
      
 
                 B R O A D S H E E T  9 
 
 
Welcome to Broadsheet 9 which accompanies the ‘Past Histories’ issue of Agenda 
Vol. 43 No.1. Once again, the Broadsheet series illustrates a vast array of talents and 
demonstrates how harnessing painting to the written word enhances the appeal of both 
art forms. The two Chosen Broadsheet poets, Julie Barraclough, age 17 and Michael 
Molan, age 23, are featured  in the ‘Past Histories’ issue. These are their first poems 
ever to be published. They, along with the poets and artists chosen to appear in this 
Broadsheet, from the U.K., Ireland, Canada, Australia, India, Trinidad, South Africa 
and The Lebanon attest to the very high standard of poetry and art as a vital life-force 
in the world today.  The chosen artist specially featured here is Imogen Joy. 
Her series of ‘Lost Pier’ works, some of which appear here, in black and white with 
various tones of grey, ‘captures a post-apocalyptic mood’ and has ‘illustration 
quality with narrative connecting the pieces to give it cinematic quality’. 
www.imogenjoy.com  
 
 
 
 

 
 
Imogen Joy (31): Bigger then You Concertina Book – 12 etchings in open-bite 
 
Imogen was born in Lincolnshire, spent much of her childhood on the South Coast of 
England, and now lives in Sydney, Australia. She graduated from the University of 
Portsmouth and, more recently, took a Masters degree in Drawing and Printmaking 
from the College of Fine Arts in Sydney. In her work, she connects personal memory 
to collective memory, and is fascinated by imaging foreign loci which may or may not 
be of this world. The images of her childhood memories of the West Pier in Brighton 
reflect fading grandeur and a forgotten past, and reveal an elusive terrain with echoes 
and traces which look as much to the future as to the past. 
She has exhibited her work in the U.K., Thailand and Australia.  
 

http://www.imogenjoy.com/


 
 
 
Laura Webb was born in Merseyside in 1985. In 2006, she won the Blackwell 
Publishing/The Reader magazine’s ‘How to Write a Poem’ competition. In 2007, she 
graduated in English from Manchester University, where she is currently undertaking 
a Masters in Creative Writing, focussing on poetry, taught by Vona Groarke and John 
McAuliffe. 
 
 
The Rest 
 
Bolted, the windows 
are vaulting themselves like gymnasts, 
over their slim white bars, 
 
for a better position. From here, 
they are identical, the swimmers, 
with their black-capped skulls, 
 
and their beautiful bodies 
creating alphabets 
with strokes of the arm, formulae 
 
with swift flicks of the leg, 
as muscles dissolve and reform 
like flotsam, breakneck. 
 
They are moving in total unison. 
When one falls, another rises 
with an expression like surprise, 
 
as if from another world entirely. 
The water is talking to itself, 
already knowing all the stories, 
 
and all of their beautiful bodies- 
almost druid in the stoicism 
and the silent wit with which 
 
they now hurl themselves onto the edge, 
like fictional spectators, restrained only 
by desire and permanence. 
 
Nut-cracker 
 
The house shrugs its shoulders in ivy 
and leans a little closer into winter. 
It seems at times like this entirely plank 
 
and plaster, still in a state of coming to be, 
a half-way house, a builder’s break for tea. 
Now it is December. In each hallway 
 



a singular forest grows behind frosted glass. 
Outside it is bright. All happens faster- school runs, 
mail rounds. The small breath of dahlias. 
 
The lady opposite swinging her gate, her endless 
orchestra of rust. Neighbours hovering 
terribly on roof-tiles, attaching plastic wise men. 
 
A drainpipe world. The sky settling for vermillion. 
A hundred aerials twitch like sparrows. And you, 
oblivious. The last waltz of some forsaken mouse 
 
as seen through net-curtained televisions 
rendered meaningless; fur, white noise, 
the carpet sound of bedroom slippers. 
 
Stairs and landings join hands and listen. A pause. 
Through an open window in the kitchen, 
leaves cross the ceiling, slow as ballerinas. 
 
 
 
 
 
Theorem 
 
Chiropodists and manicures 
have nothing on 
Your fingers. My thumbs. 
 
Numerical scales and time tables 
cannot count so high as 
your toes, my toes, five by five, 
 
side by side. Digits, 
bar charts, in the night. 
Pythagoras is somewhere 
 
selling sandals and gloves, 
wrapping them in tracing paper, 
your fingers, my thumbs. 
 
And all numbers are superfluous, 
and all mathematics flesh and bones, 
wire and rope knots shrink to sums 
 
and all my limbs succumb 
to one, your fingers. Two, my thumbs. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
 
Joby Hickey: Fitzwilliam Square, Dublin 
 
Joby’s early childhood was spent in the small islands of Greece and his early 
memories are of the smell of oil paints from his father, Patrick Hickey’s studio and 
the old Victorian printing press his father used when printing etchings. He was taught 
mainly by his father, and after art college, went to London where he worked in film 
and documentaries. His work can be seen in the Greenlane Gallery, Dingle, Co. 
Kerry, Ireland and in the Greenlane Gallery, Paris  www.greenlanegallery.com  
 
 
Carley Moulton, 23, lives in Rochdale, Lancashire, where she works at a local 
Secondary School as a Literacy Teaching Assistant.  She has just completed her 
studies for the MA Creative Writing: Poetry at Manchester Metropolitan University, 
and has been on the Editorial/Judging Panel for the University’s Creative Writing 
Journal MUSE.  Carley also Co-Founded Libertine Magazine in 2006 
 
 
 

http://www.greenlanegallery.com/


The Other Side 
 
We sit half-lit by the moon 
waiting with the trees  
for life to bloom into  
something 
brighter than this.   
 
The walls watch our every move;  
hold us hostage 
to the room where we cry  
and kiss like fools, desperate  
to escape the fate we’re tied to. 
 
I have tried  
to break the rules, the few  
I choose to abide by  
(just in case one day  
God does arrive) but  
there are no angels  
on the other side 
to satisfy the shadows 
I thrive on. 
 
The grass  
is as green as it gets. 
 
The Rock 
 
On the rough of the boulder, 
peaking the morning, exploring  
the smokes’ splash – our pasts  
– in the yawning valley, we saw  
three children by the cows, grazing,  
and you said nothing. But I’ve  
never forgotten.  
 
Sprawling the warming stone; 
reviewing the contours and tastes  
of our partners – foreign lovers  
– under the finger of a rotting clock 
we should have stopped  
before the thunder.  But I bared  
my breast, and you said nothing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Opening the Crown 
 
This wheel is dysfunctional. 
 
It spins too fast  
to see this thousandfold – 
must maintain the equilibrium  
and magnetize the spinning gold 

Uranus bends, expands 
and lends 
to consciousness 
   to selflessness 
                 to holiness. 
 
     * 
 
Thought ascends 
from the crown; 
 
brushes up against the light 
like petals piercing mud. 
 
Acute eyes of azurite  
liberate the viscous energy; 
open up & begin  
exhausting everything 
 
that is, and ever was.  
 
                  * 
 
Emptiness is the place 
to plant seeds – there is always 
space to grow there. 
 
Dove 
 
It was the storm that shook you 
we think, or blackbird 
that took you and pecked  
at your bones, flesh, feathers and 
skin.  
 
Stumbling on stone, you  
stole the hearts within the home. 
It was the twitch in your 
hop; skeletal wing,  
like a fin, that caught us 
 
 



before dinner, when we fed 
watered, sheltered you – 
bruised and battered bird 
of love; of peace 
in pieces. 
 
Had you been a baby  
we could have held, stitched 
or bandaged you back  
together, bit by bit, 
but feather by feather 
 
we waited.  
We wondered if we could heal; 
who to call; if it would kill you   
if we gave you  
paracetamol 
 
and if someone came  
to save you 
would they really 
treat you  
better, than we did, at all. 
 

 
 
Imogen Joy: Lost Pier 
 
 



Isabel Galleymore (18) lives in London and is currently taking a Foundation Course 
in Art and Design at Camberwell College but is planning to progress to an English 
degree. She is especially interested in the connections between language and visual 
imagery. Last summer she took part in the Tower Poetry summer school at Oxford 
with other young poets. She has had a few poems published and won third prize in the 
‘Fledgling Voices’ competition in Salisbury. 
 
 
Regalia 
 
In late summer I will remove the dunce’s hat 
that hurt you like a crown of thorns, 
break the daisy chain and make regalia: 
thread on dried birds and blackberries. 
 
Place it round your neck, adjust it from 
tripping on your hair like a laurel wreath, 
I will ask for a promise you’ll break: to keep 
it after harvest, in case you need to hibernate. 
 
I imagine you throwing the birds 
in a black plastic bag, and of you eating 
the overripe blackberries, smudging one 
and making a purple heart of your own. 
 
 
Broth 
 
I boiled up birds’ bones 
and covered them in glitter 
foreshadowing the jazz 
musicians we would hear later, 
their bodies hung with winks. 
 
You blocked your ears with bone marrow. 
 
I broiled up with our symmetry 
as I made a frame from my bones 
for your face to slip into; 
a photo of me kissing you. 
 
You blocked your mouth with bone marrow. 
 
The jazz didn’t matter, 
the bones won’t stick together, 
the glitter wouldn’t make them better, 
 
as I remembered your bone I would bring to the boil later. 
 
 



 
 
Rose Quartz Noose 
 
These pebbles you polished 
to mirror a birthday present 
not a birthday, 
were threaded on a cord 
the cord 
the cord was weighted round my neck. 
 
The soil gave birth to the stones, 
heavy muscled stones that are silent, 
these given stones give birth to death. 
I could swallow them one by one 
abort them, hide them 
like condoms of cocaine, 
but I might give birth to a necklace; 
a cord 
a cord 
a cord -  nothing else. 
 
I was stopped at customs. 
Anchored to dry land by the stones, 
anchored to a solid stone placenta. 
anchored by a child, 
I tried to run to another 
I couldn’t. 
The stones hit my hollow collar bones 
they stopped me; threads from the cord took root 
I was planted. 
I was stone. 
 
 
Alex Fox was born in Lincolnshire in 1974 He went to University in Leeds and lives 
there still, with his partner and young son. After working in residential care and with 
young people, he now works for a network of charities that support unpaid carers. 
 
 
 
Eyelash 
 
Who read these words last? 
Opened, the page blinks, 
an eyelash falls out. 
 
 
 
 
 



Sundays 
 
 
The last time you could scare me, you were swinging sods, 
your handle long as me. What were we digging? 
Soon these weekend chores would be done for good. 
You didn’t speak and I was sullen, roots jigging 
 
my too-heavy spade, in the way of your blade’s 
quick sweep. You said: Chop up kindling instead. 
Out of sight of your lidded gaze, I sulked and played, 
warily. Now you grip your stick, my arm. I lead 
 
to those unbending Sundays a conversation 
that shivers in the sunshine. You listen ‘til I’m stuck. 
This delving would appal those buried relations. 
You look up: “I’m not proud of him”. I’m shocked  
 
to find I’m scared of you again, 
dug in to your shadow on the dazzling lawn. 
 
 
 
 
 
Fathering the man 
 
 
Around three or four a.m, my overgrown 
sleep-lined face hovers over yours. You breathe 
again, so I let out my own. Blown on, you frown 
my frown, a mask your next breath removes. 
I wonder, did Dad ever rise to look down 
on me like this, my stillness too much like death, 
and catch his new son’s face borrowing his own? 
And watching his unmade self grasp and starve, 
unearthed from a past, that must be his, unknown, 
did he gasp as Mum dozed, at how much he was loved? 
Now I see it’s his frown and your budding bones, 
now glimpsed, now hidden, are only ours on loan. 
You cling to my finger with your still-dreaming hand 
and drag me with you towards becoming a man. 
 
 
 
 
 



 

The Gritstone Edges 

 
He stewed his voice to move down South: 
plums in jars of syrup. 
I thought I’d grow up 
North, the spoon still in my mouth: 
 
found sounds preserved in Dad’s 
rare anger were as 
common here as smashed glass. 
I studied them but real lads 
 
still asked: You up from London? 
Ten years on, my soft ‘grass’ 
shows my northern act as farce, 
but edges lacked I’ve found on 
 
moors above these towns: wind-blunted Grit, 
where friction alone holds my boots up on nowt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The trees that sailed on summer 
 
 
All summer in full sail these trees: 
galleons sliding home on the breeze. 
But flung to this far shore by storms, 
they are hulks, or the empty bones 
of ocean grazers that dived the deep year 
to filter particles of sun from air. 
See that carcass stuck with nests: 
what’s been gulped and wouldn’t digest? 
Their ribs become harps in the gales, 
answered far off by mourning whales. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
 
Suzanne Clark: Trees. Suzanne’s work is featured in Broadsheet 7 and 8.  
 
 
Rebecca Perry (21) is studying Drama with English at Manchester University. She 
intends to do a Masters in Creative Writing next year. 
 
 
 
Mr. Doubles' Dust Cart       
          
          
You could ride along in         
Mr. Doubles dust cart if         
there were no bird cages  
or lamp shades propped  
in the revered spare seat;  
 
 



or anything really that  
he'd picked up from the  
old brick yard. Nothing  
new but nothing broken.  
Fair prices to old friends.  
 
 
That cart rattled like bones  
in a tin and puffed away like  
Mrs. Hope at Number 42.  
But you would all race 
pulling jumpers to get there;  
 
 
along Dulwich pavements to  
the chipping teal paint, to his 
oil licked old hands. You 
always wondered why Mr.  
Doubles stopped by the house  
 
 
with the wooden door, slipped  
inside with his latest gem  
and left with a covered dish?  
That door reminded you  
of the harbour at Folkestone,  
 
 
where you and your brother sat  
and played jacks with quick,  
dusty hands. The two of you;  
five stones each, all of similar  
sizes. His white and yours grey.  
 
 
That house made Mr. Doubles  
smile and talk of buying a ruby  
red Hillman Imp he had his  
eye on; to take her out in it,  
he said, and show her the world.  
 
 
Or even put his noble flat         
Cap, the colour of brooding        
Storm clouds and smutt, on your        
baffled head and take his eyes,        
just for a second, off the road.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

                                               Eris 
 
 
 

‘The cruel works of the goddess Eris foster battles and wars, awake the minds and hearts of 
mortals, and set them in motion to exchange death for death. But when Eris leaves, the state of 

harmony that was previously enjoyed returns, for harmony has no part in discord.’ 
 
 
 
 

They chased feldspar trails and lusted 
After each other's colours. Wished 

They were blue for sea or red for blood. 
Never mentioned the one at the back. 

The dark energy, 
Reminded them of death and age. 

The grey tooth in your mouth of moons 
And rings and colour; above all, colour. 

They interacted, told stories of 
Golden apples, 

Shoes to make cows walk backwards 
And the fight that split land and sky. 

Earth and intergalactic. Yet the 
Trailer could never quite hear 

Their stories; 
Of the slow King with the scythe, 

Old Father Time and the dusky man 
With no reflection. Whispers travel 

Badly. His arthritic orbit and the 
Pale man 

By his side collecting gold coins from 
A dusty little boat shook them up. 

Then Eris, the tenth, unveiled herself. 
Dreaming up discord, Trojan trouble. 

Takes a shine 
To his colourless face and his ferryman. 
Eight are left, once more calm but tiring 

Themselves out. Sure their blue 
                                     Is dimming and their blood is stale. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
Agnes Treherne, 19, is studing Fine Art at the University of Edinburgh. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rebecca McKee (18) was born in Macclesfield and has since moved 9 or 10 times 
around the country, including a brief spell in Normandy. Her poems have been 
published in various school magazines. She is hoping to study English Language with 
Creative Writing at university next year. 
 
 
Success 
 
I have an indian summer under my fingernails. 
I didn't put it there. 
The rich spicy sky in my palm, burning stars on my lifeline 
The hush of footprints in the grass, the spurn of gold on the horizon; 
I can trace my heart back between the trees, where day draws to a close 
and the night creeps so effortlessly in. 
 



 
 
Abort 
 
A silver pressing dawn. 
Slants of light creeping silently through wooden slats, 
across your sleeping face and my open eyes. 
Later, I see rigid faces in the queue: concrete expressions, 
stealing whispers from the mouths of those who have sinned; 
eavesdropping into the desperation and humiliation. 
A bleak and steely alchemy, swallowing chemicals - 
swirling into the hollow of a womb preparing for child birth. 
Killing our baby quietly. Quickly. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Looking for miracles 
 
There are no miracles here. 
 
He laces his fingers through hers to warm 
them; the movement is absolute and soft 
She needs the secrets that  
whisper from the vague lines of his body. 
 
Holding his hands so tightly as they run together through 
the wet echoing streets; as he presses her against  
the frail edges of the abandoned day, 
as she tastes his breath and his lips 
and his tongue and his skin 
 
finding his pulse so she 
can feel the blood run through his veins. 
Finding his vital signs 
 
and the cracks in the walls of his 
DIY heart and ice-dripping eyes and 
the glassy smile 
 
He crushes bruises on her neck, 
rain sweeping over bare flesh,  
self distructing under his careful fingers - 
and the stars are dim and lonely in her weeping eyes; 
 
she searches for her dreams in his  
breathless laughter. 
But they are not there. 



 
 
 
Thoughts by the bridge 
 
The half light falling through the  
cobwebs in the windows, catching in the casements 
and swirling dust on the stairs; 
waiting for me to come home. 
The bladed edges of the bridge slicing 
through the relenting sky - 
the mechanics of thought fracturing 
the silhouettes who stand there: 
no broken hearts or tired minds; 
weary arms and legs, long-travelled dreams. 
The silver slip of water whispering beneath, 
eroding the weakness and carrying it away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Imogen Joy: Pier 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Russell Thomas (18) is an undergraduate student at Portsmouth University. His 
creative writing tutor is Steven O’Brien whose collection Dark Hill Dreams was 
published recently by Agenda Editions. These are his first poems to be published. 
 
 
 
 
Grammar 
 
There is a catastrophe sweeping through the world 
Like an unwieldy broom: The apostrophe has been 
Abused and left like a whore at the side of the road, 
With only half the money she was owed. She is placed 
In awkward situations, jammed between a singular 
And an ‘s’, faced with degradation daily. All over the 
Shop she’s dropped in with a less caring clientele, 
Who yell at her to do their bidding. She laments the 
Ignorance, and crawls back to possessive nouns. 
Here she is high class, not open to any old pass that 
Might be made, as she sits wearing golden crowns. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sonnet VII 
Iocasta is Dead 
 
Iocasta is Dead and Oedipus screams; 
She hangs from a fine rope, tied in a neat noose –  
Around her throat it sits snugly and seems 
A necklace, gold and gaudy, not as loose 
As twines of silver would be on her neck, 
And no pendant dangles upon her breast. 
Her eyes are bulbous and her hair a wreck; 
Her lips are tight and blue, locked in unrest. 
A pendulum, a lifeless mannequin, 
A marionette swings in grotesque time, 
The gallows illustrating carnal sin, 
To show the eyes of Oedipus his crime. 
He rips the brooches from his mother’s dress 
And beats his eyeballs to a bloody mess. 
 
 
 



 
 

 
Imogen Joy: She sells dreams by the seashore … - Etching and aquatint 
 
Laura Powell (20) is a third-year English Literature undergraduate at Warwick 
University, taking creative writing module options for her degree under the guidance 
of poets David Morley and Zoe Brigley (a former Chosen Broadsheet Poet). Some of 
her short stories and poems have been published in anthologies, including the Welsh 
literary magazine, Cambrensis. 
 
  
Did I tell you of a green dream I had? 
When metallic waves crashed mother-of-pearl 
 
in beehive curls, just there – ahead. Long ago, 
some fine-tip brush washed watercolour tears 
 
of silver-grey Porthmeor pearl here. Wet paint 
strokes shone glassy petrol licks of an oil paint tide. 
 
It hangs now, with a cream of dust for tourists’ 
eyes glazed in the Tate. Blonde girl stopped a step 
 
today, her eyes rinsed over cobalt and cornflower blue 
ribbed waves dabbed in 1893 – then bit a custard cream. 
 
She’d ‘rather Buffy, Mum.’ So I went outside, saw green 
Mirror waves gather then crack against the pink flesh sky, 
 
Sliced so watermelon thin you could catch a glimpse of 
Diluted heaven through. Or is it a mirror? I watch with a brush 
 
Bought in 1982; ready for today. You can smell salt mix 
oily paint and fish guts reek from that jellied eel van 



 
rusting somewhere in car park six. Some stop. Watch. My brush 
wishes away dust creams and glaze and custard biscuits. 
 
Black, it is. There’s no cobalt or cornflower or dab of 
pearl to mix. Just a wash of wave streaks blotched in black. 
 
 
Monday 13th September 1992 
 
‘Flipsters, I flippin love them’ she sings 
then sucks one.  They leave Shushaks shop – 
 
Nita with her wickedly-licked lips, hot 
Cheeks and crushes on boys. The quick kid  spits 
 
when the brown shopman curves a smile. 
The bell rings and they make fat pig masks 
 
With card discs and pink toilet paper. 
Quick kid blows a bit through a clear bic at her knees. 
 
Perfect conkers they are, brown and wobbling 
and shining like that. ‘Paki Paki Nita’ he sings. 
 
The concrete yard is white with frost, ‘Paki Shushak 
loves Paki Nita.’ They all watch in a nodding circle 
 
of fists and Nita cracks her knuckles back to the 
quick-kid’s nose. There. A red pool licks ice 
 
like bleeding paint from a pattern; and snot mixes puke 
around quick kid’s lips. They run home later, sniggering 
 
together, Nita Quick. With rainbow tip tops 
on  frost, and the sky’s shy pink fire sneaks behind 
 
dark chimney pots that sit, line-up waiting to crack. 
Someone throws coal lumps at Mr Shushak’s window. 
 
The glass cuts into a slow star of seventy bits. 
 
 
2nd August 1997 
 
The Bwlch is steeper than she 
remembers. Bits of nettle catch 
her socks and the baby’s legs. They 
stop with a packet of eg sandwiches o the 
cold, mean stone that stumps there 



like a bookend. Her teeth dig into doorstop 
bread, like Nan’s it is, (and little blood spots rib 
a pattern on the stone from the baby’s calf). 
It’s bad again – rolls a chunk of coal 
black over its oil cloth dress – even sniffs 
a whiff up its nose. She sits (and it runs 
to a badger’s set) and watches the house 
with the blue front door. You can catch the top 
of the frame but smoke doesn’t come 
out of the chimney now; nor him 
with is bubble gums and jeans 
sweeping the floor and lips like that. 
She’s seen him once with a slim girl 
up the road: a teacher I think and they 
linked hands and lips like when 
they were lovers, that once. 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
Imogen Joy: The Anonymous Harbour – Acrylic and rice paper on canvas 
 
 



Liz Bassett (34) was born in Northampton.  After taking a degree in Philosophy and 
Psychology at Cambridge and an MA in English Literature at Sussex University, she 
completed a PhD in Brighton on the role of internet technology in local communities.  
In 2005 she retrained as a healthcare professional and now works within a 
radiotherapy hospital department in Cambridge.  Liz’s poems have won a prize in the 
Bridport Competition and been published in The Red Wheelbarrow (St Andrews 
University), online on the Guardian Poetry Workshop, and in the anthologies My 
Mother Threw Knives (The Second Light Network), and Solitaire (Templar). 
 
 
 
First Love  
 
 
You feel it now - in the after school light  
that is leaf mush and wooden birds clicking 
in trees, and the pale bellies of planes spilling 
 
shooting stars more bright; more instant than love 
- and your twelve slow years folded behind you 
waiting; knowing this love, already.  
 
You hold it close - brittle as the limbs of 
old dolls you found buried that night 
like mandrake roots; like bones of birds 
 
in slow, insistent flight through earth 
- whilst below the breathing clouds tomatoes  
hold out their stubborn globes of light. 
 
 
 
Clegg Street, E1W 
 
 
In each of us a house breathes through our thoughts                        
and deep in us its stories come unfurled;                                          
swatch-books it makes of memories, and sorts                                                                                               
each page with thumbs well licked for better hold                                                                
on them, and us.  Our fingers feel them too;                                      
brush back along a dead cat’s sun-warmed spine                                                                                           
or lichened garden walls that they once knew                                    
held bits of broken plates, a coin’s dull shine.                                    
 
I’ve never seen the house you breathe tonight                                  
where cars drag amber shadows through your sleep                                     
as pavements hurl up laughter, then a fight                                         
into the steady breathing that we keep.                                                  
Tonight this room is home though, and our arms 
will make an upturned ship; a borrowed calm 



John Virtue’s London Paintings 
 
Black ink.  Shellac.  Titanium white. 
The amalgam of mistakes that might add up to something. 
Walking through the painting, holding the sky; the light, 
 
from six viewpoints, you’re still moving through them; might 
see the river that isn’t like the river, or a bridge, disappearing. 
Black ink – Shellac – Titanium white 
 
scratch windows into buildings; smear dark polluted light 
across a day you will not have again.  A day breathing, 
walking, through the painting.  Holding the sky, the light 
 
back from his stone chest, Nelson pauses, catches sight 
of a canvas being walked in from Covent Garden.  He is waiting. 
Black ink – Shellac – Titanium white 
 
stacked in buckets of shadow and searing light. 
In front of the stretched air is Virtue, his mind pacing; 
walking through the painting, holding the sky, the light, 
 
the rain flecked across a pond of pavement, the brilliant white 
where sketchpad stopped being building.  He is beginning. 
Black ink – Shellac – Titanium white 
walking through the painting – holding the sky – the light. 
 

 
 
Imogen Joy 
 



Alex Pryce is 19 and was born in Bangor, Northern Ireland. She is currently studying 
English at the University of Leicester. In 2006 she received a fellowship from NESTA 
(National Endowments for Science, Technology and the Arts). In 2007, she received a 
bursary from the John Hewitt Society. Her poems have appeared in Pomegranate, 
Gists and Piths and on the BBC website. Alex is creator and developer of PoetCasting 
(www.poetcasting.co.uk) 
 
Childproof 
 
For N.D.B.C 
 
There is a new playground where my childhood was.  
Dismantled, the magic risk 
of crushing under a rusty roundabout; 
 
of stomach-spinning upside-faster, 
faster than an older brother can push. 
 
I became grazed knees over cracked tarmac 
with dandelions breaking skywards 
under swings strung up on Sundays. 
 
That’s all demolished 
with the slide on which my brother cried – 
discovering vertigo’s hold for the first time. 
 
The simple-minded me I was 
longs to stand on the new plastic climbing frame, 
arms outstretched - the playground’s prophet - 
to scream down these synthetic surfaces. 
 
Slides are canary yellow with safety sides. 
A boy sits and slides 
tears in his eyes. 
 
 
There is no thrill for a child in childproof. 
 
 
Madeleine Worrall, 30, was born in Edinburgh, and went on to study Music at 
Cambridge. She joined the RSC at 21. Since then she has played many roles, largely 
in classical theatre, in theatres all around the country and in the West End, including 
Sonia in John Byrne’s adaptation of Uncle Vanya, and Irina in Christopher Hampton’s 
adaptation of Three Sisters. She sings and writes for a folk bank composed of 
musicians from Gryphon, Home Service and The Albion Band, and their first album 
was released in 2004. She now lives alone in London. 
 
 
 

http://www.poetcasting.co.uk/


The Stirring 
 
What is it, this stirring, that says 
You will not get to the shore of me. 
No mountains, heat or cloud forest 
No southern musky hedgerows, 
No French river here, no sub tropical sea. 
 
Sing me the circles, stoned, 
The sullen boulder hills, the grey 
Tang of the Scottish sea, that salt, 
The gull noise far from anywhere 
 
The oily ferry on bell beaten straits 
The batter of an arctic rain come south 
And softened by unlooked for gulf streams  
To water rhododendrons on the sand 
 
Soil in the west and rapeseed further south still 
Shocking and acid against that Lothian 
Blue in June or May, those three hot weeks of summer 
When the Bass Rock gleams 
 
White.  And as the sun falls, purples 
And iridescent pinks, those heathered hills of air, 
Viewed through the perfect translucency of a shell, 
Appear and hang  
 
Above the setting haar which dampens 
Everything, a directionless weather 
Blustering its indecision 
On gusting cans which rattle down the lane 
 
Beside the house; and cold remorseless waves roll out 
And on as though the Viking ships returned again, 
Emerging from a storm with iron gleam 
They come and slip on silently, the burdened prows 
 
Unleash and spill that furious clamour to stain 
And bruise the earth, the peat smoked crofts 
The ships agiddy on the waves once more, 
Iron joyful in the sun. 
 
How strange, land.  
Inseparable from this love 
Which will break early on shallow rocks. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Somewhere else 
 
 
The rubbish heaps steam mid morning warm 
And above, the blackbird spills, water sweet 
In tumbling form, precise and fluid 
Like a shining ribbon in the wind. 
And there, the musky fox scent of mating 
From the night cries of the night before 
Sprayed on the mesh beside the railway line 
Whose rails, like pointer dogs, nose forward 
Sleek and determined 
Straining out towards the south coast harbour towns; 
And from the chimney stacks insistent gulls 
Cawl and wheel, while builders’ sand 
Smells of loamy scrub before the sea; 
And the old must of hardback books in crates 
In the sun by the brick wall of the grove 
Is that of somewhere else and its billowing summer. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
After the party 
 
After they’d gone, I sit, 
Aglow with you like coals 
On a cold morning. 
It is not silence I hear then 
But the unearthly brushing of the pines 
Against the grey wind, like blood 
In my ears after a fever. 
There is no comfort in that sound, 
No lessening of unquiet contemplation and regret. 
It is a bitter hearth I sweep, alone, 
When the party guests are gone. 
 
Not even the embers speak. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

 
 
Adrienne Dooling: Bays Air – watercolour 
Adrienne completed her studies in Limerick, Ireland and moved for inspiration to 
Dingle, Co. Kerry.As she says: ‘discovery is the purpose of painting.’ Her  paintings 
are in The Greenlane Gallery, Dingle, and Paris www.greenlanegallery.com  
 
 
 
Erin Bidlake, originally from Fredericton, Canada, is currently working towards her 
PhD in applied linguistics at Newcastle University, UK.  She has published three 
books, The Goddess Count (South Devon Press), Seeds (Jackpine Press), and What 
We Bring (South Devon Press). 
 
Your Vegetarian Boyfriend From The City Comes For A Visit 
 

 
You have invited your vegetarian  
boyfriend from the city 
to visit your family’s camp in rural  
New Brunswick. 
Before he arrives you wonder 
how to explain the 14 sets of deer 
antlers mounted round  
the camp’s periphery, 
how to explain the moose antlers 
serving a double purpose 

http://www.greenlanegallery.com/


over the fireplace: conversation piece 
and drying rack for damp towels 
and dripping bikinis, 
how to explain the photos of grampy  
grinning beside deer hanging limp 
from trees and silver fish suspended 
from his outstretched arms. 
 
Your mother has just come to terms 
with the meatless burgers in the freezer 
when you remember to tell her  
that your vegetarian boyfriend from the city  
doesn’t drink milk either.  
Not even skim? 
When the tap is run for dishes the first 
splash of water is brown and you think 
of you vegetarian boyfriend’s reluctance 
to drink tap water even in the city as 
your father says, Minerals, good 
for the belly. 
 
In an hour your vegetarian boyfriend arrives 
from the city and you will stop at Sobey’s 
to pick up soy milk and bottled water 
before going to the airport 
in your father’s pick up truck, 
relieved that the old Ranger 
was finally traded in when  
the holes rusted through the floor  
grew too large to cover with plywood. 
 
But you aren’t worried. 
Your parents radiate the kind  
of effortless generosity 
these parts are famous for and your vegetarian 
boyfriend is kind despite the city and loves you 
and will love the camp for all  
its politically incorrect charm, 
because it is an artifact of who you are 
the place you keep coming back to. 
 
Tonight your vegetarian boyfriend will wash 
the city from his body 
in the cool lake, 
pick wild blueberries for his breakfast 
from the bush beside the back door, 
and eat snow peas from your father’s garden 
along with the meatless burgers 
carefully prepared by your mother. 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
Lucy Doyle:  Watermelons – oil on canvas 
 
Lucy has been painting full time since achieving an honours degree in painting and 
printmaking. She is a colourist, working figuratively, and her subject matter is 
inspired from the people, places, objects, animals, experiences, moods and a sense of 
place. She says, ‘ For me it is the interaction and interplay between the dictates of the 
subject matter and physical qualities of the paint that continually challenges, surprises 
and fascinates me. A resolve is only reached when the paint retains its inherent 
properties of luminosity, texture and form, and the marks and line produced create a 
sense of vitality, readability, cohesion and movement. It is the resolving, juxtaposing, 
deconstructing and constructing of these element that makes a painting complete.’ 
Lucy’s work can be seen at the GreenLane Gallery, Dingle, Co. Kerry and Paris 
www.greenlanegallery.com  
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Omar Sabbagh (26) is both Lebanese and British. He quite his PhD in English 
Literature at Cambridge to concentrate on creative writing. He is now doing an MA in 
Creative and Life Writing at Goldsmiths College, London. He has had poems 
published in The Reader, Poetry Review and in Agenda Broadsheets. 
 
 
 
Red Wine, White Wine, Vodka and Mixers 
 
For Isabel Itamiro 
 
 
Bury me, then, in a red wine soup,  
And let me glide gilt-limbed 
Straight off a cliff, freed  
By the bankruptcy of white; 
And with the vodka mixed with fruit 
I’ll steal a few seconds of joy 
And then go digging, digging 
For bitter hours, the sweaty black 
Of some unknown Russian soil. 
 
Pick a mood, and you’ll find 
That under this hyperbole –  
The moon – 
Our world will cater for it. 
At least, that’s what it said 
On the invitation…  
 
I ran the whole gamut that night, 
My lover missing.  I went to sublime 
And felt warm and cared for 
By a wholesome star, but then  
Was stunned by the barking 
Of three wild dogs, winter 
Mealy-mouthed in my mind. 
   
Towards the end of the night 
I staggered to the door, 
And in the fresh air again 
I was reminded of what it’s like  
To love so much 
And be endlessly deceived. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Let it Go 
For Janet Ibison 
 
Let it go, this worthless triumph of sorrow. 
Let the pain emerging as anger now 
Blister, a faithless bubble to be rubbed away. 
 
Let it go, the agony 
That like an insect’s magnetic sense 
Drives you back, back and forth 
And around again, troubling the same 
Parched earth.   

 
Say to horror, 

Say to this creeping, inch-wise death: 
I am too young and too fecund 
For you to plunder me!  I will not 
Turn livid at your faintest touch,  
I will not devolve to your farthest blue… 
 
So let it go, this dark insistence inside of you. 
 
 
 
Trauma 
For George Resek 
 
Call it 
The way, once upon a time, your will 
Stood there, solid,  
Made of the finest fibre of wood,  
A great locked gate that would not permit  
Anything but bliss to enter:  
 
Call it the way it took 
A battering, rammed by the bad and unforgiving, 
Till all that was left, a few 
Minced-up splinters mixed with ashes – 
Its body, wholeness, gone for good. 
 
But more than that. 

Call it also 
A worm that like poison in the blood 
Slithers, pulses, bloats and fills you, 
Its piercing, pin-like voice –  
How it echoes down your spine.  
That is the worm of suicide, 
The only death made of spirit and signs. 



 
But now comes the third name,  
The one like a shotgun, at the end 
Of brutality and suffering. 
    Call it 
Liberty: the liberty to touch 
And drink and breathe fresh air 
While knowing that the first two named 
Only a surface 
And that the real commencement of pain 
Is below –  

      begins now as you realize  
That beyond the many years 
You exist hopelessly  
Concatenated,  
Infinitely spread,  
 
The clash and meld 
Of the drumming you took 
Elongated, 
Thinned to a haunting beat. 
 
 
 

 
 
Agnes Treherne:  Blueberries 
 
 
 



Karen Jennings (25) comes from Cape Town, South Africa where she has recently 
completed her Masters thesis. 
 
Under Your Gaze 
 
Fingerprints began to bud  
where my hands rested,  
and soon 
I had to spend hours daily  
remoulding 
the wax of my limbs. 
 
A thread of moisture lingered 
as a thaw set in 
and before long  
layers of skin dissolved, 
exposing bone and organs. 
 
In the end, dispersed 
by your eyes, only 
the residue remained 
of someone I had thought to be. 
 
Yet, formless and collapsed, 
I was more unbroken than I had been. 
 

 
 
Isabel Galleymore:  Face.   Isabel’s poems appear earlier in this Broadsheet. 



Vahni Capildeo (34) arrived in the UK in 1991 from Trinidad, where she grew up in 
Port-of-Spain’s Hindu community and attended a convent school.. She completed a 
doctorate in Old Norse. Her books include No Traveller Returns (Salt, 2003) 
http://www.saltpublishing.com) and Person Animal Figure (Landfill, 2005) 
http://www.landfillpress.co.uk. Extracts from One Scattered Skeleton, a non-fiction 
book (unpublished) on Trinidad, England, Iceland and memory, appear in London: 
City of Disappearances (Penguin, 2006), ed. by Iain Sinclair; The Caribbean Review 
of Books, The Arts Journal (Guyana), and Stand.  Her work has been anthologized in 
The Oxford Book of Caribbean Verse (OUP, 2005). She has spent a year working at 
the Oxford English Dictionary. 
 
To a Flute, Continuous (and the particular sweetness) 
 
For F. de Petrarca 
 
She died, yet he wrote on, regardless, 
still addressing himself to her ghost, 
single-minded, sensitive, yet hardly 
unselfish: he would win by saying most. 
    (I’d think switch off) 
Something like a song, it lasts forever 
singing forgets that living hearts grip time 
since through and through us music lifts out measure 
sung loudening makes an always of a rhyme. 
    (off, the particular sweetness) 
Summer in the community: leaves’ light 
sails open-air bacteria, splashed teas; 
see now the slow boy dancing to a flute – 
who knows that that’s rapture! – continuous. 
    (the particular sweetness of thinking) 
But winter’s powerful imports throughout 
both mind and evening make for certain doubt. 
    (of thinking, your voice with my words) 
 
 
Even in Sleep, Refraining 
 
When I heard the sad adulterers Tristan and Iseult 
had placed a sword between them as they slept, so to avoid 
sexual congress in the forest, my first and filthy thought: 
how much you can do despite a sword, lean above maybe, 
long soothes down flanks whose fighting muscles bunch and do not rest, 
waterfalls of pitiful caresses run misplaced. 
But those two know swords, the humiliations of wound care, 
instantaneous gross damage. Cousins to that-which-broke. 
One blade, lying coldly, puts a guard upon the mind, 
trains body, motive, separate in the forest of their want. 
Sharp metal cuts unmoved upon the first unconscious move, 
prevents love reaching through their sleep, or sleeping hand in hand. 
 

http://www.saltpublishing.com/
http://www.landfillpress.co.uk/


 
 
 

 
 
Carol Cronin:  Murioch – oil on canvas 
Carol was born in Wicklow, Ireland and graduated from the Cork College of Art and 
Design in 1989 with a Diploma in Fine Art. Since then, her work has been exhibited 
throughout Europe and many of her works have been commissioned in both Cork, 
Dublin and The Netherlands. 
Her work can be seen in The Greenlane Gallery, Dingle, Co. Kerry and Paris: 
www.greenlanegallery.com  
 
 
Ian Perry ((34) finished a degree in Creative Arts at Bath Spa University, focusing 
mainly on poetry and painting. His now ‘working out how exactly to meander 
creatively’.  
 
Reclamation of the night sky 
 
Creatures 
the colour of concrete 
with voices like oil slicks 
are crawling across 
the roof of the world. 
Their brutal hands and feet 
leave stains upon the sky 
and smudge the stars; 
they have shat 
upon the moon. 
 

http://www.greenlanegallery.com/


Last night I saw several artists 
prop ladders against 
Orion’s belt 
and climb slowly up. 
After they winched their palettes and knives 
to scaffolding high in the sky, 
I watched them begin 
to clean and repaint 
the ancient frescoes, 
keeping the creatures away 
with voices like melting rock. 
 
Nadia Connor is twenty years old and lives in Sheffield. She is currently reading 
English at Pembroke College, Cambridge. This is her first publication. 
 
resuscitate 
 
Unsolved, I am the unresolved, the panic at the breast 
and heart collapsing, no architectural qualms 
but the pure loss of breath in some public place, 
the blaze of eyes bearing down -- 
 
(she’s breathing again, she’s unrested, she’s 
all aquiver on the in-between, and we’re  
quirking in the shadows, unfounded, 
replacing ourselves with ourselves and our loose shirts, 
flapping like laundry on hollow stands, with the brute 
blood-beat of our own hearts, repeating: 
think of someone you have loved) 
 
Of course I’m fine. Of course. How can you ask, 
in such a flicker, in such an unpoised  
blood-bloom and crumpling of names? 
 
Have you lost something vital? 
 
(above the sea of connected organs, 
the bells toss their chain of notes skyward; 
they are born and die as the choristers’ pure yell 
infects the air with effigy) 
 
Something’s missing, some pure thing, 
in this fabulous minute when everything able 
will cling, blue-stricken, unsure, as the lights turn to flicker, 
and panic roams broad --  
 
(vague as faces, our futures withdraw a morsel 
 
dreams seen pointed and cold) 
 



 
 
Suzanne Clark: Tree 
 
 
Andrew Frolish was born in Sheffield in 1975.  He studied politics at Lancaster 
University before training to be a primary school teacher in Ambleside in the Lake 
District.  Since qualifying as a teacher, he has lived with his family in Suffolk, where 
he is now a deputy head teacher.  His poems have been published, or accepted for 
publication, in several magazines, including Acumen, Envoi, Tears in the Fence, 
Pulsar, The Interpreter’s House and PN Review.  In 2006, he won the Suffolk Poetry 
Society Crabbe Memorial Prize. Nine of his poems were included in New Poetries IV, 
an anthology published by Carcanet in June 2007. 
 
Crematorium 
 
Shouldn’t have asked about the tin box 
on the shelf behind the leathered desk. 
Until then, these were other people 
on the edge of things: only form, no substance. 



 
The box rattled and stirred when he tipped it 
for me to see the collection of man-made objects 
left behind, rejected in the final moments 
 – the vanity of jewellery, the replacement hip. 
 
These were the fragments of their passage, 
physical proof quietly taken from the ashes, 
the stuff that binds us to the Earth, 
the leftovers, the bits that did not burn. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
DNA 
 
And all those lost moments, 
those minutes and fragments, 
left out in the cold 
to fall through strong winds 
and flourish in someone else’s soil. 
All the dog ends 
of conversations 
or the rind of the laughter 
cut off and laid aside 
to be discarded later; 
a night out, then after, 
the quiet streets home. 
The torn strips of evenings 
sitting in the lamplight together, 
waiting for something 
and saying nothing. 
 
Imagine if you could take them, 
these forgotten shavings of time, 
the moments between going and goodbye, 
and link them like strands of DNA; 
put these seconds together 
to assemble a new chance, an old day. 
Would they be greater than their sum? 
Stark pauses in the silence: 
just think of all the things 
we could have done. 
 
 
 
 
 



White Band 
 
Because it used to be paler, this skin, 
used to be a ring of waxy enamel 
which was cast off in flakes and dust 
when water crept into the gap between  
the metal and the finger. 
 
I liked the stripe, a contrast of white 
and darkened skin: the skin exposed 
next to the skin hidden, a ring always, 
even when it was taken away, 
light in the summer half-light. 
 
And when it was curled into my fist, 
like clasping a silk of your milk skin, 
it was a small, fluttering heart, 
trembling, growing fainter in my arms, 
I counted the beats it missed. 
 
But this is the crux of the matter: 
the brown has bled into the white, 
the margin between before and now 
has smoothed away, an eroding coast 
unable to withstand the tide, the pressure. 
 
Absently, I gather the fingers in my palm,  
almost thinking of the loss, 
not quite noticing the white band 
that used to be there, neatly pressed 
against the knuckle of my heart.  
 
 
 
 

   
 
Imogen Joy 
 
 



 
 
Rebecca Longley: Arctic Shore – Oil/wax/marble dust on linen 
Rebecca has a studio in Brixton, London and grew up in Scotland, Derbyshire and 
Manchester.She stays several times a year with her family on the West Coast of 
Ireland where she is inspired by the remote, bleak, wild landscapes. 
Her work is exhibited in Greenlane Gallery, Dingle www.greenlanegallery.com  
 
 
 
Caroline Clark, 30, comes from Lewes in Sussex. After graduating with a degree in 
German and Russian from Exeter University she moved to Moscow where she lived for 8 
years. In 2002 she completed an MA in Modern European Literature at Sussex 
University, and wrote her dissertation on Paul Celan and Osip Mandelstam. She now lives 
in Montreal. 
 
 
  Night Train 
   

Ahead  
  the untouched tracks 
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  become  

the forgone night 
  

we pass ourselves in fleeting images 
void becoming lightened window 
 

  becoming void becoming thought: 
perhaps there lies the Russia of our dreams; 

 
we shuttle through past roots and bark 

                        beyond the forest’s blackened wood. 
 
 
 
 
 

At Yasnaya Polyana 
  
Come to a rafter 
in the stable’s cool, 
two silk-sooted swallows 
above a horse at rest. 
 
Who knows such tail-tipped balance 
unthought, untrained? 
Lástochka, lástochka, 

                                    loved first then named. 
 
 
 

 
 Oasis 

 
Smells rise; the old snow is turned and bulldozed 
into heaps that fade and stain the pre-spring days. 
Heads are lighter now, around us buildings  
rise and fall. Weightlessness takes the strain. 
Out there snow melts from the centre out. An oasis  
of sodden earth. A faded remembering of grass. 
Shifting rooftops shed their loads. Bluetits 
tinker springnotes, chinking crystal through cigarette 
snow. We breathe a sea-thawed air from the sea  

                        that’s never there. Deeper now into the salted distance. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

                       
 
 
                     Imogen Joy:  Quiddity – acrylic on rice paper and canvas 
                     This painting won First Prize in the Adsteam Shipping Industry 
                     ‘Great Ports of Australia’ prize, 2006. 
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