pain still fi lled my selfi sh will while guilt pushed two feet 
as far as they could carry me. 
from You.

“I’m fi ne on my own,” I said, alone, 
walking past illuminated homes. Knowing I had only 
been shown unending kindness,
my mess made of mindless ambitions clouded my sight 
that night keeping my heart 
from You.

“I’ve no regrets,” I said, cold and wet,
down streetlight-lined sidewalks towards the gate. 
This late, 
no one would wait 
for me to be safe, so why stay anyway?
My shame and I; the renegade and runaway
from You. 
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“I can’t see home from here...” 
   stopping, 
    sobbing, 
     trembling,
nothing near to me resembling anything reminiscent
of home, yet hearing one familiar tone
of voice behind my back,
to remind me of this very simple fact:
“Son, you can’t fl ee far enough from My arms.”

And I dropped my shame along the way back.
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Why the Kettle Sings

I’m convinced...
 that God loves tea.
  Please hear me.
You took me as I am:
a mess of a man, gathered by the hands
of Jesus, 
son-dried and oxidized now
baptized & optimized for sapid savor.

Flavor was 
forced from my frail fi bers 
while my heart was slowly
steeped in heat deep down like
bold black teas. I call it poetry. These

p r i v a t e 

soliloquies once secretly steaming, 
now publicly poured-out praise, 
aromatic to the nasals of the Ancient of Days.

I’ll gladly raise my cup.

And if it’s the fi re that draws out the best of me
I now know why the kettle sings.


