
 

                             Welcome to Broadsheet 18 
    which accompanies the Retrospectives issue of Agenda (Vol 46 No 3). 
 

 
 
Egmont Point – oil and acrylic on canvas 
 
 
This Broadsheet focuses on the paintings of Michael Sole, 26, who was educated at 
Blundell’s School, Tiverton, Devon. He gained a BA (Hons) in Fine Art: Painting from 
Wimbledon College of Art in 2008. In 2009 and 2010, he was ‘Young Artist of the Year’, 
Royal Society of Marine Artists, Mall Galleries, London. As well as group exhibitions mainly 
in London, he has had many solo exhibitions in London, the West Country, Suffolk and in 
France. 



 
He says of his work: ‘Evolving around my interest in nature and the re-evaluation of its 
painterly tradition, my work explores paint, painting as a process and translations of the 
environment using certain techniques and materials. 
 
To gain inspiration for the subject matter of the work, I place myself into the environment, 
enabling me to bring thoughts, ideas, and the physical presence of the landscape or 
environment back into the studio as a transferral process, while at the same time trying to 
develop and resolve my interests when it comes to painting.  
 
The sea and the sky are fascinating to me, especially in extreme circumstances, such as 
storms. In painting I feel very strongly that energy must be met with energy. By this I mean 
big seas and powerful subject matter benefit from energetic, physical and confident painting 
which usually includes allowing the paint to have its own way without using a brush. 
Dripping, pouring, throwing, lifting, shaking etc. all add to these involuntary effects. Through 
these processes and certain techniques I hope to capture the power and atmosphere of the 
environment that I have placed myself into. 
 
The materials I use include oils, bitumen, gravel, PVA and emulsion. I focus on the technique 
more than the subject matter, enjoying the ideas and results of the paint and the processes 
being my main concern.’ 
 

 
 
Chapel by the sea – oil 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.  She is also represented in Broadsheet 17. 
 
 
 
 
Metamorphosis 
 
 
 
Find all four corners. 
 
The first is crushed to a well’s floor 
by the cold weight of black water. 
 
The second lies beneath the oldest spruce, 
tangled in roots grown in an ice age. 
 
Open the most precious book in the house; 
there’s the third, stitched to its flyleaf. 
 
Be quick for the last as it jumps 
through summer on a kite- string. 
 
Unpin them one after another 
and loosen the folds until 
 
you can lay the world out like a map. 
Take your time. Valley-fold 
 
diagonally from right to left, 
then fold each bottom edge 
 
towards the top. Mountain-fold 
the entire piece in half. 
 
Don’t stop until you can gently lift 
whatever it is – a tree, a kite, a book… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Ice and Fire 
 
My cousin has always been ice, 
frozen-veined, mute –  
a smooth miracle from ankle to crown. 
My birth was a scorched cradle, 
a missed anvil strike. 
 
I’d burned through a thousand lives 
in the time it took for her 
to turn with glacial slowness, 
her lovely gaze on the farrier’s son. 
 
After that, it was only a matter of time 
until she led him barefoot away 
from his late smithy hours 
where once I’d slip from candle to candle 
to watch his hands as he worked –  
 
a delicate lesson in patience 
and one that I, in my fury, soon forgot. 
 
 
 
 
 
House in the Woods 
 
Caught off-guard the first time, 
we come back at dusk with a camera 
to the door aslant on one hinge. 
 
Glass lies scattered over the threshold 
against intruders like us, 
stepping carefully across in summer shoes. 
 
Inside, we photograph everything 
with clinical, forensic interest. 
The last photo is blurred –  
 
bathtub floating incongruously white 
amid the rise and ebb 
of shadows on the floor; 
 
a pedal boat that’s drifted out too far, 
its cargo of poltergeists 
weightless and crowded as leaves. 
 
 



Housewarming 
 
Their new home is full of light and little else. 
He gives them the bottle of Calvados –  
cap replaced halfway up the drive. 
 
A handshake, a kiss on the cheek 
and he follows them both past the piled boxes 
into the kitchen, with its smell of new paint. 
 
Later he steps out to see the garden, 
or a place he might coax into a garden 
given the years, the plants, the birds, the tools. 
 
A snowdrop has flowered early. Frail. Bloodless. 
In his mind’s eye a crocus twists out of itself. 
Then another. A dozen, a crop of them: 
 
a sudden blare of striped tulips, 
blowsy poppies that drift in the heat, 
a rake propped by the back door. 
 
But her voice draws him back to nightfall 
and this bare stretch of earth, and her, 
a portrait limned in the doorway. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
March gale, no. 5 – oil and acrylic on paper 



Joe Dresner was born in Sunderland in 1987 and lives in London. He has previously been 
published in Ambit, The SHOp, Poetry Salzburg Review. He won first prize in the 2011 South 
Bank Poetry competition. 
 
The Last Time I Slept with my Father 
 
The last time I slept with my father 
he smoked in the dark, the tip 
of his cig glowing in the night 
like a planet.  
He would blow smoke rings into 
the gloom where they would  
strike out like little boats before 
unravelling into shadow. 
Sleep crashed over me like a wave.  
I didn’t ask for this or the other things.  
I would have questions  
for my ancestors, emerging from 
their caves at the end of the last ice age, 
making marks in the snow, 
naming the stars. 
 
 
In for a penny 
 
Boobalah, the watchers are guarding the borders.  
Tax collectors haunt the mountain passes. 
We first wonder, then grow restive. 
Boobalah, how strange it seems that we once 
attended watercolour classes and free film festivals 
and shopped at the organic butchers 
at the bottom of the road. 
Thrift moves in to our flat like an awkward housemate, 
cooking his smelly food, establishing a tyranny 
over the electricity key. I stalk about 
the house in the dark, throttling taps, daring 
them to drip. Boobalah, I went as far 
as to unscrew the fridge’s light bulb. 
I know you would have me do things, 
sit in the park and rub yon boulder 
as if it would purr or grant me a wish, 
or have me write letters to our local Labour councillor 
or the moon. 
Boobalah, we’ve already got to wherever we were always going. 
And Boobalah our mandate was never to dream hard 
wintry dreams but was rather how to weigh the ration 
of light the next day will bring. 
 
 
*‘Boobalah’ is Yiddish , it means ‘little darling’ or ‘sweetie’; lit. ‘little boy’. 



 
 
Krishan Coupland was born in Southampton, and recently graduated from Staffordshire 
University. His work has appeared in Brittle Star, Aesthetica and 3AM Magazine. His website 
is: www.krishancoupland.co.uk . 
 
 
 
Siege 
 
 
Watching the smoke that spills from the compound windows 
Darken to a sightless black, and billow up like a swelling belly 
One can almost hear the held-breath of onlookers, 
The wind-carried curses and mutters, tiny prayers 
Which continue, low and conspiring, until orange flame kicks 
Through the roof, and curls itself into a feeding, craven  
Burning funnel. And people start to scream, and you stand 
Behind the yellow tape and wait, squinting to see if any  
Tiny figures break ground from the smashed doors, scurry 
Like finger-thick shadows away from the crumbling tower. 
 
 
 
 
Glass Eye 
 
 
Hold up a hand, a finger 
and watch one eye criss-cross, 
tracking, while the other remains 
so still. 
 
When she kisses that eye stays 
open, seeing everything, cool and 
suspicious as CCTV. 
 
When she lies on her back below 
you that eye stares past, looking 
beyond the ceiling, tiny lights 
shifting like thoughts within. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Dogs Die in Hot Cars 
 
 
Beyond shaded glass something 
moves, high-hipped, legs thin as 
chicken necks quivering loose flesh 
stretched over hocks. 
 
Nothing human, certainly. Green 
eyes press on glass like 
muted road signs. Teeth click and 
slaver and those finger-thin legs  
jerk like rolls of flypaper 
with each tireless yelp. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Untitled 
 



Joey Connolly lives in Manchester, where he edits Kaffeeklatsch, a new journal of poetry 
and criticism (manualpoetry.co.uk). His poetry has appeared in various journals, including 
PN Review, The Rialto, and Poetry Wales, as well as on Radio 4. He is 25. 
 
Cage 
 
When we came to the place, the tarmac pitch 
was a mess of broken glass 
and wet leaves, and fading tins. 
 
There was a thin sun, though, so we kicked aside 
what we could, and set about a match 
with the flicker of pale skin, our breath 
 
above the concrete, and the shadows of the mesh fence. 
All the while there were two kids, aged 
thirteen or so, placed side by side like 
 
machine parts. Unspeaking. They’d toy with phones, instead, 
or the girl would trail to the park railings, 
and back. We watched in the lulls of our game: 
 
neither had offered so much as a word 
to the other. So we began to wonder – or 
imagine – as we played,  
 
what kind of strange thing they could have come here for. 
 
 
 
That Peculiar Effect is Created By 
 
 
    darkness falling 
    away, like water, slipping 
into water, or 
  the self-consciousness of that 
 
  slow pivot, naked 
         under the bare 
     energy-saver 
of your room. My instinct, now, 
 
is to make something stick: 
     is to drink. Water, say, 
      off a duck, 
 
    its glittering back, oilish 
and rainbowed in the 
harder light of your        having left. 



 
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. He is also represented in Broadsheet 17. 
 
 
Achluophobia  
 
Might I yet love if you pour sand into this heart? 
With my public hands tear your private hell apart?  
Dreams still so ripped open, my tears emerge as fangs,  
Thinking of her hangman’s noose, where my tattered soul still hangs,  
Weeping now, it suffocates, each breath not meant to be,  
Yet how can I be a prisoner, when my thoughts are still so free? 
How is it you see me, when I cannot find myself? 
Why is it that my bleeding heart lies naked on the shelf?  
Awakened from reality, to walk again in dreams,  
Raped again by whispers, the foreboding of my screams.  
I liked you so for saving me, and loved you still for not,  
Worshipped you for building me a Hell, a grave, a cot. 
Wrapped so sound in words I never meant to say,  
In love with the idea of you, the direction, not the way.  
A side of you I never knew, laid so for all the rest,  
Memories of the future, just seem to me a test,  
Of how far this road will take me, how deep this river runs,  
Russian roulette with broken hearts in one barrel of two guns.  
And yet if sand you give me, my wounds might breathe anew,  
Each tear might be a preacher, each lie might now be true.  
Till then these public hands will hold each vein so tight,  
Safe inside your private Hell, your papier-mâché night.  
This line to you, my love, I wrote before I forgot:  
I love therefore I am. But when I am, I’m not. 
 
 
 

 
 
Sea study, no. 35 – oil and acrylic on paper 
 



 
 
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 has a creative writing 
degree from the University of Winchester. His poetry appears in several Agenda Broadsheets, 
including no 17. 
 
 
Ransom 
 
 
We follow the jaw 
of the beach, down 
where the tree line coughs 
up stones like broken teeth. 
 
This moment; Dad’s 
coat ransomed by wind 
like a cape, 
the chatter of pebbles 
when the tide tugs 
 
them back like children lead 
to wash the sand from their feet. 
I would hold this moment forever. 
None of it will happen again. 
 
 
 
 
The Passing of Wolves 
 
 
Years later I dreamed of the wood 
where I’d littered fag butts 
like starched blossoms. 
 
The trees had petrified in glassy fists, 
emptied themselves of the unknowable 
with the arthritic knap of bones. 
 
I used to imagine the ice whispered 
in the bracken to screen 
the passing of wolves. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Benjamin Jack Larner, 21, is a London based poet and composer. He is currently studying 
composition at the Royal Academy of Music. His grandfather is the well-known Irish poet, 
Desmond O’Grady, long associated with Agenda and its founders, William Cookson and Ezra 
Pound. This is Ben’s first publication. 
 
Bells  
 
                                                           The bells ring throughout. 
                                                                         The old eyes are watching  
                                                                laced fragments roll and gambol  
                                                                              in this last eve summer gown. 
                                                Into Leutha’s vale with pregnant breaths, 
                                                   she wears the sun and 
      glowers at the horizon  
                                    forget-me-not in amber shoals. 
       Theotormon bathes in a shower of words, 
                                          crucifix glancing toward 
                                                          flowers fire and buxom wants: 
 
                                           Want not,  
                                                     for thou art in thy wants.  
 
                               The thunders roll and Bromion  
                                         rolls in the fields of his innocence, 
             an infantile element to projected morality: 
 
To earth, only what earth gave; 
                                                         all love is incest. 
 
                                                And the standards rise as Antiochus 
                                         Lays forth his riddled flesh 
                        For royal eyes as witness bear: 
 
 
Hold up the face 
                      With empty sockets 
                                                      For dancing corpses  
              With empty pockets 
 
 
 
                                                             Know and be still. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Melancholia 
 
...Syruped water flushed bronze 
Window a faint decay, 
 
The colour red for all those dead. 
 
Sweet things made 
Children sing of songs with skin, 
 
Chant in pollen, my love, my heart. 
 
A rose for summer. 
A stone for heaven.  
Kyrie eleison. 
Christe eleison. 
Amen... 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Song Without Words 
 
The field ripples a distant murmur, 
silence. 
 
             Silence, a gentle passing between 
infinity and sand. 
 
The slowed movement 
of blessed bodies contorted against the ether 
                  renewing, with every delicate tremble, renewed.   
 
A distant murmur towards and towards 
            the distant and towards shores and towards  
the kiss 
 
              the kiss held between lands and oceans 
massed as children of the ecstatic past baptism 
                                                                            amongst shrubs 
 
and daisy linked spring and  
                            rust loosely patterned rust audience to the 
         corruption of every father in births blessed sanctity. 
 
-O sweet lament! 



                             How bitter is an act upon 
The corrupt soul to know the furrowed countenance 
                                                                 of providence. 
 
Was it not writ within the organ of our action? 
 
                          O if ‘twere   
 I slept a thousand years in mine own arms 
                                       ‘twould not relieve my flesh of these 
                                         tainted visions! 
 
To have committed such crimes ‘gainst heaven  
for the sake of man! O Kane! 
                                 
                                                    Kane! 
                                                              Thou art forever damned 
                                            the liberator of sedition. 
 
Gathering heat, together the sterling mist  
Regards the sunset, rising with an urgency  
of form through chains of lavender, 
 
                                                                   the haze infusing the anatomy of all 
                                                                   beneath chambers of red foliage, softly 
                                                                   regaling its seeds with stories and songs, 
                        
                                         an ode to hollowed ground. 
 
The resting place of music. 
 
That Luther nailed upon the door the  
Tongue of those now dead complete with 
ovum procrastinations within the infinitive a 
strong hand holding stronger dissention 
                     (Loud now, speak up boy!!!) 
                                         
                                          Prepare thyself. 
                                          Prepare thyself, for here cometh the new day. 
                                          The wit and nimbled hand, 
                                          Resplendent in gold and bronze, 
                                          Father and loins returned as butchers.       
 
                                                                Resonant is dissonance beating of 
                                                             the air a winged form embryonic of 
                                                         fresh dreams to be sown into the bloomed  
                                                    skin of lovers 
 
and upon the mountains spoken 
       trail a temple of tall wood carved  
                  virgin 



 
blessed the sultry a residue  
              proscribed the souls journey unto the 
souls journey unto the cloud of 
              unknowing a purple meadow 
 
                        wearing orange mist that flows a 
                                   silken veil rippling in time unknowing  
                the darkness a beauty sustained organum  
                                  Orpheus forsook when he with liquid eye looked 
                upon the face of music  
 
                          with the salt of our bodies rotating the 
                      full of humanity conjoined faces 
                  flush with winters glow she bourn of 
              the sky with slowed heart speaks with words  
         cotton gown afresh and her eyes in dusk 
      in dusk in dusk 
 
- You are too young my darling. 
 
                                                   Too young. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Pointing home – oil on canvas 
 
 



Simon Kohli is twenty-nine years of age. He currently lives and works in Greater London.  
 
Brief Visit  
 
A log-fire glowing over golf clubs, 
Nice furniture, posh looking French doors, 
A pair of stone-baked strangers with bubs 
Held between them as though something spare 
Had caught in the knuckle of a double knot 
Loosened, worn, frayed, a temporary care 
For the scruffy burden – the snot nose tiger-tot. 
They were kind enough to bring him upstairs 
To a man spine slack lying down 
Dreaming gold silk on a bed of Poppy Brown –  
Wake up wake up wake up wake up wake up – 
Five little piggies issued slaps to the face,  
Then a Glasgow-kiss right on the nut. 
He only wanted dad off the eastern slut.  
 
A Car Ride 
 
                i 
 
You probably had a black eye, 
betting slip in your pocket 
all screwed up before the race 
had even started.   
 
Your sister – Sharon, good lass –  
gave you doorstep credibility –  
without her, Nan would’ve  
told you to fuck off. 
 
 
                 ii 
 
I sang Nelly the elephant,  
you told Sharon drive here 
there, just one more place 
till she lost patience 
‘I thought yer desperately wanted to see him?’ 
 
‘C’mon, y’know the score,’ you replied. 
I trumpety trump trumped 
I called out your first name, 
you said call me dad,  
but I asked if we on the thieve instead.  
 
After that, I never saw you again – 
you were hidden in the mirror. 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Fresh easterly – oil and acrylic on canvas 
 
 
 
 
 



Lara Charles has been writing poetry all her life, but only recently decided to take it further 
and submit her poems for publication. She set up a poetry event in Wandsworth which she 
ran for a number of years and she is currently a member of the Poetry Society’s London south 
west Stanza group, performing on a regular basis. Her poetry captures her experiences of 
living overseas (Mexico, India, and Japan) but also her London Urban life, her love of the 
natural world and the fires that drive the human spirit. She is 39 and lives in London.  
 
 
 
Possessions  
 
 
When she died she took her soul and no earthly possessions or so we thought 
 
In fact she had taken a heavy suitcase packed tightly  
 
Clasped down by resolute squeezing  
 
Inside she had a lamb’s wool blanket that she had wrapped around the shuddering night 
 
A glass jar of delicate words plucked from a distant tree and, 
 
like the humming bird’s wing, given out precisely,  
 
She packed solid sinopia bricks which held up my discordant expeditions 
 
A tin bucket that stored dreams that fell as endless rain 
 
She took the summer stream over pebbles and dancing viridian weeds 
 
And the hush of the wind in the silver birch tree 
 
She rolled up maps of untold paths 
 
The little odd buttons left in a drawer that had once belonged 
 
She chiselled out a block of golden dusted air 
 
And neatly packed away a sound like the fridge’s constant reassuring hum 
 
But if she could have left just one of these possessions 
 
It would have been the lullaby of golden slumbers and kissed eyes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Sea study,  no. 10 – oil and acrylic on paper 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 

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. 

 

 
The Other Woman 
 
 
Eve takes a bite, and spits 
lime acid between the parted grass, and to hell with this: 
this moulding green, finger tips tripping on fig leaves cut 
and coloured, splayed, sun-dialled and pinned. With limbs like butter 
cupped in heat. And now Eve's chin begins to glow 
with names inside these hedged-in walls, watched by half 
` kids from some Kingdom Come who hear each trip as 
metronome beats: tap-tap, tap-tap, and they make her 
coin, with bottle bank words that smash within 
recycled verbs, of Chinese whispers and Chinese burns. They bin 
Adam's horticultural prose: a little blot of hissing worlds that 
evolved last night, a call at dusk to his ex-wife. “Lilith?” Eve had 
breathed, and then a pause: the weight of all these crushed down words. 
And so, the suitcase, and so the secret garden, so. 
Time aches before Adam returns, with food behind and bleeding 
blood: the Gardener Carnivore plus half a bird, with dead feet 
turned out like plastic pulled. They split the wings of peace apiece: the 
gentle snap of brittle bones from opposing ends of tri-side green. 
“How was your day?” he says, and feathers fly, and Eve plays her words on 
tendoned bread, lets them gather over him mouth full and says: 
“I’m leaving you for a woman,” she says, “Divorce,” she says. 
Her insides grin, and Adam's apple bobs; he chokes 
on air, says: “What on earth?” and these are words which part the trees. 
She throws the fruit, a cricket ball with teeth marks carved, they 
arch their way, whistle and thud. He catches and she leans in and says: 
“This is why I cannot stay.” 
He palms the red, forbid: for bid, the highest bidder, whom he is not. He 
contemplates the bite, yet not. Cowers, hand-made, sold second hand. 
“Lilith understands these things,” Eve snatches back, rubs apple on her leafy sleeve; 
“it takes a woman to understand, you see,” and takes a bite, turns round and leaves. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
memories of your sister in a full-body wetsuit 
 
 
Letters had been found in bags. Cut and stick newspaper notes 
like it’s the movies. So we took her away. 
She looked out of place against the motor. It was its corners, 
and her hair as she pushed the back seats down flat to sit. Like a tank. 
Before then, when I'd seen her, she’d just been showered. 
I'd caught her eyes in vases, in newly-washed milk bottles 
before you’d thrown them on the front step. 
She used to dodge under tables. She preferred the ground. 
We three sang along the road, an old fur coat across my knees. 
All she wanted was to cradle old cassette covers. They opened 
up with sound. Like a rolled up flannel you threw in water 
‘til it bloomed. My aunt bought those in bulk from the Disney store in town. 
That was the nineties. Petals shoved into pores. 
We'd scrub down in a shared bath until all the sins were drowned. 
Amen. You sped up then to make sure all the cruel things got left behind. 
The sea was far; you could guess it by the gulls. I spy on the run. 
You took us to a lighthouse, her nose high in the air ten miles 
before we pulled up. Her hands against the windows, making waves. 
She never used to talk much. You said you always used to come here 
before your mum found amber bottles on a top shelf. 
Before the operation where your sister’s legs were split - because she’d arrived 
in this world swimming. Your dad looking for a receipt. 
Now the kids call her selkie until they make it stick. 
Her left leg is weaker, only half the bones. Henry said 
she must've done a bad thing, back when. Like you can bottle karma 
and shower in it. So we left a canoe strapped to the car roof. 
Enough cat food out so it'd be there when we made it back. 
Your mother would be sleeping. No more bad luck. No more dead fish. 
Our bags were full of lycra. You blew bubbles, and she grinned, 
your knuckles red. We changed our clothes right in the car park 
with all its people watching, their eyes tracking scars 
that snaked all up her legs and down again as scissors. 
You grabbed the camera. We put our faces through those portrait boards 
a sailor and a mermaid. 
She jumped into the sea as though parting water 
and it listened. You took my hand, said you’d forgotten soap. 
I remembered arm bands like blood pressure monitors, 
the pounding in my ears. Water shooting up my nose and the taste of anaesthetic. 
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