
Broadsheet 21  
Welcome to Broadsheet 21 featuring voices of young poets, 
along with paintings by young artists. 
 
Michelle Swann  http://www.michelleswann.co.uk/ who was featured in Broadsheet 20 
appears again here, as does Lara Popovic who also has some poems in this broadsheet.  
 

 
Michelle Swann: Yosemite at Night, 2011. Mixed media on canvas 

 
 
 
 



Will Harris was born in 1989 in London, of mixed Anglo-Indonesian heritage, and studied at 
the universities of Oxford and St Andrews. He has been awarded the Basil Mitchell Poetry 
Prize, the Oxonian Review Poetry Prize and was shortlisted for an Eric Gregory Award from 
the Society of Authors in 2013. He currently works as a freelance writer and co-edits the 
poetry journal 13 Pages. 
 
 
Brasil 
 
 
All I have’s this short note scrawled  
in brittle ball-point; each lovingly  
curt rebuff, each rule by which he could  
never abide, stamped Jan. ‘93. 
 
That’s where he is, haversack  
of rum and barley-bread in tow,  
sat under a fruit tree as black   
smoke rises from the camp below. 
 
 
 
On the Cannibals 
 
 
He set sail in search of Cathay  
only to discover a land  
free from avarice, famed for  
 
a certain claret-coloured root  
drunk lukewarm  
by its men. He wrote back  
 
of Plato and Propertius,  
the latter having spoken once  
of ivy growing best  
 
untended to and strawberries  
flourishing in unseen,  
lonely grottoes. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Pine Snow 
 
   the pseudonym of a famous Yuan  
    Dynasty calligrapher 
 
He carried no more than a brush  
made out of sandalwood  
to the court of Kublai Khan 
and en route stopped to paint,  
as always in one stroke,  
a row of level pines in snow. 
 
I saw him in a nearby wood  
last spring, a lover’s mark  
that had been long since carved  
onto a pine tree, now warped 
with age. At once I understood  
the full meaning of his name. 
 
 
 
Waldeinsamkeit 
 
 
Waldo Emerson,  
who after long practice  
had learnt to coo  
like a wood pigeon, 
 
drew from this false art  
such pleasure  
he could stand  
for hours in the woods 
 
watching them flit near  
only to disperse. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Wendy Pratt was born in Scarborough, North Yorkshire in 1978. She now lives just outside 
Filey. She has enjoyed publication of her poetry in many publications, including: 
Interpreter’s House, Pennine Platform, Prole, Envoi, Other Poetry, Acumen, The Frogmore 



Papers and The English Chicago Review. Wendy’s first poetry pamphlet, Nan Hardwicke 
Turns into a Hare was published by Prolebooks in 2011.Her second collection, Museum 
Pieces, is going to print in December 2013. She appears also in Broadsheet 20. 
 
Encore 

 

You come back with the cliché: 

the final act repeated; the belongings 

packed and unpacked; the sky ripped up 

then patched up in the sober light, 

each time another sliver off your life 

counted out in guilt.  

 

One day that bungee rope- 

umbilicus to hope-will snap 

and all your bones will shudder  

to a stop. We’ll know then  

that it wasn’t a game after all, or  

at least that this time it wasn’t. Or 

 

we’ll know nothing of the sort,  

bearing witness to a badly acted 

scene in which the heroine 

steps off the stage, clumsily 

bruising the audience below, 

gaping up, slack jawed, without 

the final word. 

 

 
Theatre Shoes 
 
 
Black satin with a heel that reached for heaven; 
a curve on the instep that kissed the soles 
of my feet, but sadly I couldn’t walk in them. 
They became ‘theatre shoes’, shoes to hold 
the slender shape of a leg, shoes for sitting 
in, shoes ideal for watching plays. King Lear: 
front row in the round after drinking  
two large Chardonnays, my worst fear 
is realised – head lolling with sleep, 
feet unscrunched, my right shoe drops, 
dangles precariously, reaches 
the last hold of my big toe, then  rocks 
off and flips onto centre stage. 
Poor shoe, no equity card, no actor’s wage. 
 
 
Hadlestr* 

 



June: breaking open,  

after the dove-grey-fret of May.  

We are planning our gap year: 

 

a borrowed camper van, 

a map starred with the fecundity 

of memories.  

 

This is our holiday: the trench 

between treatments. We will let  

the Welsh hills sing us to our new home.  

 

Our depths will be caverns  

and slate mines, steep hills and sunshine,  

wine,  friendship, relief. But always,  

 

inside, my hadlestr feed the birds 

of my other life, the magpies 

waiting to tell me sorrow or joy. 

 

*Hadlestr – ovary- literally seed dish, Welsh 

 
 

 
Michelle Swann: Bonfire Night, 2010. Oil and charcoal on board 
Suzi Shimwell is a Creative Writing PhD student at The University of Leicester and an EFL 
Lecturer at Anglia Ruskin University in Cambridge. She grew up in Hertfordshire and 
Northamptonshire and completed a BA and MA in History and a PGCE in R.E. at UEA. 
After gaining a CELTA qualification she moved to teach in London and subsequently in 



Gothenburg. She relocated to Cambridge about four years ago where she runs a writing group 
called The Free Inkers. She is 32 years old. 
 
First Communion 
 
The energy we’re creating,  
just with our eyes, 
has suddenly switched from pleasantly warm to intense 
and I start to shake. 
 
You’re an expert at this 
and guide us into our own melting pot. 
I follow, uncertain and nervous,  
giggling. 
 
We look, 
just look. 
You do more with those two eyes than I dreamt possible. 
 
We sit kilometres apart, 
gazing through our pixelated windows, 
wanting so much  
to touch. 
 
 
 
What you brought with you 
 
The memories are deceptively packaged, 
all freshly done up with bows 
but they are heavy with familiar redolence.  
 
You dropped them into the conversation  
like paper wrapped sugar cubes into coffee. 
It’s a rush to rediscover the taste 
but this trip down memory lane 
is bitter sweet. 
 
It’s a relief to put you on the train, 
wave you off 
but you leave me with the past framed up, 
posed, 
claiming to be, 
pretty as a picture. 
 
 



 
Portrait of Philip Seal 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Philip Seal, 24, is a doctoral candidate at Balliol College, Oxford. He researches in the field 
of theological poetics, with a focus on modes of texts that embody the apprehension of God 
in darkness and obscurity. Four of his poems, each in response to the work of R. S. Thomas, 
are forthcoming in Stand. 
 

Returning 
 

 
   His used to be darkness, vocabulary 
   Borrowed from the stool on which 
   The spine’s base pointed upwards to 
   The boy’s swan-neck, the nose 
   Remembering to the mind its ins and  
   Outs, ins, outs, the hands, always thin, 
   Laid like the moment a stone 
   Touches the surface of a lap’s water. 
   And it is still him now, smiling 
   From the teenage-wants-to-be-a-monk 
   Fridge photo, speaking with broadening shoulders 
   To his wife before they sleep, 
   And joining her, there a while already, 
   Silent in the chapel as the sun 
   Sinks the night in its pools. 
   Come shoulders, come speech from thin 
   Beginnings, come the word ‘man’ 
   Used without hesitation by 
   The stranger and the parent. 
   It is like the sway of a ship 
   On a single course, settling into water 
   After a gust, as though 
   Returning to the place from which it came. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

Curtains 
 
 
   They spoke to me of light 
   Curtains of distance, the sense 
   That I was holding myself 
   Behind a veil. Sensible, I suppose, 
   But am I like that with 
   You? Perhaps it is all 
   Bumper cars now, all 
   Plastic bags on the wind 
   Brushing each other but 
   Leaving the carried flesh  

Untouched. May it not 
Be so. I am nothing  
If not a heart, if not  
Unboundaried to tell  
How love lays bare 

   In the darkness. I have 
   Sought the word ‘man’ 
   When speaking of myself, 
   And slowly he has edged 
   Outwards, a skin to hold 
   The core of me in place— 
   Now it is time to bid him  
   Open his pores and  
   Seep me. My outmost layers 
   Shall be uncurtained soul. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Luna Sabastian is 23 and has recently moved to London from her native Germany, after an 
interval spent living in India. This is her first poem ever to be published. 
 
She stalks the streets by night 

She stalks the streets by night; surely you must have seen her. 
A tiger, a she-male, a hunted hunter she is 
the rift personified, belonging to the neither here nor there; 
she is the college kids' icon, and they know her, and they 
would explain her to herself, if only she'd stop the constant clapping and jingling for once 
and care enough to listen. 
India indulges herself in botanical diversity 
in the art of the human shape. 
And born of darkness, made of dust they all find their way to Delhi, to Bom – Mumbai 
like sea turtles flee the warm sand that bore them and turn to the lights of the water, knowing 
that they are creatures of the sea 
that truly belong nowhere. 
Some, then, stay on the trains that carried and never delivered them. 
And in the nowhere-land of the moving place 
they lead their amphibian existence and 
go about their ancestral trade. 
 
She here walks between the cars, 
rhythmically, to the sound of sex that is 
in slight discord with the furious jingling of her bangles, 
the epithets of her womanhood. 
Those who fuck her do not care. 
Nor do they notice the smoke in her voice 
or the high-pitched ache in her throat, frozen in mid-puberty. 
Women, though, look at her more closely. Out of the corners of their eyes 
they peek into each other's lives, populated by men. 
Yes; she could board either coach of the train, casting her lot with 
men, with women. 
To most if not to all, she is sex 
walking 
 
you can see it in her eyes 
as she seeks me out from among the men, 
as I seek her out from among the other colours of the street 
and designate her with my beckoning, come. 
She says: I speak, I speak, I speak. 
Yet I, slowly, tenderly (for I have all the time in the world), 
put my hand on her mouth (for I am the vulture closing in 
on her that I love – 
and oh how I have always loved them, my pretty pretty boys!). 
I conquer her by replacing her language with mine 
that feeds on her world but is addressed to someone else. 
And the dogs go mad at night 
while she stands, illuminated, 
orange with light, desire and dust. 
 



                          
                         Michelle Swann: Curaçao Carnival, 2007. Mix Media on board 
 
 



Lara Popovic is a 27 year old Serbo-Dutch writer and visual artist born under the sign of 
Aquarius and based in London.  Her work is published in magazines across the U.K, and U.S, 
including Adanna, Vox Mom, and La Reata.  She is currently writing a novel. 
 
Rain, Rain, How Proud is Tehran? 
 
Your shadow did not walk the street home 
Telema’s ash is the dust that her mother eats 
The pretty girl with the broken laugh is now dead 
Rain, rain, how proud is Tehran? 
 
Tonight, missiles have split open headaches 
Ash, even ash, wants to burn 
 
Tell Telema she can still paint 
in the studio by the wind-opened door 
 
that the dog of burdens is lugging 
her corpse, that her windows 
will ever be clean, that her hands died  
clean 
 
I can’t forgive something so light it 
remembers me, haunting the 
capacity of feathers  
 
Instead, just 
 
I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry 
 
Love, love, how far can you flee? 
Your smarting teeth are closing like gates 
to your city Tehran, and rain, rain 
again, upon this Koran 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



from The Secret Box 
 
for Ziba Karbassi 
 
                           
 
you give me the secret box of blackened brooches 
you give me the contents of womanhood; the silver comb 
the breast and the peaches that purify my skin 
 
you give me the books scented with perfume 
that i inhale, eating your poems 
 
edifying myself on this paper crucifix 
 
you give me the contents of your mutilation even 
this pink bow 
 
 
but i was never wrapped  
in ribbons –   
 
only now 
 
in light 
 
with your name  
unravelled 
 
do i come to understand 
 
 
                     * 
 
 
give me a sign that I won’t pass this day alone 
that out of the rook will come laughter 
 
because each time I wake I forget 
and each time I live, something is telling me 
that dying would be easier 
 
oh, easier 
than this bed of stone 
or not? 
 
 
                  * 
 
 



 
thank you, my sister 
you make the sound of mercy 
and each time I visit you 
a flower of blood grows out of the ground 
a child is born somewhere 
another sister becomes a sister 
 
thank you my sister 
for you are the sun  
and these birds in collage 
above rooftops of  
hampstead are my freedom 
and the tears upon my lips 
are forgetting origin 
ssh already forgetting 
so let them 
 
as my hands  
fall to my sides 
before I can  
strike 
strike  
strike 
 
my hands fall 
to their fullness; 
yet, their uselessness 
is the same 
 
thank you my sister 
for showering me in sweet 
waters without consequence 
in this grey afternoon 
that embalms us 
pearls our eyes 
turns us to snails 
 
you have helped me to raise my restlessness 
into the dream of a lover 
 
shifted my skin 
transmogrified lizard 
 
made a body a stone 
 
oh a stone! 
 
 
 



 
Lara Popovic: painting 
 
 



 
Lara Popovic: painting 
 
 



 
Emma Critchley, 35, is a mother to two little girls Matilda (aged 4) and Amelia (11 months).  
The family have recently moved to Jersey for her husband’s work. As a result Emma gave up 
work as a teacher and is a now a full-time stay-at-home mother. These are her first poems 
ever to be published. 
 
 
 
 
In the Shadows 
 
 
The dark clouds gather 
as the black-hole pupils of your eyes swallow 
the blue irises. On the windowsill  
 
the blood red rose lowers its head: 
the last of its petals, falling 
in mourning as you continue 
to slice 
 
my paper-cut shadow. Ripped 
I slip between us and sail serenely  
away, the ceiling anchoring  
my escape. Below  
the wafer-thin me is pinned to you.  
 
You shred me in two,again 
and again - my papery shadow tumbling down  
like snow, swirling with your tears: covering  
your blackness. 
 
You drown in my sea:  
as you, my darling son,  
realise what you have done. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
Journey 
 
 
The hedges hem me in, binding us together,  
my only companion on the long journey ahead: 
she dances in the shadows and beckons me to join her 
behind the curtain of ivy where she lives 
with the foxes and stoats. She is like them 
swift, stealthy  
and silent. 
 
I shudder as I sense her touch, our fingers interlocked: 
she won’t let go, and guides me down the road. 
Ash covers my feet, silence 
strangles me. 
 
 
 
 
This is Me 
 
 
I lay exposed 
Me on the mirrored slab: 
every crevice; wrinkle, furrow is pulled,  
stretched and jabbed. 
 
I lay betrayed 
my life’s mistakes tattooed  
across my head, 
my body a topographic map  
of fate’s remorse  
and everything left unsaid. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Michelle Swann: White Mist, 2012. Mixed media on canvas 
 
 
 

 

 



Carmina Masoliver, 24, is a writer who bridges the gap between the page and the stage. She 
has been published in various magazines and anthologies and performs her work regularly. 
She recently wrote a twenty minute piece called 'Circles' with Apples & Snakes and 
performed at Larmer Tree Festival. She edits Poetry&Paint, an anthology exploring the 
relationship between words and the visual arts. She also runs the arts night called 'She 
Grrrowls’ at The Gallery Café in Bethnal Green, which features talented women and includes 
poetry, comedy and music. 
 
Carmina Masoliver 
 
 
It looks like rain 
 
 
When it looks like rain and you walk in circles,  
you come here looking for a door.  
Small boxed rooms wait for you like a doctor’s surgery.  
You come here looking for a cure, 
An arrangement of notes, letters, footsteps. 
 
Looks like rain.  
 
Your mind is overcast, 
so you take your prescription, 
play with the pills like dominos 
trying to match your numbers  
to other patterned dots. 
 
Like rain. 
 
You wonder if the sound of your voice 
is attuned to the way  
fingers touch piano keys 
or if the strum of a guitar 
echoes the vibrations  
trapped inside a drum.  
 
Rain. 
 
Dye your pain the colours of the rainbow 
and spill it out, until – 
can you see it? 
The sun is stretching out 
beneath the clouds. 
 
 
 
 

 
 



The Hourglass 
 
 

grains of sand pass like biology 
my body ticking like a heart 
my love straining like tea 

cups stacked like domesticity 
a routine ready to be broken 
mirrors reflecting misfortune 

at the roll of the die 
longing for the Sky Plus rewind 

Craig David, tracksuit fashion and yoyos 
something missing like a penny 

down the side of the sofa 
sold at a car-boot 

burned at a bonfire 
the fireworks and candyfloss melt away 

afraid of nothing now 
fill my stomach with a hot dog 

onion, ketchup; that strong smell 
that bright red 

 
 
 
 
Sympathy Card 
 
 
I don’t know what to tell you about death. I can’t 
comfort you with words. I have never experienced 
real loss. My body deflates and my world crumbles 
just thinking about the absence of my loved ones. 
All I can offer are my arms to hold you, my shoulder 
to soak up any tears. I don’t know what to believe, 
but I think you should believe what you want, what  
helps you grieve. Songs of mourning offer catharsis 
but I have a feeling this is a piece of you that you will 
never find again. Until, maybe when it is your time. 
Allow yourself to feel like shit. Allow numbness, allow  
tears, allow some room for laughter. For celebration 
of a life that was truly lived. Store your memories 
and reflect on photographs, talismans of the past, 
stories we can pass around each other like fairytales. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
Michelle Swann: Prep 2 


