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 Cara, year 11 
 
 
 



 
 
Valerie Jack’s first full length collection, Educational, was published by tall lighthouse in 
2009.  Hugo Williams has written of her work: 'Valerie Jack's pared-down hyper-realist 
vocabulary brings the world into high definition.  Her poems are like arrows to the mark, we 
feel their impact.'  Valerie’s poems have appeared in the TLS, PN Review, Magma, The 
Spectator, and The London Magazine.  Her play, Fireworks, was produced at the Etcetera 
Theatre, Camden, in 2010.  Recent poems have been inspired by life aboard her narrow boat. 
She is 35. 
 
 
 
Hebridean Life 
 
 
It's something like you thought it would be: 
stripped down muscles 
of orange-purple mountains on the train up, 
a rolling little boat, 
still of the valley and rush of the high path.   
 
Air that's full of water 
spreads a gorgeous green. 
You photograph driftwood  
tangled with nets and coloured floats 
and try to get a seal popping up. 
 
Children in the two-room school say  
‘the black fox is so beautiful it breaks your heart -   
when you touch it 
 you feel you're going to faint,’ 
and ‘chocolate cake's a dream.’ 
 
You're full of fresh-caught crab, 
and of dread another storm will stop  
the boat from fetching you on Thursday - 
from this place you have escaped to 
that you can't escape from.  
 
It's something like you thought it would be: 
A woman and two big men 
sit on her drunk husband 
till the life boat arrives to arrest him 
for firearms offences and indecent assault. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Davina, age 15 
 



 
 
Richie McCaffery (28) lives in Stirling, Scotland and has recently completed a PhD on the 
Scottish Poets of World War Two, at the University of Glasgow. He has published articles 
and academic work in The Dark Horse, Scottish Literary Review and Etudes ecossaises. He is 
also the editor of Finishing the Picture: The Collected Poems of Ian Abbot published 
Kennedy & Boyd in June 2015. His collections are: Spinning Plates (HappenStance Press, 
2012), Ballast Flint (2013) and Cairn (Nine Arches Press, 2014). 
 
And 
 
Theo is now five and I feel the need 
to record that, considering how fast 
these things change. The landscape 
is coming to life for him in ways 
I had long forgotten – his head full 
of the restoration of ancient ruins. 
 
In the grounds of the castle we find 
a church with its old gravestones 
like broken teeth and Theo runs 
around reciting all the dead names: 
James Mordue and Emily Prudhoe and… 
He keeps adding an ‘and’ after each 
 
as if the list can never end, that in  
the endless inventory of death there 
is life to be had in its enunciation. 
In the car he tries to remember them 
saying ‘and’ over and over, though 
he can bring no more to mind. 
 
 
 
Missed appointments 
 
I’m here to support you, 
in the waiting room 
for the doctor who will 
give you the all clear. 
 
A notice states that 63 
appointments were missed 
last month, a total  
of 630 lost minutes. 
 
I imagine the names 
being called in absence, 
a 10-minute silence 
spent on the living 



 
as if in preparation 
for a time when the news 
is not the sort that allows 
us to leave together 
 
and make for the café 
to order our favourite 
reliably unreliable drinks 
to really thank the barista, 
 
returning to our street 
where we are never seen 
by our neighbours, but 
are known to live here.  
 
 
 
Felled tree 
 
The beech outside our house  
was not diseased or crooked 
but its roots had started to flex 
in ambition, heaving up the wall – 
 
a shoddy manmade boundary 
more important than the tree 
planted before the house went up, 
the surgeons felled it in an hour 
 
leaving a stump like a plinth 
on which to display the absence 
but after only a couple of days 
the gluey sap began to suppurate, 
 
the roots none the wiser to loss 
and the tree still casting a shadow.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
Maddy, age 18 
 



 
Sarah Sibley was born in Suffolk in 1985. She currently lives in North Norfolk and works as 
a freelance copy editor. Her work previously featured in Agenda ‘Exiles’ and Broadsheet 15, 
and elsewhere has been published in Iota, Orbis, Ink, Sweat & Tears, The Delinquent and 
Obsessed with Pipework. Her first pamphlet The Withering Room was published earlier this 
year by Green Bottle Press. 
 
 
 
Ghost 
 
 
 
I heard your voice first: thought I’d picked it out  
from the town crowds, as similar, so similar – 
the closest thing I’d found to comfort.  
But then you repeated yourself.  
And I never wanted you to stop speaking. 
I lied to everyone, said I was talking to myself: 
I’d be the crazy lost-in-the-night, lost-in-mourning  
to hide you and have you beside me again. 
We tried to meet in a dream:  
if I could find a way to drift, dandelion seed,  
into your arms, believing you’re still flesh:  
my love relentless had brought you back to me. 
 
 
These days I go arm in arm with the one you wish 
you could learn how to hurt: 
your touch a cold press on his naked shoulder – 
sweet razor slip and bleeding into his shaving dish 
as every old-new feeling you have for me  
rises up in resurrective bliss. 
Maybe you’re not really here and I do all this –  
make myself lonely again,  
go back to the back of beyond  
to hide in the shadows of the land where I’m from.   
Here I look for you in the oddest of places: 
you could be in this sad, worn drawer  
among pressed four leaf clovers: 
I can’t hold you in the palm of my hand  
any more than we can go back. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Last Room on the Landing 
 
 
In darkness, Humpty Dumpty falls  
from the frieze onto the carpet.  
He scarpers under my bed  
where I too am hiding from ghost notes  
played at the keyboard 
whenever there’s a storm. 
To feel better I am thinking about  
the stick of strawberry salve 
I stole from my sister. 
Humpty is thinking how to get to the moon – 
does he slip on that oily midnight blue 
or hot-foot it across the stars? 
 
 

 
 
Abby La Roy, A level (2) 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rachel Plummer, 31, grew up in Cambridgeshire. She studied nuclear astrophysics at 
university before moving to Edinburgh to establish an animal shelter. Her poems have won a 
Troubadour Prize, come second in the Penfro Poetry Competition and were highly 
commended in the Poetry on the Lake Competition two years running, as well as being 
commended and shortlisted for various other prizes. She has two young children. 
 
Pentad 
 
                    I 
 
Two scant nights to swallow the Atlantic ocean, mouthful 
by icy mouthful, until our bellies swelled with salt. 
 
I remember the way she shimmy-shimmied like a comet 
slipping the earth's slinky atmosphere from its shoulders 
 
the little bitter handfuls of her breasts 
 
my tongue on her skin's DNA, the taste of its helix, the taste of her 
dragon ink, coyote spill, her eyeshine. 
 
                    II 
 
She was silent and silver as a creature 
brought up from a sea trench 
 
into surface pressure so low she might at any moment disperse 
through the atmosphere, coalesce 
into satellite, a moon cradled in orbit. 
 
She moonsang and moondanced, she spoke in moonvoices 
she held the moon in her eye water 
 
my touch left indelible marks in the dust of her craters. 
 
                    III 
 
Her body spanned a bed as if bridging 
two shores. I covered her eyes and her penis, 
the criss-cross of her wrists. 
 
She curved: I drew her like a bowstring. 
 



The air grew hot and melted in puddles on her rib scars. 
 
Her mouth was a velvet bow; 
I took one end of its ribbon and pulled the tight knot open. 
 
 
                    IV 
 
When she released my vulva from her birdcage hands 
 
we went out and swam lengths of the city market, 
strawberries and cardamom crackling their static 
 
on our acetate tongues, weighed down with the light 
that tumbled after us from the sleepless white bed 
 
to Castle Terrace, whitening the crag's basalt shadow. 
Our fingers touched, wet with strawberry, red and wet 
 
with their spiced, fragrant juices. 
 
 
                    V 
 
Her orgasm fell like leaves from her window 
green in the monochrome night. 
 
I wanted to hold the glint of her sea glass eyes 
in a pair of tongs, to fan out their irradiated atoms 
like a tarot deck on a transparent slide. 
 
I remember her voice, her clenched vowels turning in place 
with a pulsar's rapid blink, the starmap of her abdomen 
 
the patina of her touch on my skin's copper surface. 



 
Kitty Evans-Smith, A level 



 
Gloria 
 
 

 
Sassy Raw 
 



Natalie Scott (36) is a poet and qualified teacher.  Her collection Berth – Voices of the 
Titanic (Bradshaw Books, 2012) received runner-up for the Cork Literary Review Manuscript 
Competition 2011 and was staged at ARC in Stockton with Arts Council 
funding.  Brushed (Mudfog, 2010), her first pamphlet, features ‘Victorine’, a finalist for the 
Aesthetica Creative Works Competition 2009. Natalie’s next pamphlet is due for publication 
later this year by Indigo Dreams. (www.nataliescott.co.uk).  
 
 
 
This Mattress 
 
The one we bought together 
for its firmness and guarantee  
of longevity; its duned  
surface waiting  
to be impressed upon 
with the warm indentations 
that bodies leave; 
its plastic handles yet to be pulled 
in the cumbersome motion 
of the monthly turn; 
its strong spring coils braced 
in anticipation of our  
falling weight. 
 
Now carries our smell 
deep in its fibres; our mingled  
bodily fluids form  
a cartographer's dream 
across its surface; 
its handles are stretched thin 
from turning longways, 
sideways, anyway, to stop  
the springs biting; 
it holds the shape of our bodies 
once knotted together 
now separate, reaching  
for the edges. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Owen Grant, 30, lives in Scotland. This is the first time his work has been published. 
 
 
The Swallow 
 
I see the swallow 
Flying low, 
And I ask it what it knows. 
 
Clipping its wings against the lawn; 
Chasing Forever, 
Without Time. 
 
And I ask it what it knows: 
And I ask it what it knows. 
 
For soon, 
In my death, 
I will need to know: 
What that swallow knows, 
When it clips low, 
Forever without Time. 
 
 
My Life 
 
My life  
Was nothing more 
Than the flutter of a blackbird 
Before my very eyes. 
 
I was young: 
I am old. 
 
Just like the fox's rotten corpse, 
My limpid eyes 
Will putrefy  
To nothing.  
 
 
 
Death 
 
Death, once only an idea, 
Has begun to feel warm of touch, 
Like a hand approaching fire: 
How did I ever manage to lie to myself, and for so long? 
 
 
 



 
Sum Yee, age 16 
 



 
Kate Saldanha, pre-U 



 
 
Matthew Dobson is 28 and lives in Halifax, West Yorkshire.  He has poems forthcoming in 
The Rotary Dial and Neon.   
 
Profile  
 
After she died, the profile pictures stopped  
changing, and status updates stopped as well.   
 
Her last — about supping Mojitos in Stowe —  
slipped further down our feeds, until you had  
 
to scroll for minutes.  Clicking through her photos,  
there’s the leaver’s ball — dressed in a slightly  
 
ill fitting gown and arm length satin gloves.   
The last weekend with school friends in a barn —  
 
all of them standing in an open field,  
her with a rounders bat, ready to swing.   
 
Then freshers’ week — that purple asymmetrical haircut —  
and shooters off a rugby player’s chest.   
 
Two legs on a white beach.  A mortar board  
and gown, clutching a scroll.  Then the new flat,  
 
a selfie in a mirror the night before  
the proper job, which we learn went well.    
 
 
 
Alarms 
 
He flicks the screen then turns his back to her  
to take his screen  
out of the lamp’s glare.   
 
She, skyping, talks  
to her lost Aunt  
about the weather in Hong Kong, and how  
 
the lychees this year are sweet.   He laughs at Netflix —  
a show just added —  
then searches for   
 
the box set, which  
is currently  
on offer. Buy.  They set their alarms then sleep. 



Sarah Parker is 31. She achieved a BA in English Language and Literature at St. Hugh’s 
College, University of Oxford and an MA in Modern Literature and Culture, 1850-Present 
Day at the University of York. She currently works in publishing. These are her first 
published poems. 
 
 
Divorced 
 
            i 
 
Shouldered 
 
You carrying on your shoulders: me. 
 
The small hill I remember as 
a mountain we scaled together. 
Now I see it diminished, 
simply a slope inclined. 
In the rain, snow, hail, 
turned towards its own needs, 
to pursue its own course, 
inclined against those who 
seek to tread its path. 
 
As you are now, not willingly, 
but nonetheless against me 
inclined. Another mountain  
for me to scale, 
treacherous, alone, 
rising before me, not to be 
countered or reasoned with; 
no natural solace here; 
new burdens shouldered. 
 
You, carrying on your shoulders: 
me, no more. 
 
               ii 
 
Golden Hay Bales 
 
A modern barn in a farmyard 
and us – maybe another –  
mostly just us, 
tucked behind a cave of 
hay bales, twenty feet in the 
 
air. And having in this 
unexpected haven a picnic, 
of crisps, sweets and other 



childish delights. As we  
were children then, a 
mischievous innocence 
sparkling in our eyes. 
 
We have still this memory 
of running through 
woods and fields, hiding toys  
for future surprise, 
of sweet pleasures and 
inconsequential mirth: 
 
of golden hay bales 
reaching up to the sky, 
and of our mischievous eyes 
able still to seek unforeseen; 
this, our childhood. 
 
               iii 
 
Father 
 
The chair where you 
used to sit rests its dark 
wooden feet and stilled 
roses pattern my mind 
then light rises dust through 
the windows, a rainbow 
halo to touch into sadness 
 
as a monkey dances 
sunlit groves into this 
room, swinging his 
tail in his right hand 
and tipping his hat 
with his left. There he 
is, moving light 
footsteps flying 
happiness into our 
hearts as we feel heavy 
all that we cannot 
change and 
 
through this mirage 
the chair rests threadbare 
worn by your past years 
spent now into elsewhere 
as once more the monkey 
flips his top hat to catch and 
relieve my heavy heart. 



 
Hermione, year 11 
 
 



 
Heather Wells, 26, had her debut poetry collection Maiden Voyage published by London 
Magazine Editions.. Her poems have appeared in The London Magazine, Poetry Salzburg 
Review and Enigma.   
 
 
My Grandma 
 
‘Grandma’, that old familiar word. 
But My Grandma holds  
a different meaning.  
She is the mother of my father –  
The father/son we both lost.    
 
My Grandma 
snatched from the world    
her frail body, warm smile 
no longer in this world. 
Unique now extinct.   
 
Her life vanquished  
has chipped a part of me 
forming a new cliff edge. 
My Grandma’s bone structure 
steadfast in me.  
 
 
 
 
 
We Go Our Separate Ways 
 
 
We go our separate ways: 
a firm hug in the hope  
it will linger on you for longer. 
 
A two-pence coin kept,  
in the corner of the purse: 
your time to shine.       
 
Loneliness is on your hanger:  
you try putting it away 
in the wardrobe 
but it keeps coming out.  
 
You walk a broken woman: 
hugging yourself.  
 
 



 
Ella, age 15 
 



 
 
Wesley Wise is from Melbourne, Australia. He currently lives and works in Asia. His poetry 
has been published in Spillway. He is 26 years old. 
 
 
 
Hidden Grotto 
 
 
I'm here, over there out 
of perspective, you have 
the usual amount to say 
ringing for hours, in my 
ears hollowed, carved out by sound 
from a chalky past, blowing 
away with each new gust 
of humanity, women 
raining down their personalities 
on what I thought of you, 
smudging the impressionists 
with new tears I never 
shed, dripping the oil 
off the canvas 
until my neurons scream 
and from a deep recess 
some hidden grotto 
your great wave 
a wall of liquid memory 
surges, rumbling towards me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Becca, year 11 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Itunu Daniel, A level 



 
Kate Saldanha, pre-U 



   *          *          *                     
 
 
 
 


