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Editor’s preface 
 

 

Clear Poetry started out life as something of a pipe dream for me towards the end of 2014. 

I’d seen others launch engaging, interesting webzines during the year, such as Judi 

Sutherland’s The Stare’s Nest and Kevin Reid’s Nutshells and Nuggets and I wondered if I 

might try something similar. 

 

But in a world where the marketplace for online poetry is incredibly crowded I realised that 

there ought to be a specific reason for it, what business people might glibly refer to as a 

‘Unique Selling Point’ or ‘Mission Statement’. 

 

Having returned to writing and reading poetry after a lengthy hiatus of some 15 years, I 

quickly encountered plenty of work which I didn’t like, where the language or imagery 

seemed to be deliberately obtuse or cryptic.  

 

I’d also had several knock-backs from different magazines who I suspected thought my 

work was a little too simplistic for their high-fallutin’ tastes (although come to think of it, my 

poems might just have been rubbish – we may never know).  

 

That’s Clear Poetry’s central premise – I would only publish poems which were accessible 

and which could be enjoyed and understood right off the bat. Of course, that doesn’t mean 

that there might not be deeper meanings contained within them that would reveal 

themselves with subsequent reading. The work published here isn’t elitist and the 

contributors range from complete first timers through to seasoned bards with many 

collections under their belts. 

 

Accessible. Approachable. Astonishing. 

 

I’ve chosen at least one poem by every contributor this year, from Robert Nisbet who kicked 

us off in such fine style on 4th January 2015, right through to Julia Webb whose poems will 

appear on the site on New Year’s Eve.  

 

There’s even some ‘bonus material’ from Seth Jani and Claire Walker, whose poems I’ll be 

publishing in early January (it seemed churlish to leave them out – and in any case…my 

rules!). 

 

Because this is an ebook I was happily unfettered by budgetary restraints so this is perhaps a 

little longer than most anthologies; I wanted to give a full flavour of the work that I’ve 

published this year, as well as leaving a memento of what’s been a fantastic year. 

 

In terms of sequence, the poems don’t appear in the order in which they were published, 

which was deliberate so that regardless of how closely you’ve followed the blog, you should 

be able to find something new which you may have missed the first time around. 
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If you’ve enjoyed reading the site then please consider making a donation to your favourite 

charity. Likewise, if you’ve downloaded this book without ever having heard of Clear 

Poetry but you like something you read here then please dig deep for a worthy cause. 

 

But if funds are tight, please don’t worry – a random act of kindness will do nicely. 

 

Ben Banyard 

Editor, Clear Poetry 

Portishead, December 2015 

 

https://clearpoetry.wordpress.com 

Email: clearpoetry@outlook.com 

Twitter: @clearpoetryuk 

Facebook: facebook.com/clearpoetryuk 

 

 

Ben Banyard lives and writes in Portishead. His poems have appeared in various print and 

online magazines, including Popshot, Lunar Poetry, The Interpreter’s House, Prole, RAUM 

Poetry, Sarasvati, London Grip, Ink Sweat & Tears and Nutshells and Nuggets. His debut 

pamphlet, Communing, will be published by Indigo Dreams in 2016. 

 

https://clearpoetry.wordpress.com/
https://clearpoetry.wordpress.com/
https://twitter.com/clearpoetryuk
http://www.facebook.com/clearpoetryuk
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Passion Play  

Robert Nisbet 
 

A coign of housing, market town. 

 

Bethan and John, from Ceredigion, 

running from religion, in a  way. 

Three dogs, as well as the twins, 

the house a roar of family’s spark. 

 

Steve and Sheila, older, graver, 

more beknown of sadness, but 

kind 

to each other, to neighbours, 

to hungry Africans. 

 

Rick and Marge MacPherson. 

The neighbours take the piss out of Rick, 

the chest, the vest, the small cheroots. 

Once dunted a man’s cheekbone 

for squeezing Margie’s thighs. 

 

All of them love the nicknames, 

in-jokes, codes and quims, 

flirtation’s sport, sex games 

in cramped back bedrooms 

looking out on a Norman castle, 

town houses, alleyways, 

nine centuries’ fecundity. 
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East End promise  

Julian Dobson 
 

You must live in Gooseley Lane, the doctor murmured 

when we wheeled the kids in, limbs swelling 

from bites we'd not seen before, that trickling 

summer when the stench wound like a bandage. 

 

Friends commented, when we moved, it doesn't 

sound much like East London, you imagine farmyards, 

mists swirling from the river, bucolic scenes 

maybe painted once by Constable. 

 

The marshes have deferred to sullen semis, 

the once-Norman church that no-one goes to 

stranded, an obelisk in its graveyard 

full of foxes gorging on McDonalds 

 

while the turds of half a world are funnelled 

down the Northern Outfall Sewer, a feat 

of faecal engineering not once mentioned 

by the agent who talked up the house, 

 

but whiffed each time the sun shone, sniffed 

with backyard barbecues and ghetto blasters, 

police helicopters and unending traffic 

on the Newham Way. And bubbling under, 

 

the cauldrons of the capital, festering 

and fetid, simmering us together 

in an equality of rank, breeding a plague 

of panic-sized mosquitoes. 
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Missing  

Maurice Devitt 

 

You disappeared on one of those bright, 

geometric days when everything is visible 

and now we fill the hours 

with imaginings of you. Waving 

from the deck of a cruise ship 

on the Baltic, the man beside you 

turns his face away. On a forest path 

not far from here, a stranger, 

chasing a dog, spots you walking alone, 

but always yesterday, never today. 

Then hazy pixels of you, 

goofing on the street corner 

of some vaguely familiar town, face 

scarfed against the wind, eyes scuffed. 

And every day we wake 

while the clock sleeps, lie listening 

for your cough in the morning mist. 
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Asymmetric  

Colin Will 
 

We stood on the pink edge 

of a footbridge, by the side 

of a fast ford, under the trees 

which overhung the variable river. 

 

It was summer – remember that – 

and the rain fell steadily 

from a sky stubbornly grey, 

and the spent flower parts 

 

of the rowans dusted down, 

wetted, and whirled away, 

or swept into cream streaks 

in the eddies at the sides. 

 

Not, you said, the best place 

and time to say goodbye, 

but it had to be said, 

just as we’d agreed. 

 

Some other day, I wanted to say, 

but your eyes were hidden, 

downcast. So it was time, 

and this autumn, far from here, 

 

I won’t see birds in the trees. 

What else will be missed? 

You, a definite, no question; 

me? I’m not so sure. 
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The 9.20 to Edale  

Rob Miles 

 

Among the train’s tugged blocks 

of sun 

our carriage contains 

an inquisitive boy, just 

asking, asking 

play-knowing, not knowing 

ancient views now trickle in 

and brim 

from where it all began, while all 

of passing spring gets up 

waving, waving 

for this one child; his hair 

a hectic nest 

of question marks, his pupils wide 

but sharpening, his tiny finger 

pointing, pointing 

about to undo that dam. 

 

 

Matters Arising  

Rob Miles 

for Ameena Berkowitz 

 

I am not tired of London. No. But tired 

of being told I cannot be tired 

of London and, thus, told I am not tired 

 

of life; for if you’re tired of London 

you’re tired of living they say. But I am 

tired of London today. Just today 

 

I am tired of living in London, but not 

tired of life per se. Explaining this 

is proving exhausting, actuallay. 

 

I’ll leave it here, let these few words 

lie in the sunlight on this desk, or drift 

and rise 

 

where my eyes pay the sky 

a quick visit… stick that 

in your minutes.  
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Drawing Fig-Leaves on Michelangelo’s David  

Zoë Sîobhan Howarth-Lowe 

  

You took me away for a weekend, 

dragging me round the art exhibitions – 

staring transfixed at one sculpture 

for the time it took me to see them all. 

 

You thought I would enjoy 

touring the museums. Dinosaurs, 

precisely wired into poses, and you, 

recounting historical context at me 

as we walked through military displays, 

and the Blitz, recreated in Styrofoam, 

with poppy wreaths entombed in the dust. 

 

I got bored of remembering it that way, 

so I changed it. 

In my version, 

we ran through the galleries, 

hot-wired a WWII German Panzer, 

stole dinosaur bones, 

and drew fig-leaves on Michelangelo’s David. 
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Mismatch  

Sharon Larkin 

 

I didn't want to 

but you enticed me out,  

found me waterproofs  

with a hood, wellingtons  

only one size too big.  

 

You even warmed me 

an oversize cardigan  

and ski socks  

on the radiator,  

to wear underneath,  

located gloves,  

and a woolly hat  

for me to put on  

under the hood.  

 

I'd be snug as well as dry.  

You thought of everything. 

You always did. 

 

Halfway up the hill,  

we leaned on a farm gate  

to consider the hazy view -  

the town spread out 

below low cloud, 

blurred further by rainlines 

drawn aslant  

and fat raindrops that plopped 

from headgear and lashes. 

 

Your face was wet, 

as was mine.  

You had a clean handkerchief  

and wanted to dry my cheeks with it.  

 

I did not want that, 

turned away from your last kind,  

proprietorial act. 
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Unfound  

Norman Hadley 

 

A flapping leg beneath the summit 

so I summoned help. 

 

A dozen bobbing torches 

slit the drizzle 

so I blew my whistle. 

 

I shouted names of all the saints 

but they just looked right through me 

and stretchered away the silence. 

 

 

The Bracken Path  

Norman Hadley 

 

We ran and hid beneath these creamy-scented 

fronds to raaar at slowcoach Mum and Dad. 

 

Three decades on – a different ‘we.’ 

Our children know the game – they 

crouch and pounce and we recoil 

in terror just the same, the way 

the fractal fronds self-replicate, 

receding, ever smaller, till 

you’re squinting – swear 

there’s branching 

in that final 

hair. 
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Dirge  

Seth Jani 

 

I’m going to disappear 

Most likely 

Into Autumn, 

A convert to the fading leaves, 

The falling waters. 

 

It will be somewhere 

On a shoreline 

While the red light 

Hems the sea, 

 

While the world I’ve loved 

Buzzes into black, 

Some animal circuitry 

 

Shutting down its fight 

For colors 

In that one late season 

When they matter most. 
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Adamare  

Debbie Cannon 

 

This ‘I love you’ is truer than 

all the others that have gone before. 

It’s fiercer, fearless, more intransigent, 

it has no back-up plan, no safety-net, 

it shines, 

irretrievable as a bullet, 

ripe as a bronze Harvest moon 

after so many uncertain silver parings. 

 

These are the times, in the coiled anticipation of the dark, 

or the joyful, unfurling ripple of the day, 

when I am tighter with you than knuckle or rib. 

I am 

a yearning in your belly, 

a fluttering of love against the net of your hands. 

And when you fling me forth, 

I am 

a spilling of ribbons, 

a bright white startling of doves, 

dazzled by my release. 
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Seaglass  

Kymm Coveney 

for Pep  

 

She watches them tumble for her, blue 

splash of incoming tide. Blue. A blue one. 

 

Wash up wash down, soothing sound, never 

alone; never without this breezed 

 

keening, damp and mossy in her ear. 

Prickly hum the color of kelp. A rose 

 

so light it vanishes in the wet. 

Guinnesses and Heinekens, colas, 

 

lemon-limes. Blending artifice in nature. Olive 

motorcycle seat, pink pig snout, milky triangle 

 

curving like a heart. Teardrop. Pale teal. 

She has searched for the perfect blue oval 

 

all her life. Watching the roll of pebbles ride 

the tide in, escort it out. She is still there, fist 

 

clutching her treasure. The sky bursts in fiery 

sunset, settles into purple dusk. She breathes 

 

bluegreen air. He should be standing in his towel 

by the wall, shaking out grit from a sandal. 
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After the Gallery  

Roy Marshall 

 

Heading north again, yellow and orange leaves stream past 

like dots freed from a Seurat painting. 

 

We pass a plump brown river, the promise of another flood 

held under its skin. 

 

A horse in a green coat rolls in a field; 

a wash of mist 

 

blurs a ridge. Outside Chesterfield 

I try to look away from a girl 

 

studying the Highway Code. 

You’re almost old, I reflect 

 

to the tunnel-blacked window. She glances up 

and through me, 

 

luminous and assured 

as a Leonardo. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 24 

That Café  

Carole Bromley  

 

I wish I could remember its name, 

that café in Reading in the sixties 

that was open all night. Like home, 

if you went there, they had to let you in. 

 

Sometimes it was buzzing with students 

high on caffeine, pot, alcohol, love. 

You’d slide onto a bar stool 

and nod, knowing they wouldn’t judge, 

 

that they’d understand this need 

you had to just keep going, 

to join one day to the next 

without a pause in between. 

 

Sometimes you’d go there with a lover 

after the halls’ curfew, after chucking out time 

at The Three Tuns, after climbing over 

the cemetery wall, reciting Reading Gaol 

 

It seemed that if you slept 

the summer of love would pass you by 

and you’d lie alone in your single bed 

till the dull sun peered through the curtains. 
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Multiple Choice  

Janet Buck 

 

“Ninety-nine Bottles of Beer on the Wall” keeps haunting me 

beyond so many sober years. I hated the smell of hops, 

but drank my share of bitter grapes. Drank my share and so much more. 

You call and tell me, “I’m really slugging bourbon down, don’t seem to stop.” 

Your head must feel like chicken eggs that shatter on a kitchen floor. 

The ones with red that might have scored a decent life. 

 

Lately booze is dinner fodder leading to a fitful sleep. 

Don’t take the bait most families serve like sushi on dry cracker rounds. 

That stuff is in your liver now; tipsy turns to passing out. 

Drunken antics, slobbering was funny in our college days; 

you’re over 65 right now and I don’t have the arms and legs 

to put a jug of water and two aspirin pills beside your morning coffee cup. 

 

I know how “lonely” lonely feels. It’s all a game of multiple choice. 

Pick another dot in squares, find yourself amidst the birch leaves on the ground. 

You could fall and not get up; it’s coping by cinching a rope on your neck. 

Take a walk because you can, clean out closets, hose the dirty patio, 

anything for some escape but putting bottles to your lips. 

My fingers, somewhat crippled now, are still inclined to touch what darkness harbors you. 

Call me when you’re on the edge. 
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Strong Arms For Armstrong  

Simon Williams 

 

Swimming can hurt your arms in May, 

when the water’s cold and you spend 

each 40 minute lesson elbow-locked 

on the grab-rail, a toy acrobat 

permanently squeezed to the top. 

 

In July, when the sun had warmed 

the pool and we splashed like 

netted herring in the shallow end, 

Miss Armstrong hauled us to the side, 

commanded us to swim widths. 

 

Some, with paddles dogs would scorn, 

made it to the other rail, most gave out 

around the middle of The Great Expanse. 

After, as we dried, I boasted it was just 

the others splashing stopped me. 

 

‘Go on then, on your own. Get in.’ 

Arms V-ed back on the rail, a kick 

a frog prince could have called his own, 

several strokes we’ll call freestyle and 

I touched the far side. There was applause. 
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Shoelaces  

Dominic Fisher 

 

Charlie Chaplin was eating his shoe. 

I was too young to call it a boot 

or know that his speechless relish 

of food that was and was not there 

neatly pointed out a brutal truth: 

when you’re on your uppers you’re stuffed. 

 

I just remember him twizzling the laces 

then slurping them down like spaghetti. 

Even things that were funny then 

were inexplicable and unexplained. 

 

Today a pair of shoes needs laces. 

As I walk somewhere that sells them 

I will consider my feet and how each 

is fortunate in its functioning shoe. 

I will consider myself wealthy 

for having vacant shoes at home, 

 

will consider how much I still don’t know 

or understand – such as how this can be, 

and whether or not it’s still funny 

many years later and so much further on. 

 

Finally, if I don’t meet anyone 

to distract me, I will consider 

the shoes my feet aren’t in 

back in the cupboard, with empty eyelets, 

inedible but also uneaten. 
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Seaside Conception  

Marc Woodward 

 

When he said goodbye 

near the holiday flats 

and the wind flipped away 

her Kiss-me-Quick hat 

 

and he laughed that “No! 

It hadn’t been ‘crap’!” 

– he couldn’t tell then 

that if he had snapped 

her slim waist in two 

his name was inked there 

running all the way through. 

 

 

The Poem  

Marc Woodward 

 

I completely cracked it yesterday. 

Everyone I showed it to agreed. 

The Doctor of Creative Writing 

covered his mouth and ran from the room. 

It even made my sceptical wife swoon. 

 

It wasn’t just the best poem I’d written. 

It was the best poem ever written. 

An Aurora Borealis in your heart. 

A Niagara word-fall gushing in your head; 

the wild moon: there! – at the bottom of your bed. 

 

I folded it up, put it in a tin, 

buried it deep behind the compost patch 

near where we interred the family cat. 

No poet wants to see poetry like that. 
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Chocolate for an Old Man  

Julia D McGuinness 

 

A slab of Cadbury’s Dairy Milk 

glued to the roof of his mouth, his tongue 

nudged it into sweet lava flow, slowly 

lapped the tablet to the size of a pea. 

An afternoon’s work. But no rush for one 

who would now eat nothing but chocolate. 

Cannot the dying dine as they please? 

 

Acolytes bore chocolate tributes to his bed: 

Soft-brown coins and creamy ingots; 

mint-crisped, honey-combed, cocoa-bean created 

oranges, cherries, leaves, bunnies, kittens. Hearts. 

Crackling plastic trays stacked chocolates 

that rolled like marbles in the hand, 

warmed to matt, smudging bleached sheets. 

 

In his dreams, Toblerone mountains coat-hangered the sky; 

chocolate plantations stretched to the edge of the earth. 

He grazed, gorged, no ration save time’s wrapper 

round a body light as Aero, heavy with pain. 

 

They gave him two days in August. 

He died in December, legs Matchmaker thin, 

taste of heaven already on his lips. 
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The Percussionist  

Jeff Skinner 

 

The harpist’s beautiful hands, food, a new high-hat – 

is this what he thinks about – stranded at the back 

of the stage like a bouncer biding his time? 

 

Patient angler, a twitcher 

on the shore, he leans to turn the pages 

of a score; waiting for a movement, the sign 

 

which brings him, tails lightly flicked, 

to his feet, legs planted shoulder-width apart: 

to pick the silent planets from a stand 

 

(careful that their paths do not cross) 

poised to wake heaven with applause 

or skim it with a plasterer’s kiss – 

 

and just as soon sit down 

as on a pew. Resting, between gigs, 

he’ll give you the old glockenspiel, 

 

how he’s filling in with a trio now, 

cymbal-riding, cooking and shuffling, 

no triangle. Perhaps it’s that. 
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Lost  

Stella Wulf 

 

I am not a loser 

generally speaking, of things, 

of cotton reels, identity, earrings, 

and I’ve never lost a bet, a dare 

a race – I was just differently placed. 

 

I’ve often wandered wide of the mark, 

and in a skylark rollicking bed, 

I’ve frequently mislaid my head, 

but if memory holds a seat in this morass, 

I’ll find my face in the looking glass. 

 

My catseye marbles and bumblebees, 

and that old thing, virginity, 

not lost, but foolishly forsaken. 

And the plot? That’s where they put my friend, 

I didn’t lose her, she was taken. 
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Nepal  

Zelda Chappel 

 

There are parts of us that still smell like her. 

On a back street in London we find places 

to remember. At dusk, I’m a five rupee note 

between your thumb and forefinger, moth 

wing thin, breathing in the Nepalese dust 

and monsoon rain alternately. In Shadwell 

we recall the roof we sat on eating momos 

drinking lemon tea, say nothing. When I 

kiss you, it’s all I can taste. Going home 

I long for coloured silk and gilded rayon, 

ache for static and weighted air. We give up 

our silver easily as the N15 jolts us home. 
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Why you should always walk along a pier  

Julie Hogg 

 

at twilight on your anniversary, past the kiosk, 

under the slightly kitsch façade and kiss-me-quick 

cliché into tomorrow’s familiarity and intricate structure. 

 

Hold her hand when it seems she might fall through 

your fingers, her own intuition or the cracks in the boards 

where the sea slips like a dripping tap over seams and salt scars. 

 

She’s saying Scandanavia is closer than you’d think and 

thinking how you used to undress her with words and how she 

wishes, of all the beaches in the world, she’d visited that Tate one, 

 

Porthmeor, and you’re gripping iron railings like they’re a firm planned- 

out life, at the end of a platform, you’re losing the light, turn around fast, 

focus blurred sight on the promenade then come back, back, please come back. 
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Before  

Mary Norton Gilonne 
 

In this between day we fold worry away like old thin napkins, 

feign a serenity worn lightly as linen, try to lower our voices. 

Your garden never shadows till late, small talk adds up to nothing. 

Waiting for illness to shrivel the apple of you to peel and core 

we tally the years in gold and dross, drink too much, too little. 

Dark makes us watchful as windows, and I know that each of us 

is counting, gathering breath. August night hangs there, rustling, 

dry as papery honesty, fragile silvered coins. Your sky is full of stars. 

 

 

Afterwards  

Mary Norton Gilonne 
 

How I pull open each dark drawer flowering dust to day. 

Your pastels are in faded rows like piano keys, 

thin tuneless sticks of hidden blanched hours, no tones 

but those of the pith of lemons, powdered skin, 

or tinned pale salmon Sunday tea. I must pencil you in. 

 

How your red coat hangs like a homing flag hooked fast 

behind the kitchen door, pockets still full with your hands, 

and the blue scumbled sky washed as it always was 

with Norfolk flint and slate, slips down to the Bure. 

I need to shade in your leaving, draw the curtains tight. 
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Going Concern  

Catherine Ayres 

 

We’ve all set up shop at some point, 

dressed a window with curiosities. 

I’ve been in business for years 

but no one wants a snow globe, 

an octopus, or a set of plastic spoons. 

This market’s too niche 

and I’m sick of taking stock. 

It’s time to cut my losses and run. 

I’ll hang a sign on the door: 

Been ill. Felt sad. Out to lunch. 

 

 

Sweets for my sweet  

Catherine Ayres 

 

All this, and he still wanted the strawberry cream. 

I told him he could have the green one, 

the caramel, the fucking hazelnut whirl. 

But he went on about it, took the piss. 

So I hid my last heart in a teacup, 

behind the milk at the back of the fridge. 

And when I looked he’d eaten it, 

nowt left, not one pink squidge. 

 

Foiled again. 
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Stanley  

John Darwin 

 

He dances over Yorkshire 

as an old man spreading dust 

of angels on the mortal. 

 

Takes pleasure from the movement 

of limbs set free from worry, 

creaking knees and clicking heels. 

 

He used to graft in textiles, 

crafting heddle, shuttle, beam. 

Now he tips his hat to strangers 

 

and sways to his own tune. 

 

 

Strings  

John Darwin 

 

A heart has more strings 

than you have taken. 

I am plucking those now. 

 

Play more tricks, 

four strings or six. 

I will counter-harmonise 

in consecutive fifths. 

 

The timpani of this 

will be lost 

on you. 
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Entropy  

Natalie Shaw 

 

In the zip of my suitcase 

In the threads of my knickers 

The toys with the knobbly bits 

The toys with instructions 

See-through sarcophagi for fruit and for lettuce, 

Carrots and peppers, potatoes and onions 

 

The files and containers, dividers and flaps 

The circuitboards, keyboards, the tabs and escapes 

The toys and the toys and the toys and the toys 

Ski boots and helmets and toggles and tags 

Pedals and dashboards: turn left, make it hot 

Contraceptive devices, waterproof sheeting 

Shower trays, curtains, goggles and gloves 

 

The bags in the cupboard 

The bottles for water 

The lid for the syrup 

The case for the felt tip 

The stretch of the fabric 

The film in the attic 

The glasses that suit me 

The three pairs that broke 

 

Pots for the lotion, tubes for the toothpaste 

Dimple-popped packets for pills to stop sadness 

Breast pumps for mothers and trays shaped for apples 

The ambassador’s very best chocolates in boxes 

All of it parcelled off, molded, dispatched 

Sealed in and suckered, stoppered, shrink-wrapped. 
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Aunt  

Stephen Bone 

 

Dropped off on Sunday afternoons 

we'd brave doorsteps of fish paste, 

wince at Rose's lime, dream of Coke 

and pizza, something then. 

 

Afterwards cards in her front room, 

ivy chintz clambering over chairs and walls, 

windows veiled with net, the television 

never on, except when time to lap up the worst. 

 

Her decibels rising with her Embassy's 

blue smoke as looking far beyond 

her dealt hand she would shriek. 

Cheat! Cheat! Cheat! 
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Reminders  

Kathy Gee 

 

Any book with a broken spine 

or turned down page – my brother’s 

childhood painting of a duck 

glue-walking pencil groves. 

A gliding kestrel, Kipling, 

meadows, sewing thread – 

the Pyrex dish Mum never 

quite got clean with wire wool. 

Unperforated toilet paper, 

flimsy stuff Dad hated in Madrid. 

Cathedral finials – his metal box 

that speaks of manliness. 

Exotic shades of blue or pink 

that only sisters wear. 

A silver coffee spoon bent round 

to make a favourite ring. 

Self-service petrol pumps 

the Ex refused to patronise, 

tweed caps on younger men, 

the smell of fresh sawn wood. 

 

These fossil eggs nest in my heart 

since last time we were family. 
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For Your Own Good  

Rick Mitchell 

 

“And stay off the wood pile,” he shouted 

while tilting away, the invitation so 

strong it felt like drops of moonshine 

from a copper pipe. 

Barefoot from bottom to top 

we balanced across the pile, 

split pieces formed like a breast, 

St. Peter’s on County Route 214. 

Upstairs, our evening throbbed blond and gray 

splinters, too many and deep for simple 

brushing, as we listened through the cold 

air return to the rasp of the whetstone 

round the tip of Grandpa’s 

jackknife. 
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The Burrow  

Robert Nisbet 

 

The sometime train conductor Noel 

lives now with wifely, pretty Lily 

in Bella Vista, Merlin’s Lane. 

Of a morning, he will sniff the air, 

collect the milk bottles and the paper, 

then scurry velvet-footed back 

to his own home hearth. 

 

Paddington once, 

four hours there, four back, 

the passengers and paperbacks, 

the buffet’s beers and coffees 

and legs lurching to the feel of the journey, 

fragments of talk and sentiment, 

the smiles always flickering, flickering. 

 

Now the chesty breathing (both of them), 

the almost solid smell of love 

on his own home hearth. 

But occasionally, 

when he will, of a morning, sniff the air, 

might he scent diesel and distances, 

the traces of his passengers 

(you got all sorts, the mavericks, the mysteries), 

and the smiles always flickering, flickering? 
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Sharp Objects  

Michael Bartholomew-Biggs 

 

A slim serrated blade of panic 

penetrates your rind and bacon body 

as the bookshop café table tilts 

beneath your elbow and your plate 

and lunch and cappuccino 

are about to slide and smash 

in front of all these well-bred readers. 

 

You gasp and grasp but nothing’s moving 

only you and this small moment 

has not started a calamity. 

Yet some calamities are started 

by one lurch of failure: when a corkscrew, 

exiting a cork askew, impales 

a thumb, the bottle falls and breaks. 

 

Once a skewer of alarm goes in 

the flesh beneath your shirt gets seasoned 

with salt and pepper specks of sweat. 

Imagined rows of razor gazes 

shave away the blushing layers 

of your nerve-rich epidermis 

into ragged flakes like Parmesan. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 43 

Tyrants of the nether regions  

John Alwyine-Mosely 

 

The basic problem that I see, 

just between you and me, 

are the jangle dangles of a man, 

some too small to scan, 

or of the size that water eyes, 

that you and I with flies, 

know tickle wickle best in wind, 

and yet in cotton they get pinned. 

Briefs pull in and up and cup, 

trunks chafe thighs and show what’s up 

was not as promised from the kiss. 

While bikini jockstraps are the miss 

they sound, as dangles strangle tight, 

and cheeks moon for creepies bite. 

Of course Boxers give swing and sway 

but ditch them all and go commando I’d say. 
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mouth of night (iv)… 

Peter Kerr 

 

the time when day pauses 

before relinquishing 

her slender tether 

to unleash the 

dark upon 

a silent 

world 

 

 

uist moonshine… 

Peter Kerr 

 

arpeggios of light flood across the loch 

as moon recalls her time on earth 

in songs of silver 
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A flight past Mount Aspiring  

Helen Evans 

 

Racing through remote 

unlandable mountains, 

a wingspan from the rockface, 

 

we cross the next arête, 

hesitate: staring up 

a 10,000-foot peak, 

 

down dark cliffs 

to a slate-green, 

ice-edged lake. 

 

I’m six again, 

exploring wintry puddles 

along a rutted track. 

 

Then a weight 

of sun-warmed snow 

breaks and slides downslope, 

 

pausing and piling up on 

one narrow ledge, 

collapsing again down the cliffs, 

 

airblast 

bruising the water 

before it hits. 
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Leap Hour  

Susan Taylor 

 

There is a time in October 

when stars unfold like a broadsheet. 

Air becomes dangerous with something unreadable, 

some things unsayable. 

 

There’s one hour out of the usual twenty-four stretch 

that doesn’t properly exist; 

a bat flit of an hour, gifting us time 

to rearrange the furniture of our souls. 

 

This hour is lavolta turning a leaf. 

It shakes out surprising wings 

and launches into matchless blackness. 

 

This done in the depth of the night, 

the well of stars whispers what’s out there: 

everything easier to tell. 
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The Turf  

Mark Totterdell 

 

The haunt of otter, the haunt of avocet, 

the fields half water, the water opposite 

half mud, its outer edge a habitat 

for all of these utterly elegant black-and-white 

 

waders. The other? All I have of it, 

all I can get, a far glimpse of a set 

of pawprints. Bitter? Thanks, I’d love a bit; 

a half of Otter, a half of Avocet. 

 

 

The Double Locks  

Mark Totterdell 

 

The thin lane, the towpath, the green field paths 

by the river, the water road; there are ways 

to come here. There are ways to be elsewhere. 

Intersecting the cycle track, there’s a hint 

 

of another trail, where something I imagine 

wet, whiskered and fish-breathed has passed by, 

through the long wild grasses from the wetlands, 

and printed faint signs in mud onto the tarmac. 
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Homeless  

Petra Vergunst 

 

No room for her, he had said 

 

After the ladies had paid 

she cleared up 

crumbs, cold coffee 

espresso brewed behind the counter 

 

How she wanted to be a princess 

head clean-shaven, jeans torn 

t-shirts, trainers 

 

Not his taste 

her landlord apprehended 

 

She exchanged her apron 

for headphones 

and left the raging machine 

for the ritual drumming 

of the Rite of Spring 
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Why You Won the First Prize for The Twist  

Brian Johnstone 

i.m. Min Johnstone 1913-1998 

 

You’d barely dropped the 40s style, 

that Barbara Stanwyck look you loved, 

when in the 60s raged in all the brashness of their youth. 

 

Bemused, you soon caught on, got with it, 

went for trouser suits and flares, from bangs to perms, 

peroxide in your urge to fight it, 

 

age – the only snag. But you knew 

that the beat goes on. Next summer at the golf club hop, 

that Chubby Checker hit, and you were it. 

 

They couldn’t keep you in your seat 

as one more dance craze proved you’d kept your youth. 

Twisting with the best of them, you took the prize. 

 

What was it? Did you ever say? 

Truth is, it was the way you wore your years; 

the grip you had upon each iron, wood; on being you: 

 

that someone always called a girl, who lived it too. 
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Meeting Tink in a bar in Heaven  

Kate Garrett 

(for Tara) 

 

When I sleep, she still exists. 

 

Her face peach-bright 

& more than just a pinch of skin; 

 

my friend is a tattooed hologram who hugs 

me tight & tells me she’s glad to see me 

 

& how she’s sorry I can’t be a bridesmaid 

as her wedding won’t be going ahead. 

 

I won’t tell her when she left he changed his mind. 

Most people do, when you go the way she did. 

 

& she says she can’t wait for my wedding, 

her corset is laced & her boots are shined. 

 

She’s bringing her favourite lover, a leather-&-tartan 

skirted sprite, curved in at the waist & out at the hip; 

 

this one makes her feel more alive than ever. 

 

I’ve been here all this time, she says, as music 

blasts through black-light clouds – not a harp in sight – 

 

& tells me how I’d love her new friends 

because they are absolute angels. 
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Song to Memory  

Meggie Royer 

 

Eventually, they say, the neurons just give up, 

and suddenly everything is new like a birthday, 

the names of the families across the street, 

why to put milk in the fridge and keys in your purse 

instead of vice versa. 

Memory runs its course, follows the shadow 

of whatever takes it away like the Pied Piper, 

some slow forgetting that turns to loss. 

We couldn’t convince you it was all going to dust, 

that it wasn’t just loneliness 

that caused you to stand beneath the streetlight 

late at night, luminescent like a moth, 

wondering which road 

would take you home. 

That when you forgot our faces 

love wouldn’t grace them back. 
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Letter from his Widow  

Katherine Waudby 
 

If you were Benedict Cumberbatch and I were Renee Zellweger 

do you think you’d still be alive? 

If our shambles were laid on a screen 

millimetres thick, 

there’d be no room for grit. 

They’d miss out the episode 

when I caught you with leggy Lucy. 

Your laughter winded me. 

At first I could only see her 

legs waving in the sunshine. 

The scene revealed to me 

as I entered from the passage, 

motes glistening around you. 

You looked up, smiling, 

still smiling, 

no flutter of disappointment. 

I never believed you hadn’t been in her red skin-tight shorts. 

I saw her in Aldi last week, you know. 

Her smile as wide as ever 

but teeth grey as her hair. 

If she’d not called my name 

I’d not have recognised her. 

She’s a grandma now. 

We mentioned you of course. 

She said how kind you’d been to her and her boyfriend 

that summer. 

I didn’t remember him at all. 

Since seeing her, I’ve not been able to get your expression out of my head, 

that day when I walked in. 

Now I know 

you were innocent. 
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some days  

Rachel McGladdery 

 

some days it was glade and mr sheen and the floor would be misted with freshener she’d 

sashay in her tight jeans twanging hips with the radio on in the kitchen and a fag in one 

hand smiling 

 

some days it was Buddy Holly on repeat and a hill of bed and she’d just fall and rise with 

sweat and sour 

 

some days it was washing sadly on the backs of chairs and rain condensing on the fingered 

windows, gas fire smuggling heat while the grand prix whined 

 

and some days it was leave the pots and maggot cat food and we’ll go out it’s only money 

dazzling me blind 

 

with other days all piled and threatening to fall in dumped up heaps with all sharp edges 

curtains to so the neighbours couldn’t see 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 54 

After identifying your body  

Julia Webb 

 

We stagger into the cavernous dark 

of a pub, weekday afternoon, 

stale with beer and grease. 

I watch the smoke curl up 

from your mother’s lips, 

spiralling into light, 

we drink I don’t know what. 

 

If you were here we’d be playing pool, 

songs lined up on the jukebox, 

drinks lined up on the bar, 

the blue dust of cue chalk 

powdering our hands. 

 

But this day is slow motion 

and even though the sun glosses the grass 

on Midsummer Common to a slick green foil 

and the Cam shivers, 

its dark body pinpricked with light, 

I am somewhere else: 

 

I am in the boat with the crew 

rowing away from here as fast as I can. 

And later I am sleeping 

with a dog in a pub doorway 

my mouth sewn up with red thread, 

your name tattooed across my face. 
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in the first place  

Laura McKee 

 

what if the horn 

that the unicorn had 

was his shell 

and he just came out one day 

grew too big 

to be protected 

 

 

wings of desire  

Laura McKee 

 

first it was Icarus 

who flew higher 

wondering 

 

if heat rises 

why is it 

I’m so cold up here 
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Two Hundred Snow Geese  

Angela Readman 

 

Couldn’t say why she decided right then, 

she wouldn’t see in another spring with him. 

 

The day the geese fell into the lake, one, 

another, a steel fork of flight rattled out 

of air, interlocked as a cutlery drawer. 

 

She folded herself into the log pile, 

umbrella useless, birds falling 

onto crabgrass, carrying the sound 

 

of a thousand winter trees shaking off 

a burden of snow. So soft, they looked, 

still, breast plump full of sunrises, pockets 

 

of warm air on other islands. And so loud, 

even in death, gun metal wings torpedoes 

making shrapnel of the quiet around his house. 

 

She waited, plotting her path through 

snow banks of bird, pictured the mainland, 

the size of the steps she’d have to take. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 57 

The Shades of one Shade  

Hugh McMillan 

 

When I got up this morning 

I saw the glint of a sea loch 

in the cup's meniscus, 

in the mirror behind my big head, 

on the dank hillside like a mirage, 

 

the sheep moving like buoys. 

It's the stab of autumn. 

Now sick summer's gone 

with its smoke and mirrors 

we can come into our own: 

all the shades of one shade; 

our stones, our seas, 

our mountain tops, 

our cold coming home. 
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To be honest  

Kevin Reid 

 

another silent night in the bedroom, 

other rooms are family ghosts. 

 

Being alone burns, 

as does a hungry stomach. 

By the bed an empty chipped bowl; 

cereal saves cooking. 

 

Books are closed. You too. 

Friendships starting this late 

can’t hug with lifelong history. 

 

From a distance she told her, be patient, 

you will meet people in the real world. 

 

 

Taste of God to a Lifelong Atheist  

Kevin Reid 

 

Neither man nor woman, 

meat or bone. Neither 

ciabatta nor Kingsmill, 

 

baguette or bagel, no, 

this is a Flying Saucer 

without the sherbet, 

 

edible paper without the sugar, 

a single wafer with no ice cream 

If I was trying to convert you 

I wouldn’t mention cardboard. 
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And I Kissed Them Both, Then Drove to the Office  

Kevin Casey 
 

When our first was born, there was a day of waiting 

that swelled beyond hope and worry in the small, 

unnumbered hours to an ecstasy where I saw myself 

standing beside a hospital bed as whispering nurses 

rushed by, pushing machines on chrome casters. 

 

In two years’ time, we had cultivated the mundane, 

weeding out both joy and terror, and left that child, 

chubby and diapered, to play with his grandparents 

on a bright morning while we gathered his little sister. 

Pink and punctual, we collected her like a houseguest; 

by noon both mother and baby were fine but tired, 

the two having rushed to keep their appointment. 
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First Tooth  

Elizabeth Williamson 

 

For two weeks you wobble it 

whilst I empty the loft 

of baby stuff for donation 

to a friend and her bump. 

 

This was the first to erupt 

as the weeks of colic blurred 

into months of teething 

in one long wail. 

 

This was the one that bit me 

drawing bloody milk, 

and enough love 

to carry on feeding you. 

 

This tiny fragment of you 

is stolen from under your pillow, 

bought with a silver coin, 

kept for a charm to remind me 

 

that you are letting go of your babyhood, 

and so must I. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 61 

Unspun  

Alex Smith 

 

I imagine you there 

swaddled in your womb. 

Nestled in the folds of tender flesh 

as you come undone. 

Unravelled. 

First, the umbilical cord. 

Your link to us dissolves. 

Then your little feet 

in their protective curl 

went toe by toe. 

Your tiny arms and legs 

unwoven. 

Fibre by fibre you faded. 

You were never here she says, 

but you’ll never leave. 

We lie and wonder 

what would you have been? 

Not even a headstone for you 

for me to run my fingers through your marble name 

and someone else’s work carved out 

piece by tender piece. 

Line by line 

and inch by stitch 

with that horrible delicate slowness. 

Unspun unmade undone. 

Your tale untold. 

Unpinned. 

My unspun 

little 

man. 
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Hugging The Curves To Your Sunrise  

Sarah Frances Moran 

 

I have determined 

all of the many ways to your moans. 

I’ve perfected the turns and learned the stops. 

I know the shortcuts to your arms wrapped around me 

and I know the long ways to cruising into your hands clinching pillows. 

 

I know when to take the high road and when to take the low road. 

I know what kind of fast car you want drifting along the curves. 

 

I’m not delusional enough to ever think I built them 

or that I laid the foundation for the concrete and the directions and the destination. 

I know I wasn’t the first car here. 

 

But I do know your backroads, your freeways, your highways, dirtroads and bridges 

and no one can navigate them like me. 

 

No one will ever shift into high gear and witness your sunrise coming over the horizon, 

 

like I can. 
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To and From  

Geoff Anderson 

 

The boarding pass 

in your small hand 

 

bears our last name, 

 

wrinkled and worn 

above the emblem of an airline 

and the couplet, 

 

To and From. 

These two words 

pull and part 

 

the way an airport can fill 

or empty the back seat of a car. 

Those six letters let you fly 

 

alone, the first time. To your left, 

an aisle filled in Queens 

files away in Texas. 

 

It will take only twenty steps 

to reach the door, 

1,500 miles away 

 

from the hand 

that pulled your suitcase, 

the arms that held you 

 

and released, 

the checkpoint, and 

the tremble of a wave. 
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Ghost Story  

Phil Wood 

 

After the Sunday shift on Blaina Wharf, 

keeping a tally of hot rolled coil 

loaded into the holds, my fingers were 

so cold I heard the crack of bones in graves. 

 

I guess that’s why I saw the lad who looked 

like a younger me, kicking a ball against 

my door. And when I picked the scab on my hand, 

I heard my voice calling pass, pass the ball. 

 

 

Shropshire  

Phil Wood 

 

In Ludlow we found distraction 

in a tea room, consumed apple cake 

beneath Tudor beams. I offered 

chit-chat, about painting rooms; 

through stained glass you saw a boy 

splash puddles. Happiness is hoarded 

close-by, not bothered by rain. It nests 

in webs beneath your sleepy eyes. 
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Neapolitan Street  

Ray Miller 

 

I lie about the roof 

and the cold-call woman 

says I might qualify 

for a new solar system. 

It’s brown and faces east-west. 

 

A shade of pink colours 

the walls below it, 

white car and caravan 

blocks of vanilla. 

It’s always Sunday afternoon. 

 

Out back hammers tap 

in the undertakers. 

Spilsbury’s smoke 

is wreathing the Malverns, 

squat and reptilian. 

 

Every other Thursday 

the wheelies come out. 
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Lost homes of the Great Aunts  

Pauline Sewards 

 

Houses sleep deep underneath grassy mounds, 

kitchens and bedrooms, cracked willow-pattern, 

brown earthenware teapots, rosy chamber pots, 

darned blankets, stiff frocks and winter jackets, 

lace curtains, family bibles for pressing flowers 

and curing ganglions on washer woman wrists, 

all rolled deep into clay, into sandstone, moiling 

deep of secrets, worms and seeds. Not bodies 

and bones but the bright, light, laughter of girls, 

the sweet sweat of days and gossip of dreams, 

turned in the sound of wind and swallow wings, 

a bulge in a field; grass blows like combed hair. 
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The missionaries  

Richie McCaffery 

 

The missionaries came to try and save me 

up the narrow alleyway to our house 

where the cat killed and plucked a pigeon, 

leaving the wings to brush up the mess. 

 

They came with badges and email addresses, 

it was all free, but I still wasn’t buying 

and sent them back that narrow way, 

watching them step over detached wings. 

 

 

The fob-chains of the Corrigans  

Richie McCaffery 

c.1910 

 

The men stand starched in their collars 

perched on clicked heels of hobnail, 

one antler between the lot of them 

cut into buttons to keep them decent. 

 

Their paunches draped in fob-chains 

of thick silver drooping from waistcoats, 

two arcs mirrored in greased handle-bars 

below unbreathing broken Roman noses. 

 

The chains tether at the belly-button 

a hunter watch and a vesta of matches, 

time and the flames still held at bay. 

They weed behind chained civic gates. 
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All The Men Went  

Charles Bane, Jr 

 

All the men went 

to the mines and 

my grandfather carried 

a canary in a small cage. 

When the bird expired he 

chose to stay as the others 

rushed to air. 

At his funeral Mass in 

the church he never 

entered, a choir sang 

Danny Boy that was his 

drinking song. No one 

understood his choice 

to lay beside his pick 

and sleep; but I had 

spent a night in his home 

when I was small and called 

down for his company. 

He lay beside me 

and explained how 

the light that reflects 

through a prism is a true 

division of a miracle and 

this was joyous to him to 

know and he described 

the tracks of carts carrying coal 

and the flashing lamps of fellow 

gods and he recounted, touching 

my hair, the Iliad and Apollo of the sky 

on a knee, firing arrows in single 

beams. 

He was without vice: but when the 

elevator ascended from the shaft 

in daylight savings time, grand- 

mother told me he disappeared to 

land for sale and tasted the rich black 

soil of Illinois with a spoon. I think, 

and write, of ultra violet and infra red 

light that vibrates in every kind of 

molecule, even cloud drops, in 

a music for grandfather and choice 

mythology. 
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Kings, Castles, Rascals  

Brett Evans 

 

This stone bridge was once a castle. 

From here we rained down missiles; 

or as jeering warriors stormed 

full pelt up the grass bank, our flailing 

branches ready to knock the crowns 

right off each others’ cocky blocks. 

 

How long ago your fighting spirits died. 

No laughter or battle cries from you today: 

just the cosy life far away from campaigns raged 

across schoolyards, fields, then towns and pubs. Dutifully 

glued to whatever trite shite is watched by wife 

or sprog, you lie on fat sofas – the glorious dead. 

 

Now the parapet barely reaches my knees 

and the river a much less formidable moat 

than I’d have sworn; though the Gele’s tears 

still pour over the weir, sad to lose identity 

in the vast, salt Irish sea. And me? 

I haunt our stomping grounds, my shadow striding 

out before me: a giant ghost, coat flapping in the wind. 

And the water before the weir forever lapping at the child. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 70 

Ubi sunt?  

Imogen Forster 

 

Where are they? 

 

Beattie, in her dark shop. The smell of apples, 

brown paper bags on a nail and the air 

sweet, heady like warm cider. 

 

The man who cut our cheese with a wire. 

His fat fingers, and the ping and clack as the 

numbers jumped up, counting the money. 

 

Miss Lancaster, who planted wallflowers and lupins. 

The green water butt that stood behind the house, 

little insects always busy under its wooden lid. 

 

Mrs G.O. Berry, in her printed housecoat, 

hanging out Monday’s towels and shirts, 

her round arms and round face as soft as flour. 

 

Mr Watson, who once told us the Lord 

had sent him a pork pie. How had it come? 

By post, or down from the sky? Nobody knew. 

 

The Misses Peach, their white hair that 

smelled of pot pourri, their vases full 

of dried honesty and blue sea lavender. 

 

 

* ‘Ubi sunt qui ante nos fuerunt?’ (Where are those who were before us?) 

‘A poetic motif emphasizing the transitory nature of life … found especially in mediaeval Latin 

poems’. 
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The Means of Production  

Sarah Watkinson 

 

The mill throbs, at its heart the spinning stone 

that shakes the beams and dusts the air with meal. 

Gears creak, chains rattle and the flour sacks fill, 

in stonework braced to take the stress and strain. 

 

Outside, the quiet river gives no sign 

of holding power. Its rippled surface still, 

it’s only spared a fraction to the wheel. 

Wind breathes in leaves, sheep’s feet tap in the lane. 

 

Before we go we’ll photograph the scene 

although, unpeopled, it can’t be the whole. 

No horses now drag harvests to this mill, 

no little farms send little sacks of grain 

 

and though the ancient heart may falter on 

the miller’s local sovereignty is gone. 
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Alice Springs  

Michael Crowley 

 

We can’t see the desert, 

the red splintered hills, 

only Woolworths beyond the palms. 

Blasé backpackers sit barefoot 

sipping coffee under awnings 

between postcard racks and bush-hat stands. 

 

A bird whistles like a boy. 

Ghosts of Aboriginal people 

file through the precinct, carrying blanket rolls. 

They are wordless, 

invisible inside their limbo 

to the shoppers, diners, the white people. 

 

A child pulls off her shoes, 

throws them at a fenced-in tree, 

runs to catch her mother. 

 

In England developers are coming 

for the village. Before we left 

I walked over the field to the white cabins 

watched a man look through his tripod. 

He mapped the land. By now 

the breeze blocks will be down. 

 

The Arrernte people are heading 

for the Todd River-bed, for songlines, 

for gasoline. They walk all day, 

silhouettes touching the sun. 

They walk as if in a dream, our dream. 

When the rain comes, parrots will hang upside down 

and they will be gone. 
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Sailing to the Indies  

Susan Castillo Street 

 

I hear the sailors mutter. 

“This Genovese has led us 

to the edge in his mad quest 

for gold and souls.” 

 

The sea stretches before us, 

bolt of blue silk draped 

over flat tabletop. In their minds 

they look at the horizon, see us sail up to the rim. 

 

go careening down the currents 

spiraling into dark space 

where monsters lurk and lie in wait for those 

who question. 

 

What do these fools know with their false certainties. 

The land that lies before us, just beyond Earth’s curve, 

with endless golden towers and Christ-seeking native souls 

 

is the Indies. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 74 

Jane Jacobs (1916-2006)  

Julian Dobson 

 

A waking town. The ballet of the streets. 

A window, and her glasses thick 

as Hudson River ice. She watched. 

 

She noted Mr Halpert. His particular flick 

to unhook the wooden laundry cart, the way 

the sheets and blankets billowed in its wake. 

 

She saw the barber step out, swapping hearsay 

as he placed his folding chair out in the sun. 

Joe's son-in-law stacked crates and trays 

 

at the Italian deli. Mr Goldstein's coiled wire shone 

outside his hardware store. Like a hymn 

each morning ritual said we're here, we're open. 

 

Greenwich Village breathed out, stretched its limbs. 

The toddler on the step drank New York slang, 

drew neighbours' smiles with a toy mandolin. 

 

She saw dancing in it all: the yells, the bang 

of hurried doors, a stroll across the grass. 

Everywhere she watched, the city rang. 

 

Bourbon in hand, perched at the White Horse, 

ash dropping from a cigarette, she'd check 

the city's temperature in a single glass. 

 

One watching woman, with thick specs. 

A mayor, a plan, big bucks. Jane understood 

and stood. She stopped expressways in their tracks. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 75 

Turquoise  

Claire Walker 

 

Our paths cross at the tills. 

Her blue velour tracksuit at odds 

with carefully set hair, her make-up 

slightly clowned from unsteady hands. 

 

She bends slow knees to my daughter’s height, 

asks her what’s your baby’s name? 

My little girl wheels her doll’s pushchair forward, 

starts four-year-old chatter. 

 

I turn to the checkout, half hearing 

the lady’s praise of pretty names and red hair. 

I realise she’s opened her purse, is passing coins 

to my daughter, whose hand is open, eager for shiny things. 

 

I stutter at how to say no, 

how to give the money back, 

we teach not to take from strangers . 

She says I never had any children, which is sad. 

 

I smile, touch her turquoise arm, 

thank her for this kindness; 

glad of my daughter’s little hand 

cupped in mine. 
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Text Messages at the End of the World (Re: Idk)  

Claire Seymour 

 

I think it’s cool the way u save 

sugary cereal milk in the bowl 

for last in the honey-haze 

of morning but idk if thats weird? 

& Ik we’re not, like, together, 

but I’m wearing the blue dress 

that u call summer shade, 

the slice of color on my legs 

kinda like the chorus of 

Strawberry Fields Forever 

by the Beatles. Whatever, 

it’s just stupid hahaha. 

It’s November remember last yr 

ur tires slipped thru the ice in my 

driveway + ur breath was clouds 

of powdered sugar & my veins 

long blue roads leading west idk idk 

the air was a streaming blotch of film 

glowing signs like goldfish lol remember? 

I mean ik we’re not, like, a thing, 

but I still remember ur verandah in Georgia 

& the honeysuckle u put in my hair 

lol but it doesn’t matter? Forget it. 

This doesn’t, like, mean anything. 

Right? Okay? 

K. 
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Sic transit  

John Foggin 

 

Dropped off from the juddering cab of an Albion, 

say, or a plasterer’s van, or a salesman’s Vauxhall, 

or the frightening souped-up Mini and the pilled-up 

driver and his pissed-up mates, out onto the sodium 

roundabouts of anywhere, where everywhere 

is somewhere in the Midlands, where there is nothing 

but fields, and dwindling roads, airbrake hiss, tyre squeal, 

diesel, huge uncontainable silences and road hum, 

and the blue lights of Services, and truckstops 

like the Red Brick Cafe, where they said a fried egg 

stayed for weeks on the floor under a red plastic chair, 

and no-one swept it up, or maybe it was too fused 

to budge, or maybe it stayed no time at all, because 

this is where the clocks are stopped at ten past one, 

where no-one ever plays the jukebox or the slots, 

and the radio behind the counter makes no sense 

of local radio phone-ins of the sleepless and obsessed, 

where everything smells of tea and ancient bacon, 

burned onions and biscuits. Not in transit, even. Stalled. 
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Crow  

Rose Cook 

 

The man on the train is on his phone, 

telling someone that he needs help. 

And I thought of you. 

 

He has found a crow with a broken wing, 

he knows how to bandage it, 

but needs someone to hold the bird. 

 

The person on the phone isn’t keen. 

I can come down to you with the bird 

in a box. I don’t mind the rain. 

 

He says he bought mealy worms 

to feed the bird. 

He waits. 

 

I think of the injured crow. 

It sits quietly in his kitchen, 

scratches at its box. 
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And Karl Marx Said  

Susan Jordan 

 

My dad said if we were like Russia here 

nobody would need elections; we’d all 

agree with everything because everything 

would be for the best. We’d have the latest 

medicine, everyone would be educated 

and there’d be no unemployment. Women 

would do the same work as men (only 

with blonde beehive hair) and we’d be 

putting people into space. And the music 

would be good. Progress would be non-stop 

and in a while the state would wither away. 

What would happen after that he didn’t say. 

He took us to the exhibition and we saw 

the photographs: spaceships, machinery, farms 

and a monkey with a huge cancer on its face. 

The best bit was, he bought me a Russian doll 

with eight smaller dolls inside, the tiniest 

a green speck. You didn’t get those here. 
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Silence as a Second Language  

donnarkevic 

 

I don’t know what to say, 

so I watch Mom and Dad 

weave without effort 

through the crowd of people, 

some over-perfumed, 

some smelling of whiskey 

shots from the tavern next door, 

some making talk smaller than ants. 

 

From the rear I see the head 

of the body, hair combed for church, 

ear pale as a goldfish kept in the dark. 

The image fades in and out 

like jittery 8mm film 

as mourners zigzag 

the small viewing room. 

I gasp for air. 

 

Dad gives me the high sign. 

I join my parents in front 

of the coffin. Beside Mom 

on the kneeler, I bow my head 

and sneak a peek at the neck, 

look for rope marks, wonder why 

the branch didn’t break. 

 

To leave we must address the grieving, 

the inconsolable. Inaudible 

condolence. I extend my hand 

to the father of that boy who hanged himself, 

and he yanks me toward him, 

my teeth grinding against vest buttons, 

cutting my lip as he squeezes. 

In the quivering of his belly 

I feel the dammed tears of a grown man. 

I don’t say a thing. 

 

When he lets go, I feel the escape 

momentary as a kiss. 

Before leaving, an attendant points 

at the registry. I sign, 

a drop of blood spotting the page, 

recorded proof that I am here. 
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Be vigilant  

Marilyn Hammick 

 

The meteorologist mapped the storm 

from Aquitaine through Auvergne to Ain, 

an amber streak across the country, 

 

that doesn’t plan to linger in any place, 

but to sweep through like a boy racer 

in Daddy’s birthday gift: all flash and crash. 

 

With its path predicted people thin back 

into their homes, away from air thickening 

with the weight of plum stained cloud 

 

that rolls and shelves in the sun’s 

last puff of light before the sky turns 

to cavernous concrete, 

 

before the woods become a leaf sea, 

tree trunks stoop sideways, 

tables tip, buckets upend. 

 

We shutter doors, windows 

stack chairs, unhook the chimes, 

call the dogs in, uncork the wine. 

 

Come morning we have our first sight 

of green woodpeckers foraging for ants, 

their colours splashing the dull of today. 
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Sunday morning, Tegucigalpa  

Mandy Macdonald 

 

full of old avocado trees 

and the papery shacks of the poor 

the valley floor engulfs the church bells’ 

hopeful messages 

launched from the opposite slope 

 

reaching between travelling clouds the sun strikes 

an outcrop iced with livid grass, a tongue 

of temporary emeralds in the city 

of dusty white, terracotta, bitter chocolate 

 

alone, by my high window 

I stitch into memory 

our meetings and partings 

measured in chaste kisses 

like the numbered strokes of bells 
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Les Amoureux de la Bastille  

David Cooke 

after Willi Ronis 

 

By the time they have reached 

their vantage point they know 

for certain that this is the day, 

fixed in their memory 

as their image is fixed in mine. 

 

Across the city’s foundering 

skyline, its chaos of roofs, 

they see how in wintry light 

Notre Dame is holding out 

like an island under siege. 

 

For a few moments longer 

they’ll stay, as one by one 

beneath them shutters close 

and the day’s work ceases 

in shops and ateliers. 

 

Groomed for the afternoon 

he has spent with her, he leans 

over and whispers something 

he has maybe said before – 

some foolishness or a vow. 

 

All we see of her is her back 

in a tailored suit, her stance 

and its hint of purpose. Knowing 

the world for what it is 

she will seek her place in it. 
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Ceci n’est pas une date  

Lesley Quayle 

 

Here was the moment when it came apart, 

a judder, scrape of tyres on a gravel lane, crank 

of unco-operative gears. Hours parked, the old car 

jacked aslant beneath a burst of elder, bramble and 

the ancient crones of ash trees, rattling their seeds, 

you sweating, grunting, musked by heat and toil, 

the wheel-nuts rusted, each wrench and slip of brace 

a petite mort. Hope rises 

only to fall on its arse. 

 

Hot-blooded in your rage, you threw the brace 

I watched it spin over yellow grass, 

skim straggled sycamores and split the sky. 

You looked like a young god, kneeling, head down, 

damp curls tender on the nape of your neck, 

shirt sculpted to your body in dark patches. 

I lay down beside you, mapped in soil and grit, 

silent, unfamiliar then with the lexicon of lust, 

unconcerned with rescue plans, 

squinting at clouds, 

the graffiti of birds. 
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A Dance in a White Dress  

Emma Lee 

 

A silence would be just as intrusive 

as a babble about bus routes from three friends 

in a waiting room they shouldn’t be in. 

I focus on the spearmint-coloured mat 

and the calm of the carpeted corridor 

that leads to the muted clack of keyboard 

after I explain he died where he was born. 

 

That room was a pale green too. 

I resisted the proposed move to a white hospice, 

that was further away, through road works 

that would have robbed us of time. 

I didn’t cry, merely held the weight of memories. 

It was later, watching the smooth control 

and perfect placement of a dance 

that stole my breath and brought tears. 
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Haunt  

Anne Britting Oleson 

 

Dusk, and you hear, 

coming slowly up behind, 

the steady hollow beats 

of a horse's hooves 

in the lane where the trees 

knit themselves overhead. 

The air is still, 

awaiting a rain, 

heavy with honeysuckle, 

leaves holding their breath. 

Only you, walking, 

listening to a horse 

which draws closer 

but never appears, 

and you don't pause 

in your amble, 

don't look over your shoulder, 

because you know well, 

from years' experience, 

that you and the rider—a man 

in long coat and high boots— 

share this road, 

but not this time, 

and while you are together 

in this sweet evening of summer, 

you have never met, 

and you will never meet. 
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Sunburn  

Holly Magill 

 

Always a sensible girl. 

I never expected 

to burn so quick. 

 

The decisive line 

where my sleeve ended 

and the redness began 

was the start of it. 

Then scorching raw 

across my collarbones. 

 

Now all coddled up. 

Jumper-muffled. 

It’s permanent, 

fever-heated, 

half a calendar past, 

in drearest February. 

 

I was caught off guard 

that day with him: 

it looked too cloudy 

to need proper protection, 

especially in Aberystwyth. 

 

He kissed a sneak 

of escapee ice cream 

from my wrist. 

Seagulls guffawed. 

Sun breaking through, 

unnoticed. 

 

And so I did. Burn. 

The mark is still there. 

Though he doesn’t feel 

the warmth anymore. 
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The Purple Collar of Mother Love  

Caroline Maun 

 

Drunk with pheromones, my cat is no longer neurotic. 

She waits patiently for the next can, doesn’t fret if the Shrimp Feast 

contains no visible shrimp. She’s comfortable with long stretches 

of aloneness during the day. She doesn’t mind if we don’t scoop 

shortly after each alluvial deposit. Somewhere, deep in the recesses 

of her amygdala, the faucet that drips steady terror has been shut off, 

the flow of panic reduced to a trickle. In her mind, 

her mother shadows her, ready to groom her 

with a big tongue of love, carry her by firmly kissing 

the stretchy folds of neck skin, shield her body with her larger body 

and allow the beat of her heart to order her world. 

 

I could use such a collar – couldn’t we all? I imagine seeing 

the world through this purple mist, synthetic comfort 

sanding all the edges round. Turn back the clock 

to before we were shaped by danger. I remember the heavy phone 

I dialed. Who does an eight year old call? 

I remember the sedan and the consistent mother 

of another child. What kitten leaves her mother? 

I look at the sleeping cat – her fur no longer torn 

by her own teeth. 
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The Blotting Paper Woman IX  

Beth McDonough 

 

In which she gives medical assistance, and recognises her affinity with a nurse of page and screen. 

 

She drives her husband to the Doctor’s 

on the other side of town to sit and baulk 

at needless, bad stained glass 

which casts light on the waiting room, thinned 

with peely-wally people. 

All baseball capped and track 

suits, they don’t appear to exercise 

other than their nimble texting thumbs. 

 

Her husband returns, supported by a lad 

(perhaps the doctor’s twelve year old ) 

who sends them straight to A&E. 

 

On the way they pass the Vet’s. The Blotting Paper 

Woman wants to stop, and can explain exactly why – it’s 

 

a far better designed building, devoid of parking issues. He will be seen by a team of highly qualified 

medics who will ask their questions only once. Process the answers. Do whatever must be done. 

Immediately. It’s cleaner too, with a better smell and the other patients are so more appealing. Less 

complaining. While human waiting rooms are now all Readers’ Digest free and so there’s no 

enhancing of the word powers…the kindly Vets provide sheaf upon sheaf of glossy publications, full of 

finely coloured diagrams of fetching parasites in cows. 

 

Drive on, he growls. He thinks they’ll put him down. 

 

Six hours on, still seated, airless in the plaster room, 

he knows his huge mistake. He’s taught everybody there. 

They’ve pulled his knee, they’ve taken out 

some viscous stuff, which looks like playgroup orange squash. They 

want to keep him in. Possibly an operation, certainly for observation 

and for rest. Rest? That seems unlikely. 

 

He dozes off on the wheelie couch, while she learns so much 

about the Nurses’ last night out, and how they need to cut 

and paste notes for their annual appraisal. Their Superannuation. 

Luckily, The Woman has befriended the demonstration skeleton. 

Despite his dearth of conversation, he has such a lovely set of teeth, and she is minded 

to ignore the sellotaped repair now grubby on his skull. A few hours on 

she waves her fleshless friend goodbye. 

 

At Visiting Time the Woman returns wardwards 

with her son who whoops a lot. She tries to steer him 

past places posted Cardiology, really, really fast. 
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She brings a bagful of overnight provisions 

for her man, and a copy of 

One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest as he’s little left to read. 
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The Little Things  

Virginia Farrell 

 

the mattress folds from your body weight 

next to mine through the years. It is vanishing 

because you now weigh less than me, a wisp 

 

Other people or strangers could do this better, lying next to you 

I feel your bones rattling 

for someone good to fix them 

 

broken this, busted that, we are always breaking 

out a list, a honey-do 

for the disappointments that beat 

 

endlessly. Disease is real, fleshy and full 

of ectopic blood 

unlike a soul or a ghost which both require a belief in magic 

 

but it’s September and everything is dying, like the Bee Balm in our yard, I curl 

into the nest of your smell, kiss the salt of our shared memories weeping from your skin 

press against the thorns of your spine and roll into your worn-out crevice, sinking low 

 

and the fog hangs even lower. Through it I see 

you turning over, facing me, a specter in white underwear, scruffy beard, undone eyes 

big belly, smiling 

 

Buddha from all the pills 

but still, you are good 

at not changing too much for me 

 

in the dim light 

of curtains drawn across the afternoon 

we manage to find 

 

the little things, the sparks 

behind the funny, sad little things 

your blue eyes, my blue smile, the blue feeling 

 

when we share the last bowl of cookie ice cream 

me spooning it into your mouth and then mine 

both of us knowing the sweetness on our tongues is the taste of time ending 
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My Friend Is Leaving  

Howard Debs 

in homage to G. Samwick (1939 – 2014) 

 

He is going away; 

while we wait, 

he is lying in a bed 

in a hospital 

hospice wing 

barely hearing 

my plea 

go peacefully. 

Death, the 

other side of living— 

watching dying trying 

to reconcile 

the vibrant life 

you led with the 

way I see you now 

I remember memories: 

the drive down to 

Coconut Grove, our annual 

trek to the art fair down there 

all the time on the way 

debating some inane point of 

politics yours right mine left; 

your finding the singer Eva Cassidy 

who also left too soon— 

melanoma as I recall, her 

Over The Rainbow 

reinvented the original, the final 

cut on her album Songbird, 

you gave me that; 

you showed me the value 

of tenacity of purpose 

from our early days together, 

you helped me understand 

the merit of the good fight 

and the stories that you told 

of the characters in your 

past kept me laughing 

will keep me laughing. 

A particular favorite in my mind, 

has me smiling even now. 

You are on your way, out 

of time, out of strength 

you have bravely borne 

an anguished later life 
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no one deserves 

the last few years 

you were dealt 

you had your run 

to say the least 

but I saw your tears 

well up the last 

visit you were sitting up 

and we talked like in times 

before, as friends do. 

Your wife gave my wife 

an embroidered pillow 

some time back 

on which is written 

“It takes a long time 

to grow an old friend” 

indeed, and then it is forever. 
 



Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 94 

Before That  

Peter Harris 

 

When she walked out, you gave yourself a grade U 

and left yourself hanging at the end of a rope. 

Before that you were half-way up the corporate ladder 

that paid for a drive way, a semi-detached and two children. 

Before that you were a tender young husband 

photographed on the grass overlooking Camber Sands. 

Before that you were a first time lover 

watching Humphrey Bogart in blue smoke show you how. 

Before that you were a school boy playing the fool 

with chemicals that blew off your eyebrows. 

Before that you were a small boy with cotton wool in his ear 

who ate wax fruit by mistake 

and caught his sister’s hand in the mangle. 

Before that you were a babe in arms 

beneath the tumbling bombs 

whose mother went hungry to give you her rations. 

Before that you were a mystery beneath the skin 

tapping at the membrane of hope 

and delivered before your time. 

 

And before that 

I see your father with only one lung 

walk out of the trenches 

with the gift of life 

and your mother, 

after a night shift at the machine shop, 

waiting for him on platform two at Chatham station. 
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Cork  

Neil Fulwood 

 

The anniversary booking left to chance, 

the usual late availability websites 

yielding nothing within the budget, 

we bit the bullet, took what we could get: 

a chain hotel near a construction site. 

Arc lights; noise. Not to sleep, perchance 

 

to regret not being organised. Sealing 

the deal: grubby carpet, walls a cork- 

board colour, duvet stained. We opined 

the shittiness, then shrugged; opened 

our anniversary champagne. The cork 

came out in sympathy: scarred the ceiling. 

 

 

Her Husband, the Poet  

Neil Fulwood 

 

He’s like a gannet: he’ll use anything. 

The broken dinner set, the overdraft, 

an argument. Then he’ll juxtapose it 

with the image of a gull’s wing 

marking the sky like a surgeon’s knife 

over a sea-flecked limb of sandspit. 

 

He knows the difference between 

analogy and metaphor. But check 

the browsing history when 

he finally lets you have the laptop back: 

sandspit. Nice image. He Googled it. 
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Season Finale  

Emma Simon 

for Alison 

 

I can’t remember now if Dr. Ross ever married 

the dark haired nurse. 

 

All I know is I was the first to arrive, 

you listened, and poured the wine. 

 

Then listened again, as Alex, then Jo, then Grace 

each tucked into the crisps and outrage. 

 

Some things in the Emergency Room are always the same 

that rookie medic struggling with a central line, 

 

so it must have been Rose who said 

men are such fucking idiots, 

 

and Eleanor who rolled her eyes to show 

just how much she’d never liked him. 

 

And by the time the defibrillators shocked 

the man who’d had the cardiac arrest 

 

- or possibly the carjacker caught in crossfire - 

back to life, I felt a little loved again. 

 

Dr Greene was still going to die, 

but from the kitchen I could hear you muttering 

 

bastard bastard over the end credits. 
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Try This For Size  

James Bruce May 

 

I take your friendship as a shirt, 

slip it over shoulders, button it up 

my chest, roll it up my arms. 

 

It’s snug around my waist 

yet loose about my neck, the 

way I like friendships best. 

 

I take your secrets over ankles 

knees and thighs as underwear 

tight around my bum, 

a strip visible to everybody 

(so they know we’re intimate) 

but not enough on show 

to give anything away. 

 

I have your temper 

as my favourite jeans! 

I’ll treasure these forever, patch 

and mend them, proud to wear 

them whole or in tatters. 

There’re quips in the pockets 

where I’m forever losing things, 

but it’s dear to hear them swish 

and rustle as I move along through life. 

 

I use your cares as socks to keep 

my toes warm, I tie your worries 

as shoes and tread them into the ground. 

 

Every day I walk past the coolest store where 

your love is on the hat stand in the window. 

I’m sure it’d be the perfect fit 

and would look and feel just right. 

I dream about one day holding it, 

placing it across my brow to shade 

my eyes from the glare of the sun. 

 

But access to this store is by invite only. 

I dread the day I walk past 

to see that it’s gone. 
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notes  

Jim Bennett 

 

people are singing in the bar by the station 

the lights of the windblown Christmas tree 

on the veranda hang like broken strings 

no longer looped over the imitation branches 

 

outside people stand on the pavement 

shiver in the frost as they smoke 

some wrap their arms around themselves 

stamp their feet     some wait for a train 

 

in an alleyway two people try to make love 

a girl bent over     her hands on a wall 

a man pressed up behind her 

trousers down to his thighs 

 

a woman’s voice hurry up I’m freezing 

a man’s voice keep still then 

two others stand at the opening to hide 

them and stare out at me 

 

I stop to write in my notebook 

I don’t have Charlie as an excuse 

so I gaze at a train in the station as I write 

pretend to be a train spotter 
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Decapods  

Colin Will 

 

Crab sandwiches. 

Free crab sandwiches, 

the man said. 

So we went along. 

Free Mark Hix crab sandwiches, 

brown or white bread, 

brown and white meat. 

Saw the chef. 

Speeches about the first 

Lyme Regis Crab Week. 

A crooner who was, 

we thought, 

pretty good. 

Tea. 

And crab sandwiches. 

Second and third helpings, 

and then 

we stopped counting. 
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Just dessert  

Jackie Biggs 

 

She will make you a tart 

like you have never tasted before, 

the best there ever can be. 

It will be paradise in your mouth. 

 

The flour must be the finest, whitest, 

so it drifts like mist around 

fat cubes of rich, yellow butter, 

squeezed into the bowl. 

 

She will leave small pieces of fat 

that will dissolve warm on your tongue. 

And use egg to bind the mix, 

so it is as rich as you deserve. 

 

Wash green-skinned apples, 

brighter than emeralds in a mountain beck. 

She will season their flesh with lemon zest and sugar, 

so the tang will linger on your tongue. 

 

Roll the pastry until it is very thin. 

It will be crisp, yet melt in your mouth. 

Your senses will explode with lightness. 

Cut red apples into paper-thin slices, 

 

leaving on their deep bloody skin, 

arrange in precise circles over the tart. 

Heat apricot jam to make a sticky golden shine, 

a fine coat of sweetness on the acid heart of your dessert. 

 

Bake until hot and then allow to cool a little – 

enjoy the scent rousing your tastebuds. 

Now, you want her to fill your mouth with her perfect tart, 

so she will cut a flawless portion 

 

with the double-edged blade of her silver knife. 
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Naughty Boy  

Robert Ford 

 

You’ll know when he’s back on the whisky, 

because the taxi comes all the way out 

from the town carrying the bottles, on the days 

when the postman brings his cheque. 

 

You’ll see it bump back down the muddied road 

from the far end of the glen, to where the shell 

of the family house huddles in its broken square 

of unmown meadow, wire and pebbles. 

 

His skinny dogs – the bearded collie 

and the mongrel – chase its spinning tyres, 

their sharp rasps spilling over the hillside 

like too much water over a bath rim. 

 

His muted, rheumy eyes gaze through them 

and the lowered window, and for just a moment 

he’s all his accumulated ages at once, and then 

the man he is, older than his whispered years. 

 

And when you finally call by at the house – 

the days it’s taken him to drink it all having passed – 

he’ll stand there sheepish by the missing front door, 

and tell you how he’s been a naughty boy. 
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Football supporters’ social club funerals  

Bridget Khursheed 

 

sometimes you think 

it could be a wedding 

the groups of people are the same 

bursts of laughter, hats, taxis, 

the new baby to be complimented 

ah huvnae seen ye fur a lang time. 

 

They stand on the cobbles 

black suits and cigarettes 

and eventually the mood changes 

still it could be a wedding 

too much heavy 

he war a big man, nae, 

gentle pushing becomes 

a cry of pain, the fast scuffle 

makes a maudlin shuffle home 

 

it’s all the dancing tonight but the woman 

with the baby is hooking up 

with someone new in the late sun 

smoke-shaped heart 

next time it will be a wedding 

the only thing missing now 

is the music 
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Dartmouth  

Beth Somerford 

 

Glistening May. 

Across the river 

a tapestry of houses 

melts in the sun. 

Wax crayon shavings, 

colours blurred. 

 

The queuing cars 

edge towards the crossing. 

The children run alongside, 

skinnily, playing dare. 

Laughing, languid – slip into 

the back seat just in time. 

 

When the ferry starts, 

we move without moving – 

shifting against scenery flats. 

We share the sense 

of weightlessness, 

like falling, slow; like love. 
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Illusionist  

A C Clarke 

 

Too young to take his measure, I learned early 

to disappear, when he wore his ogre mask 

 

to yell through. My mother long ago 

had seen through his charms. He enchanted me 

 

with the Ark he carved, the three sons of Noah, 

yellow, red, blue with peg-top heads, 

 

eyes black as currants. When he came home 

from whatever it was, he’d bring me a book. 

 

That was magic too, and his snatches of song 

Oh little brown jug, a wandering minstrel I, 

 

as he stirred his special soup – three days 

to get it right. Master of ceremonies 

 

at all our festivals, his rules were never 

questioned. He knew how to do things, 

 

didn’t he? I remember him standing 

square at a trestle, driving a saw 

 

through sheets of asbestos, the dust 

snowing round him. Quiet, drawn into 

 

the rhythm of the task. An August day. 

Wasps were licking the sweet brown rot 

 

of windfalls. There would have been 

words that morning. I’d have hidden myself 

 

as usual in a story. Now, as the saw 

rasped back and forth in heartbeat time 

 

and lupins shook out their pepper scent, 

for a few moments I saw him lifesize. 
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Dressing Up  

Angela Topping 

 

These are not their clothes: the sensible shoes, 

baggy food-stained nylon. They are only playing 

at being old, whooping over hearing aids 

dragged from the battered toybox. 

Their crumpled shorts and Clarks sandals, 

cotton frocks and hair-bows, lie jumbled 

on playroom floor. Tired of the Wendy House, 

they find a new game. Out come the wigs, 

grey and white, make-up to draw on wrinkles. 

They must practise bent backs and sore joints, 

line up with zimmer frames and walking sticks, 

ready for slow races down care home corridors, 

protesting all the while that they are not old, 

that they want their mothers, that it isn’t bedtime. 
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The Bear River Review, Third Wednesday, Peninsula Poets, and Eleven Eleven. Caroline's 

website is at carolinemaun.com. 

 

James Bruce May read Creative Writing at Greenwich University and Goldsmiths College in 

London, where he currently lives with his girlfriend and his guitar. His work appears in 

journals including The Stare’s Nest, HARK Magazine, The Treacle Well, Word Bohemia, The 

Stockholm Review of Literature, The Fat City Review, The Puffin Review, Twisted Vine 

Literary Arts Journal, and Gravel Magazine. He blogs at jamesbrucemay.blogspot.co.uk. 

 

Richie McCaffery recently completed a Carnegie Trust funded PhD on the Scottish poets of 

World War Two, at the University of Glasgow. He now lives in Ostend, Belgium. He is the 

author of Spinning Plates (Happenstance, 2012), the 2014 Callum Macdonald Memorial 

Pamphlet Award runner-up, Ballast Flint (Cromarty Arts Trust, 2013) and the book-length 

collection Cairn (Nine Arches Press, 2014). Another pamphlet, provisionally entitled Arris, is 

forthcoming in 2017. He is also the editor of Finishing the Picture: The Collected Poems of Ian 

Abbot (Kennedy and Boyd, 2015). 

 

Beth McDonough first trained as a Silversmith at Glasgow School of Art. She is published in 

various places including New Writing Dundee, Poetry Bus, Under the Radar, Interpreter’s 

House and Gutter. She finds poems whilst swimming in the Tay, and foraging nearby. Many 

of her poems centre on a maternal experience of disability, and she enjoys riddling with 

Anglo-Saxons. She is currently Writer in Residence at Dundee Contemporary Arts. 

 

Rachel McGladdery is a poet living and working in rural Lancashire. She was the winner of 

the inaugural Liverpool Lennon International Poetry Prize. She has been published in 

several anthologies and journals, most recently in the anthology Parenting (Mother’s Milk, 

2014). Rachel was a member of Jo Bell’s highly popular ’52’ poetry group. 

 

Julia D McGuinness lives in Cheshire where she is a counsellor and writer – and then 

combines the two in running creative writing workshops for well-being! Her first poetry 

collection Chester City Walls was published by Poetry Space in 2015. She can be found at 

www.creativeconnectionscheshire.co.uk 

 

https://roymarshall.wordpress.com/about/
http://www.carolinemaun.com/
http://www.jamesbrucemay.blogspot.co.uk/
http://www.creativeconnectionscheshire.co.uk/
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Laura McKee started writing poetry by mistake, a few years ago. She likes to walk and take 

photos, while writing in her head. The poems have turned up in journals, including Other 

Poetry, Aireings, Obsessed With Pipework, Ink Sweat and Tears, Prole, The Journal, The 

Lake, and Morphrog, as well as on postcards to friends. 

 

Hugh McMillan is a poet from South West Scotland who has won several competitions 

including the Smith/Doorstep Pamphlet Prize, the Callum Macdonald Prize and the Cardiff 

International Poetry Competition. A substantial selection of his poems, Not Actually Being in 

Dumfries, was published by Luath Press in September 2015. Hugh’s blog can be found at 

drumsleet.blogspot.co.uk 

 

Rob Miles is based in Yorkshire. He has published widely in anthologies and magazines 

such as Ambit, Orbis, Lunar Poetry, The Interpreter’s House, Angle, The Anthology of Age 

(The Emma Press, 2015) and online in Nutshells and Nuggets and Morphrog. He’s won 

several international competitions including the Philip Larkin Society Prize, judged by Don 

Paterson, and been placed, commended or shortlisted in the Bridport, the Gregory 

O’Donoghue, Wenlock, York and Ilkley literature festivals, Live Canon, the Carers UK 

Creative Writing Competition, and three times in the National Poetry Competition.  

 

Ray Miller has had stuff published in Antiphon, Snakeskin, Prole, Message in a Bottle and 

even The British Journal of Psychiatry. 

 

Over the years, Rick Mitchell has been fortunate enough to find a receptive audience 

among many editors of magazines across the US. His poems have recently appeared in the 

Louisville Review, The Pittsburg Quarterly, Skylark and the Cimarron Review. Chiron 

Review Press published Speaking of Seed and Night, his first book of poetry, and Aldrich Press 

published Before Every Other Fall in 2014. 

 

Sarah Frances Moran is a stick-a-love-poem-in-your-back-pocket kind of poet. She thinks 

Chihuahuas should rule the world and prefers their company to people 90% of the time. Her 

work has most recently appeared or is upcoming in Rust+Moth, Maudlin House, Blackheart 

Magazine, Red Fez and The Bitchin’ Kitsch. She is Editor/Founder of Yellow Chair Review 

(www.yellowchairreview.com). 

 

Robert Nisbet was for some years an associate lecturer in creative writing at Trinity College, 

Carmarthen. His poems have appeared in his Prolebooks pamphlet, Merlin’s Lane (2011), 

have been published widely in magazines in Britain, and in the USA in magazines like San 

Pedro River Review, Red River Review, Constellations and Main Street Rag. Two poems 

appeared recently in India. One of his short stories was featured in the recent Parthian 

anthology, Story II. 

 

Originally from Budleigh Salterton, Devon, Mary Norton Gilonne has been living in France 

near Aix en Provence for 45 years and is a freelance translator. Poetry holds an enormous 

place in her life; she won the Wenlock Poetry Festival International Poetry competition in 

2015, was shortlisted for the Bridport Prize in 2010 and 2011 and has been published in 

online magazines. 

 

Anne Britting Oleson has been published widely on four continents. She earned her MFA at 

the Stonecoast program of USM. She has published two chapbooks, The Church of St. 

http://www.drumsleet.blogspot.co.uk/
http://www.yellowchairreview.com/


Clear Poetry Anthology 2015 114 

Materiana, (Moon Pie Press, 2007) and The Beauty of It (Sheltering Pines Press, 2010). A third 

chapbook, Planes and Trains and Automobiles, has just been published by Portent Press, and a 

novel, The Book of the Mandolin Player, is forthcoming from B Ink Publishing (April 2016). 

Anne's blog can be found at anneboleson.wordpress.com 

 

Lesley Quayle is a poet, author and folk/blues singer, currently living in Dorset. Her poems 

have appeared in The North, Tears in the Fence, The Spectator, Stares Nest, Yorkshire Post, 

BBC Wildlife Magazine, Ink Sweat & Tears, Screech Owl, Prole, Black Sheep Journal, 

Pennine Platform, Second Light and Message in a Bottle (amongst others). She’s the author 

of a chapbook, Songs For Lesser Gods (erbacce, 2009) and a full collection, Sessions (Indigo 

Dreams, 2013). 

 

Angela Readman’s poetry has won The Mslexia Poetry Competition, The Charles Causley, 

and The Essex Poetry Prize. She also writes stories, and has won The Costa Short Story 

Award, and The National Flash Fiction Day Competition.  Her short story collection Don’t 

Try This at Home (And Other Stories, 2015) won the Saboteur Award for Best Short Story 

Collection and the Rubery Book Award. 

 

Kevin Reid lives in Angus. He is the founding creator of the online multimedia 

collaborations >erasure and >erasure ii and Wordless, an image and text collaboration with 

George Szirtes published by Knives, Forks and Spoons Press. He’s also the editor of 

Nutshells and Nuggets, a blogzine for short poems. His poetry can be found in various 

online and printed zines including, Domestic Cherry, And Other Poems, The Open Mouse, 

Ink, Sweat and Tears, The Interpreter’s House, The Stare’s Nest, The Poetry Bus and Under 

the Radar. Find him online at eyeosphere.com. 

 

Meggie Royer is a writer and photographer from the Midwest who is currently majoring in 

Psychology at Macalester College. Her poems have previously appeared in Words Dance 

Magazine, The Harpoon Review, Melancholy Hyperbole, and more. She has won national 

medals for her poetry and a writing portfolio in the Scholastic Art and Writing Awards, and 

was the Macalester Honorable Mention recipient of the 2015 Academy of American Poets 

Student Poetry Prize. Her most recent collections are Healing Old Wounds With New Stitches 

(Where Are You Press, 2013), The No You Never Listened To (Words Dance Publishing, 2015) 

and Potions for Witches the Boys Couldn’t Burn (Old Man Mean Dog, 2015). 

 

Pauline Sewards lives in Bristol and works in South London. Her poems have appeared in 

print in South Bank Poetry and Ariadne’s Thread (among others) and online at Ink, Sweat & 

Tears and I am not a silent poet. She blogs at www.writeoutloud.net/blogs/paulinesewards. 

 

Claire Seymour lives in Brooklyn, New York. Her writing has been recognized by the 

Scholastic Art & Writing Awards and the Norman Mailer Awards. Her work has been 

published in Hypernova Lit, Hypertext Magazine, the Chautauqua Literary Journal, Thistle 

Magazine, and the Baltimore Review. 

 

Natalie Shaw lives and works in London. Her poems have appeared in various online and 

print journals, including Butcher’s Dog, Ink, Sweat & Tears, Prole and The Interpreter’s 

House. She blogs from time to time at natalieshawpoems.wordpress.com. 

 

https://anneboleson.wordpress.com/
http://www.eyeosphere.com/
http://www.writeoutloud.net/blogs/paulinesewards
https://natalieshawpoems.wordpress.com/
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Emma Simon has had poems published in a number of magazines, including Obsessed 

With Pipework, Bare Fiction and The Interpreter’s House. She was an active member of Jo 

Bell’s 52 project, and this year is one of the poets chosen to be mentored as part of the 

Arvon/Jerwood mentoring scheme. Emma lives in London where she also works as a 

freelance copywriter. 

 

Jeff Skinner lives in Exeter, where he plays old blokes’ football once a week and volunteers 

at the local Food Bank. He retired in 2013 after a career spent as a librarian in the NHS where 

he also acted as a union rep for Unison. Jeff’s work has appeared online at Morning Star, The 

Stare’s Nest and Crowsfeet, as well as on buses thanks to Guernsey’s Poetry on the Move 

competition. He tweets occasionally @JeffSquibby. 

 

Alex Smith was raised in troubled Northern Ireland during the 80s. Educated in all things 

English and Spanish at the Queen’s University of Belfast, Smith comes from that stable of 

pared-down, plain-speaking poets such as Muldoon and Armitage. When he’s not busy 

teaching his beloved English Literature he can be found reading, enjoying and playing 

music and trying his best to learn foreign languages. His poetry has been published in 

Carousel County Down, online at Clear Water Poetry and in The UK Poetry Library. 

 

Beth Somerford lives in Brighton with her composer husband and has four grown up 

children. She acts and directs, and also runs a small pottery. Her poems have featured in a 

number of publications and she was first runner up in the Frogmore Prize in 2014. Beth’s 

alter ego, Sam Chittenden, is Director of the creative training company Different 

Development, and author of Rhyme & Reason: The Poetry of Leadership, available via 

differentdevelopment.bigcartel.com. She tweets at @Different_Dev and her website is at 

www.bethsomerford.com. 

 

Susan Taylor writes about love, stars, darkness, rain – elemental things. She’s trying to 

capture essences from these and guesses it’s a bit like homeopathy, which she also believes 

in. She lives on Dartmoor with poet, Simon Williams, where they run Trade Winds open mic 

sessions and a new Totnes cabaret evening, Café Culture. 

 

Together Susan and Simon edit an annual journal of poetry by poets in the West Country, 

The Broadsheet. 

 

Susan has quite a back list of poetry publications. The latest are A Small Wave for Your Form 

(Oversteps Books, 2012) and, this year, a limited edition pamphlet, This Given. 

 

Angela Topping is an escaped teacher. She has been a published poet since the age of 19 

and has seven full collections and three chapbooks to her name. She works as a poet-in-

schools, jobbing poet and educational consultant. 

 

She has collaborated with artist Maria Walker, and the resulting exhibition has been on 

show in the North West of England, in Scotland at StAnza and in Llandudno. Angela’s 

collaboration with Sarah James, the poetry pamphlet Hearth, was published in April 2015 by 

Mother’s Milk Books. 

 

http://www.bethsomerford.com/
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Mark Totterdell’s poems have appeared in many magazines and have occasionally won 

prizes. His first collection, This Patter of Traces, was published by Oversteps Books in 2014. 

His website is at marktotterdell.moonfruit.com. 

 

Petra Vergunst is a freelance community artist, composer and poet currently working on a 

series of poems about music. Her blog is at www.musicforcommunities.blogspot.com. 

 

Claire Walker's poetry has been published in magazines, anthologies and websites 

including The Interpreter's House, Ink Sweat and Tears, And Other Poems, Nutshells and 

Nuggets and Crystal Voices (Crystal Clear Creators, 2015). Her debut pamphlet, The Girl Who 

Grew Into a Crocodile, was published by V. Press in October 2015. Her website is 

clairewalkerpoetry.com and she can be found on Twitter at @ClaireWpoetry. 

 

Sarah Watkinson is a plant scientist with a 2012 diploma in creative writing from Oxford 

University. She lives in Oxfordshire, has a website at sarahcwatkinson.wordpress.com/ and 

tweets from @philonotis. 

 

Katherine Waudby is a 53 year-old teacher living in the Peak District. Her work has 

appeared on various webzines such as The Beat and Cathy Galvin’s Word Factory. She 

published a book of short stories in 2005 but has been lying low until stirred anew by 

membership of Jo Bell’s 52 gang. 

 

Julia Webb is a compulsive writer. She has an MA in Poetry from the University of East 

Anglia. She lives in Norwich where she teaches creative writing in the community and runs 

Norwich Stanza and a poetry book group. She is a poetry editor for Lighthouse Literary 

Journal. Her first collection Bird Sisters will be published by Nine Arches Press in 2016. You 

can find Julia on Twitter @Julwe1. She blogs at visual-poetics.blogspot.co.uk and her website 

is at juliawebb.org/blog. 

 

Colin Will lives in Dunbar. He has had eight poetry collections published, the latest being 

The Book of Ways (Red Squirrel Press, 2014). He does readings, runs workshops, and chairs 

the Board of the StAnza Poetry Festival. He runs the pamphlet publisher Calder Wood 

Press, and the poetry zine The Open Mouse. His website is at www.colinwill.co.uk. 

 

Simon Williams has written poetry for 35 years. It ranges widely, from quirky pieces often 

derived from news items or science and technology, to biographical themes, to the 

occasional Clerihew. He has five published collections, the latest being A Place Where Odd 

Animals Stand (Oversteps Books, 2012) and Wastrels (Paper Dart Press, 2015). Simon has a 

website at simonwilliamspoet.moonfruit.com, was The Bard of Exeter in 2013 and founded 

The Broadsheet (www.thebroadsheet.moonfruit.com). He makes a living as a journalist. 

 

Elizabeth Williamson started writing in 2014 after being encouraged to join Jo Bell’s “52” 

project – “write a poem a week, keep going”. Much to her surprise, she did manage a poem 

a week, some weeks more than that. This despite a life filled with being a GP, having two 

small girls, running, morris dancing, knitting and keeping pigs and chickens. Fortunately 

she doesn’t like being bored. 

 

Phil Wood works in a statistics office. He enjoys working with numbers and words. 

Published work can be found in various publications, including: Sein und Werden, The 

http://www.marktotterdell.moonfruit.com/
http://www.musicforcommunities.blogspot.com/
http://www.clairewalkerpoetry.com/
http://www.juliawebb.org/blog
http://www.simonwilliamspoet.moonfruit.com/
http://www.thebroadsheet.moonfruit.com/
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Centrifugal Eye, London Grip, The Open Mouse, Ink Sweat and Tears, The Lampeter 

Review, Three Drops from a Cauldron. 

 

Marc Woodward is a poet and musician from Devon. He’s been published in numerous 

magazine and web sites including Ink, Sweat and Tears; Otter; Stride; The Broadsheet; The 

Guardian Webpages; The Poetry Society Website and in anthologies from Ravenshead, 

Forward, OWF and Sentinel Presses. His chapbook of lyric poetry A Fright Of Jays is 

available from Maquette Press and he blogs at marcwoodwardpoetry.blogspot.co.uk. 

 

Originally from North Wales, Stella Wulf now lives in South West France with her husband 

and a menagerie of animals. She is passionate about poetry, both the reading and the 

writing, and her work has been published in various journals and online magazines. She is 

also an artist and exhibits her work under her real name, Claire Jefferson. Her work can be 

seen on her website at www.stellawulf.com. 

 
 

  

http://marcwoodwardpoetry.blogspot.co.uk/
http://www.stellawulf.com/
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Submission Guidelines 
 

So you'd like to submit to Clear Poetry? 

 

Great! 

 

Simply: 

 

1. Send me 4-6 unpublished poems 

2. Paste them into the body of an email (no attachments) 

3. To clearpoetry@outlook.com 

4. Add the word "Submission" in the subject line, followed by your name (or pen name) 

5. Include a brief note - it's polite! 

6. Make sure you include a short biographical piece that you'd like to appear below your 

poem. You could list some of your publication credits (but please, not all of them), or just 

give readers some interesting information about yourself. 

7. Please also include any links that you'd like to appear on there, such as your Twitter 

username, your blog or your publisher. 

 

If you don't follow the guidelines above I reserve the right to delete your submission 

without reading it. 

 

I will respond to all submissions within four weeks, and often much quicker. If you haven't 

heard from me after that time (and you've checked that you've followed the instructions 

above), please feel free to chase me up using the email address above. 

 

Simultaneous submissions are fine, provided you let me know as soon as any of your poems 

are accepted before I've responded. 

 

Rejection is the hard part, and unfortunately it's part and parcel of submitting work to any 

journal. Please don't take it personally if I don't wish to publish your work - it's purely my 

opinion and if you submit the work elsewhere it's entirely possible it will be accepted! 

 

If it's a no, but I say in my note that I would be happy to see more poems from you, then I 

mean it - so please submit again, but wait a few months before doing so to give others a 

chance. 

 

Please note that I can't pay you for your poetry, no matter how wondrous it may be. 

However, feel free to include any plugs for your current or previous publications, gigs etc 

in your biog. 

mailto:clearpoetry@outlook.com
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