AGENDA

which accompanies the Scentings issuagenda(VVol 48 Nos 1-2).

Here you will find featured many exciting new yowwjces, and three young artists: Kate
Hughes, Nina Viljoen and Tom Treherne.

Kate Hughes’ statement
| often reference anatomical and microbiologicahetnts in my work and find both the
structure and the implication of metamorphosisifesog. | have worked with
cardiothoracic surgeon Francis Wells FRCS drawjpgncheart surgery at Papworth
Hospital, leading to the works shown in this extidn. In 2014 | exhibited at the Royal
Brompton Hospital works made in 2012/13 that fuaditional still life such as fruit and
flowers with bodily elements, e.g red blood celtsl arterial networks. I'm currently part of
‘Art Neuro’ a collaborative project pairing artisitad neuroscientists to create themed
artwork. I have found drawing and painting are deo¢ mediums to engage people in
looking at and thinking about their bodies, wheidew and photography can feel
overwhelming in their explicitness.

| graduated in Fine Art (Painting) BA Hons frahe City & Guilds of London Art School
in 2008 and am based in London. My work is preda@mily in painting and drawing but also
includes text, installation and sound work.

Upcoming show: 6-9 November, 2014: “Art Neuiidie Rag Factory, 16 Heneage St,

London SE1 5SF.

Nina Viljoen’s statement
The focus of my art is landscape — both gritty amrkandscapes represented in a monotony of
black and white, dominated by rectangles and sttaiiges.l n contrast, | explore the
countryside, in particular the Mediterranean, whigg® and warmth | recreate in a flow of
many colours, not a straight line in sight.

| studied fine art at the City and Guilds Londoollege of Art in Kennington, gaining a BA
and an MA in Fine Art Painting. In 2006 | receivib@ Norman Ackroyd Prize for Etching,
and in 2007 was awarded the Prize for Engravingewl have a studio in Clerkenwell and
have been working to commission for the past thezgs. Most of these have been rural
landscapes, in acrylic on canvas.

Upcoming show: 12 September, 2014, 6-9pm, Bedsey Projects, 46 Willow Walk,

London SE1 5LJ.



Tom Treherne’s statement

| studied History of Art at the University of St Arews, after which | gained a BFA from

Ruskin College of Art, Oxford. Since then | havebgainting at home in Mayfield, East

Sussex, but am about to start a year’s courseaffince’s Drawing School in Shoreditch.
| aim to produce simple paintings.

Kate Hughes: Surgery



Lia Brooks is 36 years old and has worked for many yearkarcare sector. She is currently
working alongside children with Autism. Her poelrgs been twice nominated for the
Pushcart Prize and has been published in variogazrees and journals in the UK and the
US. Some of which includé®oetry LondonLily Lit Review, California Quarterly Magma
Poetry newsletterarrtsiluni, American Poetry Journal,och Raven Reviewenumbra

She was short-listed for the New Leaf Short PoBtige and has been part of two ekphrastic
events in collaboration with painters in Indiana &walifornia. She was born in Epsom,
Surrey, and lives in Southampton, UK, with her partand two sons.

Tumuli

We stopped in the dark. The river on our right
black and silent in its endless bed.

Somewhere in front of us, the wide, low shoulder
of Clay Hill — a fortunate man,

forgotten in the flats of darkness, able to

put his mouth out to the wind and swig back

to the rock-cold chasms of his dead.

I'd not seen the barrows at night.

You were out of the car before me.

| was still pulling on a coat

as your body thinned

as if absorbed by black water

until it was gone. | stopped in the dark.

The mute, undecided dark with the heavy bones
of the past laid down on the earth

and growing grass from joints that rabbits burratoi
and sleep like small, quick heartbeats of a dregrkind.
The years on these mounds

with a kite, a stick, and later

binoculars, a book on birds. And all the time,
below my foot, the long death of a man

who walked next to me, somewhere

through the birch trees and gorse. A farmer? Aefidth
And who else?

You stopped in the dark.

Your whistle, a strike of light

like a match, burned a hole through

the middle of Day’s shut eye.

You were ready to excavate,

ready for the last words of our wailing selves to
seep through into the barrow, cry open like a cut
the dead could bury with them.



The Map Maker

The days | say nothing about the snow

or the river stopped by ice where fish live

like dead drifting through reed-roots, my father
brings a map to the sitting-room, peels back tdessi
until land and water, with its main shapes

of green and blue, are a carpet stretching foh#dsath,
the two doors out and the bay window. A dog barks
all day beyond the back fence, and is so hoarse

I’'m hardly aware of it as dog any more, but a

thin whisper of the world. When we were children
land wasn’t bigger than the streets outside my éous
It was as far as my bike could take me. The dagsy/|
nothing about the wind or the hedges left leaning
and hard with frost, | sit cross-legged with island

at my knees. | sit with white mountains

scattered like teeth from the back of

my mother’'s music box. | spend hours

memorizing shapes. My father drinks tea, tapsitldd
| neglect; the dunes, the heights and holes, trees
growing the settee and armchairs dark and forested.
We don't talk about the blue other than its measere
between cliffs, ports and beaches. The ferry’s éndine;
words through a lake to explain the route

it travels on. D7, where the map says nothing,

| am sure | glimpse ice in the deep, drifting.

The Flood

The year the house floods, bees fall out of the sky
Fat bodies land on the grass, each one
without a head. | step between them,

count nineteen and tell you
it's a mass suicide. Murder, you say afterwards.

The same year, | leave the lid off the water barrel
A young blackbird floats on his back through mosgjui
larvae, looks sideways at us from a drunken eye.

The mother, with twigs and then worms, wrestling
through the bay-leaves, waits on the fence. The water

rises over the step, seeps under the door andspulse
into our kitchen, the sky hollows out its length.
Neighbours puzzle over it as if May conjures



out of the budding stems and new sun
all of its emptiness and offers it up like a trick.

We are out walking and somewhere on the wind
we hear a man crying. It's the useless part ofigevo
that grants nothing but a stoop. The echo sweeps

back into the trees and | have difficulty
losing it from my ears. At night, the haunting

blows hard in my head like the wind
through the lone oak; long spent, hollow
through its younger rings and struck by lightnifige nest

inside it; a throbbing heart, so hot
hornets leak from it, over the field and pour

into our garden, suck the heads off the bees
and spit them out like rain. The day of the flood
and we've been warned well enough a wave is coming.

Tom Treherne: Blue Tree



Louise Machen 33, has recently completed a Master’s degreeéative Writing at the
University of Manchester. She was born in the aitgl, as a result, her poetry is concerned
with urban landscapes and the contemporary, liveddvThe use of narrative and visual
detail is a defining characteristic of her work ahniis fused with humour and an unflinching
view of reality. Louise has been published in thegazineBlack and Blug2012) and an
anthology entitled’he Manchester Antholog2013).

Damsonflies

| have gone out alone,

hunting for ‘damsonflies’,

blue like the jam I stirred

into rice pudding when | was eight:
chipped tooth and home-cut fringe.

The day you leant over the canal edge
they were resting on the reeds,

an iridescent eye

on you

as you picked the fern

mum still grows in her garden.

Flying in tandem

you’d say how they got their blue:
Babylonian indigo plants,

Middle Eastern fairies,

lapis lazuli paintbrushes

and a reckless dragonfly falling
into a pool of goblin blood.

I'd pretend to forget,

you’'d tell me again.

| can still feel the sugar on my teeth
from the sarsaparilla tablets we’d share.

Coming back,

| watch her sleep, eyes half open,

as if she doesn’'t want to miss a thing,
as if she’s waiting

for ‘damsonflies’.



House Clearance

Photographs on the window-ledge
are sun-bleached and obscured
by months of dust.

Creating a furrow with my finger,

| see potted-palms tied with red ribbon
perched on your shoulders —

shirt sleeves rolled to your elbows,

a cig behind your ear.

We don’t look like that any more.

Our Lady watches from where woodchip meets lino
as nicotine-stained nets are taken down

and an unreturned volume of Hilaire Belloc

gets stacked between toothpicks

and artificial flowers.

Purple kings and their mounted men

rode through here a long time ago;

before the roundness of your cheeks

was excavated by late nights and early mornings,
before | realised the silver of your hair

had a yellowish hue.

There are no rooms on the other side

of this wall, just space.

| am the dirty rascal

and this castle has no king

just a half-story

where hoardings and habits are undone.

Mankinholes

| empty my inbox at the bar

and suck the residue

from the callouses on my fingertips,

| can almost taste the cognac we drank
at Christmas —

or was it rum? | don’t remember.

You wouldn’t stay the night.

Bare feet race past

over shale and concrete:

| laughed like them when | was six
or seven;

it snowed in March,

| had mumps on my birthday,

but you would know that.



Struggling over the stile
the view grabs me

by the ankles —

days filled with meeting

are over. The bus is late
and | am here.

Nina Viljoen



Charlotte Eichler was born in 1982 anldres in West Yorkshire. Her poetry has appeared in
AntiphonandObsessed With PipeworRy day, she edits books and works for the
International Medieval Bibliographgt the University of Leeds.

Sailing Into the Fjords

As if someone’s turned over
a mirror, the grey-backed sea

switches to a polished image
of the sky:

waterfalls pour upwards,
meeting themselves at the shore;

windows are in pieces
on the water, sills waving —

whole villages submerged
and shimmering.

Clouds hide a wreck,
a ship’s broken ribs, splintered

like this edge of land; leaning over
the bow, | see myself

capsized.

Spring Rush Hour

Pigeons fly mad circles,
foil-bright in concrete sky —

all the leaves glow lime
beside the grey

of cloud and street;
eyed by sullen houses,

starlings zigzag pavements
in delirium



and red kites loiter
on the updraft

while hedges flap witfelegraphs
like bunting

and lampposts stand their guard
against the trees’ eager green

along the irritable road.

na Viljoen: Buildings on paper



Colette Sensieiis a twenty-five year-old poet and novelist livimgLondon. She holds an
MA in Creative Writing (Prose) from UEA. Having waeveral young poets’ competitions
and had poems in magazines includitiglto andlota, she has been featured in anthologies
includingBest British Poetry 201andThe Salt Book of Younger Poétmldfire published
her pamphleHow Many Camels Is Too Maiy2012. Her full-length collectioBkinlesss
due from Eyewear in October 2014.

India At Last And Then

H#

Leaving, 1950

The big grey river
cuts through black mountains
pouring water from one hand to another.

Black, orange and blue
dragonflies clap their wings for it,
like the pale sisters thousands of miles away,

circling Scottish thorns and human emotions,
smoothing velvet sweets
down their caramel throats

as the water shushes stones as smooth
and black as olives. My grandfather investigates
the falling rock steps

discovers only stern rock doors.
In town he watches the fat crab buses
scuttle across the sand,



their grasping windows
pointing out shards
of white north light.

Tom Treherne: untitled



Amber Donovan-Stevenss 16 years old and is Benenden School’s curreat Paureate.
She won the Canterbury Festival Young Adult Po€wmynpetition in 2013 and is working
towards her first pamphlet which she is also iflaishg. The illustrations here are by Amber.

Fantasy Waltz

Today | walked the streets of a foreign town,
| could have sworn | saw you

walking by my side, our knuckles brushing.

| see you in the reflection of shop windows,
sneaking a glance at me.

Every café | pass, there we are,

drinking coffee, eating pastries,

talking of life, love. Our love.

| play my music loud, breathe even louder.

Where did | lose myself in this dream world?

Have you found me yet? Or shall | keep pretending?
I've got all the century to waste

my imagination runs wild with dreams of you.

You're hidden in my echoing steps,

as we walk in synchronisation.

| look at paintings in galleries alone;

you’re beside me, screwing your nose at the art.
| stretch my fingers out to bitter air,

hoping your warm hands will interlace with mine.

| sway my hips, recite lyrics,

for a second you're in the doorway,
arms crossed, a Cheshire grin.
Such a gaze doesn’t stop me

but melts me to molten passion

as | surrender to an empty doorway.

| am not envious of the couple kissing by the gate;
you blush and look away from them.

Buskers play Cavatina,

my steps turn from scuff to spring as you twirl aveund,
in my imaginings.

| know where I’'m going,

but you bicker and ask for directions.

I've been so lost in this runaway game,

| appear to have lost my way.

| sit on the bus alone,
you ring the bell for us to get off together.



These small absences torture me,
leave me desperate for fantasy.

You are the satisfaction, the first sip of tea
when the cold has frosted my skin.

| cook for two, eat for one

hoping fate brings you through my door,
cold, in need of my care.

| am not mourning you.

How can | miss something | never possessed?
You contradict me.

You complete me.

These fragments of a dream,

this is my fantasy waltz.
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Bittersweet Insomnia

Beauty craved sleep,

but a hundred years slumber
left her an insomniac:
spending every night

one dawn closer to insanity.

Hair gold as sunshine,

lips red as rose,

eyes grey as ash,

not the face of Beauty

nor maiden of sleep.

What was she?

Insomnia, Insanity personified.

For the prince, reverse:

he often couldn’t wake.

Drunk on human fatigue,

hunting and romance.

What could he do?

His sympathies nor his love
labours exhausted her to slumber.

She held the prince every night,
envying his laboured breaths,
eyelashes thick, sweeping shadows
from his cheek.

These hours allowed her to adore him;
he was beautiful.

She prayed every night,

that Hypnos would relieve her,

that Morpheus would not forsake her.
Minutes to midnight,

the Sandman nowhere to be seen.

She called upon the winged women.
The fairies prescribed

herbal tea, Zolpidem, Eszopiclone
to no avail.

Every night numbly conscious.

The prince would not only fight
brambles, witches, dragons,
but the plotting of night
weighs on his lids,

his pillow’s sweet nothings.



Yet even the strongest cannot withstand
the drug of sleep.

Insomnia left her beastly,
Grimm and maleficent.

Her bed was no longer heated by the prince,

who had taken to sharing sleep
with women of the night.

One evening,

when the sun set hard

and the moon hung low,

close enough to console her tears,
she swore she might ascend,

fall into the moon’s sea

as gravity gave way

to her loneliness.

Finally,

too tired to face the ritual

of taking to bed,

she took her pills:

as if each a rosary bead,

drank her tea and yielded

to her stone ground.

And she slept

and slept

until even the stars couldn’t wake.
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No Place Like Home

Dorothy clicked her shoes: once, twice, thrice,
wishing to return home.

A thousand ages descended upon her,
returning her to dusty Kansas.

Where was her sepia dreamland?

She was greeted by an indifferent city.

Foreign faces with copper brown tans,
chatter in twisted tongues.

Air-heated like the expressions of the people.
The moon appears, the orchestra begins.
Ten hundred thousand insects

rub their wings together,

for an endless night of noise.

Dorothy stood lost in the land she knew so well.

How long had she been gone? Oz made Kansas seem los
a dustbowl desert, yielding loneliness.

The Witch of the North

sprawled across Hooters billboards.

Where was her lion-hearted friend,

her man in tin armour to save her from this world?

Ruby red slippers now myth,

replaced with thrift-shop jelly shoes.
Somewhere over the rainbow, lies lost 1939.
This state had long been left to the story books.
To be born here is to die here;

isolation is the real killer.

Not a friend in all three million,

as stray as cats and dogs that roam the street.

The derelict American Dream
that stands haunted

in the dusty window pane.
Auntie Em long since gone,
vanished in the twister.

The scarecrow hung in the corn field

is not your friend.

You can turn to Wendy, Papa John, Ronald McDonald.
They’ll see you don’t lose your way.

Drown your sorrows in Blue Ribbon

that once held up your hair so beautifully.

Send Munchkins through metal detectors,



hope they get something out of today
because today is the same as tomorrow.
This isn’t Kansas, Dorothy.

Not as you know it.

Now try and look for yesterday in tomorrow.



Electric Heroin

Drawn like a moth to a flame the idiot’s lantern.
Day time, night time HD heroin,

hooked at the touch of a button.

Vacant like a zombie

eyes square, 3 billion jacking up

to the Sunday soap.

Too easily dependent,

addicted with no treatment.

You may know it for its street name:

‘baby sitter’ ‘boob tube’ or ‘box.’

Static makes it hard to focus on your own life
that slips away with every re-run.

Visually injected inducing hours of numbness,
it's the cause of your insomnia,

your withdrawals, and depressions.

A nation with ineffective highs since 1927.

The grass isn’t greener on the other side

of the screen stop looking.

Shell out a few scores to pay for that licence,
the broadcasters will hit you up.

This addiction will claim your life,

consume your own episodes.

Let’s turn this crap off.

Step out the door to discover the detox:
Methadone sunshine.



Game Boy

Two kids sit on a bus, dad opposite,

going to town. Normally, they’d bicker, bite;
always they'd giggle, gripe.

Today there’s a frightening, peaceful silence
the end of their vocal traffic isn’t a protest,
but a new-found joy

that fits in the palms of their hands.

The little boy holds a grape one,

the girl atomic purple,

both blessed with creases between their brows
as they try to pass each level.

The 8-bit and mono had them in a trance:

it was a hand-me-down

that they couldn’t put down.

For the price of two double-A batteries,
silence was a bargain,

thought the father.

Soon the children grew unresponsive,
like the little monsters

in their games.

How could Dad understand?

He never started playing.

They would wear their knuckles down to dust,
keep their heavy lids open till dusk,

just to reach a checkpoint.

It wasn’t long before they mastered the game.

Dad had hoped they would,
then grow bored,

but much to his horror,

they had discovered the restart.

The microchips became knackered,
like the children’s trance.

When the chips packed up,

the children packed up.

It joined the retro box,

with its ally the Nintendo-64,

and its replacement, the Walkman.

Not to be forgotten,

just left

until nostalgia finds pity on the devices.



Two siblings slump on a bus in silence;
they have no words,

they have evolved like their monsters
into something so different

that they’ve lost the words.

They could no longer game,

instead trapped in a new one;

the graphics were wonderful,

the sound pretty good,

but the storyline?

Well it was just plain crap.



Daniel A. Nicholls, 32, can be found declaiming poets and poetrywittdr (@nomopoetry)
and Tumblr (nomopoetry.tumblr.com). He has poenmsieg soon from thélonest
Ulstermanand online aCompose Journabpecter MagazineindHalfway Down the Stairs
From 2010 until 2012 he was Writer in ResidenciatStarving Artist in Keene, NH. He
now resides in Arizona.

other names
for Adonis

the stem unscented aphid-carved

wound in green fuzz and broken

with the bone-finished thorn

dark in the dark garden

a bubbling up of green leaves

weighted with expectation

and turned by the breeze

that fitfully brushes into the bounds of anything
lifts and lets to spring and bob

the storm smell is blooming with incursion
the trellises are scraped against
rustle pitter breath
loom red or pink white gusts
yellow strikes sway
petals peeled into the wind
all those buttons unknotted by flashing limbs
the bloom-borne lips collided
to strew petal-soft their attention
to shut stormy eyes with
a just-moist and fragrant
kiss

| called you by a million names but you would rigelagain.

moonshine witness

grace moves like a cat
not so much tamed as civilized
like a great cat in small fur

grace loves like a hound
at the foot of its master
when there were still masters and dogs still loved

oremus
grace not so much tamed

at the foot of its master
great master still in small still love



Grow up, buttercup.

| am up so very early,

like a normal person over thirty,

who does not count their life in nights
spent plunging after inner lights

or by their waking up at noon

to the muse’s faint perfume

gone stale, perhaps, trapped in their room
since she’d left there yesternoon.

How dim the sky is!

How faint the blue, but everywhere suffused.

I've kept time this

decade through only by old lights, never the new
unless it crept up and rung alarum for sleep.
(Three times the jolly cock crows in its city keep.

And now it’s lightening, brightening,
a daytime tottering, frightening, to its colosszeff,
summoning industry and banishing sleep.

Co co ri ce—I know, | know;
three cheers as night things weep.

Nina Viljoen: tapestry



Ethan Chapman, 23, lives in Glastonbury, Somerset. She enjotia@tessons, playing the
guitar, tennis, training and helping out at theiff&ation Gym. Her short story, ‘Long
Distance’ was recently published in issue 185tstictomagazine.

The Same Stool

See the man in the bar
naked with his clothes still
hanging off him.

He has your face and the
echoes of your father’s face,
your grandfather’s face.

You sit in the shade as the day
goes forth without you.

You avoid the mirror which

shows you everything worth ignoring
and taking note of,

and you stare out of eyes haunted
by travels not your own, dreams
that were never yours.

You wonder whether your father
shared this seat with you

twenty years ago, his father
twenty years before that.

The stool a thread that links

and separates you all.

See the man in the bar avoiding
the mirror, sixty

years of heritage and

watch him wonder why any

of us run from anything,

when it sits at the same stool
as it always has done,

as it always will do.



Edward O’'Dwyer (29), from Limerick, Ireland, has had poems puldikvidely in Europe,
America, Africa and Australia. He was selectedPogtry Ireland for their Introductions
Series (2010), later that year editing the RevRralss anthologysextet He has been
shortlisted for a Hennessy Award for Emerging Boaird the Desmond O’'Grady Award,
among others, and has been nominated for a Pustrtzetand a Forward Prize. His first
full collection, The Rain on Cruise’s Stree$ due this summer from Salmon Press.

Versions

after Billy Collins

He, a version of me,

turned that day on the gravel,

went back to the house for a book

and, impatiently, | headed on

towards the doctor’s office,

a ghost Sedan left behind in the driveway.

He is the me that enjoys poems,
doesn’t mind a day slipping away
into their turning pages,

minutes seeping into the spaces
between stanzas and images.

However long that took,

| haven’t seen him since | looked back
that last time, in my mirror,

his key turning in the door

we’d, together,

slammed shut moments before.

I'd been quite lucky

but perhaps he got all red lights,
my business done by the time
he’d found parking.

| imagine the distance between us
has only since grown,

not having time or interest, myself,
for reading poetry, too many lists
of practical things

in my version of our life.

He could be on a park bench now,
savouring the splendid sunset,

as | chop carrots and parsnips for dinner.
It would be just like him.



| wonder if he thinks of me

as | think of him, which isn’t often.

If he wonders, even in fleeting moments,
where his other version is,

what he is doing with his time left,

how he took the news of death.

Prayer

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll fight off the darkness with this prayer

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll stroke the emptiness and think of your hair

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll pull up the covers and shut out despair

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll offer nothing a kiss in which somehow you’lhare

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll sniff for your skin’s scent within the cold &i

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll enwrap such vacancy with such tender care

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll thank loneliness for the love we share

If | awaken and you’re not there
I'll fight off the darkness with this prayer
I'll fight off the darkness with this prayer



Emma Critchley, 35, is a mother to two little girls Matilda (agépland Amelia (aged 1), she
is also wife to husband Thomas. The family mowedersey for Thomas’ work a year ago.
As a result Emma gave up work as a teacher andasva full-time stay at home Mother.
Emma will be starting a Masters in Creative Writingseptember. She also writes a blog
documenting her family life in Jersey. This is #ezond time Emma has been published in
anAgendaBroadsheet.

Another Domestic

Words hang in the air,

like daggers they slice —

carving me as the clock clicks,
cutting me into puny pieces

so | float like confetti over the kitchen.

The bare windows clothed in condensation
veil us from outside eyes, hiding me as | swirl.
In the oven a pig slowly sweats:

potatoes violently dance,

hissing,

clanging

against the lid.

Still you slash

as slowly,
Sunday afternoon encroaches evening.

| wait

for the final;
jagged,
cut

until I can scatter down the cracks:
into the bowels of the earth.

But you trap,

scooping me up: repairing —

until next time.



Jersey

Claustrophobic our home, this cut off land

a tiny nine by four

this granite lump severed from the mainland.
Claustrophobic our home, this cut off land

strangled by mist, leaves me trying to stand.

Known yet unknown makes me want to flee this shore.
Claustrophobic our home, this cut off land

a tiny nine by four.

Session

| hear you, see you too, so smug and fake.
How dare you sit in that, your chair and stare.
This box room, white walls, plastic seats creak,
your pen waits to cross that box. Too much

| yearn to flee, to join the sea and drown

deep down, and hide behind seaweed drapes.
Down there you can't hear screams, just wavesciiash.
Write that, your face so blank, your book so full.
My life, my fears, in black ink that stands out
for them to read and work me out. The pills

you give lock my thoughts away, come out

at night in sleep. | hate when memaories creep.



Kate Hughes: Still Life with Arteries and Tulipgrglic on canvas



Benjamin Wolfe, 26, spent a nomadic childhood overseas, followisgarents around the
world. He returned to England to study History mitversity, but dreams of escaping to
summer climes soon. He currently lives in London.

The shape of a poem

A poem is the shape of a vacancy in our chests;

It is the tongue we use to lick the wound of absenc
If you want to know what a person will do with thife,
Look for the hole they describe with their words.

Learning how to speak

Did you know that a fly wrote a love epic on my daw with only its feet, and then the
saturated wind just blew it away? And the sun capand told me the secrets of the
universe, and then dropped into the sea againibglibuth as the water shushed it.

| went up the road that slopes into town, lookiodptiy bread on a summer morning. And
everywhere | was bathed in answers, from the leamdghe trees and the birds, to the way
things sit beside each other. The world gushetisgrwasting them on my eyes and ears.
Everywhere we are bathed in answers, but alwalmguages we do not understand.
Imagine if we learnt how to speak.



Luke Palmer was born in 1984, grew up in Dorset and now limesural Wiltshire, near
Bath. He writes poetry and teaches English. Hegphagously had poems published@mbis
and he appeared Broadsheet 17

Monday, October

We didn’t go that morning

to Highgate Woods

looking for stormwreck

and, finding it closed,

push on to Hampstead Heath

to see the dark angles of the city
above the treeline

the sky moving westwards

looking for somewhere to land

and the scrubbed air shining
greenorange, the three

greenyellow parrots circling
overhead and beyond them

the wider arcs of aeroplanes

their notes descending

amid the chatter of magpies.

It all went unheard that morning

as you shuddered your way towards me
on the leaf slick commuter train. But
The dog-walkers would have refused
our greetings anyway

hunched into their collars

against the coming drizzle.

And we didn’t get wet at least.

Autumn

Air draped in earth and iron’s heavy musk
Stands stillest under heavy legged trees.

Its finger’s curdle wood smoke and spin thick
flax from my bitter fevered throat. Appeased
shrill birds call in grating rooks and circle
something overhead as a spider bears

her pendulum of eggs, a bloated pearl

on her abdomen. Through the tightening air
withered berries, spilled feathers, the crushindcimu
of wasted leaves beneath the rosehips’

full rouged lips and hawthorns’ needle-touch
she carries the sack; an eye; an eclipse -

her blood to give the season which is now
closing its gaunt fist over her hedgerow.



Kate Hughes: Still Life with Cells and Pomegranateylic on canvas



Jade Horng 21, comes from Essex She says, ‘.Although pdeisyalways been a passion of
mine, | have never studied it, and only recentfytstd experimenting with poetry. I try to
create work that has meaning, that gets peopl&itignl use poetry as a way of expressing
my emotions on paper’.

Lonely man

There he sits on his chair
Expression lost, grey

Hands crinkled, eyes they stare
In his chair he must stay
Back and forth his chair rock
Stranger’s photos on wall
Time ticking, ticking clock
No visitors no call

Feel sad, for lonely man?

No family by side

Gone, family they ran

His whole life he had lied

He is poison soul black

Too cruel to those who cared
Empathy he would lack

They used to tremble, scared
Blocked memories they hide
Haunted past haunted mind
Broken heart dented pride
Once powerful now blind
Lonely man rocking chair
He's alone waits for death
Memories he can’t bear
Waits for day of last breath



Lloyd Forster, 22, is a Professional Writing student at Cityadésgow College. He grew up
in Dundee where he began writing poetry before mpw Glasgow to further pursue his
passion for writing.

Father

He is crying again,

that's usually the way of it

white hot rage;

he lashes out at everything and everyone, spi#inthseething.
One man's battle with the world.

Yes, that's usually the way of it.

Then hope, that scoundrel

drifts away on the last wind northward,
and all that is left then

complete and absolute

IS pain.

The clean consummation of all things.
| know this, because he is in me,

his sadness was passed down

like ill fitting, worn out work boots.

An illness of the mind and the heart
and | know it well.

She hated him for it,

for his weakness

but does that not mean

she hated me too.

Darkness

Winter has engulfed the city,

heavier and darker than

the thickest of fogs.

It blunts the streetlight outside

and were it not for the flickering of my candle
I'd doubt the stars had ever been.

Chill seeps underfoot, under door,

through cracks

in the floor

and the ghostly tendrils

feel their way up my nostrils.

They tickle my ear lobes

and muddle that switchboard brain

further. Further.

When | awake it is dark.

When | return to those safe blankets, it is daskidr
| now track the days by the length of my beard.



| sleep.

Endure.

But | miss my old dear friend — the sun.
And bid he hasten his return.

Tom Treherne: Squirrel



Rob Snaith,was born in Middlesbrough in 1981 and moved to I8odtwhen he was 18
months old. He is currently living with his partrend daughter on the north shore of Loch
Ness, and works for a public funded energy advec#re, specializing in renewable energy
and hard-to-treat insulation measures. He writegder to try and make sense of the world
around him and within him.

Samara

The seed falls, innocently twirling down.
The gentle breath of autumn guides its way.
It settles on the tarmacadamed ground,
Where traffic thunders overhead all day.

A sycamore samara, off to play —

By root and branch of home no longer bound.
A dance of youthful freedom on display.

The seed falls innocently, twirling down.

It helicopters gaily round and round.

And full on nonchalant naiveté

Believes its destination will be sound.

The gentle breath of Autumn guides its way.

But un-laid plans gang e’en mair aft agley.
The winds of fate upon this youngster frown;
Too late it heeds its course, and with dismay
It settles on the tarmacadamed ground.

To delve a root, no pliant earth is found.
No chance to grow, let future branches sway.
There’s just the hard unyielding battleground,
Where traffic thunders overhead all day.

The battle now? Remain above the fray:

Let not those tempting wheels of vice impound.
Survive. Resists the pits and traps they lay,
And hope a kinder wind may come around.

The seed falls . . .



Kate Hughes: detail Seed

Romany Stottis a Creative Writing graduate from Brunel Univirscentrally concerned
with producing new and experimental work. She wbe Arthur Scott Prize for best
dissertation, achieved the highest Creative Wri@RA in her year and has received an
Academic Excellence Scholarship to study on ThedliMA, which she will start later this
year. Her writing has featured Rising The Voices Inside Our HeadsthologyLe Nurb
newspaper and th&ll Write! anthology, with other publications forthcoming.

Ovum

Would it be too much to suggest that we were us
even in our pre-birth pockets? Were you that
cautiously-moving sphere of logic, even then?

That balance of sense and hedonistic lax, that

lets you toil to perfection yet stare at buzzing
screen for hours without onus? Was it that same
fusion that meant you were two weeks late, were
you comfortable? Carefully considering your leap
into the world? Were you happy with your decision?



They say eggs are idle but is it possible $ wa
wandering at that time too? Bouncing between
organ and heart and asking too many questions?
That intangible thing, over-flowing with tholig

or experiences. Was | adrift in heavy moments
when they were all waiting for me? | was #dit
late (4 hours and a bit) | think that bit vias

raw uncertainty. That life time of being alrhos
there, but never getting it quite right.

| hope it's not overly sentimental to point outattwenty-

three years ago we were two co-existing cells tiodpeach

other around different parts of Manchester. Did r@ar-haired
mothers ever go past one another in the car onabidRoad?

Did yours go into Lush or maybe Waterstones, agemias rushing
home? Could it be, that full-bellied, they were igah café just
heartbeats away from each other? Did mine look igphlaugh, as
your mother sounded out names, so that their egedike maternal
magnets sharing that something known? Throughrifsat orbs,

did you and | glimpse our own familiarity? Were tied ever since
that gazing prenatal phenomenon? And isn’t itfygmng to think that in
1992, | breathed air for two months, before youndwethered to exist...

Sycamore seed tailspins from tree
By dusk | am

explaining feelings and how to be with people
| want you to trace me in the words

so that together we are edgelesike before
you stare through window pane

spying cynicism in the leaveshen pluck
from the abyss how irksome life is

when | play my favourite song on repegbu note that
| am never as upbeat as the music

later driving the car radio blasts

Why does it Feel so Goodnd we sit

with cardboard facesl say something
you don’t hear

and there are sycamore seedsught
on the windshield.



Kate Hughes and Emma Andrews: collaboration



Sophia Argyris was born in Belgium in 1978. She spent much ofchddhood in Scotland,
and now lives in Oxford where she is a member efBack Room Poets. Her work has been
published in many magazines includifige Dawntreader Aesthetica Creative Works Annual,
Pyramid (US), DebrisandDecanto She won the 2013 Geoff Stevens Memorial Poetry
Prize, and her collectiof;low Do the Parakeets Stay Greemias published by Indigo
Dreams Publishing in June 2014.

Binary Systems

The Milky Way has stretched out on its back,
across a night too clear to hide in. The burden
of such clarity lies everywhere, weighting
leaves on chiselled trees, highlighting

each edge of grass, separate amongst

its peers, all their sharp blades aimed

at the belly of the dark.

The lines in your hands are defined,
a braille map within your skin, just
inches from mine, yet untouchable
under such stark stars. You've lost
your words, having pressed them
into the hidden places of the earth
and forgotten how to find them.

l, in turn, swallowed mine before

they ever reached the air, cannot
create new ones now. | am no

god to make something from nothing,
after all. We're held together by the
gravity between us, two worlds, distinct
and perfect, caught in orbit, beneath

a timelessness of stars.

The Sea and |

In the distance it's you, hung against the sky, a
vaguer shape now dusk has hushed your edges,
folded the land more gently about us,

smoothed down the beach like a sheet, made
dumplings of pebbles and cushions of those
larger rocks higher up towards the dunes, and you.

You look soft too, in this blue hour,
far off and facing away from the sea,
and from me.



The sea and | send our salted hearts up
into the air for the taking. We are not shy,
or afraid of who will see.

We watch you, two fog-ridden ghosts
at the periphery of your world. Do you feel
the ebb and flow of our breath on your neck?

The sea’s vast blue-dark skin moves constantly
as if uncomfortable within,
a sombre billowing fidgeting —

Cold, so cold, and in the deeps
it harbours scaly creatures, full of
eyes and teeth.

Creatures like me.

Our Great Escape

In that last moment we panicked,
both of us, in the street outside
the estate agents. | hadn'’t
expected it, somehow.

Earlier, on the bus, you’'d told me again
how leaving London would allow you to
think clearly, all those years of just
surviving finally coming to

an end.

We looked upwards on the way here,
at the sky, followed the hovering

and diving of red kites with our eyes,
hungry for such wildness.

And after our panic was overcome,
after the signing of contracts, packing
and unpacking again a day later,
finally we sat, still numb,

as fat bumblebees flew in and out
the windows of our new home,
and wondered how far

we’d really come.



Nina Viljoen: tapestry



Daniel Crockett, 33, is a writer on human/nature relations. Hiskae published by
magazines and sites likgyle.comKinfolk, Caught by the Rivedournal of Wild Culture
Riverlit and many others. One of his poems was made ifito aalled ‘Uncommon Ideals’
and shown on Channel 4 after getting 142,000 viéiess working on his first novel and co-
founded the Wildfjords Trail in Iceland.

Heartwood Thrall

The wyke rests its wildness
Sleep now, beast, sleep

For we dance in the dawn
Deep in the heartwood
Morning light comes strafing
Parting the ancient oaks
Landslides under urchin paws
New pages in the book of stone
That fiend with giant hands
Who smacks eternal lips
Groans a query:

How long can this last?
Place of endless past

Vast nothingness space
Tree roots to the edge

And beast face behind

With fearsome breath

Salt in the whiskers

Fire torching the groves
Burning to the brine

The beck calling out:

We are clinging to you

You are our one hope

(But in cracked paving
Plants grow thick and free
Infinite capacity

Of this tranquil land

This rock and sand

This mist-wrapped sea,

To heal)

From beast cliff a bird keens
The peel rends

Stitches in the cloth of time
A final, futile roar appends:
This is richer than gold

The horizon lifts

The beck boils

Trees wrap the shoreline bends
Falling from the cliff,

Falling fast



Flightless, unflying,

Resigned to the crunch of the floor
Tight with trappings

The last question unheard

Sorrow; flightless birds

Inklings

Time to question the seed ghosts

Sleeping hosts subsurface

Eidolon dreams of a greening

Phantoms of the cracks

Viridian throng, verdant urgency

Their public transport

Moth wings, magpie backs, hare feet

On train tracks, window ledges, under tunnels
Singing where,

Where do we belong?

Abandoned nests and clefts and

Pondering ascendant

Clockwise omens of the still moon’s silent wax
Felt in Eukaryote urges

Blind blanket longings to burst

And stretch siege ladders

To interrupt concrete creep

Our mortal foundations disturb

Tendrils grasping, seeking southern purchase
Pending, imminent growth in the offing
Anything to cradle roots

Rear old heads

Moor the marooned mass of longing

Samsara Interruptus — The Barnacle

Harnessed first the rorqual muzzle, sudden brdachugh subcutaqua
Cut adrift

Tossed loose amongst the shoreline thrift to dakdgenany bladed beaks
And seized

Borne crawwise cublike to seacliff nest

Fumbled midflight chute to harbour brine

HMS Barnacle

At last hull-crunched on distant coral

Steersmith drowning sorrow,

Whisky-lidded,

Simply misjudged the draw



Alex Wray is seventeen and travels the world with her fanfllgx likes to write about her
diverse experiences in different cultures. Butrsgéhe world also makes her very proud to
be British, which leads her to write about moremady things from her times in England.
Alex has always believed there’s more than one twayew the world and does her best to
show this through her poetry.

The Scent of Books.
[

Far to the back, deep in the dark

Are books lining shelves

They lean on each other as tired old souls,

Their leather spines hanging off

Fraying strands of old glue, sticking out like aken nest
| sit down to the creak of the chair and a cloudusdt
Billows from the faded velvet cushion

| open the book next to me

The spine crackles in response

Discoloured pages rustle as they turn

Gray ink and small print that's barely readable

In the faint amber light

The floor creaks, its boards hidden

Under the fraying carpet that's patchy and stained

In this wooden jungle the bookshelves reach high
And | wander around it, an ancient maze.
Shelves with books missing from both sides
Leave gaps for creepy eyes to stare

But | know better, | am the only one here
Followed only by shadows

And the ghosts breathed from books

Straight through the doors, a white walled world

The receptionist’s greeting has changed

No longer is there a pearl eyed lady

With glasses around her neck on a beaded string
No longer a menacing scowl and fierce shhhh!
Instead there’s a kid that’s always on their phone
Who grunts in the direction of the now automatestey

Like a starship all | see are blinking lights
A row of computers’ glazing screens
Stand perfectly, straight and pristine



A still line of soldiers awaiting orders
Then you see the books following suit
Standing tall and thin, short and thick,
But all straight as a ruler’'s edge

Though the walls are lined with books

Skylights and high windows create radiance

Even at night there are luminous white lights

The warm cosy cushions invite you to the childrexgmer
Polished tables and sturdy chairs for the studgnogvd

And not a bent spine in sight.

Tom Treherne: Fox



Kate Hughes: Still Life With Cells and Pomegranate



Benjamin Eaton, 23, IS a Creative Writing MA student. He is currently sieek
representation for his first novalPath through the Suhlis poetry and prose has previously
appeared / is due to appeafFiash The International Short-Short Story Magazioierary
Orphans Euonoia Revievand Kind of a Hurricane Press.

Flightless

A jet’s faraway fingertips

pinch and stretch the clouds.

They unravel into lines of polyester
tight and thin and white

against the crayon blue sky.

In his head he breaks

the sound barrier, the air pops

and rumbles to the thunder of his upraised
fist. He chases the plane, streaming his own
handfuls of fog. The never-ending

dry-ice of a school disco pouring

from his seamed palms.

He lies among the offal of wet leaves

and ripped crisp packets, licked clean
gleaming insides.

Trainers dangling from telephone wires
bounce in the windy wake of a train.

It flashes, yellow-grey behind the spokes
of a fence, electrocuted to the ground.

He wants to trail water vapour
to be a passing plane, with tracks
as nondescript as bits of string.

His mother snores in her armchair

the cigarette in her fingers curls, splits andstall
The cinders burn another black polka-dot

into the fraying fabric. She wakes

coughing his name and swears she’ll smash
every model aeroplane if he ever

ignores her again.



One Thing | Remember

All my memories of you are somewhere
in a Jacob’s biscuit tin that you unearthed
from under the stairs. | remember you
showed me the men in your photographs

black and white, like dominoes. | remember the way
you held it, precious as a piece of the True Cross
as if it were soft as a moth’s wings.

The way you held it made me hold my breath.

You showed me a blowpipe that | could
fit my hand inside, and you said it
skewered elephants in Korean jungles.

When | was older, Mum said it was just an extension
for the hoover, and that Korea is bald, flat andkxdry
and elephants are foreign there

and now | don’t know what you did,
and when | see you in the street

| try to walk away without you seeing me.

When | Find Myself in Times of Trouble

We are dangerously diagonal on a cushioned
bench where the fabric feels
scabbed with dry beer, and the atmosphere
is warm and sweaty. You chase your
periscope straw around the rim of your glass
mouth and tongue contorting, like a giraffe
gurning at the last leaves on a
balding branch. We declare our love
and call each other cunts, and crack
our poisonous pints together.

The bouncers are gorillas
huge and black in their North Face jackets
and vodka-blurred. They make their
rounds with ritual grunts
and we rebel with an arm-in-arm chorus
of ‘Let it Be’, ragged harmonies
like all the noise of the rainforest.



Kate Hughes: ‘Helix on Purple’, acrylic on paper
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