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‘For me art is a compulsion to connect with my surroundings, and create a sense of place. 
The process of making art is born out of innate curiosity and excitement at phenomenal 
occurrences around me.’ 
 
Áine Ní Chíobháin is an artist born in Cork City with family roots in Corca Dhuibhne.  She is 
living and working in Dingle since 2007.  She has an Honours Degree from Crawford 
College of Art and Design, Cork City.  Her artwork is found in many public and private 
collections including HETAC, CIT and Kerry County Council, Ireland.  She is a recipient of 
numerous awards including bursary awards, project awards, and residency awards from 
Ealaín na Gaeltachta (Arts Council of Ireland & Údarás na Gaeltachta), Kerry County 
Council and Cork Film Centre. She has been selected for ongoing commissions by South 
Wind Blows with funding allocated from Derry City Council & Derry-Londerry Capital of 
Culture and the Department of Arts, Heritage and the Gaeltacht. 
She has participated in residencies at Cil Rialaig, Ballinskelligs, Ireland (2015), Wild Valley 
Art Park, Sydney, Australia (2013), The Parlour Studios (ResArtis), Melbourne, Australia, 
(2013), An Lab, Dingle, Ireland (2011) and more.  She most recently undertook a residency 
program as part of the Cil Rialaig Art Centre, Ballinskelligs 2015/16 to create an edition of 
copper-plate etchings. 
Ní Chíobháin has exhibited in many group exhibitions and installations. Her most recent solo 
exhibitions include Faoi Dhraíocht ag Ceol na Farraige, Áras Éanna, Inis Oirr, Galway 
2016, Élumna, Cill Rialaig Arts Centre, Ballinskelligs, Kerry 2016. 
Áine was officially selected for Tionól, Sabhal Mór Ostaigh, Isle of Skye, (2013), Orgi 4, 
Kings ARI, Sydney, Australia (2013), RHA 182nd Annual Exhibition, RHA Galley, Dublin. 
(2012), Crosbhóthar, Dingle, Connemara and Donegal and on The National Gallery of 
Ireland, Culture Night  (2011 & 2012), Cork Arttrail, Tig Filí, Cork (2004/2005), Labyrinth 
at Crawford Municipal Art Gallery, a Cork European Capital of Culture commission (2005), 
And Introducing, West Cork Arts Centre (2003). 



 
 
 
 
 

 
Tinte Cnoic ar Chnoc Bhreanann, mixed media on canvas 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Anne Rath is an Irish poet and psychotherapist living in West Waterford.  After retiring from 
a busy academic life where her research focused on mentoring ‘voice’ in education, she now 
spends her time finding her own voice and song.  She is a published poet and recipient of a 
Co Waterford Arts Bursary award and a South-East emerging artist award. She is an Amherst 
Writers and Artist affiliate and leads writing retreats and workshops. 
 
 
Through Shale and Granite 
 
There is a new country inside me 
deep in the hollow places 
between the shadow of  mountains 
and the silver of waterfalls. 
 
This new country lives 
in stone crevices, long forgotten, 
sustaining  itself on the promise 
of sun and rain from an invisible sky. 
 
It is here in this place 
I find faint footholds 
follow raven’s beak and wind’s roar 
fossil lines pointing to lost talismans. 
 
Here also the lichen and moss 
creep and crawl toward existence 
learning to live on thin air 
their lanced beauty spreading. 
 
Feeding on lost springs 
a rivulet of water breaks 
drops into existence 
finds the spirit level 
coming through shale and granite. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Wendy Holborow’s poetry has been published internationally and placed in competitions. 
She recently gained distinction for a Masters in Creative Writing at Swansea University. Two 
collections: After the Silent Phone Call (Poetry Salzburg 2015), and An Italian Afternoon 
forthcoming from Indigo Dreams. She was selected as an International Merit Award winner 
by the Atlanta Review in 2015 and 20126.   
 
Mind Shift 
 
The long unfurling of her life 
like ferns curling away from summer, 
leaning into autumn bracken 
frozen white in winter. 
 
Her mind has become a mineshaft, 
a landfill of detritus, stone, shingle 
hiding a handful of brilliance, 
mindful of its gems and nuggets,  
not gold, diamonds or mazarine tanzanite 
but sparks of intellect, humour, curiosity – 
 
the bright sparkle is being dulled, 
dislodged 
in the depths of the shaft  
becomes harder and harder 
to extract 
as the verdigris coats the workings 
grinds them to a halt. 
 
A flash here and there 
then gone, 
lost to senility, 
lost to mortality. 
 
 
A Ghost of You 
 
for Nicola 
 
sitting in a Taverna / waiting for my food & frappé// I felt your aura/spectre/presence/(non) 
phantasm// you were sitting across from me/ smiling (not) / retinas cloudy like ouzo / a glass 
of retsina in your hand/ raised towards me in a Yiammas// your haze of golden hair fluffed 
about your face/  lit by the sun/// this place wasn’t one of those we frequented together// 
Sunday walks & Taverna lunches were the norm/// but( not) here 
 
then I had an image of your b(ones) you used/ utilised to walk/ nestling/ nesting/ sting sting 
the I’s/ in a coffin in the British Cemetery// symmetry/ & the hallucination/ illusion/ vision // 
dissipated/ evaporated / vapour / pour with tears/// 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Tínte Cnoic i-gCinn Áird, acrylic mixed media on panel 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Clare Best’s first full collection, Excisions, was shortlisted for the Seamus Heaney Centre 
Prize 2012. She has performed her autobiographical poem cycle Self-portrait without Breasts 
across the UK and Ireland, and in the USA and Canada. Other poetry publications include 
Treasure Ground, Breastless and CELL. Clare’s prose memoir was a finalist in the Mslexia 
Memoir Competition 2015. Springlines will be published in 2017. Clare is a university 
teacher of Creative Writing and a co-founder of Needlewriters, the quarterly reading series in 
Lewes. clarebest.co.uk 
 
 
You Ask Me How I Know All These Things 
 
and I tell you. I know these things 
in my fractured heart. 
Because things can be known 
in spite of the dark, 
since mine is the skin I inhabit. 
I know all these things 
from the green sun rising, 
because of the flames in my head 
when sleep comes. And again when I wake. 
With my bones. With my wise bones 
I know all these things. 
Because. I wanted. To grow. Beyond you. 
 
Because I wanted to grow beyond you 
I know all these things 
with my bones, with my wise bones, 
when sleep comes and again when I wake 
because of the flames in my head 
from the green sun rising. 
I know all these things 
since mine is the skin I inhabit 
in spite of the dark. 
Because things can be known 
in my fractured heart. 
And I tell you, I know these things. 
 
 



 
 
Smugairle Róin-Mid Night Blue 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
David Seddon is from Liverpool and works as a counsellor in Congleton, Cheshire.  
Amongst other places, his poems have appeared in The Interpreter’s House, Poems in the 
Waiting Room, Antiphon, Ink Sweat and Tears, Poetry Scotland, Lighten Up Online and 
several anthologies including Sculpted, Poetry of the North West.  He has had many 
landscape photographs printed in magazines. He has worked as a teacher,  arts administrator, 
musician and for the Royal Navy. On Twitter he is Contented Counsellor: 
https://twitter.com/SeddonDavid 
 
 
Lightning Nod 
 
I have become an ember for change 
a taper to light the tapering off, 
a conductor of currents  
within myself. 
 
Bolts power down to earth 
colliding sparks short circuit, 
fire up joyrides 
in the slow lane, 
on a gentle curve 
with enough fuel for acceleration. 
 
I'm fused and glowing.  A firefly; 
part of the earth, sea and sky, 
the easy coding 
of a whole. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Mark Valentine is the author of ten short story collections, two literary biographies, and two 
volumes of poems. His most recent title is Haunted By Books (Tartarus Press, Yorkshire), a 
celebration of book collecting and minor writers. He has translated European poetry in 
partnership with German and Danish writers, and has been published in France, Ireland, 
Romania, Mexico, the USA and elsewhere.     
 
Caught 
 
Flags full of shadows, these 
white towels on the washing line.  
On ruffled pale fur, faint figures perform 
a ballet all in grey. The wind cracks 
a whip, they flee in the air, but others  
appear, and the writhing resumes.  
 
Our own black shadows we think 
we know but there might be others 
in colours we do not see, and we  
do not know what dances they do,  
nor what flail makes them cavort 
nor for what purpose they have been caught. 
 
 
 
 
Signs 
 
He pours, she said, from the pot 
with his left hand and has no eye- 
brows to speak of yet uses the 
other hand for letters of which  
he seems to send a good many –  
do you think he is quite all right? 
 
Also, the laughter lines are  
well-marked a good sign,  
but there is a deep forehead- 
furrow, and I suspect you know 
he thinks a lot. The mouth is 
very thin, the lips turned worms. 
 
I should like to look at the 
lines in his hands, they may 
have much to tell. The eyes 
are the colour of faded ink.  
He puts a lot in those letters. 
But what do you think? 
 



 

 
 
 
Cocooned in Kelp, etching, Edition of 30 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Paul Vaughan is a Yorkshire poet, whose work has appeared or is forthcoming in Seventh 
Quarry, Saravati, Peeking Cat Poetry and numerous online journals. He also edits the online 
poetry magazine Algebra of Owls. 
 
 
Bacteria 
 
Bacteria divide their cells to conquer tiny worlds, 
no sense of the minutiae of their shrunken lives, 
craving sugar, that sweet fuel that drives the rotors, 
that blots out all horizons of which they cannot dream. 
 
They have no eyes. 
 
Just needs; unjust imperatives to live, transcending thought 
and dwindled singularities of lust and greed 
so naked, shorn to a point of innocence. 
 
There is no need of clothing in this garden, 
the serpent idle with no minds to feed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Judith Shalan 
 
Life changes 
 
The best time was early in the morning just after the drug round. In a warm semi-sleep I 
would gaze through the window at the glimmer of light silhouetting the branches of the trees 
and watch the sky turn deep blue as the stars slowly disappeared. 
 
It was December and I'd just had a major emergency operation. I was so lucky to be alive. I 
was still in a haze as to what had happened to me. Easier not to think about it. All I had to do 
was get through the day. I was so weak I could hardly reach the chair a foot away. It was a 
fatigue unlike anything I had experienced before. I so much wanted to dip into the poetry 
anthology my friend had given me but could barely manage a line or two before my eyes 
began to blur. I longed for visiting time when my two daughters would arrive. I would feel 
such strength coming through their firm handhold and a love which flowed so easily between 
us. 
 
Three weeks later and I was home again. I'd managed the stairs but I panicked when I looked 
out of my bedroom window at the world below. I'd always been strong and independent, 
travelled the world on my own with ease. How had I become this quivering wreck? I rang my 
therapist friend. I wasn't coping well. 'You're on your own,' she said. 'Only you can deal with 
this.' Harsh words, but it felt as though a huge weight had been lifted from my shoulders. Of 
course, how simple, and what a recipe for life: just get on with it. 
 
And so I did. It was a long year but with the nurturing of my loving family and friends as 
well as an awe-inspiring medical team, I did get through it. I began to be able to read and find 
comfort and sustenance in poetry again. While my friends and family went off to France, 
Spain and Greece, I spent the summer in my now overgrown garden. I felt as though I was 
seeing it for the first time. It was unbelievably beautiful. A family of blackbirds had moved 
in, unperturbed by me. I thought of Emily Dickinson's 'A bird came down the walk' when just 
as she is about to connect with her bird, it flies off, 'rowing' through the air into the far 
distance.  
 
I sought strength from poets like Maya Angelou, Grace Nichols and Sylvia Plath.  I turned to 
'Morning Song' again and again, and Seamus Heaney's wonderful windswept 'Postscript'. 
Cavafy’s ‘Ithaca’ had a new meaning. Having a near death experience gives such sharp 
clarity. You know what really matters and a great poem always seems to capture that truth. 
 
I was recovering but at a snail’s pace. I had discarded both walking frames and sticks and the 
target now was to reach unaided a small clump of cyclamens halfway down the lane, 
remembering always to be able to walk home again. Then to climb the hill, a little further 
each day. I was becoming obsessed with every achievement, however small. A gap was 
widening between me and other people who were moving on in their busy lives and I was 
glimpsing what a severely handicapped person must feel. ‘Parallel lives,’ I muttered to 
myself. 
 
But it was this feeling of separation which spurred me on to write again – enervating but 
always exhilarating – and I'm so thankful for that. I know how lucky I am to be still here 
today though I doubt if I shall ever return completely to my former self. It has been a steep 
learning curve but I do understand now what ‘life changing’ really means. 



 
 
Up the twitten 
 
Have I told you I walked 
up the twitten today? 
Not far up, 
too wide the gap. 
I walked to where the 
handrail stops. I 
turned and came 
down. 
 
Did I tell you I got to the 
high street today? I reached the 
second rail then walked 
right to the top. 
Look! I called to the 
girl up the street. I 
walked up the twitten today! 
She turned, she smiled. She 
went on her way. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Paul Bamberger holds an MFA Degree in English/Creative Writing from the University of 
Massachusetts/Amherst, and is currently teaching at Northern Essex Community College in 
Lawrence, Massachusetts. He has published several books of poetry, Down by the River 
being his most recent book published by Islington-bryer Press.  His poems have appeared in 
the New Hampshire Review, North Essex Review, Stoneboat, Ibettson Street, Chiron and 
Agenda. 
 
 
 
Country of Long Winters 
 
a Black man once came to teach us how to dance all hell broke out  
    
where winter tracks of mother and father and child fall away into deep forest shadows the 
promise of a  
     new nation    
where dark figures dance against winter’s hard fires to keep the fear at bay all of a wilderness 
in which  
     to wander    
we chose to run the Indians up the pemigewassett into the coos dogging them into a season of  
     starvation  
the cool easing down into savagery      
got liquored up in the high country     
 
it was a time of stray dogs and lean wolves      
feared our shadows on the wall    
knew only where we did not want to be     
grew restless     
traveled west beyond the towns beyond kentucky outposts further out     
traveled up rivers where shadows shadow a man  
where all gain seems loss    
the raw awareness of death    
lost our children to their fear     
nowhere to go but up river     
nothing to do but to say nothing  
keep moving 
     
we came a long way on the pocket change of what he said     
naked before the old dream    
eager to dance the watery circles that don’t easily reverse their speculations   
wanting only to sing among the yellow reeds     
wanting only to bow before the aesthete of the dry well     
crossed a cold land where rabbits circled back to set snares against the long short of our days  
where shadowy birds swept low along the gray horizon     
and thought often of home    
of the sweet things carefully chosen to please    
watched for clouds 
     
we were told the land was ours for the taking     



one dared to call it gift     
told that we would be under god a people a nation to be reckoned with     
but in the back rooms men whispered give them their nation we will always have their 
tongues     
swift on the wing of a carrier pigeon word came down the land taken a nation born 
     
1861 the Navaho massacred at fort wingate     
1864 the Cheyenne massacred at sand creek    
1864 the Navaho massacred at canyon de chilly     
1867 the Cheyenne the Sioux the Arapaho massacred at hayfield    
1868 the Cheyenne massacred at Washita     
1869 the Cheyenne massacred at beecher island    
1869 the Cheyenne the Sioux massacred at summit spring    
1869 the only good Indian i ever saw was dead- general philip Sheridan     
1872 the Modoc massacred at lava beds     
1877 the Nez Perce massacred at big hole     
1879 frederick w pitkin governor of colorado referring to the Utes Indians- my idea is that  
 unless removed by the government they must necessarily be exterminated    
1883 the u.s. supreme court decides the american Indian is an alien by birth  
1886 -give-me-your-tired-your-poor-your- huddled-masses-yearning     
1890 the Lakota massacred at wounded knee  
    
the country was growing    
 
but as smoke trailed low toward the west out of the towns 
the need to distance oneself from the unmarked graves    
the women in their dark silence understood     
questions cropped up    
some lost faith    
heads rolled of the people by the people for the people    
in the hollows night fires burned   
nightriders slumped drunk on swayback mounts  
their coarse women of hard intent dancing with their hair shaken out    
the night fires shadowing the hanged men  
 
soon they came from everywhere     
for love of the nation took new names    
for love of the nation quarried the rock worked the factories fought the wars    
for love of the nation gave over their sons and daughters 
the census scripted possibility    
but in the cities the unsaid had at them     
the streets renamed after dark had at them     
the last bet laid down had at them    
and keeping one eye to their backs fearing the penalties severe they had at each other 
in the cities they grubbed for longevity and died unresolved    
died down alleys strung out along the deafness of an age    
died without benefit in the streets among the discard and the crowds     
died against the chatter of open windows their untold stories spilling down the window ledges    
died behind the drawn shades their screams going unheard into the cold sweat of the night    
died face down among the many faceless others    



died leaving little more than what they came with 
dying still 
     
the nation came of age in an age when men criminal in their intent small in their aspect made 
promises  
     they never intended to keep     
we needed to hear their promises    
but let there be no mythology of plentitude no dogma of the unretracted  
or would you rather let it be     
see how the thing turns out    
slide on by    
it being after all so brief a time to the settling of the thing     
or is it simply a matter of having no luck at all as these men with their savage secret make 
themselves  
     at home in our house of  plenty     
one need not die to walk in the valley of the shadows  
as do our children walk in the shadow of who the hell brung ya here anyway 
    
and many left to go down after closing to where the homeless are at home warming 
themselves around  
     barrel fires     
down to where the beggar asks nothing of you     
down to where the drunk sees clearly     
down to where the shadow girls know they will never go home  
down to where you keep it slow and work the dog on the prowl    
down to where the unspoken spills into the dry space between each new insistence     
down to where under the golden light flashes of the sullen ingenuity of the pure meticulous      
and rats on the move dreaming of rat tunnels opening to the sea 
     
in a flash of we have figured out the thing it was gone     
only rumor found ease in our house of plenty    
it has happened before     
dogs take to chasing their tails   
cats take to the alleys    
the children turn mean    
and talk of bringing it all back home as though it were nothing more than a small indiscretion 
at the  
     dinner table 
    
but for want of a dream one becomes the nation’s apologist its radical dressed to kill    
for want of a dream one travels the nation its heavy footed mimic its swill eater its fool 
repeater    
for want of a dream most become the nation’s wasted disconnects the nobodies of its 
tomorrows    
and for want of a dream we let rise up amongst us the lords of disproportion the purveyors of 
gouge     
and they seized the day 
     
now another long winter nears     
when birds will fall screaming into blind     



when he who once knew nothing of death will run cursing into the ease of death 
death not amused        
and the mountains will roll call the names of the forgotten 
all will be forgotten     
 
we never did learn how to dance 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Lagúna, mixed media on canvas 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Aidan Tynan was born in Cork City, Ireland. He is lecturer in English literature at Cardiff 
University. His poetry has appeared in many publications, including the New Statesman, Irish 
Left Review, Poetry Wales and Poetry Ireland Review.  
 
 
Origin Myths for the Chernobyl Exclusion Zone 
 
                      i 
 
Archaeological finds like bones and teeth 
place Przewalski’s horse 
among the domesticated horse.     
 
A sacredness now unfurls the portal,  
extinction rummaging   
in the salmon’s mouth like a flame. 
 
Empty space flares up in the feeling  
you’re about to disappear. 
The tumor ripens on a hind leg.  
 
                   ii  
 
Everything begins 
with the blind creep  
 
of life in tungsten groves 
and graphite tunnels, 
 
the dawn entombed  
in strontium. 
 
Prowling animal eyes  
peer through the silver  
 
holes of spirit traps 
to oblivion,  
 
this darkroom  
their new habitat. 
  
           iii 
 
A classroom thunders 
with the visitations 
of roe deer and elk. 
Vines thread through  
the insides of a piano.  
 
 



 
                   iv 
 
A squall of birds over Pripyat 
echoes in the heavy lidded shafts. 
The gods of the reactors have fled. 
There is nothing left but that 
which haunts itself,  
something stirring in the biomass:  
prokaryotic sex, a leavening of earth.  
 
 
                  v 
 
Spores detonate, a red snow on the valley floor  
scrubs it clean as a burial ground.    
In the walls of an office block pipes howl  
for mercy, a shaking skeleton of air,  
the stain on the ceiling a lost soul. 
Tadpoles prosper in a lake of cesium.  
 
                 vi 
 
When the sarcophagus slammed shut 
it swallowed down all the light. 
The earth got sick and heaved up 
the stork, the lynx, and the wisent.  
 
               vii 
 
Nothing leaves  
the Red Forest,  
not even its own  
 
radius which  
having entered it 
goes in, in, in 
 
like a shadow 
fleeing its source.   
Everything  
 
happens then  
without repetition 
or resistance 
 
in the mortal core. 
The labyrinth 
loses itself once  
 



and only once 
and never finds 
its poisoned heart.     
 
 
          viii 
 
In the village of Kopachi,  
children’s voices  
seep into the water table.  
From the earth heaped  
upon their houses  
the yellow radiation symbol 
grows like a mutated flower. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Pedlars Lake and Beyond, acrylic mixed media on canvas 
 
 
 
 
 



Lyn Moir, aged 82, is a Hawthornden Fellow. Her poems have appeared at least 20 
magazines, includind Agenda, The Rialto and Poetry Salzburg Review. She has published 4 
collections, one of which, Breakers’ Yard (Arrowhead Press), was shortlisted for the Jerwood 
Aldeburgh First Collection Prize, and a fifth is currently under consideration. She lives in St. 
Andrews, on the harbour, where she writes and paints. 
 
 
 
Sitting for Picasso 
 
It’s always a gamble  
with Pablo:  
first there’s the wine,  
which is fine,  
then the sex.  
But next morning, I’m fragile,  
I’m utterly smashed,  
and he’s out with his palette  
and paints, though my tits  
appear mashed,  
my profile well shattered  
after hours of his rutting  
and booze.  
When I say I’d like time  
to do some repairs,  
put my features in order,  
run a comb through my hair,  
he mutters it shows  
that he loves me to bits. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Camilla Lambert began writing poetry on retirement in 2007, and works regularly with 
James Simpson. Her pamphlet Grapes in the Crater was published by Indigo Dreams 
Publishing in Nov 2015 and she is to be Profiled Poet for SOUTH issue 55, April 2017. 
Individual poems have been published in SOUTH, The Interpreter’s House, Sentinel Literary 
Quarterly, Reach Poetry, and in various anthologies, with a number being placed or highly 
commended in competitions. She co-organises a small arts festival in Binsted, near Arundel. 
 
 
The Bathroom 
 
The room has the same faint smell of damp, 
undercut by bleach 
and the loyalty of Imperial Leather soap. 
 
The corner basin is still held by cast-iron brackets 
as staunch as girders 
supporting viaducts across a Cornish valley. 
 
She slides into the bath, so long her toes cannot reach 
to touch green rimed taps. 
Ceiling stains resemble estuaries in flood, 
 
but the water stays clear, unlike the night when 
blood began to seep 
between her thighs, and would not be dammed, 
 
while wind and rain spluttered against the panes,  
in spat-out promises 
and the ambulance was lost up the wrong turning. 
 
She has soaked enough, lifts out the plug. Her eyes follow 
the spiralling of bathwater  
carrying her body’s slough into darkness beneath the house.  
 
From the window she watches boats out in the bay, 
winking in a line 
as they feel their way across a moonlit patch, and disappear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Bonna Night Final 
 
 
 
 
 
Tim Murdoch  lives in the Alpujarras in Southern Spain. He devises yoga routines for people 
with back and other ailments. His poems have been in various magazines, most recently 
Agenda and the London Magazine; forthcoming in PN Review.  
 
               El Carpintero 
 
He fed his hungry family on dog rice 
which he bought in huge hessian sacks 
to complement their meagre ration of 
vegetables gleaned from his rocky orchard. 
 
The goat’s cheese and sides of ham 
he kept in the shed under lock and key 
for himself – himself alone – though  
he was seldom to be found at home; 
 



attending every country fair in the region,  
where he was known as a card – convivial –   
a thoroughly decent chap, wreathed in smiles, 
his dark secrets confined to the home,   
 
tucked away in the soporific village 
or on its surrounding hillsides, where  
the children he’d removed from school 
laboured, day long, in the fields. 
 
The youngest, a mere stripling 
yet all of fourteen, cried out in anguish 
when the horses, with minds of their own, 
yanked him everywhichway behind the plough. 
 
The villagers, over time, learned all this 
and did nothing, until one day  
some courageous soul denounced him... 
still, he managed to talk himself free. 
 
The unfairness continued unhindered. 
The blacksmith, weak of mind, made him 
a strong metal box for the phone: 
it prevented all but incoming calls. 
 
Yet as his children grew sturdier  
they grew bolder; he began to lose face –  
but no more so than a timid neighbour who,  
witnessing a beating, smirked in the doorway. 
 
When his poor asthmatic wife passed on  
he moved to Alhormigón, to be cared for  
by his daughter. Awaiting his pension, 
she wounds him dreadfully with forgiveness. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
Seod Gíclee, print 
 
 
Sharon Black is originally from Glasgow but now lives in the Cévennes mountains of 
southern France. She is widely published and in 2016 won the Silver Wyvern Prize (Poetry 
on the Lake), Prole Laureate Competition and was highly commended in Wigtown Poetry 
Competition. Her first collection, To Know Bedrock, was published by Pindrop Press in 2011. 
Her second, The Art of Egg, appeared with Two Ravens Press in 2015. 
www.sharonblack.co.uk 
 
Keys 
 
The big one’s for the Honda, gleaming  
with the ache. This one’s for 
 
the letterbox, Mister Minit   
etched upon its round, bald head. The Yale 
 
is for the front door – such tiny wonky teeth 
to trust our life’s possessions to! 
  
There’s a rusted Chubb, a barrel  
for a bike lock, 



 
a silver one as dainty as a ballerina’s shoe – 
a heavyweight jangle  
 
when you lift them from their hook.  
All these keys: the jobsworths by the door, 
 
the slackers in the biscuit tin 
and most ubiquitous of all: 
 
the washed up and the drifters 
at the deep end of a drawer, most of which  
 
are mysteries, like the keys  
inside ourselves we’ve forgotten 
 
what they might unlock, what lies behind  
our own closed doors. 
 

 
 
Cill Chuimín, acrylic mixed media on canvas 
 

     *       *       *       *       *       * 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


