
P e a c h  P r e s e rv e s
G e o r g i a  Po e t r y  S o c i e t y  N e w s l e t t e r

AUGUST 2026
ISSUE 202608

I N DE X
 
P r e s i d e n t ’s  C o r n e r     1

A S m a l l  No t e  
o n  C o u r a g e                    2

T h e  D i s c i p l i n e  
o f  No t i c i n g                    2

W h a t  M a ke s  a  Po e m
Fe e l  A l ive ?                     2

T h e  G i f t  o f  t h e
Un f i n i s h e d  D r a f t           3

W hy Yo u r Vo i c e
M a t t e r s  i n  G e o r g i a    3

T h e  Q u i e t  Powe r
o f  R e a d i n g O t h e r
Po e t s                          4

S i d n ey L a n i e r :
Sp i r i t u a l  L a u r e a t e     5

L a n i e r ’s  GA L e g a c y  5

T h e  S o n g o f  t h e
C h a t t a h o o c h e e          6

How t o  B u i l d  a
R e a d i n g P r a c t i c e       7

 

Georgia
Poetry Society

Since 1979

 T h e  C o u r a g e  t o  C r e a t e  a  L e g a c y

Courage  i s  a  word  we  of ten  as soc ia te  wi th  the
grand  ges tures  of  poetry—the  bo ldness  to
speak t ruth ,  to  share  our deepes t
vu lnerabi l i t i e s  on  the  page ,  and  to  look a t  the
wor ld  wi th  open  eyes .  But  there  i s  another
k ind  of  courage  tha t  keeps  our communi ty
a l ive .  I t  i s  the  quie t ,  s teady courage  of
s tewardship .

A s ta te  poetry soc ie ty does  not  ex i s t  by magic .
I t  ex i s t s  because  indiv idua l s  choose  to  ro l l  up
the ir  s leeves  and  ensure  tha t  poetry has  a
home,  a  vo ice ,  and  a  fu ture  in  Georg ia .  I t  i s  an
ac t  o f  dedica t ion  to  move  f rom be ing a  reader
or a  l i s tener to  be ing a  bui lder.

R ight  now,  the  Georg ia  Poetry Soc ie ty i s
looking for indiv idua l s  who have  the  courage
to  s tep  forward  and  serve .  We have  v i ta l  board
pos i t ions  open ,  and  we  are  looking for
members  who don' t  jus t  cher i sh  the  t i t l e ,  but
who possess  the  hear t  and  energy to  do  the
meaningfu l  work of  keeping th i s  soc ie ty
v ibrant .

I f  you  apprec ia te  the  va lue  of  what  th i s  soc ie ty
br ings  to  our s ta te—the  workshops ,  the
connect ions ,  the  ce lebra t ion  of  the  wr i t ten
word—we need  you .  We need  your hands ,  your
t ime ,  and  your v i s ion .  Let  us  work together to
ensure  tha t  our soc ie ty remains  a  l iv ing ,
brea th ing rea l i ty for genera t ions  to  come,  and
not  jus t  a  beaut i fu l  memory.

I f  you  are  ready to  s tep  up  and  of fer your
support ,  p lease  reach  out  to  me d irec t ly.  Le t ’ s
wr i te  the  next  chapter of  our soc ie ty together.

Warmly,
Barbara  Barry Nishanian
Pres ident ,  Georg ia  Poetry Soc ie ty



Every submiss ion  beg ins  wi th  a  moment  of  courage  — that
quie t ,  pr iva te  dec i s ion  to  be l ieve  in  your own voice .  I t  doesn’ t
mat ter whether you’ve  been  wr i t ing  for decades  or on ly
recent ly found your way to  poetry.  The  ac t  o f  sending your
work out  i s  a  dec lara t ion :  my words  mat ter.  

This  month’s  news le t ter i s  f i l l ed  wi th  too l s  to  he lp  you
naviga te  the  prac t ica l  s ide  of  submiss ions ,  but  the  hear t  o f  the
process  i s  s t i l l  courage .  And courage  grows  each  t ime you  use
i t .  

A S m a l l  No t e  o n  C o u r a g e

T h e  D i s c i p l i n e  o f  No t i c i n g

The Disc ip l ine  of  Not ic ing Poetry beg ins  long before  the  pen
touches  the  page .  I t  beg ins  in  the  quie t  d i sc ip l ine  of  not ic ing
— the  way l ight  pool s  on  a  counter top ,  the  rhythm of  a
s t ranger ’s  foots teps ,  the  smal l  sh i f t  in  a  loved  one ’s  vo ice
when they say they ’re  f ine .  Most  poets  aren’ t  shor t  on
inspira t ion ;  they ’re  shor t  on  t ime spent  pay ing a t tent ion .  This
month ,  g ive  yourse l f  permiss ion  to  s low down.  Carry a  pocket
notebook or open  a  notes  app  and  jo t  down one  deta i l  a  day
that  ca tches  your eye .  Not  a  poem — jus t  a  de ta i l .  Over t ime ,
these  f ragments  become the  raw mater ia l  o f  your vo ice .
Not ic ing i s  a  form of  courage  too :  the  courage  to  be l ieve  tha t
the  wor ld  i s  s t i l l  wor th  looking a t  c lose ly.

A p o e m  l ive s  o r  d i e s  by i t s  e n e r g y —  t h a t  s u b t l e  s e n s e  o f
m ove m e n t  t h a t  ke e p s  a  r e a d e r l e a n i n g fo r wa r d .  E n e r g y
d o e s n’ t  c o m e  f r o m  s h o u t i n g o r  d r a m a ;  i t  c o m e s  f r o m  t e n s i o n .
A p o e m  fe e l s  a l ive  w h e n  s o m e t h i n g i s  a t  s t a ke :  a  d e c i s i o n ,  a
m e m o r y,  a  s h i f t  i n  u n d e r s t a n d i n g.  I f  yo u’r e  r ev i s i n g  t h i s
m o n t h ,  a s k  yo u r s e l f :  W h e r e  i s  t h e  p u l s e ?  L o o k fo r  t h e
m o m e n t  w h e r e  t h e  s p e a ke r wa n t s  s o m e t h i n g ,  fe a r s
s o m e t h i n g ,  o r  r e a l i z e s  s o m e t h i n g .  S t r e n g t h e n  t h a t  m o m e n t .
C l a r i f y i t .  L e t  t h e  p o e m  b r e a t h e  a r o u n d  i t .  W h e n  a  p o e m  h a s
a  h e a r t b e a t ,  r e a d e r s  fe e l  i t  —  eve n  i f  t h ey c a n’ t  ex p l a i n  why.

W h a t  M a ke s  a  Po e m  Fe e l  A l ive ?  



 We of ten  t rea t  unf in i shed  draf t s  l ike  fa i lures  — ha l f- formed
ideas ,  abandoned l ines ,  poems  tha t  “d idn’ t  work .”  But  draf t s  are
not  fa i lures ;  they are  inv i ta t ions .  Every unf in i shed  poem i s  a
record  of  your mind  reaching toward  something t rue .

Ins tead  of  d i scard ing those  draf t s ,  rev i s i t  them wi th  cur ios i ty.
W hat  were  you  t ry ing to  say before  the  words  s l ipped  away?
W hat  image  or emot ion  f i r s t  sparked  the  a t tempt?  Somet imes
the  poem you meant  to  wr i te  i s  s t i l l  wa i t ing  for you ,  pa t ient  and
quie t .  

This  month ,  open  an  o ld  fo lder and  see  what  wants  another
chance .

T h e  G i f t  o f  t h e  Un f i n i s h e d  D r a f t

 As  you  beg in  sending your poems  in to  the  wor ld ,  remember
that  re jec t ions  are  not  a  verd ic t  on  your ta lent .  Most  journa l s
rece ive  hundreds  — somet imes  thousands  — of  submiss ions
for only a  handfu l  o f  spots .  A “no” of ten  means  noth ing more
than  t iming ,  theme,  or space .  Many edi tors  say they dec l ine
exce l lent  work s imply because  they can’ t  publ i sh  everyth ing
they admire .  So  i f  a  re jec t ion  lands  in  your inbox ,  t ake  a
brea th ,  s t ra ighten  your shoulders ,  and  send  tha t  poem back
out .  Pers i s tence  i s  par t  o f  the  wr i t ing  l i fe ,  and  every poet  you
admire  has  wa lked  th i s  same road .
 

(communi ty-centered ,  t i e s  d i rec t ly to  GPS miss ion  wi thout
dupl ica t ing  Barbara ’s  message)
W hy Your Voice  Mat ters  in  Georg ia  Poetry in  Georg ia  i s  not
jus t  an  ar t  form — i t ’ s  a  l iv ing conversa t ion .  Every workshop ,
every reading ,  every submiss ion  adds  another vo ice  to  the
chorus  of  our s ta te ’s  c rea t ive  l i fe .  Your poems ,  whether
publ i shed  or pr iva te ,  contr ibute  to  tha t  chorus .  W hen you
wri te ,  you  he lp  preserve  the  s tor ies ,  l andscapes ,  and
exper iences  tha t  shape  our reg ion .  W hen you  share  your work ,
you  s t rengthen  the  communi ty tha t  keeps  poetry thr iv ing
here .  Your vo ice  mat ters  because  i t  expands  what  Georg ia
poetry can  be .  Keep  wr i t ing .  Keep  shar ing .  We’re  l i s ten ing .

W hy Yo u r Vo i c e  M a t t e r s  i n  G e o r g i a



Poetry i s  o f ten  descr ibed  as  a  so l i tary ar t  — a  s ing le  wr i ter,  a
b lank page ,  a  moment  of  courage .  But  no  poet  t ru ly wr i tes
a lone .  Every poem we  crea te  i s  shaped ,  in  ways  l arge  and  smal l ,
by the  vo ices  we  have  we lcomed in to  our reading l i fe .  Reading
the  work of  o ther poets  i s  not  a  luxury or an  opt iona l  pas t ime;
i t  i s  one  of  the  most  e s sent ia l  prac t ices  o f  becoming a  s t ronger,
more  resonant  wr i ter.
 
W hen we  read  wide ly,  we  expand the  poss ib i l i t i e s  o f  our own
voice .  Each  poet  we  encounter teaches  us  something :  how an
image  can  unfo ld  across  a  s tanza ,  how a  l ine  break can  crea te
surpr i se ,  how s i lence  can  carry meaning ,  how a  metaphor can
open a  door we  d idn’ t  know ex i s ted .  Even  poems  tha t  don’ t
speak to  us  d i rec t ly s t i l l  sharpen  our awareness  of  cra f t .  They
show us  what  choices  are  ava i lab le ,  what  r i sks  o thers  have
taken ,  and  what  pa ths  we  might  explore  next .
 
Reading a l so  deepens  our sense  of  be longing .  Poetry can  fee l
l ike  an  in t imate ,  pr iva te  endeavor,  but  when we  read  the  work
of  o thers ,  we  s tep  in to  a  l a rger conversa t ion  — one  tha t
s t re tches  across  s ta tes ,  genera t ions ,  and  t rad i t ions .  We hear
echoes  of  our own ques t ions  in  someone  e l se ’s  l ines .  We
recognize  a  l andscape ,  a  gr ie f ,  a  joy.  We d i scover tha t  our
exper iences  are  par t  o f  a  shared  human fabr ic ,  and  tha t  our
voice  contr ibutes  to  tha t  fabr ic  in  ways  we  may not  have
rea l ized .
 
There  i s  another g i f t  in  reading :  i t  keeps  us  humble  and  brave
at  the  same t ime .  Humble ,  because  we  see  how much there  i s  to
learn .  Brave ,  because  we  wi tness  how bold ly o thers  have  wr i t ten
the ir  t ru ths .  W hen we  read  poets  who take  r i sks  — in  form,  in
sub jec t ,  in  vu lnerabi l i ty — we  are  reminded  tha t  we  can  take
r i sks  too .  Their courage  becomes  a  spark for our own.

I f  you  want  to  grow th i s  month ,  choose  one  poet  whose  work
you’ve  never read  before .  P ick  up  a  book f rom a  loca l  l ibrary,
browse  a  journa l  you’ve  never explored ,  or rev i s i t  a  poet  you
loved  years  ago .  Read  s lowly.  Read  wi th  cur ios i ty.  Read  not  to
imi ta te ,  but  to  absorb  the  rhythms  and  poss ib i l i t i e s  o f
language .
 
Your poems  wi l l  fee l  the  d i f ference .  Your vo ice  wi l l  s t re tch .  And
you wi l l  f ind  yourse l f  wr i t ing  not  f rom i so la t ion ,  but  f rom
connect ion  — a  connect ion  tha t  s t rengthens  both  your cra f t  and
our poetry communi ty here  in  Georg ia .
 

T h e  Q u i e t  Powe r o f  R e a d i n g O t h e r Po e t s



ul t imate ly contr ibuted  to  h i s  ear ly death  a t  age  th i r ty ‑nine .  Yet  even  in  the
mids t  o f  suf fer ing ,  he  cont inued  to  wr i te ,  ske tching poems  in  notebooks
and le t ters  whenever he  could .

Af ter the  war,  Lanier ’s  l i fe  took on  a  quie ter but  deeply inf luent ia l  rhythm.
He worked  as  a  c lerk ,  a  l awyer,  and  a  mus ic ian  before  eventua l ly f inding
his  way in to  academia .  In  1879,  he  became a  lec turer a t  Johns  Hopkins
Univers i ty,  t eaching Engl i sh  l i tera ture  and  deve loping ideas  about  the
musica l i ty of  poet ic  l anguage .  His  l ec tures  explored  how rhythm,  tone ,  and
sound could  shape  meaning — ideas  tha t  s t i l l  echo  in  contemporary
discuss ions  of  prosody.

Lanier ’s  poetry of ten  re f lec t s  h i s  love  of  na ture  and  mus ic .  The  Marshes  of
Glynn ,  one  of  h i s  most  ce lebra ted  works ,  captures  the  sweeping beauty of
Georg ia ’s  coas ta l  l andscape  wi th  a  mus ica l ,  a lmost  orches t ra l  sense  of
movement .  His  poems  f requent ly b lend  sp i r i tua l i ty,  na tura l  imagery,  and
an  exper imenta l  approach  to  meter tha t  was  ahead  of  i t s  t ime .

Though h i s  l i fe  was  shor t ,  Lanier ’s  l egacy endures  in  Georg ia ’s  l i t erary
his tory.  His  work reminds  us  tha t  poetry can  r i se  f rom hardship ,  tha t
beauty can  coex i s t  wi th  s t rugg le ,  and  tha t  the  l andscapes  of  our s ta te  have
long insp ired  ar t i s t s  to  look more  c lose ly,  brea the  more  deeply,  and  l i s ten
for the  mus ic  ins ide  l anguage .

   S i d n ey L a n i e r :  Sp i r i t u a l  L a u r e a t e  o f  G e o r g i a

Sidney Clopton  Lanier ( 1842-1881 )  remains  one  of
Georg ia ’s  most  be loved  l i terary f igures  — a  poet  whose
l i fe  b lended  ar t ,  hardship ,  serv ice ,  and  an  endur ing
devot ion  to  mus ic  and  language .  Born  in  Macon in  1842 ,
Lanier showed ear ly g i f t s  in  both  poetry and  f lu te
performance ,  t a lents  he  carr ied  wi th  h im even  through
the  most  d i f f i cu l t  chapters  o f  h i s  l i fe .

Dur ing the  Civ i l  War,  Lanier served  in  the  Confedera te
Army,  where  he  endured  i l lness ,  impr i sonment ,  and  long
s t re tches  of  depr iva t ion .  He  contrac ted  tubercu los i s  dur ing
the  war — a  condi t ion  tha t  shaped  the  res t  o f  h i s  l i fe  and

Sidney Lanier ’s  in f luence  appears  across  the  s ta te .  His  l egacy i s  woven
into  Georg ia ’s  cu l tura l  and  educat iona l  l andscape ,  honor ing both  h i s
poetry and  h i s  contr ibut ions  to  Southern  L i tera ture .

G e o r g i a  P l a c e s  Na m e d  fo r  L a n i e r
Lake  Lanier 
Lanier County –  Es tab l i shed  in  1920
Lanier High  Schools  (severa l ,  inc luding h i s tor ic  Lanier High  School  for
Boys  in  Macon ,  now par t  o f  the  Academy for C lass ica l  Educat ion)
S idney Lanier Br idge  (Brunswick )  spanning the  Brunswick River
Lanier MIddle  and  E lementary Schools
Lanier L ibrary (Tryon ,  NC)  founded  by admirers  in  1890
His  name appears  f requent ly in  Georg ia ’s  l i t erary c i rc les  –  reading
groups  and  h i s tor ica l  soc ie t ies  o f ten  re ference  h im as  a  foundat iona l
Southern  poet

S i d n ey L a n i e r ’s  G e o r g i a  L e g a c y



T h e  S o n g O f  T h e  C h a t t a h o o c h e e
   by S i d n ey L a n i e r

O u t  o f  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
D ow n  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l ,
I  h u r r y a m a i n  t o  r e a c h  t h e  p l a i n ,
Ru n  t h e  r a p i d  a n d  l e a p  t h e  f a l l ,
Sp l i t  a t  t h e  r o c k a n d  t o g e t h e r  a g a i n ,
Ac c e p t  my b e d ,  o r  n a r r ow o r  w i d e ,
A n d  f l e e  f r o m  fo l ly o n  eve r y s i d e
Wi t h  a  l ove r ' s  p a i n  t o  a t t a i n  t h e  p l a i n
Fa r f r o m  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
Fa r f r o m  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l .

A l l  d ow n  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
A l l  t h r o u g h  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l ,
T h e  r u s h e s  c r i e d  'A b i d e ,  a b i d e ,'
T h e  w i l l f u l  wa t e r we e d s  h e l d  m e  t h r a l l ,
T h e  l av i n g l a u r e l  t u r n e d  my t i d e ,
T h e  fe r n s  a n d  t h e  fo n d l i n g g r a s s  s a i d  ' S t ay,'
T h e  d ew b e r r y d i p p e d  fo r  t o  wo r k d e l ay,
A n d  t h e  l i t t l e  r e e d s  s i g h e d  'A b i d e ,  a b i d e ,
He r e  i n  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
He r e  i n  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l .'

H i g h  o 'e r  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
Ve i l i n g  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l ,
T h e  h i c ko r y t o l d  m e  m a n i fo l d
Fa i r  t a l e s  o f  s h a d e ,  t h e  p o p l a r  t a l l
Wr o u g h t  m e  h e r  s h a d ow y s e l f  t o  h o l d ,
T h e  c h e s t n u t ,  t h e  o a k ,  t h e  wa l n u t ,  t h e  p i n e ,
O ve r l e a n i n g,  w i t h  f l i c ke r i n g m e a n i n g a n d  s i g n ,
S a i d ,  ' Pa s s  n o t ,  s o  c o l d ,  t h e s e  m a n i fo l d
D e e p  s h a d e s  o f  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
T h e s e  g l a d e s  i n  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l .'

A n d  o f t  i n  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
A n d  o f t  i n  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l ,
T h e  wh i t e  q u a r t z  s h o n e ,  a n d  t h e  s m o o t h  b r o o k- s t o n e
D i d  b a r  m e  o f  p a s s a g e  w i t h  f r i e n d ly b r awl ,
A n d  m a ny a  l u m i n o u s  j ewe l  l o n e
- -  C r ys t a l s  c l e a r  o r  a - c l o u d  w i t h  m i s t ,
Ru by,  g a r n e t  a n d  a m e t hys t  - -
M a d e  l u r e s  w i t h  t h e  l i g h t s  o f  s t r e a m i n g s t o n e
I n  t h e  c l e f t s  o f  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
I n  t h e  b e d s  o f  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l .

B u t  o h ,  n o t  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
A n d  o h ,  n o t  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l
Ava i l :  I  a m  f a i n  fo r  t o  wa t e r  t h e  p l a i n .
D ow nwa r d  t h e  vo i c e s  o f  D u t y c a l l  - -
D ow nwa r d ,  t o  t o i l  a n d  b e  m i xe d  w i t h  t h e  m a i n ,
T h e  d r y f i e l d s  b u r n ,  a n d  t h e  m i l l s  a r e  t o  t u r n ,
A n d  a  my r i a d  f l owe r s  m o r t a l ly ye a r n ,
A n d  t h e  l o r d ly m a i n  f r o m  b eyo n d  t h e  p l a i n
C a l l s  o 'e r  t h e  h i l l s  o f  H a b e r s h a m ,
C a l l s  t h r o u g h  t h e  va l l eys  o f  H a l l .



A s t r o n g w r i t i n g  l i fe  i s  b u i l t  o n  a  s t r o n g r e a d i n g l i fe .  B u t  “ r e a d
m o r e  p o e t r y ” c a n  fe e l  va g u e ,  e s p e c i a l ly wh e n  yo u r d ays  a r e  a l r e a dy
f u l l .  A r e a d i n g p r a c t i c e  d o e s n’ t  n e e d  t o  b e  e l a b o r a t e  o r
t i m e ‑c o n s u m i n g ;  i t  s i m p ly n e e d s  t o  b e  i n t e n t i o n a l .  He r e  a r e  a  few
g e n t l e  ways  t o  b u i l d  a  h a b i t  t h a t  n o u r i s h e s  b o t h  yo u r c r a f t  a n d
yo u r c r e a t iv i t y.
 
S t a r t  s m a l l .  C h o o s e  o n e  p o e m  a  d ay —  s o m e t h i n g yo u  c a n  r e a d
wh i l e  yo u r c o f fe e  b r ews  o r  b e fo r e  yo u  g o  t o  b e d .  A s i n g l e  p o e m  i s
e n o u g h  t o  ke e p  yo u r e a r  t u n e d  t o  l a n g u a g e  a n d  yo u r i m a g i n a t i o n
awa ke .  O ve r t i m e ,  t h e s e  s m a l l  m o m e n t s  a c c u m u l a t e  i n t o  a  d e e p
we l l  o f  i n f l u e n c e .
 
R e a d  b eyo n d  yo u r c o m fo r t  z o n e .  I t ’ s  n a t u r a l  t o  g r av i t a t e  t owa r d
p o e t s  wh o  s o u n d  l i ke  yo u ,  b u t  g r ow t h  o f t e n  c o m e s  f r o m
e n c o u n t e r i n g vo i c e s  t h a t  c h a l l e n g e  yo u r a s s u m p t i o n s .  Tr y a  p o e t
f r o m  a  d i f fe r e n t  e r a ,  a  d i f fe r e n t  r e g i o n ,  o r  a  d i f fe r e n t  t r a d i t i o n .
L e t  yo u r s e l f  b e  s u r p r i s e d .
 
Ke e p  a  “ r e a d i n g n o t e b o o k .”  No t  fo r  a n a lys i s ,  b u t  fo r  n o t i c i n g .  Wr i t e
d ow n  o n e  l i n e  t h a t  s t r u c k yo u ,  o n e  i m a g e  t h a t  l i n g e r e d ,  o r  o n e
c r a f t  c h o i c e  yo u  a d m i r e d .  T h i s  s i m p l e  p r a c t i c e  h e l p s  yo u
u n d e r s t a n d  wh a t  m ove s  yo u  —  a n d  why.
 
M i x b o o k s  w i t h  j o u r n a l s .  Po e t r y b o o k s  g ive  yo u  d e p t h ;  j o u r n a l s
g ive  yo u  va r i e t y.  To g e t h e r,  t h ey ex p o s e  yo u  t o  e m e r g i n g vo i c e s ,
n ew fo r m s ,  a n d  t h e  evo lv i n g l a n d s c a p e  o f  c o n t e m p o r a r y p o e t r y.
 
Mo s t  i m p o r t a n t ly,  r e a d  w i t h  g e n e r o s i t y.  A p p r o a c h  e a c h  p o e m  w i t h
t h e  a s s u m p t i o n  t h a t  i t  h a s  s o m e t h i n g t o  t e a c h  yo u  —  a b o u t
l a n g u a g e ,  a b o u t  a t t e n t i o n ,  a b o u t  c o u r a g e .  W h e n  yo u  r e a d  t h i s  way,
yo u r ow n  w r i t i n g  b e c o m e s  r i c h e r,  m o r e  f l ex i b l e ,  a n d  m o r e
c o n n e c t e d  t o  t h e  l a r g e r  wo r l d  o f  p o e t r y.
 
A r e a d i n g p r a c t i c e  i s n’ t  a  c h o r e ;  i t ’ s  a  q u i e t  c o m p a n i o n s h i p .  A n d
t h e  m o r e  yo u  n u r t u r e  i t ,  t h e  m o r e  i t  w i l l  n u r t u r e  yo u r wo r k i n
r e t u r n .

How t o  B u i l d  a  R e a d i n g P r a c t i c e
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	The Courage to Create a Legacy
	Courage is a word we often associate with the grand gestures of poetry—the boldness to speak truth, to share our deepest vulnerabilities on the page, and to look at the world with open eyes. But there is another kind of courage that keeps our community alive. It is the quiet, steady courage of stewardship.
	A state poetry society does not exist by magic. It exists because individuals choose to roll up their sleeves and ensure that poetry has a home, a voice, and a future in Georgia. It is an act of dedication to move from being a reader or a listener to being a builder.
	Right now, the Georgia Poetry Society is looking for individuals who have the courage to step forward and serve. We have vital board positions open, and we are looking for members who don't just cherish the title, but who possess the heart and energy to do the meaningful work of keeping this society vibrant.
	If you appreciate the value of what this society brings to our state—the workshops, the connections, the celebration of the written word—we need you. We need your hands, your time, and your vision. Let us work together to ensure that our society remains a living, breathing reality for generations to come, and not just a beautiful memory.
	If you are ready to step up and offer your support, please reach out to me directly. Let’s write the next chapter of our society together.
	Warmly, Barbara Barry Nishanian President, Georgia Poetry Society




	A Small Note on Courage
	The Discipline of Noticing
	What Makes a Poem Feel Alive?
	A poem lives or dies by its energy — that subtle sense of movement that keeps a reader leaning forward. Energy doesn’t come from shouting or drama; it comes from tension. A poem feels alive when something is at stake: a decision, a memory, a shift in understanding. If you’re revising this month, ask yourself: Where is the pulse? Look for the moment where the speaker wants something, fears something, or realizes something. Strengthen that moment. Clarify it. Let the poem breathe around it. When a poem has a heartbeat, readers feel it — even if they can’t explain why.

	The Gift of the Unfinished Draft
	Why Your Voice Matters in Georgia
	The Quiet Power of Reading Other Poets
	Sidney Lanier: Spiritual Laureate of Georgia
	Sidney Lanier’s Georgia Legacy
	Georgia Places Named for Lanier

	The Song Of The Chattahoochee    by Sidney Lanier
	Out of the hills of Habersham, Down the valleys of Hall, I hurry amain to reach the plain, Run the rapid and leap the fall, Split at the rock and together again, Accept my bed, or narrow or wide, And flee from folly on every side With a lover's pain to attain the plain Far from the hills of Habersham, Far from the valleys of Hall.
	All down the hills of Habersham, All through the valleys of Hall, The rushes cried 'Abide, abide,' The willful waterweeds held me thrall, The laving laurel turned my tide, The ferns and the fondling grass said 'Stay,' The dewberry dipped for to work delay, And the little reeds sighed 'Abide, abide, Here in the hills of Habersham, Here in the valleys of Hall.'
	High o'er the hills of Habersham, Veiling the valleys of Hall, The hickory told me manifold Fair tales of shade, the poplar tall Wrought me her shadowy self to hold, The chestnut, the oak, the walnut, the pine, Overleaning, with flickering meaning and sign, Said, 'Pass not, so cold, these manifold Deep shades of the hills of Habersham, These glades in the valleys of Hall.'
	And oft in the hills of Habersham, And oft in the valleys of Hall, The white quartz shone, and the smooth brook-stone Did bar me of passage with friendly brawl, And many a luminous jewel lone -- Crystals clear or a-cloud with mist, Ruby, garnet and amethyst -- Made lures with the lights of streaming stone In the clefts of the hills of Habersham, In the beds of the valleys of Hall.
	But oh, not the hills of Habersham, And oh, not the valleys of Hall Avail: I am fain for to water the plain. Downward the voices of Duty call -- Downward, to toil and be mixed with the main, The dry fields burn, and the mills are to turn, And a myriad flowers mortally yearn, And the lordly main from beyond the plain Calls o'er the hills of Habersham, Calls through the valleys of Hall.
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