Web Supplement
to

the Poetry and Opera issueArfenda

This web supplement featuréshnny Marsh’s Opera sketchesxecuted whilst at
rehearsals in Glyndebourne for ‘The Cunning Littigen’ by Leo$ Jané&k, ‘Followers’ by
Julian Phillips, Glyndebourne’s first composerasidence, with libretto by Simon
Christmas; and ‘Billy Budd’ by Benjamin Brittenbletto by E.M. Forster and Eric Crozier.
Johnny is an artist and with an MA in Art Psycho#ipy from Goldsmiths College. He
gardens and works for a mental health charity arss in Mayfield, East Sussex.

The first seven sketches are scenes from ‘The @gritttle Vixen’; the ninth, tenth and
eleventh were inspired by ‘Followers’, and the fisieetch is ‘The Death of Clagart’ from
‘Billy Budd'.



Jill Townsend has published in many magazines and anthologabsdimg Agendaonline,
ARTEMISpoetryThe Interpreter’'s HousandScintilla. She lives in NE Hampshire.

The Auditorium
(Glyndebourne)

The warm belly of its instrument
fills with music frivolous as bubbles
or dark with the melancholy

of double-dealing, strained love.
Indulge these feelings then.

The hours and arias soften

into knowledge, or sleep.

The guilt shared by so many

rests elsewhere as the soprano drops
on to the heart of the financier.

When he lets her go, no doubt
he thinks it's with a kiss. Alone
there’s time for reflection

as the night puts on its overcoat
and the stars come out.

King Philip’s Aria

(from Don Carlog

His portrait chills —

a cold man with few ideas
beyond the flame of power
buttressed by religion.

But Verdi tells his loneliness,
married to his son’s betrothed —
a dutiful wife, just

waiting for heaven.






Anne Ryland's second poetry collectiomhe Unmothering Clagg\rrowhead Press, 2011),
was selected for New Writing North’s Read Regiddampaign 2012. Her first collection,
Autumnologistwas shortlisted for The Forward Prize for BesstCollection in 2006. She
lives in Berwick-upon-Tweed and works as a tutoEnglish and Creative Writing, running
writing workshops in libraries and other commursigttings in Northumberland and the
Borders.

A Crash Course in German

Thatchwas coughed out of the throat,
ther coaxed from further back, the larynx.

An antidote to the quadruple-lesson agony
of osmosis and peristalsis with Mrs Gillooly.
| was hungry for the agglutinative

and week two set me off witha licher Stacheldraht
ugly barbed wire, coiled round a secret state.

Our estuary was staunch Latinless territory.
Mum, who’d mastered the stalk-hook-kink
insisted that Pitman wasn't a proper language;

in a laundry pause she’d admire my little cabinet
of articles,der die das die den die das die dem .der

Excused cross-country, | was never not happy
running to the end of a subordinate clause
to fetch my verb. As | traversed

the fields of the modals, then imperfect, plupdtfec
| was already packed, at sixteen,

to scramble out of East Saxon land — Essex —
where girls wrestled, egged on by other girls
and non-cheerers were the freak show;

| had to move in to the syntax, and the grammar
became my anguish and my quilt,

but thirty years on, in the Wunderkammer of nouns
with no English partner | rediscover jewels —
die Waldeinsamkeithe solitude, or loneliness, of the forest.



After a Year of Rain

Another woman’s wellingtons —

beige, the ageing kind, not gentle on the soles

but it's not too late for another woman’s walk.

| cross the orchard, the absences left by apples,
pears, quinces; have the satisfaction of draggo&mo
a gate that scrapes, almost answering the question
Is this the way to another woman’s work?

The oak’s architecture is bared; a tree-cathedral.
The maple in retreat, its carmine-gold gown abaedon
| post one claret leaf in my pocket —

What is another woman’s word for blackened red?
Further along, the mud-slide of middle life,

the earth sucking me in. It can all go: the grékea rags.
It will all be done, then frost will seal the fotes

The soft snowing-over of another woman’s winter.
Ahead, a fawn shivers and vanishes before it’s real
There’s the scent of rot, a year of rain.

There’s the spell cast by wood smoke.

Let me steep in cinnamon and cloves,

another woman'’s warmth, sadness just a fragrance.



Charles G. Lauder, Jr,, was born and raised in San Antonio, Texas, amdlives in South
Leicestershire. His poems have been publishednatienally in such journals &alifornia
Quatrterly, Texas Observeihe SHOpPoetry Salzburg RevigWoetry NottinghamUnder
the RadayHearing VoicesAgenda andStand His pamphletBleeds was published in 2012
by Crystal Clear Creators.

Legend has it

He told Mrs Cutler to take his confiscated baseball
and shove it up her ass
| never swore at any adult
he lobbed water balloons at his sister
and strangers on the street
| lobbed avacadoes over the hedge
narrowly missed a neighbor
he melted his platoon of toy soldiers
into globs of olive drab
in a war waged with flicked matches
| hurled my sisters’ dolls into trees & onto roofs
spent the afternoon trying to retrieve them
he could eat as muc burger and fries as he liked
| had to eat all the okra and green beans
on my plate
he got in drunken brawls
came home bloodied & laughing
| was scared shitless when sent
to the principal for fighting
he pointed out paintings of naked ladies
to younger cousins
| got caught sneaking a peek
at Playboyand Penthouséeneath my father’s bed
he starred in a home-made super-8
called ‘Bullets & Bitches’
| was sent to bed when | said
a Woody Allen film was about “fucking”
he went to West Point to get direction
but lasted only two years
| got good grades
because it was expected
at two years old he knocked out
his seventeen-year-old brother
with a plastic bat
| never dared to touch my father



The White Pick-Up

snow-stranded in Dallas all trains south
canceled and put to bed we’re put on buses
for all points between here and the border
San Antonio San Angelo EIl Paso

seven hours twelve towns later seventy miles
out of his way my brother is there brand new
white pick-up the old one often rescued

from bleak back roads last-chance gas stations
his money gone on guitar strings and smokes
its gears strained like a solo in a song

when first driven up and down the driveway

sandwiched between two sisters | had waited
ten years for him the phone call coming

at eight twenty-nine p.m. my grandma
pulled the phone from her eat’s a boy

once long-haired and guitar-neck skinny
he said ‘you’ve gotten fat’ now it’s his turn
all week long his band’s songs background
cruising the ol neighborhood two things
he can do that | can’t cinemas & malls
the high school where | graduated tops

but he never finished

will it be another seven years twenty days
| ask the morning | head home he doesn't cry
till he’s back behind the wheel
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Charlotte Otten has long admireAgenda ever since Donald Davie was a guest of

hers at Calvin College in Grand Rapids, MichigarAUBer poems have appeared in many
journals, includingrale Journal for Humanities in MediciaadSouthern Humanities
Review

Deer Tracks

caught in the deep gold
of the sand

before a rogue wind
swept them into the arms
of Sleeping Bear Dune

their brother

trackless

stretched out on the shore
a sacrifice

to a wild one

eating only his eyes.

Night Scene in the London Underground

As an echoing voice
reaches out in the night
“Mind the Gap,”

| see my train coming,
stretching space

between me and the door.

| take a leap

over trick tracks

and a chasm beneath,
my thoughts rising up
to Hieronymus Bosch,
his hell’'s hungry mouth
and trapped travelers
grinning in rage.

Eternity breathes deep in the gap.



Chris Kinsey is currentlyWriter-in-residencet Oriel Davies Gallery in Mid Wales. She has
won Natur Cymru’s ‘Inspired by Nature’ competitiag12 and was BBC Wildlife Poet of the
Year in 2008. She regularly writes a nature diary@Gambria and has had three collections of
poetry: -Kung Fu Lullabies & Cure for a Crooked Smygablished by Ragged Raven Press
andSwarf with Smokestack Books. Chris also writes dranmas@oetry reviews.

Walking the Montgomeryshire Canal.

| belong with slow moving streams and silty canals.
At ease among weeds, irises, swordy rushes,

I'll crawl under wind cracked willows, enter ald@innels’
gnatty darkness and emerge into meadows

where a folded heron glides low over horsetails

and sky that isn’t drowned in cloud drops holy blue
on water hatching dragonflies and azure damsels.

| stand aside for small birds to catch flies,

take a wren'’s ticking off, a blackcap’s aria;

watch raven’s shadowplay spook a moorhen’s steladg.c
After whirligigs’ dizzy skating, | steady with treéow-mo
twist of floating snails, hold my breath

for geese that just miss twanging power lines

as they circle a winding hole.

Along a straight stretch thoughts scatter

and return as swallows, ideas are images —

The irregular pulse of a narrow boat’s wash

turns to red finned roach chasing disturbance.

| sing to my hounds but worry a hangnail
remembering when cuckoo flowers echoed

cuckoo calls and curlew cries simmered me frompslee
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Clive Donovanhas been writing poetry full-time for 4 years da$ had several dozen
pieces accepted by editors of various U.K. hardrquyetry magazines. He lives in the
creative atmosphere of Totnes town in Devon. Heykaso publish a first collection.

The fierce aspect of my mother

The fierce aspect of my mother

Tended to reveal itself in travel, | discovered,
As | dawdled on the pavement edge
Gesturing to bus drivers

And desperately waved them on

Immobile with embarrassment

That all that captured might of traffic

Should just stop on my mother's say-so.

But worse still, the arrest of shame

As when the whole world thrilled to witness thepgri
Of her thin-gloved fist quick-yanking me over,
Hopping and counting the thick white stripes.

Or on trains when she insisted
With my own commanded spittle
All that soft, sweet, chocolate

Still unlicked on lips and fingers
Be surrendered, given up,

As sacrificial, untasted goo

To the criminal stains and creases
Of her cruel, unrelenting hankie.

Cars were 0.k., she swooned in a moaning trance
At high views

— So long as bony knees and elbows

And the tresses of my sister

Didn't start a mélée or a fracas in the back.



David Kerridge was born near London in 1943. He worked for theix London for six
years then moved to Paris in 1970, where he has hdeacher, and translator of medical
documents. During the 70s, he had a number of paesmahshort stories published, and in the
last twenty years has written text books and agiébr UK and French publishers.

Recently, he has had prose accepted for publicatiofihe French Literary Reviewnd
poems inAgendamagazine in the UK.

Pictures of Miranda
(with acknowledgements to Hilaire Beljoc

Filigreed with cricks

and cracks, dog-eared
snapshots of Miranda
pass from hand to hand.

The burnished war reporter’s
moll blows crimson fascist
kisses from atop the wreck
of a goat-herd’s hut.

Goggles on brow, she poses

near a wind-sock, while a cockpit

of lovers hovers in the offing.

She practises angles for a Pathé man.

Snuggle-arsed in cinema

darkness, celebrants listen as her name
is carved, angours and yours
mesmerically intoned.

She yanks and kicks; the ambulance

lurches past hoses and blazes;

she double declutches, stops; a harsh exhalation;
she starts to pick up stuff, fingers, stumps.

Into a sunflowered rubber-floored room
hobbles a prinking Miranda. The shade

of a Spanish lad offers his arm, and the walls
of the Halls echo again.



Deborah Moffatt was born in Vermont and lives in Fife. Her podrmase been widely
published in the UK and Ireland. Her first colleatof poetry,Far From Homewas
published by LapwingBelfast) in 2004. She won the Baker Prize 201®was also
included inPoems of the Decade; an anthology of the Forwammkbmf poetry 2002-2011.

Out of the Blue

The kind policeman, with his platitudes and hisscaoptea,
stands large between you and the rest of the room,
shielding you from what you've already seen,

your wife as you found her at the foot of the stair

in pieces, wild-eyed, slack-jawed, stone cold,

an insane mistake that makes no sense at all.

With casual platitudes and lukewarm tea the poleestands firm,
shielding you from what he knows and you do nathack,

he says, when it happens like this, out of the blue

and you try to remember what he means, what is blue

the sky above you, the water below, the small scree

of the mobile phone lying beside you on the decthefboat,

the constant blue of messages never receivedpldésenot sent —
three whole days, without a word? The policematches,

smiles with guarded kindness, as if your solitudeera crime,

the two of you, alone, your wife at home with heems,
struggling with words to ward off her demons, aod wn the boat,
battling the elements, trying to get something biacin life.

An accident, most likely, the policeman says, withconviction,

as if he isn’t quite sure himself, what is an aenidand what is not

in the dangerous ambiguity of the empty space batweeiling and floor,
between sea and sky; a word misunderstood, afstige tongue,

a map misread, timing miscalculated, and in anratesef just three days,
a woman might fall and die, a man might sail awag aever return.

The policeman with his wounding platitudes andtiiter tea
relaxes his stance, letting you see it all, th@dlon the floor,

the shattered glass, your wife’s broken body;east we're sure

no one else was involved, he says, as if all tiyeses together
count for nothing, as if you were a stranger whe joat appeared,
out of the blue, except you both know that it neévappens like that.



Border Patrol

You drive alone through the night,
heading east along a high ridge,

mist rising, cat’s-eyes your only guide,
the road straight and flat for miles.

Up here, flight seems possible,
a whole new world — outer space — near-by.

There below is the water, flat calm,
gleaming with a steely sheen,

river widening to sea, a wedge
between men and their dreams.

Down at the harbour, the other side
seems farther away, the water harder;
a good man could walk on water

from here to that far shore.

Inside, a mirror gleams with a dull lustre,
the empty promise of deep water.

Here you are closer than ever
to the border, your own eyes —
hard as steel — your only guide
across the widening divide.
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Denise McSheehy’sollectionSalt, funded by an Art’'s Council bursary, was publishgd
the Poetry Can in 2008. She recently received@hd’s Foundation Grant towards her
second collection.

Cold Mouth Prayer

early and untouched
the green in the cold

the morning the prayer
and the trees all tall.

Cold mouth prayer is sappy and bite
the fizz in your nose. Colour —

flowers you'd forgotten, out of the pallid
held back earth.

Cold mouth prayer, the shock of it
IS praise, is vapour

oh your warm life issuing —
Cold mouth prayer

here, here again
now.

after the painting Cold Mouth Prayer by James Adde, commissioned for Tate Modern August 2007



Diana Brodie was born in New Zealand but has lived in Cambridgenost of her life.
Many of her poems have been published in anthatpgieline and in magazines such a
Rialto, Interpreter’s House, Smith’s KnolDn four occasions her poems were among the
winners in competitions for members of the Poetrgi&y and in 2008 a poem was
shorttlisted for the Society’s Hamish Canham Prize.

The Song of the Apprentice Angel

after A Consort of Angels, painted by We@gles

[

Time’s not measured here. The shape of days engiv
by the surprise of sharply angled walls.

| focus on their colours — gold, vermilion,

when the tuneless twanging of my harp strings palls
Night is the starry sky I've not yet seen

though once it was the backdrop of a dream:
Heaven’s roof rolled back. Looking up where it Hosekn,
| saw the face of the God | served and screamed.
Shrinking into the corner of my room,

| trembled, groaned, | called but no one heard.

| had trusted in a God in whom

man’s image restedlhisis God? Abird?

ii The Angel Consort

Stretching out his tapered wings, mouth agape,

a cherub strains to sound a trumpet blast.

He becomes the shape of music he would make.
No sound. He tries again, his eyes downcast.
The piper in his multi-coloured coat

revives the memory of his curlew call

that long ago caught parents by the throat

when the door rolled back into the mountain wall.
A medieval knight summons to battle

with solemn, ceaseless beating of his drum.

The scream of dying horse, loved lord’s deatheattl
are prizes for those who follow. This way! come!
He wears no crimson cloak, El Matador,

but plays soulful music on his violin,

feigns reluctance as he starts a last encore,
bows low to gather scarlet roses in.



i The Angel Leaves

While music played, | gauged the height of walls,
ready to escape, to leap into the sky.

Angels, they say, fall further when they fall

but angels, cast from heaven, will learn to fly.
Leaving, | shoutedBut God is Love, by rights!

He turned his head a little, did not speak.

How long will angels be his acolytes

when they feel upon their necks his blood-red beak?

When angels leave, and soar the skies alone,
there’s music in the plainsong of their wings.



Ezzie Gleeson-Wards of Anglo Irish descent; brought up in Wales attended college in
London in her early twenties, then worked as allegeretary and flirted briefly with
performance poetry. She began teaching Englisedarglary schools in the mid-nineties,
and now teaches in Essex. Her poem, ‘Look’, wadighdd inAgendain 1992 under the
nameLynn M Ward . She belonged to Hastings Writers’ Group betwd#d2and 2011 and
edited their anthologystrandlinesjn 2010 which included her poems ‘Caerleon’, “HAré

of Swimming’ and a short story called, ‘Lilacs aRdses’.

The Lindow Man

Brown leather lying folded in upon itself,

a chest caved to convex curve by careless turf and

heavy soil his blanket. Comfortless comforter,

he’s slept under while the earth has turned antetlr

and man has moved the world so that melted sartdgischim
now, as nothing saved him then.

A crowd has gathered discussing the crime

that left him in this clayey grave; his centuriésieep;
his wounds; the necklace or garrotte he

wears. He's silent still. He'll never tell.

But lying under electric light and glass.

He’s object, subject, thing. not a man though dmeevas,
his last moments perhaps a fossil within

that broken skull — a map we cannot read

Or is he elsewhere, frozen, missing his turfy grele¢hes;
longing for the dark, inchoate, lost?

Hush now. Move past.

Who knows how sound the dead sleep

or where they go.



Faye Joylives in France, after a career of teaching Art AricHistory in England.
She has recently been devoting her time to wrpioetry and attending Arvon courses.
Her paintings and embroideries have taken a bakfgethe time being.

| know all the Aromas

| sniff books
I've sniffed books for many years.

When | wanted to run a home

for stray elephants, my parents
gave me a big green bodkjld Animals
there were no pictures on the front.
| opened it, smooth

semi-gloss pages

slipped and slithered

through anxious

little fingers, hundreds of heavy pages,
a bulk — black and white
photographs appeared,
disappeared,

| picked it up,

its heft was great,

and set it splat

on a table, leaned over and placed
my nose right there

into its folded down

wings, closed my eyes,

eased into the jungle there

into a mystery

that has never left me.

I know all the aromas, I'm expert now
know all the papers, printing inks
the surface similarities,

The differences, the PH values
antique and azurelaid

bible paper, thin, opaque

bond or base or clay-coated
laminate or plain, off-white

or low opaque

to minimise the show through
text from one side to the other,
add cold-set

lithographic ink,

head-set, sheetset or web offset.



And now a son initiate

via Gunter Grass and Gerhard Steidl
Robert Frank and Tony Chamber’s
Wallpaper

has sent a birthday gift:

a bottle in a book; a book in a bottle:

Paper Passior- sniff me!

T &

ﬂ\‘ "N & ;
~ N o
// { _,- ,‘1 3 % %

Feog Ve .




Geoffrey Godbert has 15 collections of poetry/essays and ha€blkected Poems
published in 2007. He is co-editor of two Fabertpoanthologies and edited anthology of
Prose Poems for Stride.

What | would have done

If I hadn't been of

a Lancashire cotton family

| would have been Blaise Cendrars
the world's most neglected poet
who had an arm shot off in the war
but learned to write all over

again by passing his pen

to the other hand like any
self-respecting Legionnaire.

| could have read my poetry
with Satie and Apollinaire,
with Reverdy and Poulenc
and | could have got drunk
with Modigliani.

| could have written a poem
calledin the 5 Cornerss if

4 corners of the world were not
enough for my exuberance

and so have no reason to struggle
on with myForm in Poetry

loaned from the local library.

Instead of taking journeys

to family seaside resorts

and Bed and Breakfasts with tea
and coffee in the room and down
the corridor the WC,

| would have travelled to Brazil,
China, Russia and all of Europe
including places he never
travelled to but imagined,

like his exotic change of name
while | was changing my name
out of despair from pink blancmange
to a dark street when | called
myself Sydney after its name

on a cold Monday night in the rain.



When | avoided any war,

he saw in the midst of war,

the gunfire of war, a lark
fluttering its wings and singing,
and was dazzled and smiled

at this show of springtime,

this trilling of love among

the groaning of everywhere death
while my courage was loneliness
and silence, especially at home.

2.

No wonder he invented

brilliant colour-words because

he didn't want to be sad

any longer and even gave

the world new stunning menu treats
such as truffled green turtle

liver and Canadian bear ham

to savour instead of my

sickly tripe and onions

served every Tuesday without fail.

As if that wasn't enough,

what about his six and a half

feet tall fold-out poem

in multiple typefaces

and different coloured inks

with a full length silk-screen abstraction
by the miraculous Sonia

Delaunay in an endless rainbow
cover for the transsiberian

rail journey he was taking in words
and describing forever,

as | stood in the bus queue.

But | would have outbid the hundred
thousand dollars paid for this
masterpiece simply to hold

the height and weight of an Eiffel Tower
in my hand without suffering

the usual vertigo.

Of such things were and are dreams made,;
for him, of course, and now for me.



Geoffrey Winch’s poetry has appeared in UK-based poetry magazudwsasEnvol, iota,
Sarasvati, SoutndSouth Bank Poetrfpr over decades, and in recent years in US-based
journals such aRibbons, Modern English TankadAtlas Poeticain addition to online
appearances. His most recent collection keting The Road-Dust Set{lmdigo Dreams
Publishing, 2009). He is a member of the ChichieStanza Group; Slipstream Poets, and
Silk Road Writers in West Sussex. He also devised@ads occasional poetry workshops.
He is co-editing the next issue ®uthwith Mandy Pannett.

Mixing Potential

it's in the mixing of bass-line funk
with pure tamboura drones

rotating tone-wheel harmonies
around riffs of other-worldly fires

balancing white noise

of freshly-laundered shirts
with the honest fuzz

of work-shirts soiled

sliding midrange genders together
then amplify their sighs

re-coding infrared
as carnivals of colour

that the captain at the console
attempts to console the world

developing the potential
to mute all drums of war
the potential

to purify omonce more



Nicola Warwick was born in Kent and grew up in Suffolk. She a&iploma in Creative
Writing from the University of East Anglia and haad poems in several magazines and
competition anthologies, more frequently those ighield by Cinnamon Press. She is
currently working on her first collection as pafttioe first mentoring scheme run by Jan
Fortune of Cinnamon.

Allotment

Where you have planted potatoes, rhubarb crowns,
bamboo canes for runner beans to twine round,
you spot dark twists of dung;

something else has been there.

From the broken window of your run-down shed,
you watch a flash of russet as she scents the air
ventures out when she thinks

you've gone to ground.

Among the beer cans, sweet wrappers,
crisp packets multiplying in the next-door
empty plot, she is raising cubs.

They twist and roll, playfight

among the smashed glass scattered

on the ground and you can’t help worrying
about kitteny paws, pads

that haven’t hardened yet.

You might see them later frisking refuse
you've left out . When you hear of toddlers
bitten in their beds, you stockpile

chicken on offer from Sainsbury’s.

All this might not happen.

You watch red fill the sky where, later,
street lights will mask your view

as Venus and Jupiter conjoin secretly.



Eat Me

Thrown like knobs of raw dough
on the grass, they are cast wide
in circles, or clumped in groups,
swaddling each other from the rain.

We don’t know which are poison,

which are good, so we stand and gawp,
releasing spores with the careless nudge
of a toe, enthralled by the powdery seed,
the construction of stalk, ring and cap.

We can't help but touch the underparts,
the rows of gills slotted tightly,

sheets of silk or wet tissue paper,

so fragile they can’t have names

like deceiver, weeping widow,

lead poisoner, destroying angel.






Howard Wright lives and works in Belfast. His first collectiorasKing of Countryfrom
Blackstaff Press in 2010. Templar Press publisheanaphletBlue Murder in 2011. He won
the 2012/13 Bedford Open Competition. New poemkheilappearing i\rete Poetry
ReviewandThe Malahat Review

Subject to Contract

Odd, the coming together for a red letter day —-elsaollected

and filled, our lives stripped back as we dispdseltat we suddenly

don’t need. What will become of us? we once askieenwe had sense,
and now we know, packing up for that very becomimgking sure nothing —
not even a paperclip — is left; nothing surplubéccarried forward

or allowed to haunt us on our fresh, earthly waimggsr. ..

There is Oxfam and Marie Curie to visit, and stdffdéack bags
and disgruntled furniture for recycling — one ditg all, everything
catered for — white goods and beige hardware skhmevillage
tamed by a prize-winning flower show. Again andiaga

we enter its portals, the hired minions gettingaidis with a flick
of the head. Then back we go to the unheated, engpitypuse...

And back again. Unmanageable weights in a dirty tla calling-in
of favours from friends. The car swallows anotlogr fleaving room
for only me at the wheel on numberless return,-hslr journeys,
until we are ready to build that new world colonytbe grassy banks
of some housing backwater or tidal river. Plantimg family flag;
putting down roots, and feeling again the old amairag...



James Robertdives in Hay-on-Wye. Recent poetry has appeardsienda Envoi essays
in EarthlinesandThe Island Review

The Exile

The symphony she had witnessed
performed in a blessed concert hall
how it rose, rolled and crashed down.

They took her to a rock
on the lip of the world
the yammering flocks
the barefoot women
hooked into the wind.

The old men could hear it
the shattering continuing
the shards of glass

in every sound she made.

How she stared at her hands
like two dancers slowly turning
expressing something sacred
the great secret kept from her
those hands more delicate
than harebells, white as
kittiwakes’ wings.

And one of them wept

at each sight of her until
she crept into the cell
windowless and windless
barring dusk and dawn.

Inside only firelight, fireglow
the strange singing that rose
rolled and crashed down.



Jennie Owenis a University Lecturer and has been a SenicioEthr the on-line journal
Black Market Reviewince 2008. She has been published in various zireggaand is also a
member of Skelmersdale Writers' Group.

Snapshot of Mother

| wish I'd known you then,
even in monochrome,
with the top of your head misplaced.

One hand over an eye,
the other squinting at the sun
abaft the photographer.

60s skirted, bare legged
leant against the rail of anywhere,
watching over the leaden sea.

Silent, counterfeit laugh
caught with a grimace at one corner.
Who can you see looking back?

Stranger, lens reflection,
watch your moment as it is lost.
Then pace away, for | am waiting.






Julie Mellor. Julie Mellor's work has appeared in various magss and anthologies
includingMslexia, The North, Smiths KnahdThe Rialto Her pamphletBreathing
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As If This Were Not Enough

Think of gravity, how its pull

will draw a meteorite to crash land

on a frozen lake in the Urals,

the sonic boom putting out 1,000 windows,
ice smouldering at the edges

like a giant bullet wound,

a double dust trail rolling

out of itself like 20 Hiroshimas,

the emergency services overwhelmed.

Later, they will dredge the lake bed,
haul to the surface a thing so heavy

it will break the steelyard balance,

so dense it can’t be weighed,

a hole in the sky that can’t be repaired.

If You Get The Morning Shift

In the chopped silence of the kitchen,

before the Head Chef comes to check the prep,
hear the sigh of the stained rubber seal

that has held the cold all night between its lips,
see muffled air clouding like the breath

of horses overwintering on the moor,

feel your skin ache and shrink,

as your hands, mittened against the burn,

take out pork chops wrapped in clingfilm,

solid tubs of pre-cooked pie filling,

rhubarb crumble set to stone in baking trays.
Slide them off the shelf, hear ice

sheer off glaciers 10,000 miles away.
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Tides

Tides bring bladderwrack and moons,

disturbances of the pulse, sea-shanties, memories,

white selkies lounging on the beach, dark whalespod

the music of the spheres and oceans, souwestey, fratt and
scum and turbulences, the beat and slam of thesyala
driftwood, plastic bottles, knives, pennies, fotgatloves,
and poetry
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Darshan

The candle flame unripples —

its long straight spine a glowing kundalini
in a small hot lake of wax:

its dull gold centre, base chakra,;

its tip, a pair of arrowed hands.

Its outline relaxes into a blur,

both itself and other. When you walk by,
the air’s displacement

is picked up by the flame

which bends to hold the edges

of your movement, curls and flexes

to accommodate your mass.

Redress takes longer — a gradual winnowing
of light, a reconvening of the elements —

in the way a hand might hesitate

before a master

as it reaches out to touch.
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The Perspicacity of Ravens

My head is full of ravens

uttering raucous prophecies of old souls,

brows protuberant, Darwinian,

black arched bills preening sleek iridescent feath
shaggy manes resting on heavy shoulders,

a supreme arrogance in their swaggering posture.

Ravens in flight, freefall,

an elemental cirque de soleil,

shadow play against the sky in a

paired ritual dance, dipped wingtips touching,
talons locking, rolling away,

soaring upwind, gliding downstream,
displaced air resonating, reverberating

with collective memory of myth.

Three ravens on a blackened ash tree,

the stuff of ballads, stories told in mead haltdjrasides,
an unkindness of ravens, perched, watchful, magexpl
a necromancy of ravens, hooded, scavenging, prescie
a coromancy of ravens shape shifting, tricksy,
complicit with ancient gods,

Morrigan, Odin, Arthur, Branwen,

Taliesin, fled in the semblance of a raven.

Seven ravens on the White Tower

avatars of Bran, guardians of his death’s head,
potent, still, in their power, invoking fear

not in presence, but of absence,

talisman against invasion,

if the ravens leave

the crown will fall,

and England with it.
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Joe Spivey Got Poison Ivy
after Allan Sherman

This poem is for you, who suffer
the earworms of 1960s A.M. radio,
the pastel-coloured transistor radio

that required you turn
the cheap plastic dial
with the precision of a surgeon,

balance a wad of tinfoil on the antennae,
before you flicked open the cap of a bottle,
smeared baby oil down your arms

and up your legs, over your knees.
In the sun of midday, you fried
your smooth skin to the soundtrack

of Bubble-gum Pop, of Motown, of revolution
somewhere so far away
that each note clattered, travelling

in a cart over a long gravel road
to reach your neighbourhood.
Forty years later, fifty years,

with the slightest provocation
the song returns to you,
not in its entirety, usually,

usually just a chorus,
or phrase,
a rhythm you remember

tapping on the grass
with your bare toes,
as you closed your eyes, leaned back.



What distance it has travelled
to find you here, miles
from that small yard

where you thought the wide world
immense in a different way
than it has proven itself to be.

Apparently, There Are Hundreds

Apparently, there are hundreds of pianists
who play the piano while upside-down, lying back
across the bench, their heads below the keyboard,

eyes staring at the underside of the instrument.
They bend their arms as if carrying a stack of wood
so their hands can dangle above the keys,

Flight of the Bumblebee, Dueling Banjoes,
Rhapsody in Blueany song with lots of notes
crushed together, the pianists’ fingers rushing

like time itself. Fast they play, too fast,
no less the frail woman in a violet housecoat
than the crew-cut man in gym shorts,

no less the ruddy woman freckled as a trout,
whom you think you have seen somewhere, maybe
yesterday, ahead of you in line at the groceryestor

counting coupons slowly into the cashier’s palm.
You had no idea she had this talent. And
maybe her child, too, pulling Chiclets from the eviack.

And how many others in the Grand Union?
Should you try this stunt yourself? One
YouTubepianist prefaces his performance,

| know this hymn so well | can play it upside-down,
suggesting, one day, a miracle: as he sat to play
his body spun, his head dipped back

like a river baptism, anBraise God
from Whom All Blessings Flow
flowed, a torrent, from his fingertips.



Like you, he’d had no idea such a thing
was possible. Like you, he’d thought
he was alone, despite his professions of faith,

alone, until God revealed Himself to him
in this talent for playing upside-down
the simple hymn, a rendition with more notes

than strictly necessary, with too many notes,
some would say, too theatrical, like these
versions ofThe Maple Leaf Rag, The Minute Waltz,

not to mention the songs from the transistor radio
of your childhoodGoldfinger, A Taste of Hongy
TheGirl from Ipanemathe girl who is now 75 years old,

whom you saw once, on TV, wearing long turquoiseiegs,
saying she’d inspired the song simply walking
on the beach, touching, now, one finger to her wildite hair.
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Her Bright Face, Her Borrowed Light

Holding back, staying quiet, beauty never fails

to expose itself subtly — or with flamboyance.
From high up, this hermit’s ledge and twitcher'ddi
we watch the golden orioles cavort —

trilling, warbling, even croaking like frogs,

as they chase each other from almond to peach tree
and back again — just the way you come and go —
bringing me mange-tout from Lanjaron,

spilling over with your day’s weird adventures,

any topic that serves to evade psychoanalysis —
even as it ticks an invisible clipboard, calibrates

my perceived hopes, mannerisms, virtues and failing

Take time over this, timelessness waits forever
for the easy life; equality, good conversation.
Up here, in this flourishing terraced orchard
miles above toy-town, I'll take my time also,

jabbering vaguely about far-away trouble spots,
fascinated by the eye-level clouds’ white barges
sailing across the valley in regal procession,
even as | carefully disguise my delight

in your recovered smile and melodic laughter
which drifts out over the rocks as | feel in mynfra
the little dance that your body keeps making

as it fights and fails not to twitch, flit here and



there, darting in and out of rooms, on and off,line
outside to look for your keys that were inside

all the time... take as much time as you want,
there’s plenty to spare up here in this hide

observing, strangely alluding to non-locality —

how no actual space lies between us when the truth
pays a visit, to taunt us with blessed confusion

in her guise as tonight’s brilliant moon

whose features strobe and alter before our eyes —
first fierce, like the day you came to the airport,
then tender ... finally serene, non-committal,

as she veils herself in tessellated cloud.
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La Bastide-de-Bousignac
from the new world

| find the church close by of so little note

its mediocre ring of bells

arranged unenclosed in a high triangle of stone
hardly a tower and not really a spire

but a teetering childish pyramid of bells
above the village in the Ariege

SO it comes as a surprise to hear them
marking the hours

with the notes of an émigré Czech composer
who wrote them while he stayed

in Spillville lowa USA

though not | understand an original tune

but ‘collected’ from the folk tradition

of a nation that troubled as much as excited him—
now years later the melody sounds

and | listen and teenagers laugh on the Astroturf

and two things come to mind

and grandly the first has something to say
of art that it is always capable of taking root
in any alien soil

but the second is more of a counter-strike

and | prefer it—how this same man

as he travelled on to St Paul was so impressed
as many are by the Minneapolis Falls

that more notes rose and played in his head
as natural and urgent as birds on a wire
soon to be elsewhere

and demanding of him immediate work—

so he scrawled them down on his starched cuffs
as he often did and the hired maid



with her conscientious scrubbing of linen
earned herself a place in history

if only to prove the passingness of things—
O what melodies lost forever in a moment
of proletarian cussing

the unclean habits of foreign travelling men









