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and then your heart.  
Another key for 21. The years passed by 
and the keys add on.

Keys to feel
To grow, to breathe
My point, my friend
Is, we all need keys.
You pass away
They use a key to drive you
To your resting place
Your body's interred.
They use a key to lock the place.
They say 'money makes the world go round'.
I think not.
Keys. Keys. Keys.

7

Keys

As I accepted the key,  
little did I realise 
the importance of that jagged, metallic object.   
So commonly thought of as a way in
as opposed to a way out.

Completing my yesteryears,  
so vividly, to the point that the smells, the feelings, touch and the
tastes overwhelm me ever so slightly. 
To the point I believe
I am back there once more.

Yes, back there once more
Accepting keys again. 
Keys to let me in.
Keys to let me out.
But always
accepting keys.

Did you ever realise the importance of keys in your life, 
I wonder?
Take for instance,
Your father used a key to start the car 
that brought you home when you were ever so small.  
Your mother used a key to open the door 
of the place she was to make your home.
Plastic keys you used so you could teethe!
Always keys.  
Always keys.

Metal keys to lock your bike 
that still got stolen
in the dead of night. 
The keys you had for your first car, 
your flat, your house 

Owen Allen



Pink Man (excerpt) 

And in the streets again, leading to the market, even the grey, hard,
inevitable pavements seemed to sigh in a longing to be submerged in
water, and the weary buildings with their pink, or blue, or black, or
grey, or red coverings seemed to ache in their brick bones to just lie
down and dissolve forever into forgetful sleep.

Through the market, with its pink icing cakes and pink haunches of
meat, I emerged at the base of the new town rising above. The city of
light built on glass stilts that were cylinders for glass elevators; and
everywhere, at crazy diagonals, silver escalators disappearing into the
heaven of designer retail outlets, and cosmopolitan eateries, and art
galleries. I kept on down hill, through the husks of the older time,
shadows within shadows, shades within shades, kept on, deep down
the hill, through deserted history, through emptiness. 

Near the river, I walked along the mile of high iron railings that
guarded the superliner terminal. I came to a small opening I had
feared may have disappeared, but it was still there and led me to a
small section of the old quayside. Cobblestones covered in moss
beneath my feet seemed rich and happy, like an old person's 
contentment when they have seen through things. And I walked to the
wooden landing stage, still there, untouched because useless. 

There were thick wooden steps leading down into the green water that
sucked and slapped around the stanchions of the pier. I took off all my
clothes, and walked into the water. It rose above my legs to my groin
that would not know pleasure, then my belly that ached in its 
emptiness, and around my breasts that had no love to pour out. The
shock of cold turned my body hard, cold and hard, rising and falling
on the waves, caught in the current, cold and hard, cold and hard as
plastic, like an empty skin of plastic, an empty wrapping light as litter
blowing where no ever comes. 

The tide was flowing full as I got carried away from the pier, away
from the sea. Before me the sky was a black wall and I saw the huge

Adrian Bailey

Victor

I stand here at my bar,
my home now.
One World War and my memories.
I really don't mind.
I feel young again
only helping
only helping, I think.

But at least there's a pint in it
and a warm smile
better than a cheap gas fire
and a head full of sad
maybe sentimental memories
that hurt the soul
as well as the flesh
As much as the day that they were born.

9Owen Allen



Seadrift 

I'm sitting on a bench hunched up against the wind and the sharp
rain. Through the slits in my eyelids, the shore, the sea, the sky make
one thick black horizon. The wind eases and I sip the coffee I got from
the van. Behind me the sky is perfect blue, and over my head it's a
foam of white and grey and bruise coloured cloud. Apart from a few
lonely vehicles in the car park, I have the place to myself. That's how I
like it.

The sky is huge and the earth is flat. There are cranes and docks and
ships, and a promenade and ice cream vans. Just behind me the wind
is whistling through the antenna of the Coastguard Station. Crosby.
993. Falling. Moderate. Gales later. Wind and light. The sun spears
through the oily clouds now and then, and the mudflats glisten, a pool
of sea is illuminated. The sculptor, Gormley, pulls the crowds -
though not this stormy November day. His life-sized iron statues, 100
of them over two miles of foreshore, iron men cast from his own body.
The wind and light wrap them in change, and the sea covers them,
they are rusting and barnacled, colonised by lichen and seaweeds,
covered in graffiti or clothes people have added; my favourite was the
one bound in blue rope. Never the same, never still, always another
place. It's no place.

So, easy to be no mind. My head, statue head, no skull, no place, wind
and rain blowing through, darkness and splinters of light. Squawks of
gulls, white pulses of life, held stationary by a wall of wind then,
released, and swooping together in wheeling parabola against the
black sky, trailing random screeches and squeals, sound shapes of
rise and fall, waves swelling and dying upon the shore.

It's here in me, this no place: the summer crowds, the fishermen, the
young bucks from the estates, the children, the old folk in their cars
looking seaward lonely, the runners and cyclists, prams, 
photographers, strollers, wheelchairs, dogs, kite fliers, teenagers
drinking in the dunes, lovers, loners; here too my own summers and
winters all here now in the wind and the rain and the shifting light, in 

bulk of the hospital on its hill set in that wall. My hair spread out in
front of me like a yellow fan. I dreaded that I was being pulled into
everlasting darkness. But then a wind blew from out of the darkness.
What earth was left of me dispersed like dust; the heat of my terror
dissolved in the sun that shone above the coming storm; the air in my
lungs flew upon the wind; the drops of water left in my hard body
became one with the river. So light was I now, so nothing but the pink
outline of a doll made of thin foil, that the wind carried me against the
tide's current. I scudded over the river, faster and faster, towards the
estuary's becoming of a final sky of ice blue emptiness and then a
void.

Such dreams of being nothing, of being without value, sustain me still.
On grey pavements among the weary heaviness and paint of pretence,
such lightness falls that is more real than dreams. 

11Adrian Bailey



Adrian Bailey

been in my own space for a while, seeing the normal gloom of normal
people. A lot of them look like they are on their way to get revenge for
some great crime against them. They're angry deep down, and they'll
never get revenge for what has happened to them. But I soon turn
away and look out the window as the sun, now golden, sinks low and
floods the dockland and high rises and box houses among the 
wastelands and stumps of history. As the train bends towards the 
tunnel, there is a sudden view of the new buildings, the glossy office
blocks and apartments, testimonies to the eternal order of glittering
power rising from the silt and dregs of devoured lives. 

I get off after half an hour, and there is enough light left in the woods
by the station to come across a beautiful piece of wind-torn tree, just
lying on the path, one better than anything I gathered earlier, and
though it is large, I carry it with me. It's like it was waiting for me to
find it, and bring out its hidden shape. The depression I had in the
tube of people pulled along tracks to where they began lifts, and I'm
unaware of the chip shops and off-licences, convenience stores and
suntan salons I pass, walking home, already working.

Straight to the shed, I dump the whole of the bag's contents onto the
pile at the back. Maybe in a month or two I will look through the pile
and find some to work on, and throw most of it away. But the one new
piece, I leave on the table. There are some things nearly finished, a
couple just waiting for a final coat of varnish, but I know that I will give
all my time to this one new piece. Tomorrow, I will chisel away the
rough notches and knots, then using a finer chisel I'll get it into basic
shape. Then I'll leave it for a week, just look at it now and again, and
finish off the fine work on the others. 

I don't know how, but leaving it and just looking at it occasionally,
rather than thinking hard, always seems to work. The shape it wants
to be has nothing to do with me. My hands are guided.

In the house, I have a bath, then settle down with a drink. There is just
the small table lamp on, and sleet is slapping against the windows. I
feel good. It's funny, but until about a month ago I'd gone a year 

this no place, no time. I can take a straight line to a memory, of
course, walk the time straight as a promenade, flood into wet 
pleasure times or howl in stormy sorrow times, but it's kind of restful,
like now, being no place, no time, blowing about.

Still, I have things to do. The horizon has pink in the darkness, and
there is some sun on my face as I walk, into the wind, north along the
rocky beach. The rock is rubble, dumped here to fight the erosion.
Land which was here a century ago is now a couple of hundred
metres away beneath the water. So it goes.

The shore is covered with debris from the land. Old rusted cars, 
hundreds of plastic bottles, rubbish, junk, eerily a doll with staring
eyes and turning seaweed green. Stuff dumped here, hundreds of
black plastic binbags full of whatever. Maybe body parts. There have
been bodies washed up here, and last month a foot still in a training
shoe. All sorts washed in on the tide, barrels, bits of lifeboats, 
hypodermics, crates, buoys, strands and coils of orange or blue rope,
trees from up the coast, trees from America, bloated sheep, and once
I found a wooden leg. Rubber contraceptives are like a colony of
anaemic jellyfish, from sea and land, as if they have been spilled from
the sky. Flotsam from the sea meets rubbish from the land, and sea
and land are dissolving into each other, and I walk through this in
between place, a place which is not a place and not a time because it
is strewn with so many times, walk through it in a straight line.

I spend a couple of hours collecting. Absorbed totally in the task, time
has no meaning. I find maybe fifty smallish pieces, and when my
backpack is too heavy to collect more, I turn away from the beach.
Most of it will end up in the heap at the back of the shed, but I'll select
maybe three or four to work on. Some of the wood has already been
smoothed by the sea. One piece, a curve of bow from a boat is already
machined.  

The train back is full, and apart from the schoolkids who are lively and
full of energy, most of the other passengers look like they are carrying
news of some terrible disaster. It always hits me like this, when I've 
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Rusty Cogs

I greased my rusty cogs to maintain my mechanical brain
kept it ticking for a while
tick tock
tick tock
With time came pressure
experiencing pain from 
chemical pressure
came strain 
For every day turning into the same
yesterday was tomorrow, tomorrow never ends
till I said goodbye to my sorrow
opened my eyes 
to what was round the bend
What a surprise!
My cogs began to mend, 
I didn't need the drugs or drink to make me your friend
I just needed the space to think
of how my life's to end

Victor Craze

without touching any of it. I got back into it when I was given a piece of
red glass shaped a bit like a heart. A piece of seaglass, smoothed by
the tides, picked from the same place I'd been today. I had found the
wood that wanted the heart in the local park. When I finished it was
about nine inches tall, and I drilled out a space to insert the heart,
and mounted it on a base. It's on Sophie's mantelpiece. She put a
candle behind it. She's probably sitting looking at it now, a heart 
glowing red in a dark room.

15Adrian Bailey



The fruit machine spat out coins with a clank. Reddo looked over.  It
was John McKenna, Macca, a lad he was at school with. Reddo 
lifted the paper up over his face. His dad came back with the drinks.  
'Didn't think you were into the racing, lad.'   
Reddo dropped the paper, Macca had gone.  
'I'm not really, just looking.'  
His dad set the pint down in front of him and sat down opposite.  
'Ta.' Said Reddo and stared into it. The perfect line of white against
the black. He watched as the shamrock that the barmaid had drawn
in the head melted away. 

His dad looked at him.  
'Everything okay?'
Reddo smiled and took a long swig. His dad watched him.  
'How are things?'  
Reddo put his drink down and picked up a beermat.  
'Alright, like...I've started releasing some stuff on the internet. Means
you can get your music right out to people without a record company
taking a wedge.'

His dad looked up from his pint.  
'So how does that work? How do you get the money?'  
Reddo took another gulp.
'People pay to download it. Remember my mate Damien. He's into all
that stuff, he's setting a website up and that.'  

The fruit machine played a tuneless tune. His dad looked at him.  
'You alright for money.'    
Reddo stared into his pint. 
'Could you lend us a tenner? Just till my money goes in.'  
His dad reached into his pocket.   
'I've got twenty here, take that.'  
Reddo looked up.  
'A tenner'll be fine. Honest, it's just till my money goes in.'  
His dad pulled out a twenty.

Next Big Thing

Hood up, head down, Reddo strode into The White Lion. Straight into
the bar, where he knew he'd be. The pub was quiet except for the 
random beeping of the fruit machine and the Channel 4 racing 
commentary.  

He was sitting in the corner of the bar, in his usual seat, staring at
The Racing Post and scribbling notes onto it, then squinting up at the
telly; Racing from Newmarket. Reddo walked up to him and tapped
the back of his newspaper,  
'Any winners?'
His dad smiled up at him, delighted.  
'Alright lad, What are you having?'  
And he was up immediately, pulling a note out of his pants pocket.  
Reddo smiled awkwardly, 
'Er, Guinness. Ta. Not the extra cold, just the normal.'  
Ged, his dad, picked up his stick and walked his new stiff-legged walk
over to the bar.  
'Pint of mild and a Guinness please love. Just ordinary, not the cold
stuff.' 
Reddo sat down and glanced at the paper. His dad had several horses
marked. Paint the Town, Anyway Up, Connemara Lad. Reddo smiled.
His mum would kill him.  

He watched his dad at the bar, nodding at people who came in or left.  
This had been his local for over thirty five years, he knew everyone
and they knew him. Reddo remembered the day, all those years ago,
when he'd been offered his first record deal. How his dad had brought
him here to celebrate; rapped on the bar and announced it to the
whole pub, bought everyone a drink. His arm flung round Reddo, face
radiant, telling them all his lad was going to be the next big thing, that
one day he'd be on Top Of The Pops.

Paula Currie 17



Ruth Dillon

Gone Again

Gone again
Destination drawn by feeble comparison

Gone again
Departure date assessed, addressed in time

Gone again
Driven fuelled by ideas stoking beliefs

Gone again
destination drawn in soil by meridian markers

Gone again
Departure date shifted by momentarily spliced atoms

Gone again
Driven by residual images stuck in the mind's eye

Gone again 
The cushioned chair holds my remains

The twenty lay on the table between them.  
Reddo coughed, then pulled it towards him, jamming it quickly into his
back pocket. 

'Ta' he said and took another drink. His dad shouted over to the
barmaid to turn up the telly. They were lining up for the start.

Paula Currie 19



or pin them to your Sunday suit 
for the fashion victim type of airing,

Or do you live right by your words
where actions are the proof

Or do you steal another's thoughts 
yet swear that it's your truth

And as you leave this place today
could you grant that man a smile

And recognise the pain within
as he is a friend of mine 

Ruth Dillon

Hope Street

My brains don't fit inside my head
my thoughts stick out like nails

And if I were religious
I'd swear Jesus was in jail

Imprisoned with the blind man 
for reading him the psalms

And a man still stands on Hope Street
waiting for the pains to leave his arms

An embezzler stands right next to him 
trying to outshine with psycho charm

Wooing with his tales of greed 
with a nonchalant alarm

And trying to distract said man
is another dressed in blue

An eyebrow sprawled across his eyes
and a nose that splits in two

A fiddler stands across the street 
tossing notes into the air

And a plague of upright citizens
try rudely not to stare

While pain and wit and cunning guile preside upon Hope Street
One question I shall leave with you,
Where do your ethics and morals meet?

Do you take them out each day 
and pay with them lip service?

21



'Oh fuck off' thought Sam. She really couldn't be arsed. Fucking
neighbours acting like they cared when they really enjoyed the 
entertainment; police cars and ambulances, they all revelled in it.
Nosy bastards! Liam woke up. 

‘Who is it mum?’
She could feel his grip on her tighten.
‘Don't know babe, don't worry, it's not Tommy.’
‘Why aren't you answering it then?’ he said.

‘Cos I'm enjoying our little cuddle, that's why’ Sam said, trying to
lighten the mood.
‘Do you know how much your mum loves you babe?’
‘No!’ said Liam mischievously, knowing the game all too well. It
always ended up in a tickle fight. 
‘Well she loves you millions and bits and lots’ Sam said laughing, 
tickling him on every word. Liam laughed, twisting this way and that,
loving the closeness.
‘Again! Again!’ shouted Liam. 
Sam winced a few times as Liam's feet caught her ribs as he writhed
around, giggling. 

RAT-A-TAT-TAT-DING-DONG-DING-DONG!

'That fucking door!' thought Sam. Whoever it was knew they were in,
they must have heard us laughing. 
‘I'd better get up and see who it is’ Sam told Liam. She bent down and
gave him a kiss as she got up. Liam threw the quilt over his head and
hid. Sam once again felt that pang of guilt. 'He shouldn't be like that'
she thought. Sam went downstairs and looked out of the window. 'Oh
fuck, that's all I need' she thought as she saw Liam's social 
worker, Colin stood on the doorstep. Bracing herself she opened the
door. 

‘Alright Colin’ Sam greeted, ‘What's up?’
Colin walked in and sat on the couch in the living room. 
‘Wanna cuppa?’ Sam asked. Her insides were twisting with fear and 

The Knock

Rat-a-tat-tat. Continuously. Sam woke up with a start. 
'What time is it?' she thinks, 'it's daylight, so that's a good sign; it's
not Tommy.'

She looks at the clock; 9.30am. She can't remember what time she'd
found solace in the blackness of sleep. She'd done ten rounds with
the quilt and pillows trying to get to sleep. Every time she's tried to
relax, she could literally hear her heart beating so fast sometimes she
thought she would have a heart attack. Every time she closed her eyes
she had visions, flashes of the previous night. The sheer evilness in
Tommy's face, the way he would taunt her when she tried to reason
with him to not do this again, to think of Liam.

At this thought she turned and looked at her little soldier lying next to
her, tucked up tight into her as if his life depended on it. So innocent.
It wasn't fair that his short little life had witnessed so much violence.
She felt guilt creep up on her again. She felt responsible for putting
this gorgeous little boy through all this. 

It never took her long once she had opened her eyes to feel this 
familiar pain of guilt and regret. She fuckin' hated it! 

She knew deep down she wasn't responsible for Tommy's actions, like
she hadn't been for Liam's father's for that matter. How the hell did
she end up in these violent relationships? 'But' she guessed, 'this is
what happens when you're a mum, you always feel like it's your fault.' 

Tommy had really surpassed himself this time. His violence had
reached a new sickening level. She shuddered as the images flashed
before her. She hugged her son tightly. She could see Liam hitting
Tommy with his plastic Power Rangers sword, trying to get him off
her. He must have been so scared. Silent tears streamed down her
face. She was supposed to protect him, not the other way around.

Rat-a-tat-ding-dong-ding-dong!

Lea-Marie Eales  23



Lea-Marie Eales  

Sam could hear the fear in his voice but she couldn't answer him.

She knew she was frightening him but her worst nightmare had just
become a reality. 'Fuck off, fuck off, fuck off!' she kept repeating in
her head. 

She could hear Emma arguing with Colin downstairs. 
‘Why are you punishing her, it's not her fault Tommy turned up, you
should be helping her, not splitting them up, yous are out of order, it'll
kill her if you take him away’, Emma was shouting at Colin. Liam
could hear every word and his grip around Sam tightened. 

‘Mum, what's going on?’ he asked. 
Sam pulled away and looked at Liam's face. She couldn't tell him. 'Let
Colin tell him' she thought furiously. She was angry now. 'There's no
way they're taking him. Over my dead body' she thought. 

‘You've had your answer, now fuck off, you're not taking him.’ 
Sam was fuming. Who the hell did these social workers think they
were, splitting families up? They're supposed to fuckin' help, not make
things worse', Sam thought bitterly. Sam ran after Liam into the 
bathroom, got on the floor with him and held him for dear life. Liam
was crying and moulded himself into Sam. She stroked his head. 

‘It's OK babe, I won't let them take you if you don't want to go’ Sam
murmured softly. 
‘I wanna stay with you and Honey’ Liam cried. 
Honey was their Staffordshire bull terrier. They'd had her since Liam
was a one year old and they'd grown up together. 
Honey was his best mate, he never went anywhere without his beloved
dog. He even took him to the toilet as he was too scared to go on his
own. God love him, the little lad was scared to go anywhere cos of
Tommy and his antics. 

Sam could hear Colin on his mobile obviously talking to his manager. 
‘No, she won't let me take him…they're in the bathroom….yeah she's
upset….yeah OK, I'll ring the police if she still refuses I'll explain it to
her.’ 

apprehension. She knew Colin must have been informed by the police
about the events of the night before last. It was par for the course. If
there was a child involved in domestics, the police had to make a
referral to children's services. She accepted that was their job. Sam
made two cups of coffee, handed one to Colin and sat down.

‘Are you OK Sam?’ asked Colin.
It was obvious Sam had took another beating, the bruises shaped like
handprints were breaking through on her upper arms now. 
She had a T-shirt on, so they were clearly visible to Colin. No point
denying it. 
‘Well yeah, just gutted it's happened again’ Sam replied. 
‘How's Liam coping?’ Colin asked.  
‘He's OK, shaken up but what would you expect?’ 
Sam was frustrated. 'How the hell do they think they were?' she
thought, 'it's not as if we're fucking great.' 
‘Sam, I need to take Liam to his dad's’ Colin said, bringing Sam out of
her thoughts. 
‘What? It's only Monday, he doesn't see him till Wednesday,’ Sam
said.

‘No, I don't think you understand’ Colin explained ‘we've had a 
meeting this morning. In view of what's happened, we are removing
Liam from your care TODAY!’

The world stood still, frozen, all Sam could hear was her heartbeat
pounding loudly. She tried to speak but no words came out. 
‘Sam where's Liam?’ Colin asked twice.
‘He's in bed’ Sam replied, tears rolling down her face, ‘Colin you can't
take him, it's all wrong, it'll destroy him, I won't let you!’
Sam ran upstairs. As she did, her friend Emma came through the
open front door. 
‘What's up?’ Emma said. 
‘He's come to take Liam’ Sam cried, running upstairs to Liam. Sam
grabbed hold of Liam, hugging him tightly. 

‘Mum, what's up, who's downstairs?’ Liam asked. 

25



Melanie Graham

The Grafters

Jerry and Tom would meet up at the usual place,
now Tommy was a good lad and Jerry…well he was a bit of a case.

As they walked into town they would discuss their graft, it would
include decoys, disguises and foil bags, in actual fact, 
I'd say it had become a bit of a craft.

'Have you got any smokes'? Jerry would ask 
as he walked along with a bit of a limp, 
‘I got jack’ would be the reply, 
so he would kneel down, tie his laces 
and when no one was looking would pick up a dimp.

Now as they arrived at their target they would cut their ties, 
and as they entered the store would have £ signs flashing 
before their eyes.

Jerry would get out his bags and fill them full of goodies, and would
stash them as he made his way over to the security whilst shouting
‘Look over there! There's a gang of hoodies.’

And as the security guard made his way across the shop floor, 
Tom had already picked up the bags and was heading for
the shop door.

Now it had been a few weeks since they had changed their plan, 
surely it would be judgment day soon and they'd be heading 
for the can.
Now with a smile on his face as he got through the door, 
Tom ran into what looked like…Oh fuck! It was the long 
arm of the law.

Now back down at the station over his glasses he did peer, 
'Hello, hello, hello then, now who do we have here?
'My name's Tom' and 'My name's Jerry' was the answer to this
And he raged with anger as he shouted 

'Shit, they really are gonna take him' Sam thought 'if they're gonna get
the police involved they must have some kind of court order…..WHAT
THE FUCK AM I GONNA DO?'

Sam held Liam even tighter, stroked his head and cried. Her tears
making his hair wet and then mingling with Liam's own tears. Her
heart was breaking. They couldn't take her little soldier, she'd die if
that happened. She may as well just give up on life if she loses him.
He was all she had. She knew it'd devastate Liam too. What the hell
was she going to do? 
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Sandra Grimes 

Keys Money Phone

‘Bye see ya lads, have a good night. Look after each other for me, 
love ya.’ 

I always remind them; 

‘Keys, money, phone!’

Well, got the house to myself, telly's crap as usual, can't rest anyway
wondering, worrying, whether them two will be OK out on the town.
I'm not going to relax until I hear that key in the door about 2.30 this
morning. But you have to let them go.

I remember one night they didn't get home and seven o'clock the next
morning when they weren't in their beds, I go into panic. Ringing their
mobiles, no answer, thinking the worst, where are they? My babies,
shit! Landline in my left hand, mobile in my right calling each of their
mobiles. No answer. Hitting re-dial every few minutes, imagining all
kinds have happened to them. It's nine am now and I have only
stopped to make a cuppa in-between. Now I am really starting to go
into mental meltdown. 

Ciggie, sip of tea, re-dial. 

Then a muffled 

‘'Low Mum’, 
‘Bloody hell lad where are you?’ 
‘Slept on Will's floor’ 
‘Where's your brother?’ 
‘Next to me’ 
‘Well why hasn't he answered his phone?’ 
‘Look mam I've got a hell of an hangover’ 
‘Put your brother on’ 
‘Hi mum’ 
‘Never mind 'hi mum', next time answer the phone. One thing I ask is;
'answer the phone' so at least I know you're both alive.’ 

‘Now don't take the fuckin' piss’

Now he chucked them in a cell with a microwave meal, 
and then Jerry had an idea and decided to strike a deal. 
As he turned against Tom and was let out of the gate, 
poor Tom shivered in his cell as he awaited his fate.

Now the moral of this story is: never trust anyone who is into heroin
and crack cos the likelihood is, they will stab you in the back!
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no one in their right mind would be out there. Ha ha.

Cash Cow….txt 

'Mar can u bell me plz its important.' 

So I ring to see what's up. 

‘Hi mum how are you’, 

‘Me? I'm fine lad what's the beef?’ 

‘Well me and our kid have just been invited to a party for one of the
boys. We only just found out about it, can you sub us a few quid till
next week?’ 

‘Bloody hell lad how much?’. 

‘About eighty between the two of us’. 

‘No way it's Wednesday and you're in work tomorrow’.

‘Ah, go on ma, you know we love you, how much have you got then?’ 

‘Me? Forty quid going spare, but I want it back lad.’

‘Yeh, no probs mam, we got forty, get ready lad we're going out.’

Last but not least it's lioness mode, if any one upsets them or hurts
them, even now they're grown up I am still their protector. I am the
Lioness, I will fight tooth and nail, to the death, for them two lads; my
babies. It may be hard work sometimes but they're worth it, they're
mine and I love them with all my heart and soul. 

There's the key in the door, and I'm straining to hear, then it's audible,
two drunk merry little voices 

‘Shush! You'll wake me mam.’ 

Makes me smile. Now I can sleep….. 

Sandra Grimes 

I hang up in a right twist.

That's it with kids you go through a whole range of emotions and roles
with them. One minute you're MOTHER, the resident nutter, next
you're Florence fucking Nightingale, bandages and sticking plasters
all over them after they've fallen off the skateboard for the tenth time
that day. Then it's big hugs and a cuppa with loads of sugar in for the
shock….oh and Agony Aunt. They turn up with a problem, you listen
intently, turn your brain inside out, come up with a brilliant solution to
said problem, then they turn round look at you like you're totally alien
and then the famous, 

‘you don't understand me, and you don't know what you're talking
about!’

‘Let's get ready to Rumble’.    

The role of referee usually takes a lot of skill when arguments arise
between them, stupid slagging off matches that begin funny and end
up verbally tearing chunks out of each other. That's all you need, two
teenage, six foot tall testosterone fuelled divvies trying to out do each
other. Usually I have the wits about me to distract and then diffuse the
situation, distraction techniques have always worked on them. It was
easier when they were two,

‘Look up it's a plane’, 

They would look skywards and forget they were behaving badly just a
nano-second before. It's more tricky now they're older but money
works, 

‘The first one to shut up gets a tenner’ 

or 

‘The girl next door is out in the garden sun-bathing in her bikini.’  

Both check themselves in the hall mirror then head for the back door.
In their haste they've both failed to remember it's December and 

31



No-one threw stones at her windows or played knock down ginger at
all any more. They used to. Bad stuff happened to those unfortunates
who dared; one was run over and killed right by where she was.

Salt, water, cloth, candle, crystals, incense, sandalwood, personal
item of the victim if lucky enough, though optional. Kneeling on
threadbare carpet in the dense atmosphere of sweet, woody aroma
and lit candle; her tools in order before her. She crouches to write on
piece of paper and proceeds to fold it. 

The moon shone through the gap in her tatty curtains, too small to
draw fully. She does the business, catching one or two words from her
mumbling, then suddenly a clear, ‘So mote it be’ repeated three times
to bind the spell, as she held the folded paper to the candle flame and
watched it burn away. I wonder what words the paper held? 

Eloise was always different afterwards, like the cat that got the cream.
We would tread carefully in anticipation, waiting for something or
other to occur. I suppose it's strange as a matter of fact that Eloise's
home has been stagnant for some time now. It was boarded up
around then, months ago. She's possibly still there cos I did hear
someone say a shadowy figure is seen now and then on a full moon
which catches her silhouette behind the derelict hospital by the
woods. Maybe she took to her cellar or even the attic. Or she could
have packed and left in the dead of night sometime. Maybe she's
dead, taken a leap into another dimension, descended into another
world, or is trapped on a bridge between the two. 

A spell might have gone wrong and turned her into a frog, or that
manky black cat that no-one owns, or seems to know where it came
from. There's only one thing I do know for sure; she can't be seen but
is everywhere.

Just another day's plan for Eloise.       

Eloise

She is comfortably snug in a deep belief she could harm anyone if she
wanted to. All she would have to do is gather the paraphernalia, set it
precisely and set the scene. She felt powerful, even her silence spoke
volumes. Others, made wary and uncomfortable by her presence,
made her feel even more special. Whilst inwardly and deeply within,
her dark soul would be conjuring up a fitting punishment for those
who she thought had harmed her. 

She had always told herself she would do only good, but somewhere
in her parallel universe of virtual reality, she had crossed the line. She
feared nothing yet she was scared of everything. She must have been,
why else would she isolate herself so much from humanity, 
communication, from another's touch?

Eloise did not care what they thought, in fact she didn't think like that
anyway. She was quite confident with the world. She filled the void in
other ways. One of her favourite things, a pastime, was to look behind
her eyelids and watch the shadowy faces appear; moving, floating
closely towards her head. Sometimes they would mould themselves
into different shapes and colours just to amuse her. These images
would transform into film sometimes, like those old black and white
ones. What fun she would have and when she'd had enough, all she
had to do was open her eyes. What did annoy her, though, was their
intrusion when trying to sleep. She only had to shout at them and
they'd go. Where to, she didn't know. 

Somebody told me once, how they saw Eloise going in the wooded
area hidden behind the old derelict hospital. She'd collect sticks, wild
herbs, wild flowers, maybe to be used in association with a ritual. She
performed spells, Eloise, mainly on the nights of a full moon, adding
extra mystical energy. And she was more attuned to the channelling
needed for those more important ones, on the people she despised
most. 
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Kings Row 

My room now 
my prison 
and I am 
less of a man, 
if a man at all, without that 
which was taken from me. 

I await visits from self-censored voyeurs 
who leave Dear John 
letters on the floor. 

Friends are like 
breezes: making 
their presence felt by 
disturbing the curtains and 
providing temporary 
distraction from my distraction. 

Family become old 
fashioned poems 
that no-one 
reads anymore - 
I can even smell the 
musty aroma of yellowed pages. 

Old loves are as 
foreign lands: 
They kiss, as if 
a visiting wave; then recede 
to become indistinguishable 
from the rest of the sea. 

For I am less of a man 
So much less 

No man no less 
than me.

Denis Joe

On The Outside

Here on the outside
Incarcerated by the gluttony of choice
I'm rendered indecisive at its altar
Have I enough insurance or not enough fear?
Is this too cheap or far too dear?
With what trinkets they lace their entrapments
These sinister and risible advertisements
Buy this! Mine's better! No mine! Choose Me!
For I bring girls and speed and mansions
Invest in me, the rest will follow
Fail to and you may keep the sorrow
That hounds your heels and dogs your days
For a dollar or two and a direct debit
You begin to show that you will merit
Adornments pictured by its side
The girl, the car, the beach, the boat
The ivied castle, the glistening moat
As you walk by, don't look askance
These are dreams you may romance
So start the journey, it's not too far
A few dollars here, low APR
Don't worry in these troubled times  
For I bring hope for all your dimes
As surely as one foot then another
I'll take your money and be your brother
But me, yes I remain so doubtful
I shut the wallet and walk to the next
Another dream and now I'm vexed 
Maybe I should have stayed inside 
Institutionalised and brutalized 
Free from the tyranny of choice 
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Denis Joe

Generation Upon Generation 

(Dedicated to Frank Furedi) 

‘. . . it is hard for thee to kick against the pricks’. 
(Acts 9:5 Scripture)

They told me, when a boy, that 
I would grow to a man; a man 
amongst many men, who 
would make up mankind. 

I wanted to be kind and a man. 
There was a future to breath 
and a liberty of a reckless 
responsibility, to account for. 

Oh to grow older than time allows. 
To empathise with Prufrock whilst 
sneering behind his back at his 
anti-Semitism. Oh Ideals! 

Comfort cannot always be sought 
in ideals but without them 
we are barren, leaving only 
a shell for our souls. 

Elders told me I would lose my ideals: 
The young can afford Utopia because 
they have not spent their years in 
sin and cynicism and words in their ears.

They said that it would be 
a dead past for me to 
look back upon as one would any memory; 
only to smile at my immaturity. 

God! Get Your Arse Down Here And Sort This Bloody Room
Out

The knees she went out in 
this morning are 
not those that she 
returned with. 
Shot through with the lead 
weight of a double-barrelled world. 

Shot through the head with 
the exegesis and semantics of modern-day-living.
She fell asleep at my feet 
as I wondered at a world 
that could reduce beauty 
to this.
This seems only a prelude. 
Awaiting the lord to break 
into the realms that we occupy. 

Ignorant of the space we occupy 
within this dominion in which we fast 
until the chains of addiction 

and abdication becomes addiction. 
The smoke is produced by addiction 
and our action in reaching for our addiction - 

hiding need in our pockets, which hold our addiction - 
and our faces that give no sign 
of our need. 

One already was engaged, as if a prelude 
to where our addiction would take us 
and leave us on the shore of our need.
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Greek Street Tragedy

She's down on her luck
She's weighed down and played
She's the most twisted, warped record
That's ever been DJ'd
She's got quilts, pillow 
But somehow her bed just wasn't made
Living in 70s, Mud, Sweet, Bay City Rollers
Now she's just Slade  
Rudolph in a mess, one dancer in her vicious vicinity
Don't you dare doubt her diva like divinity
Cached in her catacomb of her crank-like credibility
So she relays the performance with astute hostility
Avert your mucky gaze for she's carefree and clean 
When the music stops, back to debilitated and obscene
On her own and from the world she wants to wean
Free that girl, answer her scream
Dig a grave for the dancing has been. 

Damien Kelly

Many leaves turned and fell. 
And things died and things evolved 
and the unresolved lost import 
and those I called comrade I now address as citizen. 

I saw a wall fall; I felt the joy, I smelt 
the change as year zero ended for some 
and began for others. We kept faith. 
No! More than that! We kept ourselves. 

As the light and my sight faded 
and the world entered swarthiness, 
there seemed nothing to counter the vacuity 
of empty heads that echoed failure. 

Our losses should have deflated us 
but instead of retreat we saw a greater battle 
ahead. Holding steadfast we recognised 
error as Death. 
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Damien Kelly

Ode To An Abode

You clipped my wings, you were my antisocial security
You bedded me in well, designating me to the denizens of obscurity 
Hung, still-born and slaughtered and impaled upon impurity
As long as I was with you, you became my unsure surety
You witnessed such nights, scenes of wild abandon and 
utter debauchery
When daylight came you morphed into my mausoleum, my bricks 
and mortuary. 

41

Boy From The White Stuff

I hope it's a while till I meet Mr. Dastardly Death
I believe introductions are made just after last breath
Only then you find out if you're doing the lagging or working the cellar
But I'm a last twat me, not working for any fellar
Or if you can't wait to find out go and see a fortune teller
Because there wasn't a job for me, I'm a boy from the white stuff
Never liked the work clothes me, I prefer the buff
Coz this attire still doesn't stop sting from my nettle of notoriety 
I wonder if and when it will come when I succumb to society 



The Thief Of Time & Hearts

I adore you, my mysterious muse
I know you so well because I don't know you at all
Come, let me take me away from all this
Sail away with my dreamboat
Let you be my fantasy
Stealing kisses from the mirror of the sea
Smashing seven years of good luck, grace and fortune
Falling deeper so I drown in myself

Mich 

Fight Night  

My fight night on the white is over
My mourning has broken
Breathing deeply now that Charlie ain't chokin'
You see the time has arrived to end all the frivolity and joking
Gonna get rigged out in Snortex, so there's no more a-soakin'
Ensuring it's not on my watch when I be a-croakin'
Put it to rest yer, this gesture ain't token
My fire of the future be the only thing I'm stokin'
You see the club of the pub, I was one of the paid-up members
The nearest I get to the madness now is when I remembers
My bonfire of the calamities is out now it's time to piss on the embers
The moment has come to end my life of 31st of Decembers.
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St Wenceslas Square

Outside in the cobbled side street, three young women hang close
together, dancing a little in the cold; a bob of the knee, a slew of the
hip. Violet lights her cig from Tina's. Dorothea makes bubbles with
gum. Chitter-chatter, eyes a-gaze elsewhere, breath mingling. 

Violet wears her arm in a sling. Some of them go for that kind of thing
- the vulnerable look. She is thin. Her legs are purpled in the cold air.
Her cream mini-skirt and peach coloured boob-tube like plasters.  

Tina, dressed in stretchy white lace and silver stilettos, is Violet's
ward. 

George Michael is belting out Fast Love from inside the café. The
owner is Ziggy, a fat Greek man in his forties who looks much older.
He often gives the girls unsold kebabs at daybreak to take to their
apartment. It is impossible to eat them all but it's nice to have a full
fridge.

A fly is seduced by the electric-blue guard on the café wall: Buzzzzap!  

Here comes a tourist; a loner, slow-stepping, a docile hunter. 

Dorothea: she's got the look they love. Thick dark eyebrows sensuous
under a floppy blonde fringe that lets her eyes play peek-a-boo. She's
got on a tight cat suit, light blue denim, zipper all the way up the front,
the fit clutching her crotch into a prominent fleshy triangle.

The tourist man looks sad.  

Tina, keen, 'Are you lost, baby?' 

He softens his frown, hands stuff deeper into corduroy pockets.

'Maybe he's shy,' says Violet, ever the actress with her 
high-reaching cadence.  

Deborah Morgan

Don't 

The politics of my skin
Faster than a gun
Black, blue and white
Colour blind, white sticks
And Russian Roulette
Can you see me yet? 
Left, right and centre
Fairness, justice, pain
Casting votes and distorted lies
Drowning history
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Deborah Morgan

Her face glows with mischief. His expression mimics hers. 

'I can have?' she implores, her legs brushing against him like a
hungry feline. 'Money?'  

He nods, hands clamped on her breasts, his eyes shining with fear
and excitement.  

She gently pats his jacket and finds his wallet. She takes the crisp
euros, folds the money carefully, tucks it into her boot. She opens his
zipper, springs his semi-erect penis out.

The café owner, Ziggy, is at his spy hole. Strange feelings of erotic
fury give rise to a low growl. His cock stirs in his chequered chef
pants. He bites his fist, wants to slam something. The doorbell
tinkles. He hops back to his post.

Two men have entered the café and are looking at the selection of
meal-deals displayed on the wall. 

Outside, Violet and Tina smoke. Their bodies awake to opportunity,
they pose sulkily. 

'Some men like to pretend a different game,' Violet advises. 

'Shall we follow inside the café?' Tina asks.

'We wait.'

The men are Spanish. They shout and laugh with each other like
they're on a stage. Ziggy hands them each a meat filled pita wrapped
in a paper napkin. Shredded lettuce and sliced onion dangle from
their mouths as they suck on their supper. One waves his hand
impatiently at Ziggy, who hands him extra napkins.

'You know these bitches?' he yells to Ziggy, his mouth full.

Ziggy laughs. 'These bitches will eat you alive!'

The man clears his throat, directs his question at Dorothea. 

'Is that you on the poster?'  

Violet and Tina roll their eyes at each other. Overhead is a famous
Russian model flattened across a peeling billboard. This close up, she
is pixellated, uniform dots like a Lichtenstein. 

Again, Dorothea has the spoils. She giggles into her hand, steps
towards the man to claim her silent sale. Fluent are her tiny gestures
- the flood of her blue gaze, the cool of her finger tips as they touch
his cheek.

Ash falls to the floor, then the cig, barely smoked. Violet squishes it
into the cobble with her stiletto boot. She scowls when it sticks to the
sole and she has to flick it off with her acrylic fingernail. Looking up in
the direction from which this tourist man has arrived, she glimpses
two more men.

'On your way, Dotty.' 

Dorothea slips her hand around his, the pulse of this little embrace a
signal. She takes him round the back of the café, unlocking an iron
gate to a courtyard. There is a white plastic table with three chairs,
and a single mattress propped against the crumbling brick work. The
hot smell of cooking oil pours from an extractor on the wall.  

She nods at a chair. 'I don't want to lie down.' 

He sits. 

Standing in-between his legs, she unzips the cat suit, pulling it off her
shoulders, unpeeling to below her belly-button.  

He reaches for her face, her mouth, her kiss.  

She guides his hands to nipples numb with the cold. There is a faint
bruise on the small round of one of her breasts.

47



Violet's mouth is bleeding. Tina is crying. Ziggy stands silent behind
the counter, twiddling a tea towel. A fly gets frazzled in the guard on
the wall.

'What are you crying for?' Violet shakes Tina by her shoulders. 'Stop
crying!'

Dorothea comes through the back entrance.

'What's happened now?'

Ziggy slops a wet cloth on the counter. 'Clean up,' he orders, shuffling
to the freezer. He collects a bag of frozen chips and tips them into the
hot fat.

'You the pappy?'  

Ziggy shakes his head, busies himself in the fridge. 'No pappy here.' 

The bell tinkles, the door closes behind them.

The two men sit down on the low wall, stuffing their faces and eyeing
up Violet and Tina. One makes a wanking gesture at his crotch.

'You wanna suck my dick?'

Violet turns her back to them, hisses to Tina, 'Stop looking.'

The man stands up. 'You no like me, baby? I got money.'  

His friend laughs, tosses his wrapper on the floor.

Violet mutters under her breath, 'Little boys.' 

The man pulls a handful of coins out of his pocket and throws them at
the girls.

'How much for a suck?'  

Violet heats up. 'Suck yourself.' 

He strides over, fast. The girls step back. He punches Violet in her
face and she falls to the ground, her legs flailing open, her mini-skirt
no cover for her shaven pubis.  

She leaps to her feet, yanks Tina by the arm to the café and bolts the
door behind them. Slamming her fists on the glass door, she yells a
swell of hate at him.

He takes his penis out and squashes himself up against the glass, the
black hair from his open shirt like spider's legs.

'Suck my dick!' he jeers, and spits at her. The spit slides down the
pane like spunk.  
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Your eyes stroke 
my diamante clit ring, 
and you're telling me -  

I could fall in love with a girl like you.

51

Deal

I'm a representation 
of myself. A doll 
in the shop window. 
Dressed in sparkle, 
for dollar-dancing.

This isn't what I really look like.

This is up-selling; 
making you think 
I'm worth more,
much more than you 
can afford to pay.

The look on my face,  
fake as the pose. 
Suppose I'm made 
of plastic. Like your card.

Would you want 
a girl in old jeans, 
a top stiff with sweat?
Would you buy me 
out of the gutter, 
peel off my piss-stink 
clothes in the back of a taxi,
wrap me in your full length 
Abercrombie? Would you 
weep over me, fresh 
tears to bathe the sores?

Deborah Morgan 



It looked so fucking heavy. I turned and walked away.  

I tensed and that tension hasn't left my neck and shoulder yet. I heard
something but I don't know what a skull cracking sounds like. I
walked out of the station. Others followed me. A woman began to
wobble and fit. Another woman caught her, laid her gently on the
ground even though the collapsed woman was bigger. A woman
walked toward me. Her lips were trembling, unsure whether to speak
or sob. We came close to each other. We nearly embraced but didn't.
The woman on the ground got hold of her breathing. She began to
apologise in a heaving stutter. To everyone and no-one. I took the
phone out of my pocket then put it back. I didn't know what to say.  

I could see the train through the fence. It was still now. There was no
screaming. Passengers on the train gazed out, wondering. One door
at the front of the train was opened, all the passengers were passed
through it and off. Mobile phone calls everywhere. A 4x4 turned up for
one of the witnesses. She asked if anyone wanted a lift to the city 
centre. She was going to work. The woman I nearly hugged was on
the far side of the car park. Her phone was at her ear and her 
shoulders pistoned slowly up and down.   

In the days since, I've considered hating the dead woman. I've cursed
her selfishness, resented what she'd done to that shaking woman, to
the driver, to who knows what family and friends. And yes, to me. I
can't allow space in me head cos it's immediately filled by the 
memory of her quite sprightly jump onto the track. And that leads to
the horror of how she arranged herself, readied herself.  

But somewhere in that motion, in that stoic acceptance, I'm beginning
to feel this suicide was an act involving bravery. Lying down in front of
a train is no cry for help. Her life had ended long before the train's
arrival, it ended when the decision was made. 

She could no longer see that the spring would soon be here. She
couldn't hang on to sense the stirrings of that season of hope. The
future must have seemed unshapeable. Her presence in the lives of 
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Spring

Later I realised it must have been the woman hovering in the doorway
of the waiting room, checking for the train's arrival. As it slowed into
the station I folded my paper. Then I took a step back. I always do. If
my son's with me I place a hand on his shoulder. Just till the train
stops. She walked quickly to the platform edge. Sometimes people
want to get on first, want their favourite seat, want to see if their
mate's on. Sometimes people are late and imagine that their hurry
will somehow hasten the train. The train was close now. It was at
what used to look like walking pace. It seemed stoppable. 

I'm in Angelsey and it's definitely spring at last. Maybe if, instead of
doing what she did, she'd got on the train and changed at Hamilton
Square and Chester, she could have come here. She could have
walked the banks of the straits; heard the mix of seaside and
woodland birds; sat and watched the benignly treacherous waters

shifting; seen the time-bent man and the mum and son in hippy hats.

Fairly athletically, she jumped on to the track. I think she had a blue
shopping bag, an old-fashioned one. She must have been making a
dash for the other platform. It was mad, dangerous. But there was
still time to make it. Then, slowly, she did it. She began to arrange
herself across the track, head on a rail. Supplicant.

There's a church here where I've thought I'd like to be buried. It's on a
bit of an island in the straits, the graveyard on a hill. On top of the hill
is a large celtic cross. Disappointingly it's a war memorial. A huge
tree shades the causeway out to the church. I think I should know
what type it is but, apart from Christmas trees, I can't tell the 
difference between any of them. The church is squat, stone, Welsh. I
thought about going to church, about going to see a priest. It would
have been wrong. God would have come into it. 

I watched the train slowing. But she was where the rear carriage
would be when it finally halted. There's no steering wheel, no brake
pedal to stamp on. And the train looked bigger than ever before.

Peter Naylor



Ynys Enlli

I'd wanted to visit Aberdaron for a long while. Its physical remoteness
at the end of the Lleyn peninsula seemed to be matched by cultural
independence. Welsh still a living language, England a long way away
and alien. I'd wanted, as well, to see the church where the poet RS
Thomas was vicar towards the end of his life. I'd read his sometimes
bleakly beautiful verse, and a massively entertaining biography. I
wanted to see the wall of the graveyard that he'd vaulted over to avoid
small talk after a funeral, travel the lanes where he had hidden
behind hedges to avoid parishioners. The church itself was a 
disappointment, just nondescript really. It may well have had a
Norman arch over the door, but it didn't have an impressive Norman
arch. I bought a late volume of Thomas's poems on the strength of the
title, 'No Truce With The Furies'.

I was pushed for time so I drove toward the viewing point for Enlli. The
lanes twisted and narrowed, low whitewashed cottages nuzzled into
folds in the hills. The haphazard route followed no obvious imperative,
just meandered toward the end of Wales. I parked up off the lane after
a cattle grid and a collection of National Trust notices, stopping before
Ennli became visible behind the hill. I walked slowly up the gentle
incline, letting the odd, whale-shaped slab of an island come into view
bit by bit.

From the left of Enlli, long grey wisps reached down to the sea and
haunted their way steadily towards me. The island itself looked close,
partially sunlit and ancient. It didnt look holy. The sun picked out fields
and chimneys while the hilly side stayed in shadow. The wisps drew
closer, rushing across Enlli sound and I zipped up my jacket in 
anticipation. My face braced for the rain's sting but it didnt come. It
was more like the caress of a warm shower, borne on a wind with no
malice, just molecules of air and water pushed around by natural
pressures. Crashing into me was more traumatic for them than me.
As quickly as the squall arrived it was gone.

others must have seemed negligible, unwelcome.

The abandon of the jump, the compliant spreadeagling of the body.
How the world must have revolved around her. How in control of her
destiny she must have been. How acutely alive she must have felt as
she lay her head on that humming rail. 
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Peter Naylor

I sat on the grass and looked out to sea, then looked around me. The
grass was soft and mossy. Dulled red flowers clung to the rocks that
poked through the greenery. They looked like survivors, felt like kin. I
got up and walked, with a few backward glances, back down the broad
green path I had come up. At the small lane where the car was
parked, I decided to go down toward Ffynnon Fair. I'd read it was a
treacherous descent but I just wanted to go close enough to see it. I'd
read about someone making an annual pilgrimage there and the piece
had stayed with me. I changed course after a few yards, skirting
around gorse bushes to avoid a loud sheep. Part of me thought it was
trying to call its lambs, another part was spooked that it was getting a
crew together, maybe including one of those ones with the curly
horns. There are times when you know you are not in your natural
environment.

The hill began to slope irresistibly steeply toward the sea. I cut across
the slope, maintaining the height I was at with increasing difficulty. I
skipped over a foot wide trickle of water and followed my contour to
the cliff edge. A mound of earth had obviously offered shelter but
today there was nothing worth sheltering from. Still it was a good
place to sit and look up to the nearby summit of Mynydd Mawr. Two
holes that looked like animal burrows shared the hollow where I sat.
One looked to have been deliberately blocked. I had no idea what any
of it meant, badger baiting, pest control, moles, birds, it could have
been anything. I looked over the edge of the gully where Ffynnon Fair
was located on the map, but I couldnt comfortably get close enough to
see anything. I pissed in the hollow, then headed through more sheep
for the summit.

The climb was gentle, then pushed up steeper for a short section to
rejoin the path. There was one of those walking moments where a
thought becomes clear. It became obvious to me that in amongst the
pain, confusion and secrecy of a damaged life, there is not only the
possibility of leading a parallel normal life, but the necessity of doing
so. It felt like an important realisation, like one of those small obvious
truths that get strung together in an approximation of wisdom.
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The coastline was turning back to the right, the peninsula ended here
and the depressing route back to England began. I sat on the bottom
step of an incongruous concrete staircase, reluctant to start back that
way yet. 

Sometimes when faced with these kind of views, I'm not sure what I'm
supposed to think. The physical beauty, the scale, the age of the 
surroundings can be overwhelming. Not emotionally overwhelming,
just too big to take in. And in those moments my mind seeks the 
comfort of the small and familiar, replaying a domestic squabble,
gripes about work, family sagas. But the surroundings lulled me back,
quietly insistent that I noticed them. I couldnt immediately make out
what was odd. Nothing new had come into view, no sudden changes in
the sky or light. The increased warmth of the sun probably alerted me
first. The wind had dropped, and with it all sound had ceased. 

Crows and gulls rode thermals from below the cliffs in to my eyeline,
but they didnt cry out. The currents of the treacherous stretch of sea
crossed and mingled, the sun glancing off each eddy, too far away and
too calm for any noise to carry this high. There was no need for sound
to emphasise or underscore the scene. No car engines, no children,
no other walkers, the mountain to my back, the sea in front of me and
the sun on my face. I smiled and thought about my habit of watching
Countryfile with the telly muted. The idea that there could be tellys,
electricity, a built environment, seemed momentarily fanciful.

In the stillness a tiny insect landed on the page of my notebook. It 
flitted about the bright white page then, as if startled by the words,
stopped still. Suddenly, whether impressed or underwhelmed, it
jumped into the empty air anew.



The Visit

You always felt thick-skinned.
But tonight I touched an elephant hide,
Toughened and lined.
The skin on your neck
Hangs heavy as the silence between us.
We two, still trapped within the folds of time.

I am filled with the urge to seize the day, and
With my bare arms stretch the dog-eared twists 
Out of our concertinaed lives.
It is an old urge, grown tepid.
There is so little energy left now.

For life slips from you without notice,
And I can only wonder where you went, and when,
For you melted drip by drip
Still there, but just a little less each time.
Now I hold hands with a stranger.
His grasp is weak.

I remember when your hand was stronger than God's
How it held me harshly, humanly, off.
How your whim was everything -
Days went by moods, and moods went by the moon
Or so they said.
Crazy man, funny man, bad man, Dad.
Who were you?

I search your eyes for clues
For your mouth tells me nothing.
The stranger only moans,
The regular, rhythmic rasping of the cornered soul.
And I miss last month
When you communicated,
That Henry VIII was the King of England
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And they were keeping chickens in the next ward.
When you still knew that you had once known
What a toothbrush was for, the tiny tricks of life,
Before the walls closed in.
And I wish you could get out.

Months later. Another bus home.
I am filled with the need to stay in motion,
To keep moving, not to, not from
Not with the clipped sounds of documentation
Just on.
I need smooth sounds that flow forever,
Fixed on this window looking out on the Rest of The World,
Absorbed in its steadiness.
I want to soak myself in the mundanity
That drowned me, just yesterday.
But it will not stick to me,
Cannot take it home with me to bathe in.
And I have to get off,
Cross the road, thinking
'Bang on car windows! Beg them, 
Stop! please let me flow with you.’
But maybe they want only motion too.

And I am through the door,
Into my four walls
And the ill-matched company of death and children.



385 Wigan 

385 Wigan 275 Skelmersdale
15.10 15.25
15.47 15.58

15.10, 15.10 or is it 15.08? Can't see the numbers properly, the once
transparent Perspex screen is now melted, burnt and nicotine
coloured, smells funny too. I really want to sit down but I don't like
people close to me and I don't like the way the seat looks, it's yellow
and it's got holes in it. 

Need to check the times again but I might lose my place in the queue.
Better not. 

Oh God, please God, no. Please don't stand next to me. My hands are
clenched so tightly I can see all the white bits around my knuckles. I
can feel my palms starting to get clammy. I don't like it when they get
clammy, they feel wet and then I feel dirty. If I look down and don't
make eye contact, he won't see me. I will make myself invisible. I am
so good at that, I do it all the time. It's not working. I can smell him
getting closer, what a stench! He smells like a dirty dog when it's
been out in the rain, rolling in the mud and then it dries and then it
gets wet and dries again. There is a huge, matted, filthy long nest
looking thing hanging down his back. My stomach wrenches. I am
holding my breath but it's too late, I have already ingested the taste of
how a weeping, infected dog's ear smells when it starts to ooze. I'm
going to be sick. 

I don't like body hair, it's unclean. I love the smell of skin, smoothly
shaven and freshly scrubbed with soap. I pull my jacket to my nose,
hold it firmly against my nostrils and inhale the taste of summer
freshness; Um, Lenor, I love it. The blue one's the best. I like the
yellow too, but you can't beat the blue and yellow mixed together. I
need to go home and have a shower. 
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385 Wigan 275 Skelmersdale

15.10 15.25
15.47 15.58



Mersey Paradigm 

As it stands
You're still my mate
But it's 51% love
49% hate
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Loch Ness Monster

Beneath the inky water and
Its veil of Highland mist,
A dreadful form emerges
Unless you don't exist.

A ghostly shape is glimpsed
Through a cloak of swirling fog;
A pre-historic phantom or
Just a floating log?

A photograph is taken! -
What are those distant specks:
A serpent's writhing coils or
Two otters having sex?

The prime site for a view? -
Just ask the local laird.
(Though Nessie's proved elusive since
His glasses were repaired).

And in the Lochside Inn
No sceptics can be found
And in the Lochside Inn
They love the tourist's pound

Beside the ruined castle
Dumb-struck figures watch.
Does it prove you're not a myth…
Or the potency of scotch?

O Nessie, please be real
Not insubstantial fake.
Though I pray they never solve
The mystery of that lake.

Bill Rushton 



Becky Ryan

Dancefloor Current 

Shaking, twitching, fidgeting hands
Electricity running through
Short-circuiting from consciousness
Trying to tap some sanity on face

But the morse code is misunderstood
And the May Day call is lost
The brain has stopped to function
And the soul and smiled confused

It's gonna take a time bomb
Or a miracle for sure
To intercept this current
That surged from a dancefloor

It began with a bright spark
And a bow-wrapped gift
That drained the life force from you
Replaced it with the twitch

The dance continues without music
In this freakyish, comforting tap
That reminds you you're still thinking
Each time you repeat the route

The faster the thought keep running
Do your fingers tap their beat 
Unaware of the movement
Just the internal mantra relief

I pray for peace to find you
And the charge diffused inside
The jerkiness to leave you
And the dancefloor current to subside

65

The Princess In The Tower

Up in the tower she surveyed the land
Looking yonder to see the battlegrounds
People dying from the 21st century plague
Tin foil trees, mirrored lakes, manic pipers, polluted her view

The walls of her tower were built high and straight
To protect herself from the same fate
She drank her poison from a diamond glass
Inhaled the twinkling white snow to stay awake

Inflicted with a beauty only a princess would know
Kept her thinking she was running the show
Outside her look was beginning to flake 
Like paint on a fence from 1848  

The princes came to her rescue on bended knee
Serving her needs till the snow disappeared
Alone again, till the black knight returned
With his cocktail of promises to peddle and sow 

She paced and she fretted in her beautiful abode
Peeping a look at the peasants below
The worlds were so separate in her mind
Not me she thought 'Not me, not I'

Inside her heart became entombed in ice
Her eyes became fixed, pupils full moon
Snow Queen her destiny did await
Heartbeat crystallised as time stood still

The Tower became taller, touching the clouds
People out of view, just the mirror and she
Staring through the snow as the silver black flashed
Catching sight of a youth spent so fast



Opening a window in her heart she looked out to see
A bird of creation came gliding by
It whispered to her soul which way to fly 
Up through the clouds the tower now passed 

Alone in the sky with the bird circling round 
She knew her fate wasn't this way bound
Hurling the mirror it vanished into dust
The diamond glass turned into a tankard of rust

She reached over the edge and held out her hand
Expecting to shatter her icicled frame
Out into the void, onto her body fell
She had finally escaped the Tower from Hell

As they soared into the clearing the sun came out
Melting her heart and the veil of pride she wore 
Tears of freedom cascaded her face
The rays of light reflected rainbows inside

Where was her Tower now as she scanned around
Only an illusion in her frozen mind's eye
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Acceptance

Agreement 
Acknowledgement
Approval
Compliance
Consent
Go ahead
Give the green light

How do I find it? Where do I find it? Should I find it?

The only thoughts I have in mind are
Disagreement, dissent and refusal

So to you all; I'm not looking or searching
because I know what's best for my son
I do not accept
and neither does he

Face the truth 
Face the inevitable
Face your demons
Accept their truth
Accept their way
Accept your demons

Don't argue
Simply comply
Conform
Jump
How high?

'You're not fit enough.'
But I can run

'You don't meet his needs.'
What are his needs?

Becky Ryan



'You don't fall into the category expected of you.'
And what is expected of me?

I bake cakes
He sits on the naughty stair
He has the finest teeth in the area

Oh I see now 
I don't comply
Adhere to
Agree to
Cave in
Go along with
Concede

But he loves me the way I am.
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Yours Forever Blue  

With everything to lose 
Yet still so much to gain
It was then came the thoughts
Of ending the pain
So much confusion 
Had returned to his head
He was anchored, so it seemed
To the dry dock of his bed
‘Why now?’ He wondered
‘How could this be?’ 
Five hundred and odd days free
From the DIY pain relief
‘Why the fuck me lar? This is beyond belief.’
Surely it was in the past
But what was he to do? 
He's not eight years old 
Lying trembling in his bed 
Piss soaked through 
Now he's thirty five
And he's wishing he was dead
It's not '88 when he was living on his own
Family far away, no place he knew as home
Maybe that was when he thought
‘I'm not worth a carrot me
They've left me all alone
Never let anyone get too close 
I'll do this on me own.’
It's not his friend 
But it IS the only one he's got….
Confusion, anger, disbelief….FRUSTRATION!!!
A new room tomorrow
Not quite a padded cell 
Will they help him find a way

Patrice Ryce



From this living hell?
SHITHOUSE never went
What's he got to say?
He's been here before
Do you think he wanted freedom
Or just a short relief?
A place to dump the baggage
Somewhere to help him manage?
He won't answer that
Cos he's scared it could be true
Time to leave it now
Yours forever blue. 
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Amanda 

‘Amanda, sweet lost angel of the night
I still see your smile, Amanda so bright 
Thank you Angel.’

For those who cannot be at home
In their own skin and bone
Caught up in a race
They have no place or room
Wrestling since they left the womb
Put here before their time or later
Than, which brings to mind
The fiery, sprightly, impish child -
Prophet? Searching for her soul
Gone now, but to me she'll ne'er grow old
There she is now. You see her
In the sunlight dancing free, free
To dance and how she can
DANCE, DANCE, DANCE 
AMANDA

Lee Santamera



The Postie Was My Best Friend

I loved it when my best friend came to the door,
Dollar for free, dragged my arse off the floor.
Picked his gift up in one hand,
knowing its going straight out the other,
To pay for my obsession, my life blood, my lover.

Room to breathe but only for a short while,
Can't pause for too long, time enough for a brief smile.
Cos the meaning to me of my best friends arrival
Was one less day of cruel and painful survival.
One less day on the cold hard street,
Walking that god damn fucking beat.

For the rest of the week I didn't care about my best mate,
As long as on that day he never showed up late.
I don't think he ever knew he was my other best friend,
Thank fuck that way of life has come to an end!

Katie Slade 73

Shadowlands

Is this the sum total of your shadow-life?
your dull reflection of time wasted in shade
hidden there, head against the roof tiles
singing your song, the same song you've sang
since you were a child, since songs have been sung
the old ones fed you these words, these tales and lies
and you lapped them up, these mahogany myths
as you stared at the Christmas baubles and the Grenadier guards
the smell of the gramophone and the pipe smoke
the county lines changing around them and the aliens up the road
harsh accents, harsh faces shaped by different times, harder than
theirs
you thought you had known safety and peace laying there
on Christmas Eve with the hot water bottle now stone cold under your
feet
the transfer set moonscapes and desert lands 
scraped shadow men against shadow lands
the pencil pressed too hard here and there and the transparency
pulled too quickly, so that heads and limbs were missing
half men walking on a barren soil that felt as real
as the field outside where the tough boys played
you looking on, not tough enough or brave enough to join in

'Oh here I am sitting in my tin can, far far from home'

you sang the song sat in the old cherry tree and you liked it there
high enough to see the top of the shed roof and not be seen
alone, yet happy enough in solitude and the songs of loneliness
not so far far from home, not here, the shadow of the house
cooling the garden, deadening the roses and crab apple bushes
the wind cold against your face, hot treacle melting in the pan
solidifying in the tray black and brittle, now shattered tarmac 
you place a sharp triangular lump in your mouth and suck
black spit dripping down the side of your chin and in your head

Phil Thornton



it's 2030 or 1869 not 1973 and the map of the world is different 
the old house isn't there and the cherry tree is gone
and the old songs and stories are yet to be sung or are long forgotten
and the Christmas bauble reflects back only the room of the 
record sleeve
and the Grenadier guards no longer 'talk of Hector and Lysander' 
there is a cold wind blowing through the forest
there is a ridge of ice where the river once ran
there is the sound of birds and the homes of men
but not the birds you know, not the men you recognise
the room is empty save for the old bed frame and the sideboard
old wood and he knows this is now his time, his myth-time too
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Sunblast

From the radio
Cuneiform inscriptions
Transcribing Gilgamesh 
Outside the women's college
Headscarf matriarchs
And young concubines
Forbidden no longer
Express their supplication
In elegant camouflage
If you count all the leaves
On all the trees
In this small car park
How many would there be?
And if every hieroglyph
And clay indentation
Told a story so familiar
To those we already know
Would we be less impressed
With the ancients?
Their mysteries and rituals
Just another way of hiding
Another form of deceit
Written out to transform
Thought into symbolic shapes
From the café
The drone of smalltalk
Drifts into dead air
And hangs over the street
The same streets as Nineveh
Cobbled together with myths
To make sense of the world
I can smell the blossom 
I can feel the strength of the sun



On my skin, in my bones
I can hear the great rivers
The Tigris and the Mersey
Flowing through to the sea
And that is enough for me

Phil Thornton


