
      Web supplement to Callings issue of Agenda 
 
We have pleasure in focusing here on two artists: Elizabeth Hannaford and David Lilburn. 

 

                 

                Elizabeth Hannaford: Tango I 

Elizabeth Hannaford's work has been collected and exhibited widely, including at London's 
Royal Academy of Arts, Royal College of Art and leading commercial galleries. She also 
takes commissions. Her work is an attempt to communicate visually more than the visual 
experience, drawing inspiration from the natural world and music.  
 



Publications about her art include the Royal Academy of Arts Magazine, The Week, The 
Young Lawyer, Link (The Association of Women Solicitors' Magazine) and Who's Who in 
Art. 
 
Hannaford has had two earlier careers - as lawyer and State Registered Art Psychotherapist. 
Her name remains on the Roll of Solicitors of the Supreme Court.  
 
For more information, CV, contact details and to see further examples of her work, please 
visit www.elizabethhannaford.com 

      

     David Lilburn: Bog IV 



 

David Lilburn  was born in Limerick in 1950. He studied history at Trinity College Dublin,  

lithography at L’Istituto d’Arte, Urbino, and art and design at Limerick School of Art and 

Design (LSAD). 

 

(He has won a number of awards and public commissions including the sculptural installation 

‘A Map’, for Mary Immaculate College, Limerick 2010/2011;  ‘In Medias Res’, a print 

installation for ‘James Joyce and ULYSSES at the National Library of Ireland’, Dublin, 2004 

and ‘Coastline’, a print installation at the ‘Irish Pavillion, Expo 2000, Hanover, Germany. In 

2011 he was awarded a Residency at Ballinglen Arts Foundation. Recent exhibitions include 

‘Voyage: sea journeys, island hopping & trans-oceanic concepts’, Künstlerhaus, Dortmund, 

2013 and travelling and  ‘Islands’, Custom House Gallery, Westport, 2012. ) 

  

In 2009 ‘Walking Drawing Making Memory: A Ballynahinch Sketchbook’ was published by 

Occasional Press in collaboration with Ballynahinch Castle. 

 

A note on the images 

A number of the images in the book, Pony (reviewed in the Callings issue of Agenda) were 

drawn directly in response to Tony’s poems. Others derived from sketchbooks I have made 

over the years in Connemara, sometimes as a welcome guest of Patrick O’Flaherty and 

Ballynahinch Castle.  

                     

                  Elizabeth Hannaford:  English Isobars 



Claire Crowther  has published three full collections. The first, Stretch of Closures, was shortlisted 

for the Aldeburgh Best First Collection prize. She has also published four pamphlets. She is poet-in-

residence for the Royal Mint during 2014-2015. 

 
The Neighbour’s Gift                        
 
Rosy heads wavering 
up green paint. A dull picture, 
apple blossom. He said, not blossom, faces: 
 
eyes in widowerhood, 
worries in ditches between  
nose and chin, mouths swinging between reins of briars. 
 
Our gardens are hedged high, 
beech, thorn, pine, yew, thickly 
orcharded on his side with apple trees. Who saw  
 
his wife being tended  
through that uncompromising  
fence?  Well, let their faces glaze my long lounge wall.  
 

 
Speaking of Love at a Quaker Meeting     
    
An old man is circular 
breathing – licks 
clicks and blows, lightly singing  
beside me. 
 
I’d rather lob words to you 
over there –  
 
this is a circle, circles  
are just lines 
whose opposites – but I can’t 
tell you – talk 
 
isn’t allowed – let’s love 
quietly. 
 

 

 

 



Carole Bromley teaches Creative Writing at York University. Twice a winner in the Poetry 
Business Book and Pamphlet Competition, she has two pamplets and a full length collection, 
A Guided Tour of the Ice House (2012), with Smith/Doorstop. Carole has been published in 
magazines including The Poetry Review, The North, The Rialto, Magma and Mslexia and was 
recently commended in the Hippocrates Prize and shortlisted for the Manchester Prize for 
Writing for Children. 

 
Away and Somewhere Else  
 
That last day you were awake 

and clear in your thoughts we talked 
 
of clocks: the one on the mantelpiece, 
the grandfather in pride of place 
 
in the hall and the watch in the drawer 
you made me promise to look for, 
 
make good as new, place with dad’s. 
You never spoke again but we had 
 
that hour’s talk, that precious time 
and afterwards I let myself in 
 
and the grandfather’d stopped, 
it was noon to go by the carriage clock 
 
but your watch ticked on in the bedside drawer 
Spot on. Perfect. Half past four. 
 

 
 
The Magician’s New Assistant 
 
‘Think of a number’, he said 
but the girl, who was thinking of seven, 
said ‘nine’ to throw him off track. 
she’d no illusions about his tricks, 
knew he’d pick the right card. 
 
His sleight of hand was impressive, 
his prestidigation drew gasps 
but she wasn’t fooled for a minute; 
her predecessor had warned her – 
the wardrobe of knives, the sawing in half.  
 

 

 



Faye Joy studied Fine Art in the Midlands and continued to develop printmaking techniques 
at Central School of Art, London with Norman Ackroyd.  
She taught Art and History of Art as head of department for many years, her last teaching 
post was at St Leonards-Mayfield School with her husband Paul. 
They retired to Normandy, France in 2005, since when Faye has concentrated on developing 
experimental machine embroidery work and, in recent years, poetry. 

April the Eighth 
 
I draw the curtains back 
to stand 
in front of my window. 
The blackbird 
 in me flits. 
I shrug a shoulder, 
watch its shadow take off, leaving 
the food I placed there last night. 
That wary eye’s dull stare echoes awhile. 
As I pull back, the shadow returns, 
I wheel, and slowly begin to peck    
the food I placed here this morning. 
 
 
 

 
 

Elizabeth Hannaford:  Frère du Sang 



Tess Jolly (39) works part-time in a library and runs creative writing workshops for children. 
She has had work published in a wide range of magazines, including Mslexia, Magma, The 
North, Agenda and Poetry News. 
 
Remote Control Helicopter 
  
Propped on the back of the sofa, you push the throttle 
to get the thing airborne. It flaps, spins – clockwise,  
anti-clockwise? You consult the manual, adjust the trim  
and up it goes, aggravating little machine, buzzing against the ceiling  
like an elevator straining for the impossible elsewhere.  
  
It bounces on bulbs and picture-frames, leaves a hairline fracture  
on glass preserving the full moon. There’s too much clutter,  
not enough space to move. Goaded, you consult YouTube,  
drool over videos of breezy rooms where magic hands  
make tiny engines dance to the music of stringed instruments.  
  
You try again and now it’s a Mayan temple rising higher  
towards the sun, a dragonfly hovering over water,  
its radiant blue wings shadowed on your milk-bottle skin.  
Plaything, jester’s jeering face, it’s the brilliant idea always about  
to erupt from your tongue, the dream you’re waiting to have.  
  
And just as you’re contemplating the achievement  
of perfect balance… it drops from the air like a dead bird. 
 

   

 

 Elizabeth Hannaford: Wave 
 
 



Dan MacIsaac writes from Vancouver Island.  In 2014, he received the Foley Poetry Award 
from America Magazine.  His poetry has appeared in many journals, including, in 2013 and 
2014, the print magazines Poetica, Vallum, Poetry Salzburg and Agenda.  Links to 
publications of his verse by journals online, such as at: 
http://www.contemporaryverse2.ca/en/poetry/excerpt/ode-to-ee, can be found on the 
publications page of his website, danmacisaac.com.  His fiction appeared in a recent issue of 
Stand and is forthcoming in Brittle Star.  

       

 

 

Northern Shrike 

 Lanius execubitor 

Grey impaler 
fills its larder 
with locusts and voles  
deep in the thornbush; 
and along the barbed 
twist of the meadow fence 
gapes the rictus 
of a whitethroat. 
 
Two-ounce killer, 
elfin butcher  
with tiny cleaver  
and lethal hook 
kills cleanly  
in mid-air 
or pierces messily  
on littered ground. 
 
Deadly mimic, 
the surgical steel 
of its voice rings 
both false and true 
across the raw field, 
capturing each 
pure pewter note 
of its duped prey 
 

 

 



 

 David Lilburn: Mist 



            

          Rosita Sweetman in Dar-Es-Salaam in 1972 

Rosita Sweetman lives in Ireland. She has been writing since she was knee high to a 
grasshopper and is having a small (but very welcome indeed) renaissance after The Lilliput 
Press in Dublin republished her 1972 novel, Fathers Come First as a modern classic last year.  
Lilliput are due to publish her latest novel, Chronic Love, this year, and plan to also republish 
her 1970’s classics, On Our Knees and On Our Backs. She is part of the Mauvaise Graine, 
New Anthology of 21st Century Irish poetry that was launched on May 23rd. She has two 
children – Chupi a jeweler and designer, and Luke, a film maker.   

For Suzy O Mullane 

December, 2013 

You walk away, 
The strict classical 
Urbanscape 
Towering either side 
 
Your heels smashing open 
The night 
As they hit the adamantine pavement 
 
The intensity of you, 
Hammered to a golden aura 
Protecting and tightly framing 
Your glittering delicacy. 



 
 

 

Elizabeth Hannaford: Simple Shoreline 

 

Danielle Hope was born in Lancashire, now lives in London, where she also works as a 
hospital doctor. She has had four collections of poems published: Giraffe under a Grey Sky, 
Fairground of Madness, City Fox and The Stone Ship, all by Rockingham Press. A fifth 
collection is being planned for 2015. Danielle was a trustee of Survivors Poetry for 5 years, is 
an editorial advisor to Acumen, and previously ran a magazine, Zenos, featuring British 
poetry and international poetry in translation. She previously edited a collection of poetry by 
Feyyaz Fergar (a notable Turkish poet and short story writer).  

 
Lately 
 
I have been missing you  
 
But now I see you staring back 
in shop windows  
standing lakes 
 
familiar curve of cheekbone and jaw  
knitted eyes  
each morning  
 



Caroline Maldonado is 67 and lives in the UK and Italy. She writes poetry and translates, 
mainly from Italian.Poetry publications include: Your call keeps us awake published May 
2013 by Smokestack Books, a co-translation from Italian of poems by the poet, Rocco 
Scotellaro.  A pamphlet, What they say in Avenale, is forthcoming with SPM Publications. 
Her poems have appeared in a variety of magazines including: The Interpreters House, South, 
Orbis, Iota, Equinox, Obsessed with Pipework, Tears in the Fence (Sep issue) and online. 
Prizes won in Sentinel Literary Quarterly and Poetry on the Lake competitions. 
 
 
 
 
 
Ode to a Brain 
 
 
Comic, tuberous, your knobbly surface 
like a crumpled tissue, your humps 
and lumps, your creases  
your folds and fissures, your gyres  
your hemispheres of lobes: frontal 
parietal, temporal, occipital. 
 
Once a nerve centre splendid on its stem,  
a universe of neural networks  
tree-like in heavenly forests 
with your floaty connections, 
now shrunk to the size of a fist, 
frozen and pickled in your labelled jar. 
Cerebellum, corpus callosum. 
 
Whose memories skidded or fumbled 
down your perforant paths? Whose pain 
did you gird around? Whom did you teach, 
deep in Broca’s Area, from that bean 
that worm, that curled thing 
words to write and sing? 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
 
David Lilburn: Connemara Winter 
 
 



James Sacré was born on a farm in the tiny village of Cougou in western France. He has 
published well over sixty books of poetry, both from major trade publishing houses and small 
art presses. His poems have appeared in every major French literary journal and he has won 
just about every prize awarded to poets in France (the Prix Max Jacob in 2013.) Three 
colloquia at French universities have been devoted to his work. He is a Chevalier de l'Ordre 
des Arts et Lettres and Doris Silbert Professor Emeritus in the Humanities at Smith College, 
where he taught French for many years.  
 
 
Often there’s that wideness in the landscape 
In the towns we go through anyway 
Houses that are among the trees 
The great height of the Ponderosa pines, the snow still 
In the blue of the sky of Lake Tahoe, the time 
When the teepees of the Indians disappeared. 
 
So great the wideness and so slow the forward movement  
Of the cars that get lost in it despite 
Their power and strong shapes heading for 
So great a wideness that ignores them.  

 

Big surfaces of anything at all, stores banks or pawn shops next to a bar 
                                                                           or a barber, a hotel complex 
Everything disappears so easily 
Into a fold in the landscape, between two patches of forest, or the colour suddenly green 
Of the waters of the lake. Could I be hearing, in the silence of time, 
The return of the Indians, or do they keep being pushed further on? 

 

Something wide and doesn’t give a damn 
About their history any more 
Than ours. 

 

Translated by David Ball 

David Ball ’s most recent book-length translation is Jean Guéhenno’s Diary of the Dark 
Years 1940-1944; his Darkness Moves: An Henri Michaux Anthology 1927-1984 won the 
MLA’s prize for outstanding literary translation in 1994-95 and his version of Alfred Jarry’s 
Ubu is included in the Norton Anthology of Drama. His translations of James Sacré’s poetry 
have appeared in many journals and a couple of anthologies. His own poetry has been 
published in eight chapbooks and many journals, most ephemeral. He is Professor Emeritus 
of French and Comparative Literature at Smith College. 

 

 



 

Sharon Black is originally from Glasgow but now lives in the Cévennes mountains of 
southern France. In her past life she was a journalist and taught English in France and Japan. 
In her current one she runs a holiday venue and organizes creative writing retreats. She is 
published widely. Her debut collection, To Know Bedrock, was published in 2011 by Pindrop 
Press. Her second, The Art of Egg, is forthcoming from Two Ravens Press. 
www.sharonblack.co.uk 

 
 
Assignation 
 
 
Taller than the rain, you say 
having seen me through the café’s awning, 
its plastic windows overlooking the square 
where the market’s usually held, 
me striding past with – I don’t know, 
a plastic bag, maybe two, no umbrella, no mac –    
you watching me, not stepping out  
to call me into the warmth, and I don’t even know  
what time it was which somehow 
makes me feel vulnerable and shy 
as I picture the thick white coffee cup 
steaming in your hands, your head turned 
in my direction, the sky wide open 
as rain pelts down, bounces 
up from tarmac, around my ankles, 
into my leaking boots. 
 

 



 
David Lilburn: Pony landscape 1 

 

 

 

 



Oliver Comins lives and works in West London.  Earlier work was collected in a pamphlet 
from Mandeville Press and in Anvil New Poets Two.  More recently, poems have appeared in 
various magazines (including Envoi, The Echo Room, The North, The Rialto, The Spectator, 
Warwick Review and Yellow Nib) and in anthologies from Flarestack Poets, The Emma Press 
and HappenStance.  
 

Rose Bed, Wisteria and Apple Trees 

Agnes Booth fl. 1925 to 1985 

 

                       i 

She started with the grip.  A difficult pact, 
to make the fingers overlap and educate 
each part of my hand to fulfil its role. 
A Vardon Grip she called it, remembered 
watching him play in Coventry: 
that clean striking of the golf ball, 
his sharp tweeds and cap.  
 

                       ii 

We were hitting perforated balls 
in the sunshine of my tenth year. 
She clipped them neatly over 
the rose bed and each one landed 
on, or just beside, an enamel bowl 
left out below the kitchen wall. 
 
At the beginning, my wrists and hands 
didn’t help each other.  Eventually, 
they found the feel we sought 
to reach within the shaft and flick 
the club head through an arc 
sweet enough to send, first, 
one yearning ball and then another 
hanging a moment in summer air 
before hitting the cat’s dish target 
with a welcome ting. 
 

                       iii 

Her family name featured quite often 
on club honours boards in earlier years. 
All those trophies won and offices held 
as three generations followed each other 
through the locker rooms. 



 

At twelve years old and carrying 
a set of cut-down, ancient irons, 
this boy’s zigzag compared badly 
with her measured progress 
straight down the fairway’s middle. 
 
Two quick putts and she was done. 
My adventures on those adult greens 
took longer – a question of speed, 
and an absence of judgement.       

 

 
                           iv 
 
Nurtured parkland bathed in sepia wash. 
I imagine her experience at the time 
of a sparsely peopled weekday course 
filled with the aura of family and friends. 
 
And if my memory now seems blurred, 
perhaps it is the enduring effect 
of that purple haze around her 1920s villa, 
its mauve painted pebbledash amplified 
each spring by a rampant wisteria. 
 

                           v 
 
So here I am some forty years later, 
standing by the vegetable patch 
at the back of our garden and looking across 
the fence at a crop of green apples 
on long September branches. 
 
I climbed there a few times to help her 
by picking the fruit.  Later in the day, 
she’d share the bounty discretely, 
in carriers on certain neighbours’ doorsteps. 
 

                            vi 
 

Somewhere in the loft I still have 
her John Letters ‘Howitzer’ wedge. 
It stayed in my bag a full twenty years 
after she died.  And when I gave myself 
the time, I’d feel her hands guide mine, 
swinging to lift the ball high and land soft 



on greens where my deep-milled offset putter, 
with all its high tech weights and angles, 
might have made me almost as competent 
as she was – with that hickory shafted 
jazz-age blade, one glance enough 
for her to find an almost perfect line. 
 
 
 

          

       Elizabeth Hannaford:  Cliff II Dawlish 

 

 



 

Caroline Smith has published two poetry books with Flambard Press. Flambard New Poets1 
and Thistles of the Hesperides. She is currently finishing her new collection, The Immigration 
Handbook. Her poems have been widely published in journals including the Bloodaxe 
anthology Staying Alive. Her poetry has been set to music and performed by the BBC Singers 
on Radio 3. In 2012 and 2013 she was a prize-winner in the Troubadour Poetry Competition. 
She works as the Immigration and Asylum caseworker for a London MP.  
 
Promise 
 
I recognise Promise, waiting. 
Sick and homeless,  
her problems are compounded 
by the threat of deportation. 
Her surgery form is tucked  
into the Hello magazine she is reading. 
 
When I was sick and a child, my father 
Would bring me home a comic 
slipped inside his newspaper. 
I would wait through the long day 
flushed and feverish  
in the silent house. 
 
In the evening he would stoop 
out of the car, his folded paper 
pressed against his tan attaché case 
with the dark hand stain. 
He smelt of office 
and undisclosed anxieties. 
 

I would look for the comic’s bright 
splash of promise that gilded 
the dampened flannel of newsprint 
that cloaked my father’s shoulders 
in the world’s injustices, 
too big then for me to comprehend. 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Elizabeth Hannaford: English Isobars II 
 
 

 
Elizabeth Hannaford: English Isobars III 



 

Jane Lovell lives in Warwickshire where she is Head of Early Years at a Midlands Prep School. She 
runs the Warwickshire Poetry Stanza for the Poetry Society and her poems have appeared in a range 
of publications including Poetry Wales, Myslexia, Envoi and webzine Ink, Sweat & Tears. 

 

 

Sur la Promenade du Clair de Lune 

 
Chasing the horizon, we discover 
an arbour conjured from the tropics, 
a derelict green chapel veiled in bougainvillea 
suspended on vines, blown skies 
and gabled villas. 
 
She directs all the sea-light, the clear salt air, 
into this strange garden. 
Below tiger palms, in shadows greener than seawater, 
her three sisters waver as if rooted 
only in dream. 
 
There is amaryllis, fuschia, giant heliconia. 
A gardener leaning on a hoe 
smokes a roulée. 
No one can hear us and the gap in the railings 
is not wide enough for us to enter. 
 
Water laps the cliff below. 
Footsteps pass. Another lonely visitor 
is spirited away into an unsuspecting century. 
Across the bay, in St.Malo, the whole sky 
rests on the Cathedral spire. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Inauguration Banquet 

Monument of Vittorio Emanuele II 

In the belly of the horse 
he contemplates her lipstick 
and its brightness that morning, 
 
the heavy frost, giant slabs of sunlight falling 
through the open door, folding heavily onto the stairs, 
and her turning and turning in the hallway as if dancing. 
 
While they pour Volognano, Chianti for the boys, 
wipe the juices of capretto al forno from their chins, 
he remembers that look she gave as he was leaving. 
 
The old mayor lifts his glass and they are caught 
in the sallow light of bulbs that loop along the ribcage, 
fixed in the magician’s flare of white magnesium. 
 
Smoke invades the darkened chamber 
and he knows that history is written,  
was already penned that morning.  
 

 
David Lilburn: charcoal 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 

 
David Lilburn: Omyomey 



Bob Spencer was born in Peckham, London. After a career in the City and ten years running 
his own consultancy business he now farms sheep in Hadlow Down, East Sussex. He is a 
poet, playwright and artist and launched High Weald Poets in 2014 as an offshoot of the Kent 
and Sussex Poetry Society. He has recorded four collections and has been published in a 
number of magazines including Agenda.   

 

Charabanc to Marrakesh 

I could have gone by ‘plane. 
A few days  
would have seen me  
in the mud brick house 
of the camel rustler 
and his hidden woman, 
her eyes 
black lanterns 
amongst the bright cloth. 
 
Instead, 
I dug a charabanc 
out of the mud 
at Seasalter beach  
near Whitstable, 
where oysters muster 
to be frisked 
for illegal pearls. 
 
Restoration took time. 
Five years and forty two days 
for rust to gleam, 
bent to straighten, 
flat to inflate 
and the dead to spark to life. 
 

Then Dover 
and on to Orleans, Limoges 
Toulouse, Zaragoza, 
Madrid, Cordoba, 
the rainbow tanneries of Fez,  
Casablanca 
and finally  
Marrakesh. 
 

The city 
did not disappoint, 
a postcard come alive. 



The charabanc 
drew crowds, 
the suq emptied, 
gold, crimson and emerald cloths, 
displays of pungent spices, 
hand crafted silverware, 
all abandoned, 
left unattended, 
just for a view 
of the shining resurrection 
from the Kentish mud. 
 
I found the camel rustler 
and lodged  
in his mud brick house, 
a short throw 
from the walls 
of the el-Badi palace. 
During the day 
I polished the charabanc. 
In the evenings 
we ate on the flat roof 
under stars spilled 
over the sky  
like sherbert powder 
and listened to the palms 
dusting their leaves 
in the faintest 

of breezes. 
At night  
I thought about his woman 
and her eyes  
that said nothing 
and everything. 

                               

                             Elizabeth Hannaford:  Salsovar II 



Sally Long has an MA in Creative Writing at the University of East London and is about to 
start a PhD at Exeter. She has had poems published in print and online magazines in the UK 
and US including Agenda, Haiku Journal, Ink, Sweat and Tears, London Grip, Prole and 
Snakeskin. Sally edits Allegro Poetry Magazine. 
 

Elizabeth’s Art 
 
Elizabeth’s pen scuffing the surface 
of the page, while she lists at random things 
we may lose, sometimes put down and misplace. 
She stops, unsure of metre, beginnings 
of lines that must end-rhyme and then repeat  
to make the perfect, balanced, villanelle.  
Many false starts before the work’s complete, 
she crosses out, redrafts, till all is well. 
 
So now we read her work, admire the ease 
with which her words reflect the truth of loss, 
her half-rhymes skilful, apt, designed to please 
the ear, her deft writing carries the cross 
of losing love, understands the finer 
art of verse, so difficult to master. 

 

Elizabeth Hannaford: Beach 



Seán Street has published nine collections, his latest being Cello (Rockingham Press, 2013) 
and Jazz Time (Lapwing Publications, 2014). Prose includes The Poetry of Radio (Routledge, 
2013) and The Memory of Sound (Routledge, 2015).  Other works include The Wreck of the 
Deutschland (Souvenir Press, 1992) and The Dymock Poets (Seren, new edition, 2014). He 
broadcasts radio features and documentaries on Radios 3 and 4. 
 
 
 
The Catastrophe Tapes 
 
Towton, 29 March,1461 
 
 
 
Last words and old technology,  
recordings made at unknown speeds, 
unspecified sounds now all but  
beyond us, speaking in strange ways. 
Days gone they would have known all this, 
we're learning to decipher these 
distant voices, this far crying 
from muffled soundscapes, a message 
we can just start to interpret, 
archived against a future. 
 
Still, some sounds enlist you, make you 
witness. The budding tree by me 
in a landscape I've never walked  
records my end's living moment  
but you will not hear it until 
the field opens beyond silence, 
something else calling. To be in  
space otherwise anechoic 
will turn listeners mad because 
here there are now dead men's voices. 
 

Filed as 'The Catastrophe Tapes', 
this is what remained when records 
failed: I wonder that one day some 
who believe ideas as we  
will try to read, find the language 
 
of a lost hand's frozen speaking 
before its actions dissolved it. 
(Hold this if you can, because no life 
light can burn beyond this snow storm, 
but surely someone will listen?) 

 



That distant sound is coming close, 
do you think it's coming closer? 
 it seems to me so...Who would run 
before it comes? Futile the thought 
of it now. (Are we holding sound? 
Are you hearing any of this? 
Keep it turning, it may matter 
someday, they may need to know it). 
Turning, it seems they saw a cloud  
form, then there's a sort of white noise. 
 

High pitched screams sounding like feedback, 
panic compounded by decay, 
distortion, meaningless chaos, 
we returned to the same problems, 
frequency or sound quality 
or both, things we've not managed to  
read, incompatibility 
of formats, tantalising, strange; 
we could have learned more from all this, 
but it remains work in progress.  
 

 

Elizabeth Hannaford: Butterfly II 



Noel King was born and lives in Tralee. His poems, haiku, short stories, reviews and articles 
have appeared in magazines and journals in thirty-seven countries. His poetry collections are 
published by Salmon Poetry: Prophesying the Past, (2010), The Stern Wave (2013) and Sons 
(forthcoming in 2015). He has edited more than fifty books of work by others. Anthology 
publications include The Second Genesis: An Anthology of Contemporary World Poetry 
(AR.A.W.,India, 2014). 
 
Union 
 
Breeze left of us we stroll  
the rock road over the cliff 
smile at the sea we’ve just left 
where we swam clothing-less 
and kissed the salt water from our lips. 
Your fingers find me 
we close hands 
your gold ring between 
the crook of my 2nd and 3rd fingers; 
a ring that betrothes you to another. 
Now with me in a cliff hollow 
we kiss again, nibble salty tastes 
from each other, nudge the flesh  
of each other free. 
 
 

 

David Lilburn: Ponies charcoal 

 

 



 

 David Lilburn: Pony – bog road 

 

 

 

 



 

Omar Sabbagh is a widely published poet and critic.  His poetry and prose has appeared 
(and oftentimes repeatedly) in such venues as: Poetry Review, PN Review, Poetry Ireland 
Review, The Reader, The Warwick Review, POEM, Kenyon Review, Agenda, Poetry Wales, 
Stand, Wasafiri, The Wolf, Banipal, The London Magazine, The Moth, Lighthouse, Envoi and 
elsewhere.  His three extant poetry collections include: My Only Ever Oedipal Complaint and 
The Square Root of Beirut (Cinnamon Press, 2010/12).  He has been (or will have been) 
anthologized five times.  A fourth collection is in the works.  In January 2014 Rodopi 
published his monograph: From Sight through to In-Sight: Time, Narrative and Subjectivity 
in Conrad and Ford.  He also has a novella set in and about Beirut, Via Negativa, 
forthcoming with Cinnamon Press’s new Imprint, Liquorice Fish, in early 2016.  In 2011-13 
he was Visiting Assistant Professor at the American University of Beirut (AUB).  In Fall 
2014 he took up an Assistant Professorship in English at the American University in Dubai 
(AUD). 

 

Another Icarus 
 
For Nadim Fakhoury, on his 8th birthday 
 

Dear boy, 
I want to speak to you now in the gummy slang of youth, 
 
Where the waving wand still sparkles, still rules, 
Where the tongue leaps beyond the mouth, 
 
And metaphor’s hip hops remain 
A babbling and a ploy 
 
Like light through a windowpane, truths, 
Dear boy, 
 
Still raining in  
The labile country  
 
Of your undefiled  
Innocence: 
 
Lush and green, sweetly  
Billowing, and immense… 
 

Dear boy,  
Beware the slimness of your entrance 
 



To the world of ideal stillness and sterling sense: 
The quick and nude wits of us 
 
Who scrape – but too close, too fast – 
By the sun, by the sun’s disgust 
 
For the white heat of the dawn-hued musk 
Emitted from the wide-eyed Icarus 
 
In the both of us… 
Those gifts of God’s swift touch, 
 
Dear boy, 
Are like crisp cool water for us 
 
In whose minds God entrusts 
All that God must 
 
Between sap and dust… 
So keep to the wide canyon of the sky,  
 
Dear boy, 
But be rid of the smirk and grin  
 
And the many foils 
Of those sham ambitions  
 
Finning at the abyss 
To sully and rend and spoil – 
 
The high kinless-ness  
Of the unearned Guinea, the vacant lust, 
 
Dear boy,  
Dear boy… 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

David Lilburn: ink on aluminium 

 

 

 



 

 

Elzabeth Hannaford: Tango II 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

           

          Elizabeth Hannaford: Tango III 

 

 

                         *          *          *          *          * 

 

  

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


