
                   Broadsheet 19 
      in tandem with the Celtic Mists issue of Agenda, summer/autumn 2012 
 
Welcome to this Broadsheet which focuses on artwork from St Leonards-Mayfield School, 
Mayfield, East Sussex. This school is hosting, with Agenda, an International Poetry Festival 
On October 9, 11-14, 2012 – details on www.agendapoetry.co.uk . Young Agenda 
Broadsheet Poets, William Searle, Adam Wyeth and Benjamin Jack Larner will read on 
Sunday 14th. 
 

                
 
             Lauren Harris – A level 
 
             



 
 
Benjamin Jack Larner 
 
 
Three Autumn Lullabies  
 
           i 
 
The sky is red clay. 
The earth is red clay. 
I have feet. 
The leaves are yellowed fear. 
Do not fear. 
I have feet. 
  
          ii 
 
I feel earth. 
I am warm. 
Taste warm. 
Salted rain as  
Peaches nectar. 
Gold scarred 
Within the colour 
Of warmth. 
 
          iii 
 
The air is burnt. 
Too heavy for trees. 
Do not feel sad. 
Death is beautiful. 
Sleep is orange. 
Too heavy for trees. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
The Seventh Gate to Thebes 
 
Quiet pebbles fluctuate, 
Bronzed skin for the head 
Wrapped in glass, now, overgrown 
Laughter, made for consumption  
With other medicines of suitable  
Distaste, shall be served 
With stone scones and 
Cement tea. Pass the butter.  
 
 
 
 
                                                       Night Music 
 
                                                       Pitter patter pitter patter... 
                                                       Sounds of sound. 
 
                                                       The womb is ruptured, 
                                                       bleeding rainwater. 
 
                                                       The sky is clouded 
                                                       and dusty. 
 
                                                       I have feet. 
 
                                                       I use them to stand. 
 
                                                       It isn’t natural to stand. 
 
                                                       I should lie down. 
 
                                                       Allow moss to grow 
                                                       in my mouth. 
 
                                                       Allow damp to wash 
                                                       my fingers and toes. 
 
                                                       The silver will drain  
                                                       from my body 
                                                       and I will become an 
                                                       envelope. 
 
                                                       Breathing is difficult. 
 
                                                       For how long can I 
                                                       hold my breath... 
                                                         



                                                   
Nothing 

 
 

Flowers grown off eyelashes. 
 

Honeycomb in arch with 
Winter stood colour. 

 
 

Hush. 
 
 
 

Faded blossoms lunch. 
 
 
 
 
 

                                                               Do not speak 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Andrew Luty  is an 18 year old from Anlaby, East Yorkshire. He is currently studying 
History with the Open University. He has been writing poetry for a few months and his work 
featured in the Online Broadsheet Issue 17. 
 
 
Death Comes Unhurried 
 
Death comes unhurried, 
 He is patient. 
 
He will stalk and follow, 
 Not hunt and chase. 
 
Watching from afar, 
 Waiting for ripeness. 
 
He may be slow and measured, 
 But he wins out. 
 
He wishes you swift travels, 
 It’s always his road anyway. 
 
Death comes unhurried, 
 Or so I hope.  
 
 
 
 
 
Her womb is a grave 
 
Her womb is a grave, 
With headstones in her mind, 
Each one with a name 
Carved forever into the face. 
Nothing left for her 
Now the graveyard decays 
Through hatred and fear 
And so much death.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Lover 
 
The smell of her perfume 
Chokes me. 
The sight of her makeup 
Sickens me. 
The thought of her body 
Disgusts me. 
The feel of her skin 
Repels me. 
The sound of her laugh 
Tortures me. 
 
The look in her eyes 
Breaks me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Old Statues 
 
Do they remove old statues? 
Or let them decay  
In the minds of the public? 
 
Are old heroes replaced 
With those whose acts 
Are fresher and lesser? 
 
As the old stone crumbles, 
And tumbles to the ground, 
Do people ask who lies there? 
 
When they fade to obscurity, 
And moss covers their words, 
Can they be recast in new light? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Age of Reason 
 
Wasn’t the Enlightenment 
Supposed to have cast 
The Sun into those dark corners 
Of the mind, 
Where monsters and 
Gods lie? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
4 a.m. 
 
So here I am, 
Scribbling words again, 
Maybe she’ll read them 
When I’m gone. 
 
The drink lies dead, 
Cracked glass on the table. 
 
And now in my mind, 
She withers away. 
   Away. 
     Away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
William Searle, 25, was born in Dorset. He is currently living in North Wales, Snowdonia.  
He has been awarded an AHRC Studentship to study for a PhD in Creative Writing with Sir 
Andrew Motion. He is also training to be a mountaineering instructor. 
 
 
 
 
Swifts 
 
Happy again the swifts are back 
in acrobatic aerial war 
along the slumped ridge of the cliff, 
arrowing down narrow Becton, 
their reflections shimmer 
on the black-waters of Natterjack, 
then they spin down Dilly Lane 
where you Father, 
Father you stand stupefied 
by the beauty of their flock, 
amazed that one sleeps on the wing, 
that a scattering sinew of earth 
can still return with such vigour 
and I Father, I am in there somewhere 
or miles behind at the path’s start 
trying to get to you so wait, 
wait for me and remember me 
and together we can fear the Hobby, 
how its bolt leaves a quick bruise in the blue, 
a flash of underwing, 
its dodging of wrong thermals 
for the right one his wings will love 
that will dive him beak-ward 
straight into a Swift’s heart 
with the ease of perpetual practice. 
But we Father,  
we have the one time to get it right, 
to hit the red target and remain there. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Local Gossip 
 
We drive through Bethesda 
to reach the bays of Ynys Mon. 
 
The town sits beneath  
the raised ocean of the Carneddau. 
 
The abandoned quarries  
are the slate beaches of hell  
where the ghosts of miners writhe. 
 
Below coughs the Afon Ogwen, 
half dammed by needles, bags, 
memories of the last otter. 
 
An old women stops in front of our car, 
shaking and stooping 
to pocket discarded loo roll, 
 
a smoking, pregnant girl 
stood in front of a warehouse 
with boarded doors 
drives another nail 
into her unborn child’s wings. 
Angel of death. 
 
A man goes by with a rung-less ladder strapped 
to his bicycle. The shadow of a spider 
pulses upon his brow. 
 
What will become of these people? 
The rain never ends but nothing ever grows. 
 
This is the past that cannot become present. 
Any effort to resuscitate her 
is flogging a carcase.  
 
Blood and wool clogs the nostrils of those  
who come to inhale the mountain air,  
taste the dew that sweetens the sleeves  
of their holiday jumpers. 
 
We hurry on through- a rumour 
slipping passed deaf ears- 
and alone with Amy and our dogs 
on our favourite bay 
I whisper 
this piece of local gossip. 



 
The Ewe and The Olive Tree 
 
Our sandal’s flicked dust 
into her maroon eyes. 
Hornets bobbed above her  
spilt fluid and placenta 
 
baked hard into a black 
and red crust in the oven 
of the olive tree’s shade. 
Plump veins lined her 
 
stomach distended with 
the size of an unborn lamb. 
Her wool was shivering 
alive with flies and fear. 
 
The branches were shook 
by a crow ruffling-up 
for a meal. He wasn’t scared  
away by the gun-shots 
 
of our claps. Crisp leaflets, 
crumpled in the sun’s fists, 
showered down upon her 
in delicate, whispering rasps. 
 
Copper bells rattled around 
the Naxos mountains: 
a herd of echoes lost from  
the shepherd of their sounds. 
 
Rocks shone lime-white 
in the heat, the light hurt. 
No wind. Cypresses caught 
fire with stillness, and blazed. 
 
Her breathing was beating 
as slow as a heart in a 
sleeping body, and her heart 
was weaker than her breathing. 
 
She closed her eyes, and died 
with the weight of our dust and  
the little leaves upon them.  
Two skulls and a farrago of bones. 
 
 
 



 
 
Charlotte Helbron-Eliades – A level 
 

 
 
Amelia Vokes - GCSE 



 
Dominic Martin , 20, grew up in Oxfordshire. He moved to Wales in 2010 to study Creative 
and Professional Writing at the University of Glamorgan and is just finishing his second year 
of the course. Earlier this year his poem A Dream With Oskar Wilde was published in the 
2012 edition of DAPS, the university’s student anthology. 
 
 
 
 

Alice in the Garden 
 
 
A dragonfly lands on her nose, 
her eyes, 
like drowned lily pads  
in a sun filled pond, 
flicker 
with its phosphorous wings 
and trace its iridescent tail. 
Armoured segments interlocked,  
Eyes in gleaming facets all of smooth agog. 
She does not spot the line which holds, 
The thread which pulls it back, 
with darts and flicks, 
She ups and follows, 
jungle lawns 
thrashing  
against white stockings, 
patent leathers tripping  
over tangles pushing up between 
the paving stones.  
She doesn’t see the skulls beneath the eves, 
the fingers hanging from the leaves.  
Sculpted peacocks turn to watch 
the girl who skips beneath 
ace of hearts ewe trees, red berries  
crushed and smeared beneath her heels. 
Past the fountain, 
a grime streaked angel 
with its face bashed off, 
lacquered tiles once mirror bright 
now flawed and fading, 
sapphire and emerald flakes  
lost beneath the mulch. 
And still she goes, 
her gemlike pilot leading on, 
with bobs and quiet chitters, 
through arches where the air is moist 
and still, 
like breath inside a jam jar. 



 
But then, what’s this? 
The stagnant haze is swept  
against her face, 
a gust which sets her yellow ringlets dancing 
like string puppets, 
Then all is quiet 
and there the girl stands, 
how she came she can’t recall 
but the hole in the hedge 
is beckoning.  
 
 

 
On the Death of Captain Cook 

 
The first one takes you through the gut, 
an instantaneous appendicitis, 
blowing sprays and soft shards of you out your back, 
startling on the tropic sand. 
Do you see 
Botany Bay 
come swimming, like a manta ray 
before your eyes? 
In the scorching liquid haze of the blinding, white crumble, 
this strip of beach 
where you will kneel, 
buckle kneed with agony, but staring straight, 
through searing bloodshot blues, 
and teeth clenched in a crimson snarl 
against the men who stand and aim and bring you low. 
The second hits you in the shoulder, 
A blow, a punch to splinter bone 
And make veins bulge blue 
around the gory hole, 
as you jerk, 
shoes still wet from the surf 
and Royal Navy blue now purpled in wet, panda patches. 
The sweat prickles 
then beads 
on the rifleman’s neck, 
as his aim slides slowly 
across your heart 
and as he closes one eye 
and blows it. 
It shatters inside you Cook 
Like something delicate long strained. 
Cook take your time 
to fall on your face. 
A knot of incandescence 



still erect, 
though sunk on your knees and fit 
to jack knife over. 
Cook do it for me, 
hold a little longer, 
though your hurricane tears itself to pieces on some cruel Pacific doldrum, 
I say hold it! And stare them down just a few moments more, 
as you burn to bloody cinders on this anonymous white shore. 
 
 
Of Sperm 
 
Oh Sperm do not wish 
for coitus or clit 
long instead for the tissue 
or toilet bowl, 
aspire to expire, 
to dash all that promise 
out across 
the shiny expanse of porcelain chute, 
for in missing the mark you’ll have nothing to miss, 
I envy you,  
you squirming wriggles of great unborn, 
all those seeds of memory stashed inside 
your little tadpole heads, 
all those reels and rolls of unexposed film, 
will never be developed. 
And so you’ll never feel the pain of time  
crinkling their corners, 
never need to face the truth that, 
in a while, 
you’ll have to leave them all behind.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Jonathan Howard, 20 – Grew up in Cambridge and Vienna and graduated from Bangor 
University last summer with a BA in English Literature and Creative Writing. With his 
poetry he wanted to create a project that incorporated both his passion for writing and 
illustration, to dissolve the boundaries between disciplines and modes to play with the 
tensions concerning form/content and word/image.  
 
The rest of The Gap collection can be read here: http://peris-
productions.deviantart.com/gallery/35119638  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Jonathan Howard – found poem, pages 20 and 21 



 
 
Jonathan Howard – found poem 



                             
 
                           Flossie Taylor – GCSE  
 
Patrick Davidson is 25 and lives in London. He is researching a PhD at Goldsmiths College 
concerning Philip Larkin’s relationship with Modernism. He has done a number of jobs from 
Bar Manager to Bricklayer, but is presently proving eminently unemployable. The writers he 
principally reads and enjoys are Ian Hamilton, Thom Gunn and Thomas Wyatt. Beyond 
anything he thinks poetry needs to up its game in the 21st century and be prouder of being 
better than anything Simon Cowell can muster. 
 
Note in Stammheim  
 
(Gudrun Ensslin 18/10/77) 
 
For years I have tried to hold him out 
and now I will drown. 
 
Somehow in those larger rooms the talk 
could water his furnace down, 
either that or I chose to love him 
while others left us on our own. 
 
I wonder if I became more rigid 
to blank out where your howls would take us. 
Can’t remember what I believed before 
about this short-circuit fit of a war 
 
and whether you believed at all, 
love, I don’t know what you 
believed at all. 



Simon Kohli is twenty-nine years of age. He currently lives and works in Greater London. 
His poems have appeared in Agenda Broadsheet 18. 
 
Entry Level Tuba 
 
Found a tube, 
a refurb leftover 
twice my length 
 
on a bed 
of starvation yellow, 
fat slugs. 
 
Lifted it up. 
Held one end to mouth 
as if teasing out the aboriginal within me: 
 
a holler, 
a gurgle, 
a cubby lung on cobwebs. 
 
Then they came rushing. 
Big hands scooped me up. 
 
Villanelle 
  
We are embers surfing the fires’ breath 
Like a flock of glowing tambourines –  
That you are and so yer fade, settling like an old debt 
 
A scattering-of-wants on a hedgerow 
Of flame consuming itself to smithereens – 
No-no, we are embers surfing the fires’ breath: 
 
Dancing, birthing, living with 
Pixies who dwell in firelight unseen –  
And still yer fade, settling like an old debt 
 
For all your talk of carnival yer never mention death 
Or the way the feeling fades to a wet keen –  
Oh give over, remember the fires’ breath 
 
So save your own breath as there’s nothing left 
In your box other than the awful scent of spleen – 
And you, yer fade, settling like an old debt, 
 
Small flakes of spent desire, quiet and bereft – 
Uh-uh, we for ever sing that which hides in dreams 
For we are embers surfing the fires’ breath –  
That you are and so yer fade, settling like an old debt. 



 Occupied 
 
 
A heap of coffee stained dish-rags 
filled the sky as far as the horizon. 
I guess this is what happens when 
 
a Plathian surge 
conflates with the slick cool 
isobars of reason. 
 
I pulled the curtain. A green curtain. 
Pitched a one man tent. 
Hoisted a blank flag. Declared: 
 
‘This is my home, my land 
my skin, within which 
I dutifully guard my own jurisdiction . . .’ 
 
The dissolution of word 
was an ink-pool on the surface of mind, 
a gradually expanding ocean, 
 
the limbs of an invisible octopus  
clutching bouquets of planets and stars. 
Blackness. 
 
An island in the middle. 
An empty chair. A vacant stronghold 
miles from the suburbs of selfhood 
 
where I dwelt in soft green blanket 
camouflaged  
like a blade of grass 
 
hidden in a fold 
of fabric, 
one eye winking 
 
like Mars on a clear night 
as strange transparency softened 
the callused tip of existence. 
 
And then you appeared from nowhere,  
remastering your own ghost with your own alchemy 
 
wisp by wisp by wisp by wisp. 
And on the balcony of mind, 
beyond the green curtain, a Samhain mist 
 



wore your breath like a shawl; 
your ocean, a valley of tongue, 
lapped consciousness 
 
in a posthumous wizarding of weather, 
a transmutation –  
not gold, but Sylvia.       
 
 
Digestion 
 
Ivy shrub sits on the fence 
like belly fattened on good-year 
hangs round the hipbone. 
I was told on good authority 
if I didn’t take it to shears  
the fence’ll collapse. 
‘So what,’ I said, ‘Nextdoors 
responsibility, not mine.’ I imagined the ivy 
going wild. ‘Yes,’ I thought, 
‘Let its weight be power of tooth-jaw 
cracking wood-slats till they fold 
on the earth; and the fungus, mould, 
louse, worm, let them be  
enzymes, a great stomach of life.’  
   
 
Sun Stroke 
 
Macadamized skin 
bruises easy 
 
when the Sun strips naked 
face down on suburbia; 
 
everything warps 
like spoon reflection:  
 
hedgehog skull 
buried like a mole, 
 
the sinewy gleam 
of shrivelled worm 
 
lending flesh 
to garden bones. 
 
Couldn’t play 
Bulldog in the street –  
 



the Suns’ stomach  
pinned me to the floor 
 
I had no choice 
but to play sleeping cat 
 
on lap of lawn 
stroked down 
 
to a pile of salt; 
kicked up by a freak breeze 
 
I settled amongst 
a scattering of acorns 
 
and later came-to in the shade 
of an Oak: 
 
the Sun fully clothed 
on a mad dash for home. 
 
I praised the Moon –  
her peppermint smile 
 
chased him away, 
blushing the western sky. 
 
 

 
 
Felicity Price-Smith – A level 



Stewart Sanderson is twenty one and was born in Glasgow, where he is currently working 
towards an MPhil by research in Scottish Literature. His poems have appeared in various 
journals, including Magma, Gutter and The Literateur. He regularly contributes translations 
and original poetry to Lallans magazine. 
 
 
A Stone Axe from an Uncle 
 
Bruckle and crackle, bicker and crack 
then a peppery wish of wrapping onto wood 
down into ess 
and the only gift you’ll ever get from me 
coils, unwrapped and naked in your hand. 
 
Syne fickle and hackle, hunkering out of time 
it has its history – its mongrel brown and green 
revolving back beyond my gift to you 
to the Caithness field an old man dug it from 
and back from that a polishing dead in time. 
 
But its hackles rise when you go there 
to posit polishings, realities and names 
with faces to them. 
   Human polishings 
on a thing not human – hackle and fickle and crack 
and the stone smooths over, blanking up at you 
declining the objective names 
you need to give to it. 
 
And it does that, its bruckle and crackle and break 
refuses else. Do you think it can do else 
but a bruckle bicker, crackling sharp and slack 
like an uncle’s love? 
   Fickle is what this is 
and this is all you’ll ever get from me. 
 
 
 
 
Auchope Mountain Rescue Hut Blues 
 
 
The lave of it drunk and the holed socks on our feet 
we leamed agin the hut on Auchope side 
and looked at nothing, down a black and blithe 
distorted lack. Us twenty one and freit 
as that pulped wine and nothing but to bide 
besidelike, sibwards, waiting on a writhe 
towards the door and its drunk muffled heat. 
 



Heat muffled by a mouth as drunk of wine 
the age of us and drinking as it would 
on a stomach of primus, boot and march and dwine 
of the light on hills and the possible – the could 
in every rigg and every foul mouthed name 
the Border gives its hills. We ettled, stood  
and drank that coolness: wine and sock and wame.  
 
 

 
 
Harriet Lomax – A level 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Thomas Stewart, 19, is studying English at the University of Glamorgan. His creative 
writing dissertation is his novel, Til Death Do Us Part, based in suburbia, playing on horror 
conventions and its genre. He edits Daps, the University anthology. He has published a 
review for folk musician Ben Howard in a Cardiff based magazine, Crack.  
 
 
 
 
Junk Box 
 
If you were to find the box 
you’d ask what was in it.  
You’d creep into the room and open it up, 
rummage around.  
You’d throw to the side the unwanted things, 
the broken things, 
the junk.  
 
But then you’d step back and look at it. 
You’d see the one-eyed teddy-bear, 
you’d notice the crumpled love letter, 
you’d smile at the torn book from a long time ago, 
and you’d remember the stories of these items, 
the stories of the junk. 
 
And you’d remember what was once important, 
you’d remember what really mattered, 
and you’d think how it all changed, 
you’d question it again and again 
and you’d think for longer than you should 
about the box, 
the junk box. 
 
And you’d ask: why is it no longer important? 
You’d ask: where did it all go? 
You’d ask: is it just junk?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
Etienne Leung – A level 



                              
 
                             Arabella Barnes – GCSE 
 
Zoë Fiander is 26 and lives in London. This year, her poetry has appeared or is forthcoming 
in Four and Twenty, The Cadaverine, Ink, Sweat & Tears, South Bank Poetry and the Roman 
gallery at the Museum of London.  
 
Dark Peak 
 
We ate lunch there: 
I nibbled on chocolate, sticky-sweet; 
felt sick, passed the rest to my cousin 
 
and looked out over the moor, 
heather-trimmed and pocked with sheep. 
 
I remember our mud-licked boots 
and the wreckage of the plane  
half sunk in the peat –  
 
its fuselage fish-bright 
and incomplete. 
 
 
 
 
In 1948 a US Air Force B-29 Superfortress became lost in low cloud and crashed at the summit of Bleaklow in 
the Peak District. All thirteen crew members died. Wreckage from the crash still lies at the site.  



 
Stickle Tarn 
 
The darkness came 
and the night crept through canvas 
to fragment dreams with water. 
 
I dreamt of the wind 
skimming the top from ripples, 
the sigh of the grass, 
 
waiting for morning to draw 
fingers over the night 
and throw the sky open. 
 
A flat clear morning 
announced by a scurry of rain. 
 
Along the summits 
cradling the lake 
high winds blustered; 
 
down in the corrie, 
they whispered secrets 
to the waiting moraine. 
 
I stood at the edge 
watching the world drop away 
in shale and scree 
 
while the lake 
continued behind; 
I looked out on slopes 
 
spotted with sheep, 
traversed by ridges, 
white ribbons linking the tarns. 
 
A lingering dampness 
muffled the air. 
 
In the valley, 
the mute glint of a 
distant car. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Spirit of the Dead Watching 
 
(Paul Gauguin, 1892) 
 
However they interpret 
her expression – fear, 
  
dread, mild 
erotic surprise –  
  
I can't see her haunted 
by the shade seated behind her, 
  
but he who slapped her 
flat on his canvas, 
  
then, sated, stood aside. 
Dark, childish beauty, 
  
hair wanton on the pillow, 
stretching soft brown thighs... 
  
Betrayer! How can I  
stand here, admiring her, 
  
knowing a real hell glints 
from her slitted eyes?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                           

                                                        ******  


