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                               Tory gully by Derek Hill , oil on canvas 
 
             (Derek Hill’s painting, Tory, is featured on the front cover 
              of the Celtic Mists issue of Agenda.) 



    

 
 

Eamonn Grennan 

 

Into Silence 
 
Not even the slow rain falling on the crowded roundabout in Castlebar is as sad  
 as the sound of her crying miles away with the sad Atlantic setting itself between 

them  
and his voice unable to take away the weight on her heart so when she falls silent  
 he hears his own helpless silence grow dense as an ocean icing over or complete  
as the quiet of that badger that lies clean as a cat's tongue and stone dead with its  
 nose in the dust of the road from Currywongan to Kylemore and knows no more  
what came down on its shortsighted life than the leaf knows twisted off the sycamore  
 and starting to be side-road dust in such a silence as you imagine the moon might  
sequester on night after empty night of barebone rock-strewn bitter chill no end to it.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sign Here 
 
This little tribe of chattering robins testing the mud-clotted grass like diviners  
  to rouse worms turning from their winter sleep is another sign we’ve gone  
beyond the border where one slow season slips into another as earth itself is  
  turning re-turning its bright blue wheel in the indifferent brimming sea space  
and since these purple gold white crocuses in the shade of a redbrick wall  
  have opened their eager mouths to the sun coming down hard on them this  
chill-stiffened day this too must be a sign of the sheer flesh-stirring element  
  alive in air as it shivers with what’s possible (tasting it) so is it any wonder  
earth’s been thought been termed a goddess which in turn might provide a kind 
  of reason for how his mute heart hits overload having come upon sudden  
green where he expected only dry sticks and then there’s this stretch of grass 
  stretching itself to touch how springshine leans over it and even he himself  
seems opened again like a book of quickened yearnings to be leafed through  
  one illuminated page at a time each blazoning a big truth seeking speech. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Matthew Rhodes 
 
 
Caer Caradoc 
 

Like a grain of sand I cross your banks, 
borne on Roman time and tides, too late 
to stand and fight, with you, for life. 
 
My feet scour and stir the earth you threw 
upon this hill in vain; once proud 
projection of your power, erect 
(I imagine, at least) but now 
soft and conquered, smooth mounds suckling sheep; 
slopes made romantic by imagined pasts and feet. 
A woman it was, I hear, who did for you at last. 
 
Like a grain of sand I cross your banks, 
and shape your fort, and feel your hands; 
two thousand years have passed and still 
I dream with you. 
 

 
 

Geraldine Wheeler - low tide 
 

 

 

 



                                             

 

 

                                              Rosalind Hudis 
 
                                             Lead Mine 
                                              
 
                                             For miles 
                                             a stream shadows us, bog 
                                             sucks at our nerves, the weight 
                                             of wrapped-in heat, as we push 
                                             into the gut of Cwm Ystwyth. 
                                            
                                             Until this sudden lengthening, 
                                             a spread of lodes 
                                             from what's become river  
                                             with its surface low, gun-metal, 
                                             splitting 
                                             ruin from ruin, the dust 
                                             galena, 
 
                                             sulphite, antinomy - 
                                             words gutted and toxic 
                                             still, with their vein of heat. 
                                             Light picks its way 
                                             over the rubble in a held 
                                             breath of itself. 
 
                                             Everywhere, the raddle of leats 
                                             where water's crashing 
                                             sluiced down muscle  
                                             and memory 
                                             of soil, would leave 
                                             
                                             only what was usable, 
                                             and what leaked 
                                             through the oxidised 
                                             years like a betrayal. 
                                        
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Lorna Sherry 

 Legacy 

i.m. Robin Banks (Enameller) 2007 

Your sitting room is as cold as church; 
the smell of good polish, wood smoke and, logs for the fire, 
clings like your presence to the rugs you patched so well. 
Dust hangs like a veil on the mirror you placed just so, 
and beyond the long window, the potager is dormant. 
Scattered on the sill, your life in mosaic, 
post cards, letters, photos of a girlish you. 
By the door, the secateurs, trowel, and small fork,  
their handles worn dark and loofah like, 
remind me that lately, while weeding, 
you told the story of how Magritte had laughed at your name, 
the joke so old I had forgotten it. 
 

From your garden, on a square of white linen, I have carefully laid 
the long red fruits of the magnolia, their 
seeds revealed in a kaleidoscope of lips; 
a spill of tiny jet beads from the aquilegia Pru gave  you, 
twists from Californian poppies, beech nuts, 
a single rose-hip, still bright, together with 
a bounty of  nasturtiums seeds, each in it’s filigree basket. 
You loved that vibrancy best of all. Like Flamenco skirts 
dense bright colour dancing amid heavy greenery, 
taking over the hedgerow, the potager, tangling beneath 
white fragrant roses. Such a garden Monet might have painted, 
essence, carefully laid on a square of white linen. 
 
                               

                          
                             Robin Banks: Enamel Work 



Tegwen Lewis 
 
Enchantment 
 
We said that winter was drawing in,  
Flicking the curtains wide across the pane, 
And there beneath the kindled flame 
We probed the printed page, 
Or plied the homely needle 
Over hem and seam, 
The dip of scissors 
Breaking the hearth’s unchallenged silence. 
 
And then 
Beside the open door I stood, 
Hesitant to bolt it fast 
Against the night, 
For, from the silken heliotrope of skies 
The moon dipped dusky shadows 
Fretting the heart with imagery. 
Chiding the meek formality 
Of cloistered hours. 
When skies brimmed silver rain 
Over an enchanted land. 
 
 
 
 

Summer Noon 

 
Summer was there 
In the ferned solitariness of hills: 
The shorn sheep, 
White as sea-smooth pebbles 
In the silence: 
The humid lethargy of afternoon 
Somnolent across the valley there. 
Young cattle stood disconsolate 
About the clover-studded grass, 
The flicking tails 
Chiding the errant flies. 
And suddenly we disturbed 
A brown flurry of partridges, 
Hesitant in that brief confusion 
Of strange unwelcome visitors 
Within that dormitory 
Of amber light, 
Deep in the tufted grass. 



I wished the day would never end 
Beside the steel cool water 
Of that mountain stream 
Quivering deliciously 
Across its stony bed; 
But already in the valley 
I heard the cows called home 
For milking time, 
And in the village 
Fires were prodded 
For a kettle’s tune, 
And chimneys lifted high 
Their smoky banners 
Proclaiming time for tea. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Fair 
They came with autumn skies, 
The painted caravans. 
Bringing a strange enchantment in their wake 
And lifting the common-place 
To new and strange delights. 
I saw the smoke  
Of their camp fires 
Like long blue hair 
In the soft October rain. 
And all day 
Insistent as an old tune 
I thought of the shouting children 
With their night-dark eyes 
And dark unruly hair, 
And across the lisp of autumn rain 
There was the longing 
For the singing nights 
Under a slim arc of moonlight 
And the bright skein of music 
Sifting the magic 
Through the shouting throng 
To the spinning stars 
High in a smooth mulberry sky.                                                                                                                
 
 
 
                                                                         
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
The Miner 
 
The weary hooter slits the silence wantonly 
And men go down into the night again. 
And intimate within that world 
Beneath the fair familiarity of earth and sky they toil, 
And in the light of comradeship 
The dark flame of courage 
Glows within that twilight world. 
 
And in my unlearned lethargy recollection comes 
Of binding intimacies. 
The common task shot through with laughter, 
And the swift awareness 
When the blinding flash of grief 
Plunged the hours 
Into long seas of weariness 
And the slow apathy of despair. 
 
I hear them come, 
The rasp of hobnail in the genesis of day, 
At noon, 
And then the clanging stride 
When darkness brings her fitful hours 
Within the night’s distress. 
 
I am not young, 
Nor yet too old for dreaming, 
But now there are no dreams, 
Each day one long harsh prelude to the night’s unrest; 
O that the wine-sweet winds of autumn 
Could wake the cancerous lung to health again, 
That all unwholesomeness be purged, 
And the dark fear unrealized. 
I am not young 
Nor yet too old for dreaming. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
                                                       FAYE JOY: APRIL PAINTINGS 
 

 
 
 



JENNIFER A. MCGOWAN  
 
 
SHAKESPEARE 'S  JOAN 
 
Only God above knows who I really am. 
The rest pull and tug, and I fracture. 
I'm La Pucelle to the French, holy champion. 
They believe in me. 
I did, too. 
 
The English, though,  
don't believe in either me or God. 
It's inconvenient. 
They see my country breeding 
as an affront, a sign of 
dark and desperate proclivities.  Whatever that means. 
Sorcery.  That word's about the same, 
and they use it often, claiming 
my skills are hell-born, my visions delusion. 
Apparently yesterday I fought someone 
and straddled his defeated body, laughing. 
(I was in council at the time, 
in front of plenty of witnesses.) 
The English soldiers, they slaver and leer as they talk. 
They have never been innocent. 
 
But stories change you.  This morning I noticed 
an ostler crossing himself after I spoke, 
then making the sign.  What can I say? 
Forgiveness is part of His creed. 
Maybe the ostler's Burgundian 
or someone else played by foreigners. 
The casting call was wide. 
 
A lull now, a respite, intermission. 
I've lost track of my entrances, 
and fear my exits. 
 
It's cold.  Even in my gambeson 
I shiver.  My God, my God, 
have you forsaken me? 
 
The sky is silent. 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
OXFORD HIGH  
 
English comes in snatches, intermittent and vague, 
its lilt at cross-purposes with other tongues: 
a summer haze. 
 
Sitting by the saxifrage and thinking of poetry, 
my heart splits to allow in the warmth, 
revives to Magdalen telling the hour. 
 
I also think of how the river swallows syllables 
till punts collide in raucous silence; 
how the orchids bloom, also in silence; 
 
and how the woman in the blue skirt looks down, 
holds its sides out, and sashays a few steps 
as if no one else can see.  
 
 

 
 
                                                       AoA Kynslay 
All Celtic Medieval manuscripts in this supplement by Jennifer A. McGowan 
 
 



                      
 
                                                       Celtic AoA 
 

                 
    
                                                       Celtic Fleam 



 
 
                                              Celtic Pearl (Tremayne) 
 
 

         
                                                    McKlinchey Pearl 



               Sheila Hamilton 
 
               To the Seahorse 
 
                         after Jacques Prévert 
 
 
 
               The seahorse which drifts vertically 
               The seahorse that likes the shadows near coral 
               The dignified seahorse 
               Which suddenly darts 
               Which bolts 
               The seahorse that wants to gallop through salt 
               The fearful seahorse 
               Seahorse that wants to live 
               Seahorse that wants to canter 
               Seahorse that wants to stamp 
               The seahorse that likes the shadows near coral 
               The seahorse which drifts vertically 
               Is you 
               You who can be afraid 
               Who wants to ride the heave of the sea. 
 
 

 
 
Geraldine Wheeler: Untitled 



Daniel King 
 
Queen Mary ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞     
 
(A reply to Swinburne’s ‘Faustine’) 
 
Let us enter the circles here, 
Study the scene: 
A Norn of thirty-seven years - 
England’s first queen. 
 
Your Tudor Stake was Derrida’s, 
Stoked by Racine, 
And writers who were carried there, 
Erasure’s queen. 
 
Your three-quarter profile greets space, 
Seeks the unseen: 
A hearth or Rousseau’s water-place, 
My lettered queen? 
 
What tulpa whispers in your womb, 
Bubbles pus-green?  
Reflections from a future tomb - 
King William’s queen? 
 
For Edward Hyde engendered spawn, 
Fuelled texts’ machine: 
The Seven’s letter left you torn, 
A contract queen. 
 
Or more, a deaf Elektra shade  
In tangerine, 
For him invited to invade 
Homeland and queen. 
 
But centuries will curdle words, 
Will smear each seme; 
And 3020 saw the third 
Mary dubbed queen. 
 
Were you a fossil or a fresh gem? 
Pure olivine? 
Foucault’s faux pas could not condemn 
The Crystal Queen. 
 
From here, the circles blur, grow faint. 
Yet poised between, 
At infinite remove, a saint 
Hails the last queen. 



 
The Virgin, at the end of time, 
Blends with this queen. 
As Christ’s blood slows, begins to climb, 
She is redeemed. 
 

 
 
Faye Joy: Shakespeare (embroidery) 



 
 
 
John Gladwell 
 
An Ancient Contract 
 
 
 
An ancient contract 
Of one word becoming less 
 
An old narrative  
Now blending into the new 
 
Too close to your smile  
To your lips   to your skin 
 
To your body now open 
But your body no longer enough 
 
Just this one adjustment  
And the roar of each dead cell 
 
An act of contrition   of blind mass  
With no shadows to be held 
 
No waiting to be found   here 
With no plot   no prayer 
 
Just each piece of cracked stained glass 
Each dry stone font 
 
Related to darkness 
To something  
 
That looks like night 
An indulgence  
  
As you cry to your god 
To a forged time 
 
A new ceremonial 
A reinvented myth 
 
One closed Book 
And each ephemeral effect 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

 
 
 
Faye Joy: April acrobats 2011 (embroidery) 
 



 
 
 
Marek Urbanowicz 
 
LUCIFER’S GIFT 
 
 
Before the planets, 
stars or gases marked 
the black pitched canvas, 
stretched taut, tent-like, pegged 
by infinity, 
darkness was the source, 
still-winded as death. 
 
Who holds the whole grasps 
the foetal stars, sheathed 
like pursed seeds of wheat 
in a burlap sack, 
will breath-blow this dust 
to burn, grain and paint 
suns, moons, holed blackness. 
 
What will stir this birth, 
un-prise the silk fist 
with its silver clutch ? 
Surprise is the key. 
A quick solstice kiss 
wins the hand, opens 
the crossed starry palm. 
 
Venus, Sirius 
glow luciferous, 
bright as wormed apples 
in a dawned garden. 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 

                TO TANGO ? 
 
 
 

       How 
                    do we 
                    begin to 
                    start this foxed dance ? 
                    A  tentative step 
                    in a slow waltz or quick 
                    like a tango, all arms, legs, 
                    hearts pistoning, eyes bright and fired ? 
                    Or will you dance alone, pure, aloof, 
                    balletic as a swan on your own lake, 
                    while I watch you pirouette and arabesque, 
                    close for a moment, then distant in an instance, 
                    as you dance my heart through its paces, my eyes held still 
                    by the long arc of your arm. Oh, I could samba, rumba, 
                    do the fandango, trot foxily on a glass floor with you 
                    my guide, while we glide our lives through their wherefores, their why’s and their how’s. 
 
 
                     
 
                 
 
 

Mandy Pannett 
 
STRANGE LOOP 
 
 
White moon over a field of frost and a hare in icicle grass by a tree  
stares at me in the low light 
 
And I stare back at him into the light, forgetting the train and my single bag –  
a spider in amber, lion in tar: I cannot move. 
 
Is it a riddle, a trick of the eye, a trio of hares where the brain is fooled 
in the counting of ears  
 
where last is first and truth’s a lie and I’m still here though the train goes on 
without me again as it always does 
 
and this hare and I are caught in a loop of cold white light and nothing is different,  
even if one of us shifts? 
 



 
 

 
 
Geraldine Wheeler: Street Scene 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Sally Festing 
 
Hotel Milia 
 
 
For days words have frisked at the window,  
dropping down the well outside our twenty storeys,  
The view is blocked by concrete                                                                                                      
but sky squeezes down and light slips off the edge.  
 
Once they begin to come,  
by God I’m going to spin. 
 
Distractions only harass: 
four sorts of juice for breakfast, 
yoghurt, anchovies, herrings, ham,   
scrambled egg etcetera.     

 
Someone’s in the corridor  
talking wind and nothing. 
The flow of life registers in our room.  
If only the sun were surer.  
If the bedclothes hadn’t been tucked so tight  
they feed bad dreams.  
 
The dictionary’s no good, the order’s wrong.    
Nor can I read another page.        
Shaking my book till the words fall free 
I try to catch their quiddity.   
 
All night wind whirls,  
fills the city.  
Bolder, I pull down my hat, stick out my chin,     
scuttle like a giant bug across the glass 
and coloured tile that covers the roll and dip   
of Barcelona’s cool explosion.         
 
Last day a weedy sun slaps on the balcony.     
We slip through miles of brand-new  
almost empty airport  
high on the music of moving walkways.   
 
Carbon footprints, herrings, ham.  
There’s a buzzing round my head,  
on my tongue.   
Optimism induces rosy reckoning,    
pane, feint, dye,  
instead of pain, faint, die.      



 
 
 
A Man With A Lot on His Mind 
 
After Fish by David Smith, 1950-51 
 
 
He dreamed of salmon streaming through  
the landscape of his youth,  
the yard where players  
left an aftermath of action.  
Lured by all that bulky worn-out iron 
his large hands hacked at gallows, portals  
and girders where rust, all bloody, shone.  
Welding, he set free  
   this fish, 
 
No fleshy creature, it was locked  
             weightless  
in the arms of a  
bristly headed man  
that had to be him, I knew,  
seeing the sculpture - a potent Jonah,  
blade-like arms embracing the whale’s 
zigzag ribs and spine. 
 
Eye on the ball, compulsive as the sun  
that ruptured the Adirondack cloud,  
he stomped round Bolton Landing  
trawling the everyday, drawing over  
the barrenness. Tried this, then that, until  
the junk he salvaged held language 
in its tongue. 
 
Mornings he surveyed his army, 
bellowed at the day, gazed into space  
where thrusts of curve and line  
empowered the earth and glued it to the sky. 
What were they doing, these theatre shadows?  
and where did it come from, his passion 
to forge a world and be its king? 
  
Upmann cigar, Jack Daniels – fire that hardened  
the strongest steel couldn't quite keep sane  
the grasping switched-on metalmolten drive.  
Almost you heard his brain humming  
production songs while dragging space,  
still breathing, out of chaos 
to bolt through folds of land. 



 
 
 
 
 
Different from each perspective, his works escape  
the eye’s possession, overflow their plinths,  
jostle for room between the swim of milling hundreds 
that flipped him excited out of mind.  
 
Did he also meet himself in the mutable space,   
the struggle beneath the shine? He wanted  
them there for ever. To control even this.      
 

 
 
Geraldine Wheeler: interior 004 (3) 



            Stuart Medland 
 
                    I Ran Home With the Fish 
 
            It would have been a mackerel (unless 
             it was a herring) still alive and jerk-knee 
             Jumpy in the bottom of the bag and 
             Slapping at the paper. So I ran the whole 
 
             Length of the pier, the planks encouraging 
             Me with every bang and bounce to 
             Get it home before it suffocated in the 
             Salt sea air or made the paper soggy with its 
             Wet and fell straight through. (I couldn’t 
             bring myself to hold it underneath and know 
             its live torpedo weight so wrigglingly 
             inside my palm). The best that I could do 
 
             Was swing around the turnstile gate and 
             Run full pelt along the promenade 
             Against the flow, then dart across the traffic, 
             Foot to hopping foot – willing it alive still – 
             Cornering the pavement into Custom 
             Houses Lane, sprint up Park Street, 
             Turning down the alley at the house side 
             With a ricochet of shoulder against brick 
 
             And slam the back door open with an elbow 
             On the kitchen wall to turn both taps on  
             Full and pour him out into the sink. He 
             Wouldn’t come. I dropped the bag in whole and 
             Pulled the paper free in soggy lumps and 
             All the time I desperately made-believe him 
             Leaping, diving, playful see-and-sawing in the 
             Gush and swirl of water - watched him only 
 
             Bob and spin. ‘I think you’ve killed him, 
             Mate –‘ my uncle laughed. ‘You’ve battered him 
             Unconscious – if he wasn’t dead before –’ 
 
             I turned the taps off. Ran into the dining room 
             And came back with the salt to make the 
             Sink into the Sea. Stared to see him only float 
             Upon his side when at the line’s end he had 
 
             Thrashed into a dancing loop, his tail to 
             Touch his head – his head to touch his tail, 
             Blue-tigered black, a ring of silver 
             Working its way off a finger, frantic to be 
             Uncaught from a hook, a muscle-moon 



 
             Reeled in and in and in upon the bouncing rod 
             And all the time the dolphin-clicking of the 
             Reel itself between the angler’s fingertips, then 
             Caught and held that one-and-only time, its 
             Livingness a spasm running through 
             A hand and up a jumpered arm. Twisting 
 
             On his canvas stool the fisherman had 
             Turned and grinned and said to me, 
             ‘Here, have it for your tea!’ And so, 
             Two hands up to the light, as if to 
             Thread a needle, he worked head of mackerel 
             Away from hook, jiggled arrow-barb from 
             Bone of roof of mouth. And dropped it 
             In the brown and crinkly paper bag 
             He’d had his lunch in, straightened  
             Out his arm and winked at me. 
 
             I did. I watched my Grandma cook it 
             In the frying pan with salt-and-peppered 
             Flour. Watched it spit and sizzle. Watched 
             It turned and flipped upon a spatula, a 
             Fair bit lighter with its insides in the bin. Sat 
 
             Up to the table with the fish in front of me – 
             Its head and tail reminding me, 
             A little disconcertingly, that even 
             Fishes like to live their lives and 
 
             Not all teas come easily. 
 
 
           
                                  Rats in the Plum 
 
 
                   You would gather Victoria Plums 
                       In a basket. This year 
                           You were late to the tree. No 
 
                   Purple-black, 
                        Weighty-and-cool-in-the-palm 
                             Discreetly clenched 
                                      Buttocks of fruit 
 
                    To be tried for their 
                          Yellow or green on the 
                                Ball of your thumb, but 
 



                     Your whole 
                           Shamefaced tree, 
                                  Moving and whispering, 
 
                      Locusted – with 
                            Brazen baby rats 
                                 Spilled over from the  
                                       Stubble field – a 
 
                      Rat for  
                                every  
                                        Plum. 
 
 
                            
 
 

 
 
Geraldine Wheeler: interior 002 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



William Francis: poem and artwork  
 

 
Yin Yang 
 
Ixodes ricinus 
 
Boneless on the hot stones of the drive, 
our lady-cat  rolls back her head, shuts her eyes 
and snakes her tender belly to the sun. 
 
 I trail an idle finger in the river of her throat, 
part her soft white coat to find an eddy in the stream, 
a ripe and swollen bag of blood – a tiny purple aubergine. 
 
A passenger, it came here from a swaying blade of grass, 
waiting  for the brush of passing feather, fur or hair, 
questing like a sailor seeking landfall from the mast. 
 
She surely must have felt the sting 
knowing she’d been bitten as the harpoon pierced her skin 
and the creature glued its mouthparts to her neck.  



 
They say its world is light/not light, heat/not heat, 
vibration and the fleeting changes breathing makes to air. 
No way to know its host is stretching now – yawning, wants to eat.  
 
But I hope it feels her heartbeat when she pounces on her prey, 
rides her pulse and shares her bliss  as brittle bones give way. 
The host, her guest, a meal to share this perfect summer’s day. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
  Art Window 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Emma Lee 
 
A Contemporary Visit to 3 Chalcot Square  
 
(home of Sylvia Plath from 1960 – 1961) 
 
You’d approve of the red curtains, 
but not the lampshade: you weren’t chintzy. 
In the window boxes, instead of flowers, 
you’d have had fresh herbs for cooking 
while Ted was in meetings at the BBC. 
You’ve have cut a rose for your dinner table 
from the untamed bush you ducked under, 
hurrying back from walks  
along Primrose Hill with Frieda. 
Whites and yellows would have brightened 
your flat, chock-a-block with books 
and baby paraphernalia, barely  
room for your writing desk, piled  
with your journal and dictionaries, 
plans for book launches, another baby 
and a scintillating literary salon that  
somehow got crammed into this,  
with just enough space to paint the sill white 
and stencil hearts in a burning red. 
 

 
 
Faye Joy: Acrobats (embroidery) 
 
 
 



 
Adam Elgar  
 
 
Polka 
 
(from A Map of Lost Places) 
 
 
Though centuries have passed 
why should they stop the dance? 
There’s nothing in this waste  
of weeds and fallen masonry  
that’s worth a glance except  
the skeletal pavilion and a hint  
of candy stripes and bunting  
twitched by ancient threads of wind,  
and sometimes in the weary light 
the swirl of faded and regretted skirts,  
black jackets greyed to blurs.  
 
Our guide points out a misty couple  
breaking off to snatch a kiss behind  
a broken pillar, and we strain 
to catch the wisps of antique sound  
that animate the dancers still,  
though they are nothing more  
than echoes of a dazzle. Still we see  
the shock that flashes, as it will forever,  
in a face that was a woman’s once,  
whirled by her partner endlessly 
lamenting, But this isn’t him, 
he’s not the one I meant. 
 
 
 
 
 
Manatee 
 
(From A Day at the Zoo) 
 
They look at her and think she’s strange enough  
to be their kin: pug-muzzled matron  
with her calf at suck tucked under a flipper. 
 
Heat-struck sailors ogled these slow torpedoes,  
called them mermaids, desperately believed  
(or wished) the swell was grass. 
 



The woman pictures Drake’s, da Gama’s element  
of loss and empire, turns in distaste  
from the blatant, swaying grazer in the kelp. 
 
She wonders, is the body boat or ocean?  
Something angular begins to stir, a hint at pain.  
What’s weather to him is climate to her, 
 
and he’s remembering dry land one summer,  
their tangled limbs in leaf-sprinkled light, loose, 
tense, loose, aghast, then spent and laughing  
 
at percussive gasps and a stifled squeal  
from another thicket, all the world a-rut 
and the promise of no more sea. 
 
 
 

 
 
Geraldine Wheeler: Untitled 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Angela Topping 
 
Pomegranate 
 
For Jan Dean 
 
  Time, you thief, who love to get 
   sweets into your book 
   Leigh Hunt 
 
 
Five pointed star, my pentacle, 
how I would lift your jewels 
from their case, one by one 
on the pin’s point, before 
I found a better way.  
 
Now I bite into your leather 
with greedy teeth, devouring 
your ruby firmaments.  
Time’s a thief and so am I, 
seizing everything I can.  
 
Time enough for picking out 
your treasures one by one 
when days begin to bleed 
into each other like washed 
watercolour sunsets. 
 
Even Persephone could not resist 
your glowing fairy-lights.  
I garner your seeds for my journey, 
on clean parchment draw 
my magical five pointed star.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Atar Hadari 
 
Fathers Running Down the Hill 
 
Fathers running down the hill with sons 
Trying to muster the same abandon, 
Echoing “ho ho ho” for every grunt, 
Going “whee” whenever they grin 
 
But the wind in their own hair 
Finds a scalp not an endless jungle 
And the drips that make pavements glare 
Speak to them of slips not magic castles. 
 
The sons feeling the wind 
Turn in their hand into a stallion 
Let go of the hand clasping their chin 
And grasp the sword in the tree branch 
 
And waves rippling out 
Of the stone kicked into the puddle 
Build a castle far from home 
And a resting place for the fathers. 
 

 
 
Geraldine Wheeler: Sea Picture 
 
 



 

 
 
Celtic Drach Mar 10 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Peter Branson 
 

Narrow-boats at Rode Heath Rise 

 
Lump hammers clang; before you know, beyond  
your spring-soft garden greens, they’re in your face,  
proud ring a roses livery, war paint, 
throat-lozenge shapes, like coffins in a plague. 
Slow-time machine, parallax universe, 
sterns list where tethered heavy-horses strain; 
bows nodding-donkey ride, tease air for sign   
of hostiles, like old wagon-trains in films.  
 
It’s handy for the all day shop and pub, 
next lock. No space to form a circle though;  
exposed to locals on the towpath side  
who wander by with dogs or fishing looks.  
Young bucks on motor bikes who like to make  
a splash – disturbing that, take turns nearby.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Martin W. Bennett 
 
AUBADE: Castel Baronia 
 
The shutters once unlatched, 
Bird trills, an early cuckoo, 
The drop-drip-drop of rain – 
 
Melodic drill and hammer 
Even the bendiest of haiku 
Could not quite contain – 
 
Across outlying terrain 
Shifts of grey on green 
Worthy of a Flemish Master – 
 
To decorate the skyline 
Windmills since gone hi-tech, 
Grinding watts, not grain 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Melinda Lovell 
 
S E A   S A L T   O R   C H E S T N U T   W O O D 
                                                  (after reading a seaside poet ) 

 
 
Songs grow from where they are. 
   Stories on gusty Norfolk shore 
      exposed to scrutiny of sky 
 
pebbles blink in big light 
   worn down, refined slow, 
      the past retold till smooth 
 
North sea swings in and out 
   the random delivered by tides 
      precise as a turned line 
 
receding, re-covering, 
   a new-washed, new-emptied 
      salt-stinging history. 
 
Unlike the past locked inland 
   those deep chapters of Cantal copses 
      swung by chestnut tides 
 
where trees are lightning-split 
   hollowed, scarred, 
      growing out of rock 
 
forever shedding, felled,  
   leaving the flotsam of husks 
      to layer forest floor 
 
crackling like barnacles 
   mulched from daily tramping 
      in the bare season. 
 
chinks in chestnut armour 
      words through winter’s blast 
 

 
 

 
 

 



Two paintings by Alice Pickering 

 

 

Conference of the Birds 3 

 



 

 
 
Starlit beach



 
 
Celtic PCS closeup                                              
 
                                                
 
 



The artists in this web supplement: 
 
Faye Joy trained as a painter at Wolverhampton College of Art and then studied 
printmaking at the Central School of Art in London with Norman Ackroyd. 
She taught Art and History of Art for many years, her last long post being at 
St. Leonards/Mayfield School, Mayfield, East Sussex. 
   She has now, for several years, been exploring the potential and possibilities 
of machine embroidery, exhibiting her work in AU.QUAIDOCK, a contemporary 
gallery in Lisieux. 
   Recently, she has been combining machine embroidery work with installation 
ideas, incorporating some of her current poetry inspired by her walks in Normandy 
where she lives.  
 
Geraldine Wheeler was born in Cardiff and attended Cardiff Art College. She is attracted  
to the dramatic potential of lighting in the theatre and worked for a season with 
the Director of Traverse Theatre in Edinburgh, She then moved to the South Coast where she 
resumed drawing from life and painting and exhibiting locally, mainly concentrating on 
landscapes and seascapes in watercolour. 
   She is now working on new large scale (100x100cms) interiors to be included in her 
one-woman show at The Stables Gallery, Hastings, 3-22 December, 2012. Her painting of an 
interior is on the front cover of the next Exiles issue of Agenda (winter, 2012). 
www.geraldinewheeler.com 
 
Alice Pickering works mainly in watercolour or gouache with the addition of small 
sections of collage, often including glitter and sequins. Her work is usually semi-abstract with  
representational or figurative aspects and aims at conveying a sense of the spiritual 
or mystical. Recent themes have focused on spiritual quests or journeying. She has  
also been working on a cosmological series of works concerning the explosion, creation and 
re-arrangement of matter that occurred as the universe formed. 
   At the moment she is focusing on the idea of the cycle of the seasons. 
   She studied Philosophy at Christ’s College, Cambridge, was taught art by her parents 
who were both artists, then she studied abstract painting at The City Literary Institute in 
Holborn, London. Her work has been exhibited widely. She now lives on the South Coast. 
 
Author of the chapbook Life in Captivity from Finishing Line Press, Jennifer A. McGowan 
has published in many journals on both sides of the Atlantic, including, most recently, 
Acumen and the American Journal of Nursing – the latter being the latest in her line of poetry 
about being disabled. 
    She holds a PhD in English, and has taught and had her poems used as text at various 
universities.   
   Her website, with more poetry and examples of her mediaeval calligraphy, can be found at 
http://www.jenniferamcgowan.com . 
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