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Welcome to this web supplement which showcases many known and new voices, and 
highlights artists Kate Green, Ann Johnson and Hilary Stewart.  
 
 
Kate Green was born in 1965 and studied at the Camberwell School of Art, London and 
Goldsmiths College of Art, London. Her work has been exhibited all over the UK, incluing 
The Royal Academy, The Mall Galleries; also in France, Germany and Hungary. She is an 
artist mentor/creativity coach and works with adults at diverse stages of artistic development, 
from beginners to professional. www.kategreen.org.uk  
 
Ann Johnson paints and draws intuitively while seeking to achieve rhythm and tension. The 
goal is to get colour, shape, tone and mark to dynamically work together with contrast and 
unity. Paint is quickly and generously applied with the work evolving through several 
transformations before completion. Ann exhibits regularly in London and the South East. 
www.annjohnsonpaintings.net 
 
Hilary Stewart  studied at Brighton University gaining a first class BA Hons in Expressive 
Art in 1981. She has since taught drawing and painting in Sussex universities and colleges 
always maintaining her own practice. She has exhibited regularly at various galleries 
including the RA summer show. She is currently exploring the potential of solar etching 
developing her love of landscape, the figure and mythology. 
 
 
 

                                            
                                          Kate Green 



   
  Kate Green 



Stuart A. Paterson was born in 1966 and raised in Ayrshire, Scotland, in a Scots-speaking 
household. From 1989 until 1996 he founded and edited the international poetry and prose 
review Spectrum. In 1992 he was awarded an Eric Gregory Award from the Society of 
Authors. In 2014 he was awarded a Robert Louis Stevenson Fellowship from the Scottish 
Book Trust. Saving Graces was published by diehard in 1997. His work has been widely 
published and anthologised in the UK and overseas. 
 
 
Kerby 
 
Through a fairly childless childhood 
Willie Urie was my best pal, fat 
As a pit pony, ginger-nutted, 
Wheezy as any old miner. 
 
Asthma’s ins & outs were not 
Explained at school & Willie, 
Guzzling gums round his inhaler, 
Could hardly pronounce the word. 
 
While I, almost as round, but quick 
As wind through bullying & with 
The confidence indifference never brings, 
Scored unpopular goals right through P4 
 
To 5th Year, watched by Willie 
Cheering breathlessly from touchlines. 
He never once, not once, lost a game 
Of kerby, took no pride in it, 
 
His aim honed by the gravitas 
Of stationary even footing, a boy 
Hovered over cliffs of kerb 
Scudding the ball back on ropes of will. 
 
Years later, two feet taller, slim 
As a bookie’s pencil, I came in 
From the carpet factory night shift 
To the news that Willie died yesterday. 
 
Then the memory, just weeks before, 
First time in ages, Willie on 
The ‘phone & wanting to know if 
I’d be into a game of kerby. 
 
And me, in answer, laughing that 
I couldn’t, being on constant nights 
And wasn’t he working or wenching? 
His own laugh said no, an old jiggered engine 
 



And him not yet nineteen. With only half 
A dozen overarms he’d prove himself 
The man & still I’d grudge those freckles 
Fired to red as ball smacked kerbstone, 
 
Him reaching down, time on effortless 
Time to claim a ball that was never mine. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Not Driving But Waving 
 
A funny thing, time, never hanging 
About when you want it to & rushing off 
To fill a billion gaps between where 
First breaths are breathed & final gasps. 
I’m lost in a poem on the road from 
Dumfries to Carlisle, blundering round words, 
Taking wrong turns at line breaks, reversing 
Back around dubious, promising corners 
Of run-on, rhythm, rhyme & blundering 
Into the heavy traffic of language 
Time after time. Time. Time hoves into view 
With the distant squirp of a text, it turns out, from you. 
It’s 40 minutes later than it was when 
I first put finger to smartphone screen, no room 
On this crowded coach for old fashioned machines 
Of nib & paper, & it already feels like a dream, an under wrought 
Passage of somebody else’s thoughts. 
I look out the window where England now skulks, 
Scotland long gone in the rear view mirror, 
The heavy traffic north, lost round that 
Corner, the other side of yon 
Unsignposted junction we passed 
40 minutes & another lifetime ago. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Crianlarich 
 
At Crianlarich where the great winds roared, 
Hyphens of railway line flow to meet  
Between frowns of dark mountain, converge  
Tremulously for a timetabled heartbeat. 
 
Colliding briefly like huge angry stags  
In coupling then hurtling away south or north, 
Dark carriages filled to the brim with us  
Rest uneasily in temporary berth. 
 
A quick fag on the platform, a sallow glance  
Towards fog-boxed peaks & diminishing glens 
Where the wind cries Morag and all our  
Turning points come to lost and boggy ends. 
 

 
Black and Grey, oil on canvas, © Ann Johnson 



Adam Feinstein is the UK biographer of the Chilean Nobel Prize-winning poet, Pablo 
Neruda. His 2004 book, Pablo Neruda: A Passion for Life, was re-issued by Bloomsbury in 
an updated edition in 2013 (Harold Pinter called it ‘a masterpiece’). His book of translations 
from Neruda’s Canto general, with colour illustrations by one of Brazil’s leading artists, Ana 
Maria Pacheco, was published by Pratt Contemporary last year. He is currently working on a 
collection of translations from the verse of the Spanish poet, Félix Grande, and a book on 
cultural policy in Cuba since the Revolution. His poems and translations have appeared in 
publications around the world. In 2013, he launched a biannual magazine, Cantalao, 
dedicated to Neruda’s life and work. 
 
 
Hatstand 
 
Watching an old man on Havana’s Paseo, 
his face sun-warped, his body pressed  
against a pine hatstand, I saw him start to caress  
its wooden neck at lip-level and his touch 
was timid and tender as a lover’s.  
 
Did the stand begin to dance, 
the way the inky Caribbean sea 
swings its hips at night  
to the thrill of the Cuban glance? 
 
 
 

                                 
                                Kate Green 
 



David Mohan is based in Dublin, Ireland, and received a PhD in English literature from 
Trinity College. He has been published in or has work forthcoming in Stand, Acumen, Envoi, 
Poetry Salzburg Review, Popshot, Structo, Orbis and KaffeeKlatsch. In 2012 he won the 
Café Writers’ International Poetry Competition. His poetry has been shortlisted for The 
Bridport Prize. 
 
 
Borges In Central Park 
 
                  i 
 
You come to sit and read absence. 
 
Twisted paths bloom. The leaves 
are trampled in the earth. You hear 
traffic – the city talking in its sleep. 
 
By a box hedge you sit, inert, 
waiting for no one, your eyes shut, 
like somebody still travelling. 
 
You come to sit and read absence. 
 
                  ii 
 
Dark is a shelter when night falls. 
 
The roof is a manic scribble of roots. 
Basking, you sit beneath the shade, 
your thoughts lost in the undergrowth. 
 
The fading light snuffs out your face. 
Evening throws a blue darkness 
against the colour blushed on your skin. 
 
Dark is a shelter when night falls. 
 
                 iii 
 
Between branches, endless avenues... 
 
Let me guess your location in 
Keepsakes – red gloves left on a bench 
in autumn, scatters of receipts. 
 
Perhaps you wait for friends, lovers, 
or consider the possibility   
of keeping babies, finding jobs.  
 
Between branches, endless avenues... 



 
 
                 iv 
 
What calls you to this rendezvous? 
 
A summons, a date, the passing 
of some attaché in the dark? 
Or you might be thinking. 
 
I know these sorts of places – old parks,  
cast iron lamp posts, promenades 
to suit August, old age, the dusk... 
 
What calls you to this rendezvous? 
 
 
 
 
The White Dacha 
 
(the house Chekhov had built and lived in 
from 1898-1904) 
 
The master of Yalta is in his house –  
the White Dacha fallen into a ruin 
across one revolution and another, 
until where it was is lost to reckoning. 
Visitors must wipe their feet still, 
hesitant at the threshold of the waste 
that makes Chekhov’s inheritance 
a proper monument to where stories begin. 
The house abandoned as though closed by Firs 
for wintering, left to cypress, mulberry, peach, 
orchards aflame with a neglect, quiet 
of all pet cranes flown east, across Yalta’s 
waterfront, leaving home, the White Dacha 
dispelled of every ornament, spirits –  
characters’ ghosts locked between the acts. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Milton’s Daughter  
 
 
At times I am my father’s eyes 
and a lace-frilled hand writing. 
More domestic than muse  
I scribble frantic lines 
as he recites. 
 
When sat to write 
he clasps my wrist, 
guiding a path through labyrinths. 
Unlooped, as we go the golden string 
of his talent. 
 
At times I stumble on a noun, 
identify, feel the world outside the poem 
tilt with an ache 
the Bible can’t explain. 
I am Eve – my father’s daughter. 
 
I breathe, glass mists –  
a proof. 
I sketch out my name – Deborah. 
One swift brush stroke 
and signature. 
 
Now, forever, I live sedate 
within grounds and garden 
of my mother’s house, 
and watch the sun passing 
over, forgetting as it goes. 
 
 



 
Kate Green 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Duncan Fraser took a B.A. in English and Related Literatures at York University in 1969. 
For the greater part of a varied working life he taught English, Photography and Media 
Production, ending up as a qualification developer in Creative Arts and Media for an exam 
board. He completed the doctorate he started in 1978 in November 2013. At that point he also 
returned to writing poetry. He is currently an honorary visiting research fellow in Early 
Modern Literature at Sussex University. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Faire Britomart 
 
 
All were faire knights, and goodly well beseene, 
But to faire Britomart they all but shadowes beene. 

(Spenser, The Faerie Queene, Book III) 
 
 
Faire Britomart, 
faire faery damsel knight, 
is 
the queen of  
clubs –     

she can look after herself 
better than any man,    
stands alone 
and delights in the dance –  

embraces  
the brutal dance of single fight. 
 
‘Nothing,’ 

she vaunts,  
‘gets through my guard – no 

affect 
will disturb  
the delicate poise of my defenced position.’ 
 
                                 * 

 
So comes the furious combat of terrible love, and 
then she sees 
through the opposing vizor’s sights, 
through  
the frantic eyes,  
far 

down  
in the clouded heart, his 



ragged daemons gasping his need for her,  
for succour –  

grasping  
for her, ah, 

then, she feints,  
she cries:  

‘Noli me tangere – you  
will  not 

touch me! 
I do not know the man!’ 

 
And back  

she shrinks  
into the carapace that guards her shielded self 
seeking to be safe,  

struggling to be secure 
from this  
encroachment this 

intrusion of 
the  

other 
that threatens so 

to violate 
her carefully built  

untouchable 
contained 

occulted 
self. 

 
 
                                  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Faye Joy trained as a painter and printmaker at Wolverhampton College of Art, subsequently 
studied etching with Norman Ackroyd at the Central School of Art in London. For many 
years she was a teacher of Art and History of Art in East Sussex but now lives in Normandy, 
France, where she paints and explores various machine embroidery techniques, exhibiting 
work in a contemporary gallery in Lisieux. Whilst studying with the Open University over 
the last few years, she has attended two Arvon Foundation Courses in poetry.  See her 
painting, with her poems, below. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

               
              Faye Joye: River Nude 
 



Driftwood  
 
You thrust a rimless  
rictus towards me,  
as you 
clumsily 
snake 
out of earth’s sinews, 
hollow-eyed 
with blunt snout. 
Treed, petrified, 
stilled by time, 
your arcane nakedness 
rutted. 
I have you in my grasp 
now. 
No more lollop. 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
Drift – wood 
 
Protean wedge, 
what spilled you, 
and left you lying 
in the path I took that day 
and coddled your slight. 
 
Submerged so long, 
you burrowed out 
and in the doing 
bruised tender layers 
fraying tiny blow-holes. 
 
Islands in your eye 
became an inner ear, 
you had no other. 
Now hear me, 
listen to my caress. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Gary Bills , aged 49, has published two full collections, The Echo and the Breath (Peterloo) 
and The Ridiculous Nests of the Heart (bluechrome). He also edited The Review of 
Contemporary Poetry, for bluechrome. He is an associate editor of the HQ literary journal 
and has given readings at the Ledbury Poetry Festival, Poetry on the Lake, in Italy, and for 
Munich University. His work has been translated into German, Italian and Romanian. He 
works as a regional journalist, in Herefordshire and Worcestershire. 
 
 
A Vision of Eternity at the Khajuraho Temple 
      
India, so many things are true, - 
The dancing gods by jasmine colonnades; 
But one of all the myriads haunts my sleep, - 
The sprawling girl who rides her broken beast. 
Her breasts are firm as stone, as round as loaves; 
She blesses with the ease which floods her body, 
Her slanting hips, the promise of her womb, 
Her loin-cloth light as breath, - the almost seen, 
To make our careful sculptor bite his lip. 
She says: ‘Ignore the knotting in your guts; 
My maker died, unsatisfied and famished. 
Forget the snake that stiffens to a flute: 
The generations come and go forever; 
But I still wait for someone. Is it you?’ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Goliath Speaks to Donatello’s David  
  
I’ve lost my head completely  
over you 
and I’m no man at all 
no giant either 
to let you make a fool of me like this - 
yes go on, smirk – I’m abject at your feet 
beneath your shining thighs 
 I’ll look away 
but ah!  
God made you 
girl as much as boy 
and who am I to quibble with his art 
when night and day I’d lick your every curve 
If only you would let me, -  
Lord how shameful! 
I must be twice your age, 
I should know better, 



but I adore the fruit-sag of your bum,  
your little budding breasts, 
your smooth eternal grace, 
and I’m undone  
with this my only succour, 
you hold my sword  
and cup the heavy stone. 
 
 
 
 
 
             

             
                  Kate Green 
 
 
 



Howard Wright  lectures at the Belfast College of Art. His first collection, King of Country 
was published by Blackstaff  Press in 2010, with Templar Press following up with a 
pamphlet, Blue Murder in 2011. New poems have recently appeared in Arete, Poetry Review 
and Magma. 
 
 
 
 
 
Tan Tights 

 
Scopophilia. Lucky knickers cling, and the dressing-gown  
drowns her beneath the roar of the hairdryer on the landing carpet.  
The be-all and end-all, she comes up smelling of roses, breasts creased  
against a trim and forgiving stomach, her mind lost in a body  
like a captive waiting to be heard, wanting a way out: 
 
You can photograph me as long as you don’t show my face. 
 
Sleep is a thankless task.  I wake terrified, having escaped again. 
Bare rain from the sea carries a rainbow, a stick of rock in a shower 
of light, and luxury is a radio in the shower, and American pantyhose.  
In the way, she has made me a voyeur: how she puts on her clothes,  
the way I want to meet and dress her again from the beginning. 
 
You can draw me as long as you cut my head off. 
 
 
 
 
 
Vernal   
 
I kiss you all over 
then you complain 
when I use  
the same spoon, 
 
drink from the same cup, 
brush with  
the same toothbrush, 
use the same bed. 
 
               * 
 
Your fear of spiders 
has me afraid. So many dead, 
it has rained for days. 
They die wrapped 



 
in their legs like tiny grey buds.  
Your fear of cats means  
litre bottles of ammonia  
bask on the liquid lawn. 
 
                * 
 
Waiting for the umlaut 
of blood to harden 
on my stinging face, 
I watch you looking 
 
at yourself,  
half in, half out, of a dress, 
the hems pinned up, side-on 
to the full-length mirror. 
 
               * 
 
Your heart is cold;  
you say you don't  
love me, don't want me, 
any more. 
 
I add change 
in my trouser pocket, 
buy the Sunday papers 
and cuddle them home. 
 
               * 
 
The clocks are wrong; 
we have slept in, 
mis-videoed and miscued. 
Crazy the rain 
 
and the words in your  
mouth. I didn't dream this: 
It's time, you say, 
to start again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Jeffrey Joseph was born in London in 1952 and was educated at The University of York, 
University College, Cardiff and at The Open University. He lectures at Trinity Laban 
Conservatoire of Music and Dance and elsewhere and is a regularly performed composer. He 
has written about music for most of the leading specialist periodicals and his poetry has been 
published in various magazines such as Fire, Anon and Borderlines. 
 
 
 
 
The Old Men 
 
 
 
In cities, the old men totter with worn bags 
To buy cigarettes and marg, 
Unable to grasp what is said to them by telephone-intent shop-men. 
White as sullied marble, 
With small red eyes and yolk on their cardigans, 
They are marginalised by the unremitting alertness of millions, 
By the staunch hilarity of Social Services and daughters-in-law. 
The carnage of things long past, 
They are wisps, flakes, husks; 
Light -  
Like the blown detritus in corners of their messy gardens.  
 
But here, in a green land of unpredictable contours, 
Where pheasants croak at night, 
And the stench of manure, carried by a mischievous wind, 
Assails one’s nostrils time and again, 
The old men are strenuous and compact, 
And look at you with hard eyes. 
They assert their greetings and anecdotes roughly. 
The young defer to their ancient ownership of fields and streets, 
Knowing a rugged threat; 
They die –  
But, like a cherished truth, are recalled tersely and with conviction. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Jim Newcombe was born in 1976 and attended Catholic school in Derby before moving to 
London in 2008, where he now lives in Mile End, working as a freelance transcription editor 
for the Royal Courts of Justice. He has had poetry published in various publications. 
 
 
 
Before the Light could Scorn 
 
Tonight a breeze is speaking in the leaves 
like wind that haunts the hollow of  bone, 
as I wander this thin fringe of shrubbery 
deep in the bowl of the dark. 
 
                                                   A skein of stars 
is blown from the spool of the moon; a twisted  
silhouette of trees brims the riverbank 
where the old boughs stoop to rekindle themselves. 
What lies under the whisper of lilies? 
How many have lost their beauty and youth  
in the flowing glassy face of water? 
 
Guidance of owl in the quiet time, where the caterpillar 
bites through the leaf in secret, 
where the worms eavesdrop for my footfall  
and the mole burrows blindly underground.  
I am faithful to the flower’s whorl of petals, 
to the rinsing lisp of flowing water, 
faithful to the cold blossom of the stars, 
and to whatever invited me here 
I am faithful. 
 
                       Star and river, tree and flower –  
there is a riddle here I cannot solve; 
here, where the luminous newt offers 
no response; here, where I search for an answer 
lost in the world of a glistening leaf. 
And just when my ruminations reach their pitch, 
just as the jigsaw begins to make sense, 
then creeps in, like an uninvited guest, 
the cold, inexplicable colours of day. 
 
     
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
June, oil on canvas, © Ann Johnson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Karen Siem was born in South Africa in 1957. She moved with her family to the UK as a 
girl to escape apartheid. Her life has been peripatetic with time spent in the US as a student 
before returning to the UK where she did research into the role played by Andre Breton and 
Paul Eluard as collectors and dealers of emerging Surrealist art in the 1920s and 30s. She has 
four adult children and in the past couple of years has been studying life drawing and 
portraiture in Florence.  
  
 
 
 
Birthday Poem 
 
7th February 
 
 
Not long after we first met, 
thirty two years, two months and two days ago, 
I dreamt I lived in a cottage 
with blue walls,  a wide glass window 
an open eye on to a narrow cobbled street 
lined with pots of pink and white geraniums. 
 
Through that window I caught 
a golden comet, 
four shooting stars, 
moonlight, sunlight and navy night. 
I spent my days sewing, 
patching together with silken thread 
 
my night time treasure, 
to make a warm quilt 
for our marriage bed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
QIAN QI  (722–780) hailed from Zhejiang, but lived most of his life in the main capital, 
Chang’an, working as an official within the imperial bureaucracy.  He was a follower of the 
much greater Tang dynasty poet, WANG WEI (701–761), and his popularity during his 
lifetime was largely because he was seen at the time as Wang’s natural successor.  Like 
Wang he chose to write about the natural world: rural scenes and rural activities; typical 
Buddhist contemplative verse.‘Kingfisher’ shows his miniaturist skills at their brightest and 
most colourful.   
 
 
                                      KINGFISHER BOLTING A FISH 

 
—knows it’s under that lotus-leaf . . . 
    blinks, blazes down from its tall tree 
    slicing the surface, snaps up the secret fish 
    a flash of kingfisher-blue . . . and it’s gone 

 
Translated by Kevin Maynard who is a teacher of English and Mandarin, currently living in 
Hertfordshire.  He has had poems and translations published in a number of little magazines, 
and is currently working on a series of historical novels set in Hogarth’s London. 
 
 

 
Young Gull, acrylic on paper, © Ann Johnson 
 



 
 
 
Lydia Vulliamy  is a 79 year old scuba diver, with an interest in photography, nature, peace 
and human welfare. She lives in a rural area in Suffolk. She has recently had an article on the 
wild flowers on Suffolk’s shingle beaches published in Suffolk and Norfolk Life magazine. 
 
 
 
                   
 
                                                                    Diving 
 
 
                                                           I can fly! 
                                                          Weightless in the water, 
                                                           I can rise or fall with a breath. 
                                                           A wall of coral by my side, 
                                                           Sleek silvery sharks below. 
                                                           I’m in another world. 
 
                                                           In my torch beam shrimps’ shining eyes’, 
                                                           Glowing turquoise light bulb sea squirts, 
                                                           Orange sponges, red feathery corals, 
                                                           Extending their polyps in search of food. 
 
                                                           A wall of blue  - a sleeping bumphead. 
                                                           Disturbed, the monster slowly moves. 
                                                           Eerie shadows on the dark reef. 
 
                                                           A Spanish dancer, all pink frills, 
                                                           In its feathery gills a tiny shrimp. 
                                                           A striped nudibranch a six inches long? 
                                                          What else might I see?  
 
                                                          An octopus teased out of its beer mug home 
                                                          Slinks back again. 
                                                          A passing group of squid – pulsating rainbows. 
                                                          Am I really here, or is it a dream? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Marek Urbanowicz has been published in a number of poetry magazines: Frogmore Papers, 
morephrog, Poems on the Hill (a Lewes anthology), South and also previous editions of  
Agenda. He attended the first Becoming a Poet with the Faber Academy. He has been a 
qualified acupuncturist since 1979. He is currently completing an MA in Voice Studies at the 
Royal Central School of Speech and Drama in London. 
 
 
Brock 
 
I had been diverted, away from the marked path –  
the map’s dashed certainties-since rain and the salt winds  
had eroded the cliff’s bone face, and found myself 
ambling in high summer a sunken Devon lane. 
 
Bent-headed foxgloves, purple loosestrife, buttercups 
(glossed and yellow) lined the track’s banks and the rank smell  
of elderflower dampened the air till I saw 
a buzz of blue iridescence in hover round 
 
a jet eye, slowly blinking in its badged white head; 
fur more dark grey than black, and rain wet, its brown snout  
on a bed of pebbles. Quite young and breathing just, 
in a pulsed rhythm though quickening to its end. 
 
For a brief moment we shared a sentient look 
between my hazel and his obsidian eye, 
and what was read there has been ciphered on my mind, 
broken short by voices rambling up the valley. 
 
Nothing to be done except move on hurriedly 
but then I returned the next day and found it shrunk 
to a pelt so I culled and loosely placed purple  
and bright yellow blossom to cup round the bent head. 
 
I trudged on along the muddied camber where snails, 
coiled like ammonites, waited for the tractor’s wheels 
and thought of other flowers I had lain, grave-faced, 
and of that young cub soon to mark the path with chalk. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Allotment, oil on canvas, © Ann Johnson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Moya Cannon has published four collections of poetry.  Her most recent collection, Hands, 
(Carcanet Press, Manchester) was short-listed for the 2012 Irish Times/Poetry Now award..   
Her work reflects preoccupations with music, landscape, archaeology and with language 
itself. Her forthcoming collection ‘Keats Lives on the Amtrak’ will be published by Carcanet 
Press in 2015.  A winner of the Brendan Behan Award and the Lawrence O Shaughnessy 
Award, she has been editor of Poetry Ireland Review and was 2011 Heimbold Professor of 
Irish Studies at Villanova University, P.A..   
 
 
 
 
 
‘Cave Canem’ 
 
 
 
‘Beware of the dog’ 
the threshold mosaic warned 
but not ‘Cave Montem’. 
although there had been earthquakes, 
no one suspected the mountain, 
or understood anything 
about the shunt and dive of the earth’s plates. 
or of the burning tides which drive them. 
 
With a long wooden spatula 
Celer, the baker, the slave 
of Quintus Granius Verus, 
slid this round wholemeal loaf, 
with both of their names 
branded into it, 
from the brick oven 
hours or minutes before  
a blizzard of hot ash 
hid their city. 
 
   British Museum, 2013 
 
 
  



 
Olivia Walwyn  was born in 1983 and grew up in Norfolk. She studied English Literature and 
Philosophy at Durham University before going on to York University to do an MA in 
Political Philosophy. She now lives with her husband in Macclesfield and works as a school 
librarian. She has had poems published in The Rialto, The North and Ariadne’s Thread. 
 
 
 

 
The Name Experiment 

 
 

Just there at the quiet 
edge between air and water 

I uncurled my fingers 
let my name drift in a gold spin  

down to the old lost 
property box no - one checks. 
I hid my clothes in the woods. 
I wanted to know just where 

and how blue becomes 
brown from underneath: 
the floor reflected down 

when all I could see was blue 
blue whichever way 
you look at it – blue   
in the dips the curves 

the empty hollows 
blue in the make and the 

break of the air/water 
divide. So I sent it 

on ahead (my name) 
I saw it look I thought 

I saw it mouth 
but when I asked 

at what point 
should one 

 
 



The Inquest 
 
They couldn’t judge where each would roll and break - 
were perhaps unpractised getting in – anyhow   
there was no alcohol in his system 
when they found him a few days down the coast - 
a broken neck – the usual injuries  
you might expect of one caught in  
rough water. We sat in the café 
with our newspaper and tea and cake 
and you were fascinated by the fact 
that he could not get out – had he received 
a blow that put him out of action?  
A weak swimmer? Strong current?  
Why had he not simply been washed up? 
I tried to explain how the waves could get 
so huge, how it wasn’t a matter  
of the flow, direction, just that once  
 
 
 
Solstice 
I am watching the swifts’ high-pitching 
aerial display above the yard. 
Quick fluttering, then drift. I sink  
 
lower in to the camping chair. 
My feet are on the decking. 
 
It is midsummer. Sometime after 
9pm. And the very last leaves 
of the lime tree are illuminated 
 
to the colour lime. 
A plane has flown out from behind 
 
saying a white something quickly quickly 
 
with a fast-fading tail.  
The light has gone from the lime.  
 
It has come closer in towards  
my yard and me and the dark lodged  
lines around the bricks, my head 
 
nodding against the metal upright 
of the seat. 
 
  



The Swing 
 
There was always a swing in our garden –  
a twist of blue willing to carry me up 
 
over the high, pitched zig-zagging 
rooves towards the sea. Invariably 
 
when I got home that was where I’d go  
singing like a cockeyed optimist 
 
leaving the rockery, bird-bath, cracked  
cherub, lilac shady-spot far below.  
 
Only the shadow of the neighbours 
could bring me down, blanking out  
 
the heart-shapes in the leaves. I’d judder  
to a stop, lungs bursting with unspent air,  
 
pins in my feet, hope burning my hands,  
head down – like a pilot, disembarking  
 
in a foreign land. 
 
 
 
Going Over the Top 
 
 
Black birds bigger than blackbirds sprout  
like bodies from the trench -  
 
a maze of intestines to be uncovered  
when the ground is ruptured like split  
 
skin – a mask peeled from a skeletal grin.  
For now only the orders leak, fogging  
 
the air from one line to the next –   
an unintended harmony of blurts and shouts  
 
above the squadrons bunched  
in quivering formation, unexpressed  
 
love letters under layers of uniform.  
A careful execution looms. And then  
 
a choice that’s gone before it’s come:  
to walk, or run – to rise 



 
and claim the clean bullet – your  own –   
be shot down in one joyful extreme 
 
or face the hammering hail 
as your body ripples with fire to earth 
 
to show exactly what is being done. 
 
 
  
 

 
So Little We Know of Birds, oil on canvas, © Ann Johnson 
 
 
 
 



 
 

Jodie Hollander, born in 1977 and originally from Milwaukee, Wisconsin, was raised in a 
family of classical musicians. She studied poetry in England and has published her work in 
England, Australia and the US.  She is the recipient of a Fulbright Fellowship in South Africa 
as well as and a Hawthornden Fellowship in Scotland, and was writer-in-residence at the 
Betsy Hotel in Florida in January of 2014.  Her debut publication, The Humane Society, was 
released with Tall-Lighthouse in November 2012. 

  

The Last Breakfast 

 
  
One last time, breakfast with my mother: 
a small plate of clouded over eggs, 
two cups of cold, watery coffee. 
Neither of us is really very hungry, 
but we eat anyway, chewing carefully, 
quietly swallowing the little food between us. 
We do not speak— what is there to say 
when the doctors already say it: any day now 
she’s going to fall asleep and never wake up. 
I wonder why my mother isn’t crying 
for all the things in life she’s going to miss? 
I watch her bite into the chalky yolk 
and wipe her lips softly with a napkin. 
I want to ask if she’s ever coming back, 
and what am I supposed to do without her? 
But instead the waitress hurriedly arrives 
and puts the check between us on the table. 
We haven’t even finished—now I’m crying. 
My mother is no longer eating. Nevermind, 
she says, slipping on her long black coat, 
nothing can be done—cancer has come; 
she whispers—now finish your breakfast. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Garden Room, oil on canvas, © Ann Johnson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Idious Buguise  has done doing field work in Africa, Asia and the Middle East, writing both 
academic articles and short stories and poetry. Some of her non-academic pieces have been 
published in two HarperCollins anthologies, one Serpent's Tail anthology, Bellevue Literary 
Review, Descant, Evergreen Review, Gastronomica,  In These Times, Nimrod, and the 
London Magazine amongst others. 

 

 

 
On the kerb, the cusp, the edge, the lip, the rim, 
the berm, the verge or whatever that thing is called 
 
 
 
Zimmer frame. 
That was the word she forgot as she sat in her car 
watching the old man shuffle down the street. 
Afraid, very afraid. 
Frightened that there were other words, 
words of the here and now, 
words she would need in the next sentence, 
words that would disappear in some dead cells 
never to be retrieved. 
  
Two full days, 
forty eight long hours, 
2880 minutes of delving and scrambling 
through panic and fear 
silently mouthing the alphabet 
when she finally remembered the word Zimmer frame. 
But, she couldn't remember 
where she was when she 
forgot it. 
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Love’s arrival 
 
The moment I saw you 
I felt it – that quiver of an echo in my soul. 
You were playing the viola, and I sat in the gloom 
of Great St. Mary’s Church, watching you. 
 
I was waiting to sing with the choir 
and as you rehearsed, I was struck 
by your dark hair, your pale blue shirt, 
the way your fingers danced across the strings.  
 
There was something in the intensity of your gaze 
that drew me to you – that almost 
pained expression on your face, as though 
this frank unravelling of your soul 
 
was costing you, and I recognised 
a fellow traveller, who knows 
how it feels to wander alone in the dark 
with only his music to save him. 
 
 
 
Day off 
 
Switch off the gadgets 
and allow yourself to indulge 
in a little dreaming. Let the post litter the doormat 
and the answerphone flash reproachfully 
 
with unheard messages. Remember,  
you are not mere driftwood, pitched on the whirling surge 
of other people’s demands, but a woman, 
fit for life. Permit odd socks 
 
to pile up in the airing cupboard and let the dirty laundry spill 
liberally across the bathroom floor. Strive 
to be highly inefficient and above all 
don’t multitask. Quit the dull fug of routine 
 
and step outside into the prickling cold, where the air is alive 
with birdsong and the last December leaves 
smoulder with rich intensity. Walk 
nowhere in particular, smiling at strangers as you go; 



 
walk so far you feel the world rolling softly 
beneath your feet, and when your heart is unburdened of all 
busyness and in its place 
is praise, you will have achieved  
 
a perfect, useless day. 
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Bolted 
 
Age hasn’t made me wise. I’ve never learnt 
to lock the stable door before the horse 
flies out toward false dawn, leaving a burnt     
 
trail, lost shoes. Its fine skin grazed by gorse 
it chases till the mirage slips away 
but then, the impulse having run its course,  
 
true dawn now lighting ordinary day, 
it gratefully returns to four tight walls. 
Forget the locks: why would it ever stray?  
 
But always hope of liberation calls. 
I would have stormed through wooden doors to meet 
you, but passion strong as that appals   
 
and always, always limps back in defeat. 
Now that you’re gone the stable fits a treat. 
 
 
Illusion 
 
That first moment 
your face was the only one alive 
in a room of muted people. 
 
When we sang  
your voice was a bright thread  
in the muddle-coloured mass. 
 
When you stood near 
I felt your body without touch  
knew you inside me like myself. 
 
Then came the wanting 
the torturous yes, no, perhaps, 
the audacity of imagination 
 
till finally I saw 
imagination was all it was. 
 
I took away your kindness 
and wrapped it round the hurt. 



Translator  
 
Words cheat endlessly: your skill 
flung patterns on the air that pealed like bells.  
Your disowned voice 
sang through others’ lines  
with a purity you could not speak. 
The music of their languages  
entranced you but was only music,  
masking in sound the essential quiet. 
 
Between us were looks, dances, 
silences that refused words, 
a world no language could translate, 
a tower fallen into rubble 
beyond hope of understanding. 
 
Friends’ sacred song eased you into death. 
Beneath song sounded the lone silence 
of which you could say nothing. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Kate Green 
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About The House 
 
 
A helicopter lands out in the grounds 
and soon a limo churns the drive to dust 
with guests who feel their stature is enough 
to make this discrete drive along the limes. 
 
The house pays for itself as an hotel – 
fine dining in the splendour of the past – 
where kings and courtesans, the famous stayed, 
but would these ones who pay be Nancy’s types? 
 
Would Nancy have approved a giant slide  
for entertaining masses at her home? 
The Water Garden’s like some city park 
near café and a playground for the young. 
 
And what of weekend hordes out in the grounds, 
with buggies, picnic baskets, screaming kids? 
But luckily they seem to stay away 
From quiet parts of Cliveden I like best : 
 
The Secret Garden, views from Canning’s Oak. 
How Nancy’s face looks down on soldier’s rest; 
sad cemetery for pets at Illex Grove 
and grassy seats used at Britannia’s test. 
 
On autumn days, when mums and kids have gone, 
green woodpeckers inspect The Balustrade 
and, in the woodland, muntjacs ghost between 
the fruiting chestnuts, rhododendron’s shade. 
 
In quiet times the sense of how things were 
seems captured in the changing of the light – 
a shadow on the terrace over there, 
a sudden gust of wind puts birds to flight. 
 
                                                                                    

 
 



Lost Boy 
 
It is an art, communing with the past : 
each memory is like an iceberg’s tip, 
my previous life submerged, so out of reach, 
that I need conscious faith to keep my grip. 
 
How do we keep alive what once we were? 
Where is that boy who only I knew well? 
As time has passed so we have grown apart : 
my previous self seems like a tale I tell. 
 
And from this distance can you see the boy, 
detect the heartbeats’ flow from boy to man? 
The future calls for me to walk away, 
to leave the ocean, stumble on inland… 
Behind me footprints fade, merge with the sand. 
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Estuary    
 
Do you have fragments of remembered past 
that stand like pinnacles of grass and reeds 
above the mudflats, unwashed by the tide, 
no idea where they came from  
or what they led to – only that they arise, 
unsolicited and unrecognised detritus,  
from the deepening stream of unconsciousness? 
 
A moment in a foreign bar, a smile, 
a stretch of road, the entrance to a wood 
where shadows grow, the scent of hyacinths, 
echoes of laughter – these I do recall  
among those icons of insignificance, 
faceless and timeless – and closing doors 
that hide the moments in the enfolding night.  
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Excursion 
 
I’m through the gallery doors and heading 
for L'allée à Chantilly, which I enter  
to find myself under its frondescent canopy.    
The river is leaf-painted emerald as I slip 
in and down, down, through blue-green,  
cobalt, indigo, glittering shoals, inquisitive  
shadows, towering, sunken, 
a great ocean liner, here for eternity,       
home for viperfish, fangtooth, coffinfish, squid 
and I’m strolling under chandeliers, 
the deck shifting softly, the fans, the waiters, 
the tie-loosening warmth and out 
through portholed doors and into the   
gallery, to gaze at Cezanne’s  
L'allée à Chantilly 
 
 

            
           Kate Green 
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The Truth about Gaffer Tape 
 
  
Keep your duct, artist and spike –  
give me gaffer tape: a sexy black 
and smooth as a freshly shaved back. 
 
Waterproof, you stick for England. Look, 
there’s a patch on my walking trousers 
holed by my crampons. My square limpet. 
 
Vinyl-coated cotton gauze, you’re ideal 
under the Coalition’s efficiency savings 
for eyepatches, broken limbs and slings. 
 
Your journey from humble adjective to verb 
is conjugated in schools: to gaffer, gaffers, 
gaffering. Your future, an adverb of time. 
 
When you’ve got a gangster or your boss 
tied to a chair in a disused warehouse 
and he won’t leave it alone, you’re perfect. 
 
Ah gaffer tape, sole of my shoe, 
invented by NASA with space blankets, 
Speedos and infrared ear thermometers. 
 
A chunky roll around the neck 
wards off evil spirits. It’s all that’s needed 
on a desert island apart from a pig. 
 
Called a 100 miles per hour tape 
by Nam helicopter vets, Michelangelo 
dreamed of you for his marble amputees. 
 
In the park, the runners have gaffered up 
their nipples and private parts. And the lovers 
share a reel for their broken hearts. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Woods’ Dairy 
 
 
Through the shop window’s  
lumpy glass, Cold Bath Road 
buckled like a hall of mirrors. 
 
Wiggly rows of tins.  
Dried biscuits. Nothing 
had been alive. 
 
Gilbert, my neighbour, told me 
the owners were brothers –  
a pair of woods. 
 
The quiet, unshaven one 
had a lazy eye, twice.  
If he lay open his palm 
for the money, you’d place it 
on the formica counter. 
 
Buying a tin of beans 
one day, I said to him, 
‘Are you fit then?’ He said, 
‘Fit enough to serve you.’ 
 
The word on our street was 
he won a scholarship to Grammar 
but suffered with his nerves. 
 
The older was Brylcreem, 
the sharp parting. With him, 
his mother insisted on ps and qs. 
 
Both wore brown overalls, 
shiny from their hands. 
 
I’m talking years ago. 
After them, Wedges & Co 
never made it. Pastel colours. 
Guarantees of freshness. 
 
The Woods went mad, 
poisoned someone 
or retired to Tobago, 
drifting round their pool 
on stripy green lilos. 
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Rose 
 
What better name for one who came 
when winter winds shook window panes 
and whipped the Christmas wreaths  
from front doors tight  against the rain. 
A token of the promise of rebirth 
made year  and year again by slender earth 
as she dances pirouettes  around the sun. 
Dark gives way to light and cold to warmth 
the tender air of summer takes on form. 
A bud, a thorn, a blushing fragrant bloom is born 
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Hortense 
 
Translated from the German of Heinrich Heine 
 
 
We stood there on the corner  
for something over an hour, 
speaking with quiet tenderness  
of our covert bond and power. 
 
We were saying time and time again 
how we loved, and all its ways; 
we stood there on the corner   
and could not break away.  
 
The goddess of opportunity, 
Miss Quick and bright of eye, 
strolled where we were standing, 
and laughing, passed us by. 



 
Wir standen an der Straßeneck 
Wohl über eine Stunde; 
Wir sprachen voller Zärtlichkeit 
Von unsrem Seelenbunde. 

Wir sagten uns vielhundertmal, 
Daß wir einander lieben; 
Wir standen an der Straßeneck, 
Und sind da stehngeblieben. 

Die Göttin der Gelegenheit, 
Wie 'n Zöfchen, flink und heiter, 
Kam sie vorbei und sah uns stehn, 
Und lachend ging sie weiter. 

Heinrich Heine, New Poems, public domain 

 
The Letter 
 
Translated from the German of Heinrich Heine 
 
 
The letter you have written 
has not made me morose; 
you say our love is finished, 
but your letter is verbose.   
 
Twelve pages, tight and dainty! 
A manuscript in the making!  
No one is so digressive 
when goodbye is not an aching. 
 
 

Der Brief, den du geschrieben, 
Er macht mich gar nicht bang; 
Du willst mich nicht mehr lieben, 
Aber dein Brief ist lang. 

Zwölf Seiten, eng und zierlich! 
Ein kleines Manuskript! 
Man schreibt nicht so ausführlich, 
Wenn man den Abschied gibt. 

 

Heinrich Heine (public domain) 
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Mammoth, Part of me 
 
 
 
Mammoth, part of me  
would see you revamped as clone.  
I could stroke your fuzz, so  
orange-blond soft, feel the hard  
and swelling buds 
where your marvellous tusks will grow. 
 
But this is selfishness, my wanting; 
this is greed.  
Mammoth, you must not quicken again  
in a cold unwelcoming world.  
 
With those tusks 
you would become the poachers’ prey 
for they are priceless and, to some,  
worth murdering for. 
 
I will forego the joy  
of seeing you feast on a blackthorn hedge 
crunching it up, twig and splinter, 
like marrow, like bone DNA. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Death: an Exhibition  
 
In this Museum of Death  
a series of nudes cavorts on blossom  
and slow, voluptuous grass  
 
Later they are morphing  
into skulls  
 
Who escapes? 
 
Outside this window  
someone once strolled in a stubble field  
musing on starlings, strips of long river, the fruitfulness  
of mid-December dusk  
 
while another man heard  
the strike of a clock, and though the snow  
was high on the road (higher than his horse’s belly) 
he set out to make love  
to somebody somewhere.  
 
Listen: there’s a violin  
bowed by a long thigh bone  
 
Quis evadet? 
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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’s hide, 
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 Lanjarón, 
 
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 failings. 
 
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 I carefully disguise my delight 
 
in your recovered smile and melodic laughter 
which drifts out over the rocks as I feel in my frame 
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. 
 
 
 

 

                      
 
                     Hilary Stewart: Demeter, etching 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Hilary Stewart:  Hillside Trees, Urbino, Italy, oil on canvas 
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Mary Muldoon’s Vow, 1868 
 
The sea may rock, the sea may roll, 
but I’ll go with you for you are my lover. 
I’ll leave the hills and hollows around here, 
my father, my mother, brothers and sisters. 
 
We’ll travel to Australia and find our wishes. 
I’ll have thoughts of the house we’ll share. 
I’ll hem the whiteness of flourbags, 
embroider flowers into corners. 
 
I’ll ease out lumps and bulk in the linen, 
I’ll sew in leaves, make us one garland, 
I’ll use silken threads to smooth the path 
we’ll tread for our time together. 
 
You’ll sing away the gloom that’ll fall on us 
as we watch all we know fade to a speck. 
The hardship of the land will fall from us, 
we’re young and strong and full of hope. 
 
We’ll dance the ship’s boards and dream. 
The sun will shine always and birds 
of colours you’ve never heard of will sing 
in welcome to the brightness that awaits us. 
 
I’ll hold close this chain of my grandmother, 
its silver will lead us surely to a light 
of another way of life, less stubborn, 
less desperate than the one that skulks 
 
and lurks around every corner here, 
a life that would make us ancient in youth. 
We’ll make a vow on this chain to cast 
away from our dreams of those fields 
 
embedded in our hearts for they  
embitter your love for me, mine for you. 
We’ll begin at the world’s end where 
we’ll tell all old stories anew. 
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