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Introduction 
  

 

This anthology came into being during conversations between 

the twelve students studying for the MA in Creative Writing at 

The University of Lincoln, 2012 to 2013.  

 We decided that we would like to produce a magazine to 

showcase some of the work we had been doing both during, and as 

a result of, the course. We each had to produce a pamphlet of 

work at the end of the second term. Because I had fallen in love 

with www.lulu.com in the course of putting my own pamphlet 

together, I offered to compile and edit the publication. 

 The anthology grew from a single magazine to the idea of a 

longer anthology, and eventually we decided to produce two 

anthologies, one in June 2013 and one in December 2013.  

  The title almost created itself, as it came from the names of 

our inspiring tutors on the course, Michael Blackburn and Phil 

Redpath (we unanimously rejected The Red Burn as a title). 

 The Black Path 2, containing shorter pieces than Black Path 

1, includes a diverse mixture of subjects and styles, plus 

illustrations, which were selected by, and which represent the 

interests of, the members of the group. 

 The anthology also includes a collaborative piece which 

were created in the students’ Facebook group. 

 There are two versions of this anthology, one in colour and 

one in black and white. 

 

Shirley Bell, December 2013 
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Rosemary Temple 

 

Reality Smirked 

 

I have always been a gullible man, a 

man built of trust and faith. 

My eyes show me things that 

my heart will believe 

and my head rarely has any say. 

So when I stumbled across hell 

and a strange monkey man 

with a grin and a limp and a gasp, I 

let out a roar to shatter the still and 

accepted the matter as fact. 

Thus I gagged and I shuddered, 

I moaned and I cried 

through a sea of ruin and death, 

and the monkey man laughed all the more as I did as 

we stood in that mass, tangled grave. 

So I fell to my knees and 

begged to the Lord 

to show me what it was I should do. 

Then he opened my eyes 

as a voice announced ‘cut!’ and 

reality smirked in my face. 

The corpses arose 

one by one till the last, 

and my monkey man wriggled with glee, 

while I was left standing perplexed and in shock, ashamed 

that illusion had won. 
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Later I stood in the perfume of tea, a 

cup clutched tight in my hand, 

watching actors and frauds 

mill about without masks 

on a set built to trick and elude. 

As I drained the last dregs my 

monkey man spoke 

and asked where it was I should be. 

I was escorted from there 

with a sigh of relief and one hell of a story to tell. 
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Illusions of a Poetic Mind 

 

It happens every day 

when you have a poet’s mind, 

you’ll see a word in everything 

no matter what you find. 

 

Patches in a balding lawn 

will form a sign of age, 

of moments wasted, ticking clocks, 

a life to leave the stage. 

 

A line of four smart gentlemen 

in regimental grey, 

once had me staring quite in awe 

till they quacked and flew away. 

 

A field becomes an ocean, 

a cup becomes a soul, 

a pen becomes a person, 

and an ache becomes a hole. 

 

My world is now a metaphor, 

my mind a simile, 

my heart a hidden meaning, 

but my poetry is me. 
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Once a Whale 

 

 

 

Now  

a colossal 

 shell, a vessel 

emptied of the desire 

to claim the ocean 

as its realm. 

The 

 greatest 

voyager, rest  

in your final port.
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Matt Ellis 

Starfall. 

My father always gave me the same two pieces of advice. He told 

me: "Son, remember. Rain falls to earth and everything ends."  

It was summer. The air was stuffy, roads were dusty and the sand 

dunes in the desert would pretend to melt. It was damn hot. Our 

little town in the Arizona Desert was called Starfall, it hadn't hit me 

yet but that name would amuse me later. Most nights I would take 

my son to the rocky ridges overlooking town, and sit there and 

watch the stars. Tonight would be the last time anyone in Starfall 

would see the heavens.  

They had decided to close the school. I took the pickup into town 

to see about getting some supplies. The store was crazy busy - 

everyone I had ever known in the community, we were a close-

knit town so everyone knew everybody - so when I got parked up 

and started towards the line outside the store, I was a little scared to 

see that people were behaving irrationally. 

I looked into Sandra the librarian's eyes, and she didn't recognise 

me. Her eyes, my god- just tunnels into nothing. She muttered 

something and turned away from me, everyone was cold. 

Three cans of beans, a loaf of bread was all I could get - I knew it 

was an exercise in futility but hey I still thought we should have 

something for dinner tonight. Even if neither of us had an appetite, 

I always tried to cook decent stuff for my son; I'm a lousy cook and 

the only dessert I could offer him this evening was whatever fell 

from the sky. 
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Uncle Sam advised me: "In the event of an intercontinental ballistic 

missile event on Mainland America stay away from the windows 

and take refuge under a table". The guy looked serious- a table. 

What am I supposed to do under a table when the most awe 

inspiring display of human fireworks in history was coming down 

outside? I would feel cheated if I had taken that advice, I'm glad I 

didn't, my son was even more happy than I was to see fireworks he 

didn't understand, his innocence lent me something to hold onto in 

the end. 

If you must know, there were no horsemen at the end, I was not 

standing in front of St Peter at the pearly gates of heaven. All that 

crap was non-existent, and quite frankly a boring idea. I'm not even 

sure where I am now, I honestly couldn't tell you, but these 

martinis are great. What we got instead was much more beautiful. I 

shared something with my son that no one on earth had shared 

with anyone in a different moment. Candles fell from the sky, it 

was everyone's birthday.  

By now you will have realised what I'm talking about, the nuclear 

holocaust. The end of humanity brought about by a single man in a 

suit, sat in front of a damn huge red button, or at least that's how I 

imagined it. What a waste of everything, I'm not angry I'm just 

upset; for my son. He will never experience everything I did, that's 

the tragedy of this whole thing, doomed youth and stolen futures, 

like a great book with a marvellous beginning but no middle or end 

If anyone really gets a shitty deal out of this, it's the kids.  

I took a gun my dad loved, stuck it under my shirt and I took the 

pickup downtown to the liquor store. When I got there I was 

surprised to see a sign that said that they had banned the sale of 

alcohol, it seemed pretty pointless to me but I went on inside 

anyway to ask Barry why. Barry was a good guy, he always used to 
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save the most expensive bottles of Hebrides Whiskey for my dad, 

even if someone went in and specifically requested one, he would 

say "No, already sold, sorry." Yeah it's fair to say I liked Barry. 

So it came as a great surprise to me when I pulled out the Colt, 

cocked it and proceeded to blow off his head, the irony wasn't lost 

on me at all. You see the problem was Barry had refused to sell me 

some beer. I knew what the sign said but I thought he'd overlook it 

in my case, I really wish he did now, not that it matters. We will all 

be gone soon anyway. The wall was decorated with the purple and 

grey pulp of his brains; I had to step over what was left of him to 

get a few beers. I considered apologising to the mess but fuck it -I 

hadn't apologised even when it was Barry. I stepped outside and 

looked around -everyone was busy so I put my shopping in the car. 

It had started to rain.  

It pinged off the roof of my truck in an enticing metallic melody, it 

was useless trying the wipers. It was like a blanket. I thought to 

myself if I was really insane ... I wasn't sure yet, but killing 

someone really wasn't normally in my makeup. If I was really mad 

I'd have just sat there and tried to count the raindrops. I got to five 

before I started chuckling and fired up the engine. 

After dinner we decided to watch a movie, by that I mean I decided 

me and my son would watch one. Funnily enough PBS were 

playing one of my all time favourites: Badlands, I always loved 

Terence Malick's flicks. Calling it a flick was doing it an injustice 

really. I started slow on the beer - later on in the evening, or at least 

just before the end, I was really hoping we would get to watch all of 

the movie, but I had a feeling in my chest that seemed at odds with 

that. I didn't think anyone would have enough time left.  
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We got to the point where Martin Sheen gets arrested. The TV cut 

out, then it came back on again with the local PBS News broadcast. 

A horrified looking woman and a man in a terrible black suit were 

presenting, I thought they were our regular anchors but I didn't 

really take the time to focus on their faces. What was the point? 

"My Fellow Americans, it is with great regret that I have to inform 

you that The United States of America has just passed into 

DEFCON 1, may god be with us all." 

The TV cut to static. 

I told the boy to get his jacket and lock up the back door. I went 

into the kitchen to retrieve the rest of the beer and I asked him to 

meet me outside in the pickup. He looked over at me from the 

passenger seat and said: "Dad, what's happening?" His face was just 

starting to understand anxiety. I put my hand on his shoulder and 

told him we were going back to our favourite spot on the ridge 

overlooking town. He smiled at me and cuddled the beer to his 

chest.  

Now, we're coming to the end of the road. There ain't that much 

left to tell if I'm being honest, but I'm gonna tell it anyway. We 

drove up the winding track that takes us to Mirador Point. Mirador 

means watching place if you didn't know, it's Spanish I think, I'm 

not wholly sure. Now there is a spot me and my son enjoy beneath 

a line of trees overlooking Starfall. The lights sparkle below like a 

circle of jewels in a landscape of dust. Starfall was always a lonely 

town, it looked even lonelier tonight. I cracked open a beer and 

handed it to my son and told him that this might taste damned 

awful, but it would have been something he might have enjoyed 

when he got a little older. He took it and smiled at me; innocence. 
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What happened next was the surreal - 'That's shock and awe.' I 

smirked. When the flashes started in the distance I put my arm 

around my son's shoulders and told him this would be the last time 

we would watch the stars together. He looked upset, then I said to 

him: "Always remember son, Stars fall to earth and most things 

end."  

He pushed his head into my chest. The light washed over us until I 

couldn't feel him anymore.  

  



13 
 

Morphine 

 

Dreaming in smoke 

of fields 

of faces 

I almost, 

Smell. 

Her. 
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Life Expectancy  

 

Second Lieutenant 

Thirteen minutes into a hot zone 

The jungle picks its teeth with his bones 
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Pain 

 

The dark ditches 

of weeping pain 

assault not body 

but mind. 

Black Bastille 

 

Formless with grey and black walls. 

Hazy in the half-light from an unknowable ceiling. 

 

I stagger on the footfalls of absent feet. 

As I advance through a gloomy facade. 

I feel the dancing shaft of pure light. 

Warm and endless. 
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Tides 

 

My dreams set sail on the ocean of war. 

I will be shipwrecked by morning. 
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Hope's Horizon 

 

Fight through the falsehood of hope 

and break into whatever peninsula of shit is over that horizon. 

And when you return. 

We will throw that olive branch onto the camp fire. 
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Steven Blessett 
I Could... 

 

I could fix the sink 

by drinking wine 

but only Chasse Spleen 

'89; 

 

I could mend the roof 

by reading books: 

they'd have to be  

first editions. 

 

I could mow the lawn 

by sampling meat 

cured by an artisan 

butcher; 

 

I could meet a wife 

by buying a barn 

and converting it to 

a shrine. 

 

I could raise the kids 

by choosing between 

brushed gold 

and silver jewellery; 

 

I could earn a wage 

by hearing David 

Bowie in 

private concert.  
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Sexual Deviance of the Perspex Fetish 

 

Donna sat on the edge of the bed, stripped to her negligee. She 

tapped her foot, impatiently awaiting her lover's arrival. Their 

illicit Tuesday afternoon meetings had grown from an indulgence 

to a full-scale addiction. She needed her next fix of Malcolm Forest, 

soon. Her wait was mercifully swift. There was a laboured sound of 

dragging footsteps, followed by a knock on the door. 

 'Come in!' 
 Malcolm entered, together with a unit of encumbrance. it 

was an enormous flat object, wrapped in brown paper, 

approximately the size and shape of a wardrobe door.  He grinned 

as Donna regarded it quizzically. 

 'Just a little something,' he announced, 'to spice up this 

afternoon's play-session'. 

 'What's inside?' whispered Donna, still perched on the bed. 

 'A sheet of toughened perspex,' Malcolm replied. 'Which 

measures six by four feet.' 

 Donna's toes curled as she emitted a squeak of involuntary 

excitement. 

 'Oh my god! What thickness?'  

 'A full 5mm thick.' 

 'It is opaque?' she breathed. 

 'No.' 

 'Is it translucent?' 

 'No. It's perfectly transparent. Like a window pane 

overlooking a verdant lawn.' 

 'Oh my god. What's it for?' breathed Donna. 'Is it for pee?' 

 'No,' said Malcolm. 'It's not for pee. In fact I've devised a 

whole new fetish, and  named it SQUISHING.' 

 'Squashing? What's that entail?' 

 'Well, I think it's always better to SHOW than to TELL. 
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Now strip nude, whilst I unwrap the perspex.' 

 Donna's physiology began subtly altering as she  assumed 

her BDSM play role as Malcolm's sub. Adrenalin coursed through 

her veins as she denuded her flesh. Malcolm's body-language 

changed too, as he mentally 'suited-up', rapidly becoming a 

formidable BDSM 'top'. 

 The tearing of brown parcel paper mixed with the soft 

rustle of Donna's falling lingerie, as he expertly unleashed the 

perspex. Its transparent surface wobbled slightly as it was 

penetrated by the light of a cheap 60w bulb. 

 'Oh my god,' purred Donna, tracing a fingertip across the 

smooth surface. 'The pleasures that thing could give a gal.' 

 'I know,' crowed Malcolm. Why don't you start by 

SQUISHING your buttocks against the sheet. 

 Donna warily complied. 'Oh,' she sighed, as the cold acrylic 

brushed her bare arse.  

 'Please master,' she whimpered, 'be gentle! I'm scared to be 

squished this way.' 

 'Harder,' commanded Malcolm. 'A pressure of 5 pounds per 

square inch is required to pancake your gluteal muscles. I command 

you to exert such a force.' 

 Donna obeyed, stopping short of the full psi. 'What are you 

waiting for?' her master chided. 'Your soft tissues and subcutaneous 

fat must be FULLY squished.' 

 With the order fulfilled, Malcolm peered round to inspect 

the result. Donna's round arse cheeks had flattened and expanded as 

the sheet mastered them. It was as though a pair of dum-dum 

bullets had struck armoured glass, and the soft lead had expanded 

on impact, then adhered to the glass. 

 'Now withdraw your cheeks,'  

 Donna was oblivious, as both her eyelids fluttered in 

rapture. 
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 'MMm. Please let me stay squished, master! I want to stay 

squished forever!' 

 Malcolm shook his head, sternly. 

 'I'm not willingly to grant that privilege. You haven't 

earned it: yet.' 
 As the submissive pulled away, a slight misting remained on 

the sheet, to prove that the deed had indeed been done. 

 Donna wept, overwhelmed by the heady cocktail of 

emotions which the experience had induced. 

 'I'm no longer a stranger to the pleasures of perspex,' she 

breathed. 

 'Indeed you are not,' said Malcolm. 'And there are far more 

to come'. 
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Muayyad Elwaheidi 

Memories  

 

Sinking in my memories 

this is what I always do. 

This is all I have now. 

Memories, only memories.  

 

Contemplating your pictures  

draws a smile on my face . 

Looking at you  

sweetens my tough days  

  



25 
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Friends  

 

Friends live together till the end, 

Friends are like a line that will never bend. 

 

Relation is to be forever, 

We miss each other even if we are together 

 

My friends are my heroes and make my day 

They are always here to stay  

 

They help when I fall, 

They are the best of all  
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Thanks …  

 

You are the most wonderful gift from above,  

To ease me and fill my soul with love . 

You have always inspired me  

Without you, I do not know what to do 

You changed my life  

Completely makes it upside down 

You guide me through the way 

because of you, I will never stray 

For all of this, I want to thank you 

For being close all the way 

From my heart I want to say 

If you need a friend one day 

I will always be there  
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Shirley Bell 

 

The Enthroned Virgin and Child  

 in the Cathedral of Chartres 

 

I am sitting in a lecture hall, 

drenched in facts about the hopelessness 

of modern publication, when suddenly 

she is talking of the numinous, 

of the labyrinth of Chartres. 

 How  you can ask the maze a question 

as you walk, and it answers you. 

 

The cathedral has a crooked countenance 

with mismatched towers. They say 

it has grown up from oak groves 

where the Druids flashed their cruel 

knives in the green. And the stained glass 

is extraordinary, its blue a formula as 

peaceful as paradise, and as lost 

 

The boy has nothing, just a dumb  

Byzantine stare, iconic. The  Madonna's 

though is benign and yet implacable. 

Her hands are gripping his shoulders.  

Ready to push him into the world, to a  

sharp destiny, pierced and broken.  

In the labyrinth there only one direction. 

 

 

 

 

http://www.academia.edu/1139016/The_Symbolic_functions_of_the_Enthroned_Virgin_in_the_Cathedral_of_Chartres
http://www.academia.edu/1139016/The_Symbolic_functions_of_the_Enthroned_Virgin_in_the_Cathedral_of_Chartres
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Yellow  

  

This is a clouded yellow year.  

Their butter wings are spread out  

to the sun.  

  

They have flown a thousand miles  

always northwards towards a brief spasm  

amongst the lucerne and the creeping vetch.  

  

We've found a tiny patch of paradise  

in the local country park, the air is thick  

with small tortoiseshell, brown argus.  

The common blue with its outspread  

wings is blue as heaven amongst  

the beating of whites and whites.  

And then the shocking yellow of those  

unexpected wings, a dashing flight, and  

then, it's down, folded closely.  

  

It has been a clouded year. Waiting for  

the surgery to stop your heart - and mine -  

from breaking. Sleepwalking through  

the spring, the summer, and waking to  

this benediction of yellow yellow yellow 
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Big top 

 

Light. 

Cacophany. 

 

The smell of animals 

and the rictus grins 

of clowns with 

Gacy faces. 

Painted 

on the receptive surfaces 

of eggs and  

kep tin secret cupboards. 

They are not amused. 

 

The ringmaster smiles 

like  nightmares and 

rides upon a tiger, which snaps 

its head from  

side to side. 

Its eyes are yellow 

as its fur. 

 

And the clowns upend buckets 

of paper accusations at the audience 

then 

pretend 

 to run 

 away.  
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Laura Clipson 

 

Icarus 

 

Newfound wings, stretched to their fullest extent, 

Created to flee, from wax and feathers. 

Beating his wings, he begins his ascent,  

Releasing him from his earthly tethers. 

 

He soars through the sky, his mind filled with glee, 

As his previous troubles are undone. 

Higher he flies over the rough blue sea, 

Getting closer and closer to the sun. 

 

The feathers fall off, the wax dripping slow, 

As he struggles to stay up in the sky.  

He plummets into the waters below, 

Realising his plan has gone awry. 

 

Sinking beneath the waves, a lesson learnt; 

Fly too close to the sun, and you’ll be burnt. 
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Sirens 

 

Doomed to wreck upon the rocks 

Under the spell of the Sirens’ song 

No man can resist their haunting voices 

And many a ship has been lost 

To the beautiful winged maidens. 
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The Fates 

 

Three old women, loyal to Zeus 

One to spin the thread of life,  

One to measure the thread of life, 

And one to cut the thread of life 

Feared, not only by mortals, 

But by the gods they serve. 
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The Furies 

 

Emerging from blood shed 

When son castrated father, 

Three women, eyes dripping red 

Waists twined with serpents 

Their duty; avenging crimes 

By cursing with madness. 
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Lamia 

 

Mistress of a God, 

Punished by his wife. 

Sent mad with grief 

By the death of her children, 

Unable to rest from the image 

Of their lifeless bodies, 

Until Zeus took pity, 

Gifting her with the ability 

To remove her eyes, 

Freeing her from the sight. 

Transformed by her grief; 

Part woman, part snake, 

A monster, taking revenge 

On the children of others, 

For the loss of her own. 

A threat by tired mothers; 

‘Behave, or Lamia shall visit 

In the dead of night,  

And devour you whole, 

While you dream.’ 
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Jennifer Fytelson 

 

Drip Dry 

 

The automatic towel dispenser doesn’t recognize me as a human  

I just stand there waving my hands, like an idiot  

A bit hard to blame this emotionless tool 

 I feel as if I can relate 
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Babes in Dreamland 

 

lights, camera, action,  

not wanting to wish days away  

 a butt impression 

 on the love seat  

was not my purpose for coming here 

housebroken without even noticing 

overture, curtain, lights. 
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Stewart Norvill 

 

SURVEILLANCE SUNDAY  

 

how long can a crow sit still 

it’s a camera 
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ROSEMARY EARTHQUAKES  

 

and at its height 

the old man on the Wolds 

shook a stick at the sunset 

 

the devil is on the phone 

talking crap  

 

- after 

the assailant ripped it all up 

leaving the rosemary 

at the presbytery door  

in the silvery rain 
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PIGGERY  

 

the pig is truly magical 

before dawn at the sty 

with moonlit windows 

my friend sits in the hay 

as riotous hogs squawk 

you can hear her breathe 

and smell their excitement 

as they turn in the hay 

and she holds one close 

 

my friend 

who evidently believes 

strongly in magic 
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THE WAY 

 

somebody said  

there’s a river here 

somewhere 

 

I keep that with me 

I might get it  

on a t-shirt 

 

wear it on my  

chest  

and live forever 
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Joel Leverton 

 

(The Ghoul that Stands at my Garden Gate) 

 

Incessant is the ticking of the clock 

The cornerstone of my mind 

The flagship of my emotions 

The flea that bites, flees. 

 

Trying 

is he, mine, 

the bringer of joy, 

usurper of authority. 

Singularly impressive in  

athletic ability 

not to mention whining and dining. 

Dreary weather 

rears its ugly head and he with 

ostentatious impressions merely turns his 

nose up at the abysmal torrent. 

In him lies my future. 

Callous I may appear, but 

under that exterior to lose him 

sufferings will befall my wife and I. 
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The ever degrading chore of pulling out the bin liner used to ensure 

that the bin does not become filthy with the rubbish thrown 

therein. 

 

The bag has ripped again, 

Damn bag. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



46 
 

Frenetic Jeans 

 

Spoilsport, bad egg. 

You piece of disgusting half-eaten filth. 

Wazzock. 

I’ll pierce your windy arsehole. 

You’re fat. 

You numpty. 

Son of a retarded llama. 

Kisser of anuses. 

Sniffer of farts. 

King of losers. 

You’re a cad, a pillock. 

You have no brain. 

Don’t shoot yourself, you’d waste a bullet, or you’d miss, which 

would also waste a bullet. 

You’re gay. 

You motherclucker, basa. 

Billy-no-mates. 

Jonah. 

You have unusually large nostrils. 

Don’t you like me? 

You’re a funny guy. 

Racist. 

Faggot. 

Maggot. 

Why can’t I have a grandson more like him instead of you? 

You’re not a very good sheep are you? 
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The story of someone’s life 

 

He wakes up early in the day, 

To start afresh and love his life 

To kneel down low and quickly pray 

Then make some tea for his doting wife 

Who stealthily hides the kitchen knife. 

 

The brew now made, he braces himself 

For the beginnings of the morning run 

Pressing his clothes, deodorant from the shelf, 

The morning routine is virtually done 

The missus favours more the gun. 

 

And off to work and earn the bread, 

To put upon the kitchen table 

The files and papers he has read 

The documents that he must label, 

She drugs his tea while she is able. 

 

And finally to home he goes 

Embrace his wife with all his loving 

And sits to tea with his only foe 

Who murders him with dogged cunning. 

In honesty we saw it coming. 
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Home 

 

Do not be fooled, I’m your mother 

and your brother. 

         Us Nor Folk are a funny inbreed.  
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Dear Neighbour, 

 

We thought that we would take the time to write to you regarding 

the relationship we as a couple have formed over the last eight 

months - my wife and I with yourself and your husband. 

 

Your kindness overflows – I don’t believe we have mentioned this 

to you before. Such generosity and selflessness is beyond 

overwhelming, if it is indeed possible. The way you continually 

shout next door to ensure that we as your loving neighbours know 

that you are well in yourselves and that we need not worry about 

your welfare too deeply is most sensitive. We would like at some 

point to repay the favour, but alas our constitution does not allow 

us to make the sound equal to the volume of a foghorn.  

 

We would like to thank you for sharing with us the culture that 

you have adopted through music. We so often feel the vibrations of 

the thrumming bass lines of the modern tunes that you seem to 

enjoy so much. It is a wonderful exhibition of appreciation of 

entertainment.  

 

I would like to take this moment to apologise for the occasion 

where you overheard my wife rehearsing for her local concert. We 

have since endeavoured to hold rehearsals elsewhere and hope this 

is to your satisfaction. On such a note, rather than asking us to keep 

the noise levels down slightly with a brief explanation as to why 

and an understanding smile, can you please utilise the means last 

used by your good self by which you can ensure a quieter evening 

i.e. storm round, bang on our front door and use condescending and 

patronising comments to illustrate your upset before telling us to 

“shut up”. We find this quietens us considerably quicker and feel it 

would benefit you more.  
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Please do not forget to talk about us to your friends – we could hear 

you last time they visited you, and were absolutely thrilled that you 

deemed us a worthy topic of conversation, even with such colourful 

language. Our ears really were burning that day! 

 

We would also like to thank your father for offering to fix our wall. 

We hope that our pre-emptive bottle of wine as thanks to him was 

consumed with utmost enjoyment. We look forward to seeing the 

finished job as and when he starts. 

 

It’s nice to see such regular appearances of the police. You seem to 

have struck up such a strong relationship with them, we as a couple 

feel totally safe being next door to you.  

 

We have noticed that your dog seems to have quite a disobedient 

streak in him, as we often hear you delivering disciplinary 

measures. We of course do not own a dog, but now know that if 

ever we do, the methods of teaching and discipline of the canine 

revolve largely around shouting – presumably to coincide with the 

unique hearing abilities that they hold. Determination is also key, I 

realise; if the dog refuses to come in, rather than either leave it out 

there or man-handle the beast back into the house, I shall ensure 

that I continually scream at it, irrespective of the time of day or 

night. My wife and I have agreed that we are learning a vast 

amount from your unintentional teachings. 

 

As well you know, we are moving house next week, and we want 

you to know that it is largely due to the fact that we don’t feel that 

our building is structurally safe – we have deduced that, with the 

fact that we can hear you so often, the walls must be so thin that 

they are unable to hold the weight of the house as a whole. We 

therefore do not feel safe here. 
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We wanted to thank you for having such an impact on our lives 

and hope that you get neighbours like-minded to yourselves so that 

you can fully appreciate the kind of people you really are. 

 

We thank you from the bottom of our hearts for being such an 

influence on our future. 

 

Regards, 

 

Joel and Abbi Leverton 
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Tina Daley 

 

Shakespearean sonnet based on Tony Harrison’s poem Timer. 
 

Egg Timer 

 

How many grains of sand are held inside? 

Does each single grain hold its own story? 

Whispering as they fall do they confide 

Of tales long passed or futures they foresee? 

 

Can you see a world in a grain of sand 

Or can it see this world outside its own? 

Does it contemplate, does it understand? 

Does it follow us or are we unknown? 

 

Ticking and tocking our lives fall away. 

We fade, granule by granule, year by year 

Each a step closer to death and decay. 

This keeper of time guides mortals with fear. 

 

Humans feign power, counting time in sand. 

While time holds humanity in its hand. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



55 
 

Genocide 

 

Follow now, there is much to teach 

and your cathedral of sin we must reach 

Before the purple sky turns to red 

For then you shall join these fellow dead. 

 

Now in the game we have men of religion, 

The slaves of a faith crushed and beaten. 

 

A cry of help to fall on false ears, 

A call of faith that failed to prevent the fallens’ tears, 

For you I shall allow one last prayer. 

Final words of a dead religion whispered to night air. 

 

Repent your life of sin 

As come dawn the hunt shall begin. 
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Remembrance 

 

 

Your sunset 

years remain 

forever lost, 

your personal stories forever untold. 

Unknown are your thoughts of war 

and its cost, 

yet your 

bravery 

moulded 

the world 

we now hold. 
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One True Love 

 

There’s no other for me 

Quite like you Cookie. 

 

You’re there in my times of need 

To make sure my worries are buried. 

 

Lifting me up on days of sorrow 

You truly are my daily hero. 

 

You sing to me through crunches, 

With a voice sweeter than roses. 

 

But now what shall I do… 

I’m sorry 

         I just had to eat you. 
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Notes on the collaborative piece: 

Each participant chose a line of found poetry from a book and 

added a preposition for the text to follow on. 

In order the sources were 

The Mabinogion, The Black Arts by Richard Cavendish, The Other 
Side of the Vale by Gervase Phinn, Desiderata by Max Ehrmann, 

Strange Fruit by Abel Meeropol),  a documentary review by The 
Royal Gazette, A Night-Piece, Wordsworth,  First Frost by Andrei 

Voznesensky, The Mabinogion 
and the participants were 

Shirley, Steve, Rosie, Joel, Tina, Stewart, Matt, Jennifer, Shirley 
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