
 
 

    Welcome to Broadsheet 17  
      which accompanies the Keenings issue of Agenda (Vol 46 No2). 
 
 

 
 
Fleeting Melody, 2010, acrylic on canvas 
 
 
This Broadsheet focuses on the work of Amanda Morie. Amanda, 24, is a recent graduate 
from the University of Alberta, Canada, in Elementary Education and Fine Arts. 
Internationally recognized as a contemporary artist, Amanda concentrates on using light, 
colour and various media and textures on canvas. She has been published in 20 countries 
worldwide including International Contemporary Masters VI.  
 
 
 



Amanda says of her work: ‘The heart is like a paint brush when it strokes across a crisp white 
canvas.  Each stroke is unique unto itself, showing its distinct characteristics of the emotion 
evoked in that particular moment.  With layer upon layer, microscopic complexities of the 
heart are unloaded onto its viewers that surround it.  A dissection of my emotions and 
thoughts, my art exposes every fibre of my being. It takes on different movements of colour 
in different settings of light, speaking to you even if you’re not looking. Creating the power 
to show the beauty in light, colour and texture, I hope to awaken the heart of excitement and 
curiosity in people so that they notice things they otherwise would not have noticed. The 
matters of the heart are never clear in form and follow an abstraction unique to its emotion. 
My art is deeply rooted to shed the light on the little things that compose each emotion and 
moment. It is the most powerful visual language that my heart can display as it begins its 
journey with a single stroke of paint across a crisp white canvas.’  
www.amorie.ca 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
     
Confrontation, 2010, acrylic on canvas 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tom Bedford, 23, recently graduated from Oxford with a BA in English Language 
and Literature, and is working towards his first poetry collection. He was in  Agenda 
Broadsheet 6. 
 
 
 
Remember 
 
 
Don’t go to Lethe, the dying poet said. 
I only wish, instead, the river came to me, 
And woke, left cold too long for memory, 
The man I thought I’d be. 
 
Perhaps I was Romantic once, 
But Lethe came to carry me away, 
And taught me how to live, or play at life, 
The new, and simpler, way. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



L.C. Palmer, 27, is a teacher of English who grew up in Dorset but is now based in Bath, 
Somerset, and is working towards a first collection. 
 
 
 
 
Cast Iron Viking 
 
Phosphorescence settles 
along home shore whale roads. 
Sky fires offer no routes 
through hidden hull spear forms. 
They are forgotten 
like your grip on war irons 
your aged shut battle coats 
the grain-weave of your oar. 
But you stay just the same. 
When the water is highest 
your eyes hold the sea’s edge 
like a half-remembered name. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sunset, seen from a train travelling towards night   
 
Burnt clouds slowly build 
up in the sky’s height. 
When will they break, 
vast waves of this orange ocean? 
Where will they run against some ancient shoreline, 
showering its sands with the stars? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Faye Carpenter is 18. She has always lived in London but spent holidays on the Kent coast 
so she feels she is a messy amalgamation of a city girl and a beach dweller, not completely 
satisfied in either place. She attends an inner London state school and, after her A levels, 
hopes to read English and American Literature with Creative Writing at university. This is 
her first publication. 
 
 
 
My Stabilisers 
 
When he was Tarzan 
I was the little monkey perched 
on the sofa bed’s arm. 
 
When he had that blue bike 
I raced after him trusting, 
relying upon my stabilisers. 
 
When we got bunk beds 
he climbed that creaking ladder 
for years to the top. 
 
With our Lego he made 
great space-ships while I 
struggled on with my car. 
 
When I fell over and rolled 
down the little hill he chased after me, 
such concern maturing his pubescent face. 
 
Every Friday he would take me 
into the sweet shop and with his own 
pocket money buy us the forbidden. 
 
When he walked me home from school, 
his legs lengthened by six more years 
carved up the pavement at speed. 
 
Oddly though, I never fell behind. 
I held his most likely clammy hand, 
had to learn to run alongside him.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Yellow Canary 
 
If I am the cage 
against which your frantically 
beating heart rests… 
 
If I am the hands 
the inescapable hands 
that grip you… 
 
If I am the one 
to clip your escape 
and ground you… 
 
If it is my face 
that stares at you 
from between you bars… 
 
And if it is this voice 
that makes your thoughts, 
you drift away… 
 
If it is I… 
If she is me 
then I’m sorry. 
 
I will leave, 
leave quietly 
and set you free 
 
my yellow canary.  
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Infra-red Memories, 2011, mixed media on canvas 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Katie Allen, 22, grew up in West Yorkshire. She graduated with a BA in English Literature 
and Creative Writing from Warwick University in 2010, and attained an M.Litt from the 
University of St. Andrews last year. In her spare time she helps run the independent poetry 
publishing house, The New Fire Tree Press. Her poems are also in Broadsheet 18. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The First Taxonimist 
 
The bulkiest weren’t so hard; 
beasts of burden easily led 
from field to jetty. 
He’d coax them across planks, 
set his shoulder 
against a slab 
of flank and heave 
until hooves 
clattered onto the deck. 
Even the jungle-eyed tigers 
were at least 
readily recognised 
and ticked off the list, 
though he had to be fast 
and failed to be, twice. 
What he feared 
were the butterflies: 
crushable, amateur-bright, 
blameless, yet impossible 
to count, or catch.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Tabitha G. Allen has just turned 30, and lives in Winchester where she spends her days 
working on her PhD and on her own creative writing, accompanied by Frank, the 
Beddlington Terrier. In her spare time Tabitha enjoys reading the biographies of other writers 
and listening to Women’s Hour on Radio 4.  
 
 
 
 
 
Old Joe                                                                                  
 
Old Joe has gone. 
He must have left in the night. 
I know he was there 
When I went to sleep. 
While I slept I felt his weight beside me. 
 
This morning I woke and was alone. 
Cigar smoke fugged my lungs 
And made the sky sag and blur.  
  
In the kitchen pools have formed 
Sand-crabs dart away as I approach 
Burying themselves awkwardly  
Into the slate floor -  
 
For days they have been disrupting  
Our home.   
 
Silt has clogged the tin sink 
And pours from the tap when I turn it. 
Perched on the kettle is a gigantic gull 
He flaps and casts irregular shadows on the wall.  
  
I can’t make tea with this bird 
Loitering here. I wave my hands  
And make shooing noises.  
He flops from the kettle  
Onto the sideboard 
His eyes, like gizzards, watch 
As the water boils.  
 
Behind me I hear those crabs 
Scuttle every which way  
Resembling the sand  
They have lost, inconsistent, 
Fragile, schizophrenic.  
 



They disrupt everything.  
 
In the fridge a salmon 
Flays in pinkish foam- 
Sick eye lolling. 
I close the door on it.  
I don’t want salmon  
In my fridge. I want Joe  
To come home.  
  
While I dress  
The gull hops from place to place  
Pecking at discarded clothing. 
From his beak water leaks 
 
Spilling out until everything  
Is raw with salt.   
I don’t want this bird to watch me 
To cause my room to crack and spin. 
 
Perhaps Old Joe has wandered 
Over to the sea wall  
He likes to watch the tide –  
I shall leave the window open 
In case he comes home while I look.  
 
I know the gull is waiting  
For me to leave  
Innumerable pincers 
Stretch to embrace my toes.   
 
On the bus I thought I touched   
Sight of Joe limping past  
His good leg taking the weight, 
While the other trails behind 
Like a forgotten pet.  
 
But it wasn’t him. It was just another 
Old sailor lost in noise.  
 
On the pebbles I find a heap  
Of waxy feathers  
Raw bones scattered  
By scavengers now   
 
Discarded and forgotten. 
Smooth as the stones 
They gleam like baby teeth. 
I know these bones 
 



I’ll curl myself in the feathers  
For warmth and lay the skeleton out. 
 
The waves foam new words 
Rolling them off their long  
Tongue, tasting for strength -   
 
I repeat back what I’ve learnt.   
 
Come morning 
No trace will be left.  
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Trouvaille, 2010, acrylic on canvas 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Andrew Luty is an 18 year old from Anlaby, East Yorkshire. He is currently studying 
History with the Open University.  He has been writing poetry for a little over a month and 
has never been published before.  
 
 
 
 
 
One Dead, Many Hurt 
 
 
One dead, many hurt, one dead, many hurt, 
Reads man on the train, newspaper on knee,  
Attention caught by the girl in the skirt, 
The words on the page become a grey sea, 
His eyes glaze over, skips the mother’s plea. 
Fluffs the paper and returns to page one. 
Sighing, he looks over, the girl has gone. 
Go to page seven, read the fully story. 
He flicks over the pages and reads on, 
Print warning, the pictures may be gory 
Died on impact says another stuffed shirt, 
The headline just read, one dead, many hurt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Richard Gaunt was born in Leeds and still lives in the city. He is 37 years old and has 
recently returned to writing after a break of some years, making the shortlist in 2010’s Arvon 
International Poetry Competition. Previous magazine appearances include The Rialto, Orbis, 
Smiths Knoll and Other Poetry, amongst others.  
 
 
 
A Methodist amongst the Chrysanthemums 
 

“…we want [a gardener] almost as much as you do, for ours is turned Methodist and 
has prayed away his intellect, at least as a gardener.” 

   Frances, Lady Irwin, Mistress of Temple Newsam House 
 
 
He listens to peals of flowers rung by bees, 
leans in the doorframe, ducking his bare head in and out. 
Far down the glassy nave mirrored mates  
anticipate their beer in shouted whispers, flattered  
by high summer’s glare, prising open the portals 
with a squeak of gears like winter rhubarb  
jostling in the dark. The hoarded heat drifts,  
heavy as smoke, over the garden wall to outcast Leeds 
where crammed streets of lean-to houses 
slouch stubbornly against each other. 
The Charm Chrysanths are favourite baubles here, 
cosseted, bursting for a month, then honeying the air 
with fragrant ends, but they’re not his favourite show.  
He’d rather be in the beds than look at them: 
in the middle of a packed-out, noisy meeting, 
raucous with testimony: tuber’s return,  
gradual revival of the crocus,  
the buzz and chatter of the wobbling phlox. 
Over snap they nudge him about girls: 
he wants to talk about the sacrifice depicted 
in a passionflower, show them buddleia 
visited by flights of papery angels,  
but his enthusiasm sounds too much like their work.  
Bolting dry bread, gulping down tea, they’re back to it;  
he’s careful to turn up busy when he’s looked for, 
not dragging roses from each other’s throats  
but gently tamping seedlings down 
with a spade of dirty thumbnail, anointing them –   
filling shelf upon shelf in the potting sheds  
and preparing every last vessel he can find.   
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Natalie Moores, 21, is from Manchester. She completed a BA in Drama with English at 
Loughborough University in 2011 and is currently studying for an MA in Creative Writing at 
the same University.  
 
 
Pulled Threads 
 
She sat in her chair 
in her home. 
She could not remember 
a time before  
it was her home. 
 
With its shiny red door 
and carpet scuffed and well-paced. 
She lived amongst  
grinning children 
and ripples 
on bed sheets. 
 
She spoke to her husband 
in a life she once knew 
and wiggled her toes 
in sheepskin slippers. 
 
Singing  
that bit from  
that song she loved 
once, 
what to have for breakfast? 
Or would it be lunch? 
She’d have kippers 
on toast 
with mince 
and carrots 
and a lovely dollop of cream. 
 
The sweet smell of batter 
still lingered in her crinkled nose 
from the chip shop downstairs 
the grease marks 
of yesterday’s news 
 
there was an air raid shelter once 
under the floor 
she was sure of it. 
 



 * 
 
He paused 
before 
the shiny red fraud 
of a door 
for the second time 
that day. 
Never hammered  
or cracked  
with gale force  
or speckled  
with rainwater 
it stood firm  
between them. 
 
Well-rehearsed 
two knocks then twist 
on the smug  gold handle 
so as not to disturb 
the occupant. 
 
The room held  
the smell of bleach 
and dusters. 
 
She was sat in that chair 
it was plonked in  
it was to make her feel at home 
it was wrong. 
She hated green. 
 
Her cardigan was patterned 
with dribbled breakfast 
and pulled threads. 
Its buttons were in mismatched pairs. 
He would fix that. 
 
“Are you here to fix the boiler?” 
She asked 
with a plain smile, 
he searched her eyes for a  
hint of that mischievous glint 
he knew must be in there 
somewhere. 
 
He took her hand 
only they could hear the  
clink 
of two gold rings 



 
When ‘I’ve come to see you’  
doesn’t mean anything 
anymore, 
all that’s left is, 
 
“Yes love, 
that’s just what I’ll do.”  
 
 

       
 
      Secrets Under Your Pillow, 2010, acrylic on canvas 



David Owen is 24 years old and lives in London, UK. He has loved poetry ever since being 
read ‘Heard It in the Playground’ by Allan Ahlberg as a child. He took a creative writing 
degree at the University of Winchester. Many of his poems have appeared in previous 
Agenda Broadsheets, and he is in Broadsheet 17. 
 
Crazy Paved 
 
Somewhere in our pasts 
I pressed her back to 
the wintered shop window, 
my fingers in her dress, her hair. 
A contour of heat lingered on the glass, 
a departing semblance like a haze 
of breath snared inside a jar. 
 
Her invite is the last of a collection 
raised into a church, crazy paved 
with frills, colours, and scents. 
She’ll wear white, clean and mocking, 
under a spectre’s veil. 
One day its burden of dust 
will sink this paper church. 
Her hair in soft spiral rivulets. 
 
 
Gather Lonely Things 
 
They carry his bed 
to the top of the spiral stair 
and lie him beneath the lamp.  
 
The storm panes that have weathered 
the tallest sea dog tale are prised 
free with hammers and cranks 
to let the wind keen 
through the fretwork of steel. 
 
With fleece around their hands 
they strip the lens and light 
and sink them to steam in the bay. 
 
The shifting wind gathers lonely 
night-borne ships to him, 
lost by the deadpan click clicking 
of the clockworks’ blind rotation, 
their yearning threnodial whalesong, 
the hush of the sea on the rocks, 
his requiem.   
 
 



Dead Cats 
 
The old woman, stooped 
by the weight, 
carried home the paper every Sunday, 
diverged the sections 
across her kitchen table 
to bend her head 
until the light failed. 
 
They found the bodies 
of cats in fraternal rows, 
packaged in years’ old current affairs 
like a hundred unfinished games 
of pass the parcel, between 
the shrouds of newsprint prizes 
of fur and tooth and claw. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Purple Revolution, 2010, acrylic on canvas 
 



 
 
 
 
 
Matthew Cooper, 24, is based in London after studying Music. As well as writing poetry, he 
is also writing a novel and recording an album. His work deals with isolation, depression and 
longing. His influences in poetry are Lao Tsu and Gary Snyder, as well as philosophers such 
as Alan Watts and Bertrand Russell.  
 
 
 
 
I Hope You Are Warm 
 
 
 
I hope wherever you are you’re warm; I know you hate the cold. 
I hope you are safe and happy, never sad. 
I hope every day is the first day of spring, that the daffodils are in bloom and that bluebells 
carpet the forest floor. 
I hope the smell of jasmine is in the air, not strong but subtle, like a childhood memory you 
can’t quite place. 
I hope they serve elderflower wine, I know it’s your favourite; let the taste remind you of 
June in Regents Park. 
I hope you are sleeping well, I have left you some lavender; I don’t think it really helps. 
I hope the music is sweet, Smoke Gets in your Eyes is my favourite, but you never told me 
yours, I wish you had. 
 
 
I hope the days are long, the nights are short and the tide stays in, I think that would be best. 
I hope the stars come out and the Moon is full. 
I hope for summer rain, sometimes. 
I hope the sun feels hot on your skin and that the water is calm enough to swim. 
I hope the breeze is soft. 
I hope dogs are allowed, I heard once that they are.  
Birds, I hope birds are allowed too. 
 
 
I hope you are well. 
I hope you forgive me; I haven’t visited you since I left you here alone, and for that I’m 
sorry. 
But, you are with me always, and my heart is always with you. 
And when I leave this place I will find you, I promise. 
But wherever you are I hope you are warm, I know you hate the cold.  
  
 
 
 
 



 
Prayer for you oh bird 
 
I say this prayer for you oh bird,  
Who died in my hands today. 
 
You fell from your nest,  
Away from your family. 
Alone you came into the world. 
Underdeveloped – transparent,  
I could see your heart beating in your chest. 
 
Gasping for air, for life. 
Holding on, holding on, then gone. 
Minutes old. 
 
To you life was a quick and terrifying glimpse of this world. 
You never knew what you were. 
You didn’t know how to fly – you fell – but know you were loved. 
 
Buried in a grave surrounded by stones. 
I burnt sage and said this prayer for you. 
“Oh bird – wherever you may be,  
You are not alone – you are with me.” 
 

      
 
    Warmth of the Rain, 2010, acrylic on canvas 



Chris Glover, 21, is a student at Lancaster University, studying English Literature with 
Creative Writing. He has had one previous poem published by Forward Poetry. He lives in 
Rickmansworth with his family. 
 
I Crave A Sin That Breaks Me  
 
I crave a sin that breaks me, pollutes my blood with woe,  
I pray to a god beneath me, with words he doesn’t know,  
strung tight with your confusion, that golden thread of hope,  
but now I know that all that is this unknotted rope.  
And yet I might compare you to a ghost without a haunt,  
atop my withering eye that weeps on demons not yet gaunt.  
And out of the depths I cry unto you, O Lord!  
Into the clouds I whimpered, above the flames you roared.  
You buried me in lachrymal, with tears of every soul,  
this conveyer-belt of heartbeats, this hell a piece of coal,  
Erebus, where are you? This path is swept too clean,  
and you can be Diana, imperfection my blackened screen,  
my will was writ at birth, by hands I’d not yet owned.  
On nine beats of a heart that to them I then loaned.  
And I waited in a rocking chair, as they fled to pawn shops inside 
The burnt-out carcass of a man run down, ablaze with tears un-cried.  
Oh, curse this straight line! It be damned! This world of raven bliss!  
That we ride inside a hearse of white, torn apart just for a kiss,  
for hope, the irremissible, she might wait inside a shroud,  
of flowers woven by hell itself, of whispers oh so loud!  
Death inside a wedding veil bore a casket of my tears,  
and behind those bars you watched eyes of loss in Heaven’s fears.  
See how you tremble at my wingspan? Look how you de-robe my silence?  
As I prick your theories with roses, wait naked on the grave of science,  
that I might wash clean these wounds in the swamps of your law,  
and pick out of mine trembling eyes with nine vultures and more,  
while my vampire pain here waits, that you still will never know,  
As I crave a sin that breaks, pollutes my blood with woe. 
 
 
Every dream is a sin, Every sin is a dream 
 
Some people are never heartbroken,  
and history has long forgotten them.  
Some people are always whole,  
and death has now divided them.  
Some people are always smiling,  
and the dark has now upset them.  
Some people are always talking,  
and a line has long since silenced them.  
Some people are always running,  
and the walkers have now over-taken them.  
But I am none of these people,  
except in all my dreams. 



 
Jen Campbell, 24, is from the North East of England, and now lives in London where she 
works in an antiquarian bookshop. Her poems and short stories have been published in many 
literary journals, such as The Rialto, Poetry London and The Interpreter’s House. She is also 
the author of Weird Things Customers Say in Bookshops (Constable and Robinson, 2012). 
She blogs at jen-campbell.blogspot.com. 
 
 
 
 
 
Slipstream 
 
i 
 
The conversation flashed 
across the pool of yearning soles: fish for 
thought and upturned stomachs with seams and stoppers  
that turned and rolled.  
They’d repeat each sermon 
and jump on bread, suicidal bodies that sought to  
be proved  
 
the heroes, and they coaxed the net.  
They turned and they writhed; they smiled and then rolled. 
 
ii 
 
The jump was right at half past three, with ropes against  
those hampered joints. Buried pebbles born out of dares and trysts,  
 
an afternoon impossibly stretched. A one-syllable crunch 
that made lamppost halos, which nobody saw.  
 
A chlorine bath, an ocean drop.  
They kissed before the water hit, no going back: 
their hands were tied, and –    
 
iii 
 
they forgot to breathe, such a conscious thing, all this constant 
flow of forget-me-not bubbles 
tying bows in stomachs and braids in hair,  
and when their lungs expanded they took  
in salt, found minerals as friends and shook blue hands, and 
there was still a dull knocking:  
a current on timer and the trembling word 'second.'  
They boarded in twos at the beat of a drum.  
 
They had signed the pact together in blue and white lycra 
and overcoats with the price tags left on.  
 



iv 
 
The letters were found three hours too late, in hands that shook  
the guilt free atoms. They spliced the pardons meant as post-mortem bait,  
as postcards from some other world, where 
the bloated don’t float across the six pm news; where 
the whispers of neighbours are plugged and erased. Where love is washed up; 
where they swim, and their skin 
is not like leathered prunes; where the stopwatch is broken against  
tepid rock pools, and so the minutes turn into an arthritic coral; where  
the fish make homes in not-so-fresh seaweed hair 
in lost-and-found puckered lips that kiss rotting flesh:  
in tied up, cupped hands, and in scrubbed-clean knees.  
 

                 
 
                Eudemonia Blooms, 2011, mixed media on canvas 



 
 
 
Tess Jolly, 36, lives in West Sussex where she has recently become a workshop leader for the 
Little Green Pig Writing Project. She has had poems published in a wide variety of paper and 
online magazines including Magma, The North, Iota and Obsessed with Pipework and was a 
runner-up in last year's Mslexia Poetry Competition. 
 
 
 
Overdose 
 
 
A full monsoon moon drenched the dark 
as women huddled round our table pushing strings  
of painted beads, silver bags and ivory seeds  
into our palms with long insistent fingers,  
rubbed their thumbs on our backs and whispered  
opium, opium through gaps in nut-reddened grins. 
We shook our heads and invented conversation, 
drank hot tea lined with thick sweet milk, 
the walls bare but for posters campaigning  
Don’t Smoke in Laos above drawings of thin hunched addicts. 
 
You were becoming restless as the thirst began  
to dominate, and soon you were too tired  
to walk to the shops for the Red Bull and Coke you craved. 
I’m dying for a drink you’d whisper through chalked white lips 
water wouldn’t moisten, so I brought you can after can.  
Between your incessant need to piss and showers  
to cool your heat-lashed skin you crawled into the hammock,  
tie-dyed fabric wrapping bones licked by a sugar-blaze.  
 
You told me later you’d heard voices, seen bright colours  
flash on the backs of your eyes, said you remembered  
waking somewhere and then waking again  
with a drip to each wrist, oxygen tubes in your nose.  
The sun was hanging by crimson threads from the rim 
of distant hills, and as I searched for words to hold you 
an echo held the husk of a church bell’s toll – grieving  
for all that was lost whilst naming the life still there to name. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



                       
 
                      The Future is Gravitational Memories, 2010, acrylic on canvas 
                                                            ******* 



 

 
 
 


