
 



  



 

 
 
 

Clear Poetry 
anthology 2016 

 
edited by Ben Banyard 

 

  



 
 

All poems are copyright of their respective creators as indicated herein. 
 

This anthology © Clear Poetry 2017 
 

Published by Clear Poetry 2017 
https://clearpoetry.wordpress.com 

Twitter: @clearpoetryuk 
Facebook: facebook.com/clearpoetryuk 

 
Cover image © Ben Banyard 

 

 

  

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


 
 

 

For John Mackie (1945-2016) 
  



Contents 
 

Editor’s preface ..................................................................................................................................... 9 

The After Life  Siegfried Baber ........................................................................................................... 10 

On the Bus to the Wedding  Robert Nisbet ...................................................................................... 11 

The Honey Jar  Angela Readman ....................................................................................................... 12 

White Girl, Black Music Janet Dean .................................................................................................. 13 

Lord of Lizards  Beate Sigriddaughter ............................................................................................... 14 

The Unquiet  Ben Ray ......................................................................................................................... 15 

Reno Pete Guinotte Wise .................................................................................................................... 16 

Horse Drawn Neil Elder ..................................................................................................................... 17 

Tips for the Young to Ignore  Gillian Mellor ................................................................................... 18 

After All Pam Muller .......................................................................................................................... 19 

A Woman Who Writes  Lesley Quayle .............................................................................................. 20 

Jack  Paul Brookes ................................................................................................................................ 21 

Whatever Happened to the Tuxedo Princess?  Harry Gallagher .................................................. 22 

The What Ifs  Angela Topping ............................................................................................................ 23 

The Hideout  Charles G Lauder Jr ...................................................................................................... 24 

In a Doo-Wop Night  Chris Hemingway ........................................................................................... 25 

Milk  Annest Gwilym .......................................................................................................................... 26 

The stranger  Helen Evans .................................................................................................................. 27 

banks of the Humber; unlocked land  Paul Burns ......................................................................... 28 

Taking Her Out  Sally Douglas .......................................................................................................... 29 

Rainbows  Stuart A Paterson ............................................................................................................. 30 

Bad Luck Bird  Jane Burn ................................................................................................................... 31 

Lights Out in the Stroke Ward  Grant Tarbard ................................................................................ 33 

Butchart Gardens, Vancouver  Neil Fulwood .................................................................................. 34 

The Alchemist  Susan Castillo Street ................................................................................................. 35 

Sometimes It’s a Quiet Poem  Meg Cox ........................................................................................... 36 

A Walk Before the Snow  Gus Peterson ............................................................................................ 37 

The Probate Registry  Greg Freeman ................................................................................................. 38 

Chanel No 5  Marilyn Hammick ........................................................................................................ 39 

The Monterey Strat  Brett Evans ....................................................................................................... 40 

The White House  Daniel Bennett ..................................................................................................... 41 

The Catch  Richard Biddle ................................................................................................................... 42 



Answering to my Married Name Sue Kindon ................................................................................. 43 

Bo’man Burgess  Scott Edward Anderson ......................................................................................... 44 

deep cut  Bethany Rivers ..................................................................................................................... 45 

Cathedral  Louise Robertson ............................................................................................................... 46 

The Strid  Deborah Harvey .................................................................................................................. 47 

The Gameboard at Midday  Miles Varana ....................................................................................... 48 

Yesterday’s Dirt  Heather M Browne ................................................................................................. 49 

Headway  Gram Joel Davies ............................................................................................................... 50 

Field  Rachael Smart ............................................................................................................................ 51 

45 in the shade & rising  Reuben Woolley ......................................................................................... 52 

Days Like This  Sheila Jacob ............................................................................................................... 53 

Back from school, 4.30pm  Julian Dobson ........................................................................................ 54 

Taking Account  Rachael Clyne ......................................................................................................... 55 

Grave for a Family Cat  Jinny Fisher ................................................................................................ 56 

Black and White Afternoon  Mark J Mitchell................................................................................... 57 

Crossing the Water  Miki Byrne ........................................................................................................ 58 

Left Behind  S.A. Leavesley................................................................................................................. 59 

February  Gill Lambert ........................................................................................................................ 60 

Jackdaws  Paul Mortimer ................................................................................................................... 61 

Alexander Bluegrass  Marc Woodward ............................................................................................. 62 

West Side Story  Stella Wulf .............................................................................................................. 64 

Baton  Jacquie Wyatt ............................................................................................................................ 65 

Clean  Alison Brackenbury .................................................................................................................. 66 

Fused  Melanie Branton ...................................................................................................................... 67 

Debt  Phil Wood ................................................................................................................................... 68 

Inti  Simon Williams ............................................................................................................................ 69 

I can recommend divorce  Kathy Gee ............................................................................................... 70 

The Lost and Found  Joanne Key ....................................................................................................... 71 

Erosion  Kitty Coles ............................................................................................................................. 72 

Therianthrope  Sharon Larkin-Jones .................................................................................................. 73 

Mother’s Day  Jessica Mookherjee ...................................................................................................... 74 

Road Works  Michael Bartholomew-Biggs ......................................................................................... 75 

The Spy Adele Fraser ........................................................................................................................... 76 

8th Grade Dance Hallelujah  Torrin Greathouse ............................................................................... 77 

Laundry  Amy Schreibman Walter ..................................................................................................... 79 



Two Week Wait  Wendy Pratt ........................................................................................................... 80 

The Weight  Tom Montag ................................................................................................................... 81 

First Poem I Wrote For You  C J Miles ............................................................................................. 82 

Father to Son  John Foggin ................................................................................................................. 83 

Daughters of Thor  Karen Jane Cannon............................................................................................. 84 

A Different Life  Ion Corcos ............................................................................................................... 85 

Ode to a Departure Lounge  Ken Evans........................................................................................... 86 

Sinew  Dawn Leas ................................................................................................................................ 87 

Breakfast in the West Mark Greene ................................................................................................... 88 

Life-Saving  Holly Magill ................................................................................................................... 89 

Passing  Mary Norton Gilonne ........................................................................................................... 90 

In My House-Mother’s Office  Bethany W Pope .............................................................................. 91 

To a Younger Self  John Mackie ......................................................................................................... 92 

This poem is too neat  Jonathan Taylor ............................................................................................. 93 

Uh uh uh Trumpeteers: a found poem  Geoff Hattersley ............................................................... 94 

The first person I ever hated Stephen Daniels ................................................................................. 95 

The Dockers’ Clock  Michael Brown ................................................................................................. 96 

The wisdom of a four-year-old  Sarah L Dixon ............................................................................... 97 

Outing  Hilary Hares ........................................................................................................................... 98 

17th May 2015  Kevin Reid................................................................................................................... 99 

Tea Candles  Jennie Farley ................................................................................................................ 100 

At the keyhole of the master bedroom  Helen Freeman ............................................................... 101 

Nestling  Mark Totterdell .................................................................................................................. 102 

Catching Up  Chris Hardy ................................................................................................................ 103 

Morning on Skye  Janet Philo .......................................................................................................... 104 

Spilled Childhood  Melisa Malvin-Middleton ................................................................................ 105 

 



 

Editor’s preface 
 
It’s been another great year on Clear Poetry (in my humble opinion that is). As well as 
continuing to attract brilliant poems from writers all over the world, the site has recently 
been added to the British Library’s online archive. I have also been able to nominate poems 
for both the Forward Poetry Prize (Best Single Poem) and the Best of the Net award. 
 
This (second) annual anthology includes my favourite poem from each of this year’s 
contributors and I hope it gives a good impression of the type of poem I enjoy. 
 
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. 
 
Owing to time constraints I’m unable to include notes on the contributors this year, although 
if you head to https://clearpoetry.wordpress.com/index you can find their original posts 
which all include brief biographical details. 
 
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 of 
your choosing. 
 
Or you might like to consider donating to one of John Mackie’s favourite charities. John, 
who was a fantastic poet, valued friend and esteemed contributor to the site, sadly passed 
away on 23rd December, while I was putting this anthology together. He supported Erskine 
(www.erskine.org.uk), which looks after Scottish veterans, as well as Whale and Dolphin 
Conservation (uk.whales.org) 
 
But if funds are tight, please don’t worry – a random act of kindness will do nicely. 
 
Ben Banyard 
Editor, Clear Poetry 
Portishead, December 2016 
 
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. His debut pamphlet, Communing, was published by Indigo Dreams in 
February 2016. He is currently working on his first full collection. Ben’s personal blog can be 
found at https://benbanyard.wordpress.com  
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The After Life  
Siegfried Baber 
 
 
You blame the weather or the government, 
I lament the decline of popular music, 
and we know this must be the place. 
The sun is rising, but never quite makes it. 
It’s been that way since we arrived here 
all those weeks or months ago. 
We stay up late and drink coffee 
with sour milk. This room is whitewashed 
in the current fashion, like a skull stripped of skin, 
and when you return with a fresh pot 
we wave to the couple across the street. 
They could be us (don’t you think?) 
huddled together in that blank apartment 
waiting for the day to break. 
It’s the same everywhere in this grubby town, 
men and women looking out 
from half-opened windows, untangling hair 
and yawning, clutching expensive cafetières. 
Or hunched over the kitchen sink 
scrubbing spoons, quietly weeping, 
where the sediment from a thousand cups 
forms an endless dark watermark. 
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On the Bus to the Wedding  
Robert Nisbet 
 
Ivor checking the pigeons are secure, 
Joyce gathering a piece of Madeira cake, 
popping it in the bread bin, 
and then they catch the bus, 10.25 to Cardiff. 
 
They love the ceremony’s stock loveliness, 
the spouts of sentiment and hymnal, 
and on to the reception. 
 
This is Ivor and Joyce, 
they’ve come from Abercynon on the bus. 
How sweet, how very sweet .. 
(…lived in our terraced house for fifty years, 
says Ivor…) 
 
Then Steve to John, We must remember, old boy, 
that the markets won’t like this Budget. 
Social advances are fine and dandy, of course, 
but our leaders need a dash of realism sometimes. 
Canapé? 
 
Ivor and Joyce, now in their wall-seat eyrie loft, 
but loving it, smiling at blank smiles, the bride, 
the descent into drink, as the marriage of Don and Dawn 
sets off on its voyage of thirteen years. 
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The Honey Jar  
Angela Readman 
 
It squats in a cupboard like a stopwatch – 
the apiarist’s last jar of honey, immune to winters. 
The cold days we ached for spoonfuls of summer 
 
to glide down our throats. I carry it, fingers 
on glass clouding an hour my father stood still, 
fitted by the grist for a moving fur coat. 
 
He moved those frames like still lives of himself. 
I recall him as I lift the lid, a compass of drips 
stuck on one day I saw the man on his knees. 
 
The hive scumbled in static, dead for no reason 
we could understand, he brought an orange bucket 
and scooped up fistfuls of bees, a sound soft 
 
as chrysanthemums falling off the stem 
in the not quite autumn sun. I open my mouth 
and let a viscous rain of things I’d forgotten fall. 
 
Knuckles buried in hush, suddenly so small 
for a man of his size, pale as china hands 
holding on to scraps of August’s dusk. 
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White Girl, Black Music 
Janet Dean 
 
1969, 1974 
 
Under pressure to answer. Beatles or Stones? Mod or Rocker? 
A baby Mod with pin straight hair and wonky fringe, 
desperate to be neat, not to sweat inside my parka. 
 
Upstairs in the club, Wednesday nights when pop is all we drink, 
under the influence of Trevor Gibson in Sta-Press and Crombie, 
his Mam’s chiffon scarf round his neck, 
 
I borrow Trev’s stone-cord Levi jacket and take it to Barry Island, 
sleep with Lynne in the back of her Dad’s van on the way down. 
We tumble out, almost women. 
 
My Girl, the Otis version, is on the jukebox in the café; 
a skinhead dances with the black lad from Dudley. 
Lynne’s eyes are dark with felt-tip eyeliner. 
 
Later I meet a lad from Kineton, Warwickshire. 
He tells me he knows the black lad from Dudley. I call him a liar. 
We lie on a pull-down bed in a caravan, studying. 
 
Biology, Geography, Sociology. 
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Lord of Lizards  
Beate Sigriddaughter 
 
When I am in danger 
of forgetting the beauty 
of it all, I look at the fence 
where I once spotted 
a lizard in the sun, quite large, 
with turquoise belly skin, 
and, on second look, 
trapped in fine wire, 
unable to move. 
 
We trembled 
as you slowly cut mesh 
around the tiny claws, 
the scaly neck, the limbs. 
It took a long time. 
We didn’t expect the lizard 
to live. Still, 
you carried it 
into the shade. 
 
The lizard did not move. 
We tried to feed it water 
when suddenly, 
faster than rain 
it was already way 
across the courtyard, 
over the fence. Goodbye. 
Never have I loved 
anything running away 
so much in my life. 
 
If there were anything 
to forgive—there wasn’t— 
I would have forgiven 
you then. 
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The Unquiet  
Ben Ray 
  
after ‘Adlestrop’ by Edward Thomas 
 
No, it was not quiet there. 
There, wrapped in the sound of the stream 
(water on rocks on water, the clack and gargle of time) 
the world was unmistakably, unstoppably alive. 
The fidgeting of birds flitting blindly above the path, 
their calls mixing in chorus with the deep, shoe-felt thud 
of a distant tractor somewhere down the valley. 
And then, the everywhere creaking of talkative trees, 
subtle and constant at breath, whilst the world seemed 
wrapped up in the all-pervading odour of wild garlic. 
No, it was not quiet there. But nor was it noisy. 
Instead, it was unquiet. The rhythmic, regular sound 
of a morning 4.5 billion years in the making: 
of the world’s daily, shy jubilance and thrum. 
If you stood very still, you could feel the Earth turning on its axis. 
From somewhere nearby, the sound of a woodpecker 
floated, disembodied, through the trees. 
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Reno Pete 
Guinotte Wise 
 
He drove a Lincoln Zephyr down to Caliente 
fled to San Diego with the money in his shoes. 
Circled back to Reno, then to Laughlin, Kansas City, danced with all the women on the way 
Lost the Lincoln out in Vegas, vowed he’d never marry, off to Louisiana, ended up blacked 
out by Frisco Bay 
The women said he danced and drunk or sober never minded wins or losses 
Never minded cuts or bruises never wept nor cast aspersions never slowed his way of going 
always happy always spending always flashing teeth 
and dancing teaching how it’s done his way 
They knew he was a boxer, and therein was his dancing grace and spinning moves and 
laughing and yes he was a ladies’ man but never on the ropes of love and never down for 
long, much less for ten 
Spectator shoes of black and white and moves transcendent lit the night 
He danced and fought and gambled and made his weekly comebacks 
To delight the whirling women, light up another fight card, 
head for Caliente, the money in his shoes. 
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Horse Drawn 
Neil Elder 
 
The sadness on the faces of the horses 
that stand by the hedge separating 
field from A-road, scurve my journey 
and swarm in my sleep. 
 
To stand all day and watch 
is not enough; 
such soul deep sorrow that 
grows between folds of skin, 
then spreads to take over the being, 
can only hint at what is known. 
 
In my rear view mirror 
heads move, nostrils flare. 
Some days I see myself 
staring from amongst them. 
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Tips for the Young to Ignore  
Gillian Mellor 
 
Please keep warm in winter. 
You’ll not need to swing cats; 
bigger houses cost lots to heat 
and there’s more room to fight. 
 
Eat well when you can, 
eat rough when you can’t. 
Don’t hit your head on the dresser 
when you fall. Avoid deadly things. 
 
Be paid to climb into a box 
only after joining the circus. 
Always progress to trapeze. 
Beware. Ladders don’t always 
 
meet expectations. 
Contentment isn’t so bad. 
Happiness, if you find it, lurks 
just the wrong side of enough. 
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After All 
Pam Muller 
 
The calloused grandfather tells us of hard times, 
mixing concrete with a shovel, digging foundations by hand. 
How he kept joking when he felt like walking away from it all, 
drinking the health of another newborn. 
 
The grandmother tells us, we had nothing, we did 
the best we could and made soup with the bones. 
Children collected berries in jars to make jam. 
They played with a skipping rope and stones. 
 
Every year she knitted seven woollen jumpers, 
The children chose the colour wool they wanted, 
got from the jam money she made with their help. 
She crocheted a shawl for the baby with the scraps. 
 
Now her gnarled hands fold rugs, often mended, 
loyalties recalled, embroidered in careful stitches. 
When they were young they sang, danced and loved. 
That is what they had, after all. 
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A Woman Who Writes  
Lesley Quayle 
 
‘A woman who writes feels too much.’ Anne Sexton 
 
There’s a price to pay, 
always trying to outstare the sun and not go blind. 
This handful of words, skin peeled from flesh, 
spreads out like a stain, is the genie loosed from a heart. 
 
You spotlight life or death 
but the passion is never simple, you are as inward 
and as outward as a maze, your voyages smash 
against stars or slip beneath rolling oceans. 
 
It’s a strange house you live in, 
not hostile, full of embryos and ghosts, 
where men and children, food and dust, 
the friendly, confessional company of women, 
are not enough – are much too much. 
Each day breaks over you with startling light, 
nights clasp you in their shuddering dark. 
 
You are chameleon, the invisible eavesdropper, 
who hears breath beneath whispers as bombs or choirs. 
Fill your ears with lead, your mouth with salt, 
cast out your eyes – you will still feel too much. 
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Jack  
Paul Brookes 
 
what bling do you bring, 
to adorn our nest, 
 
a nose stud, an anklet 
to set against our darkness? 
 
Remember when we lobbed twigs 
down chimneys, and the home 
 
owner’s rage at the block 
in their flue, as smoke billowed 
 
into their front room, so they coughed 
and spluttered and cursed or, Jack, in March 
 
when you flew high to find 
a forest perch and escaped 
 
falcon’s sharp talons. 
What bling do you bring, Jack? 
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Whatever Happened to the Tuxedo Princess?  
Harry Gallagher  
 
Newcastle, we have your Princess. 
She is orange and drowning 
in a river gone bad. Leaning 
into a tide only going out. 
 
Snared by a bridge nobody uses; 
she was old and decrepit, 
skin seared brittle. Fell into 
sludge’s soft loving tug. 
 
We have sponged her banal 
with sunshine tomorrows, ashamed 
to call the breakers in earshot. 
She is almost bloated enough now. 
 
And one day soon, we will bubble 
about dignified ends; add her name 
to the list of the glorious dead 
of a town where everything dies. 
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The What Ifs  
Angela Topping 
 
not like unwrapping a present 
someone you love gives for your birthday 
knowing it’s a surprise you’ll enjoy 
 
more like putting your fingers 
into the jaws of a black velvet bag 
because you have to, don’t want to. 
 
anything could be inside, lying in wait, 
to trap you or do harm. You ask yourself 
what’s the worst can happen? 
 
Sometimes the worst is getting 
the wrong train or being late. Sometimes 
there are ways to solve the problem. 
 
But when the worst is death 
you know you’re in trouble. 
Nor can you stay home fretting. 
 
You’re too young to box yourself up, 
disappear into your own armchair, 
so ease your hand inside the bag. 
 
Sometimes what’s in there 
is a lucky green jade turtle, 
cool and composed, on a red silk thread. 
 
Run your fingernail along its carved lines 
you can die just as easily 
at home without taking risks. 
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The Hideout  
Charles G Lauder Jr 
 
Far from the madding crowd you must build 
a hideout—treehouse, hawthorn den, 
village hovel across the sea, whatever. 
 
Stash there a lifetime of loot, starting with 
the Stratocaster and amp, blunt picks as bookmarks 
in passages of Lawrence and Hardy you meant 
 
to return some day. Cover the walls with silk 
valances from Oman reeking of cinnamon 
and men beheaded in Saudi market squares, 
 
Audrey Hepburn’s portrait, and sketches 
of past lovers asleep in sunlight. Cut 
the doorway low and arduous, crawl in 
 
as if at the end of a seven-year pilgrimage. 
Preserve each room with stems of lavender 
scattered on sofa and window sill, 
 
sealed with turquoise shutters stitched tight 
with cobwebs. Share this place with no one. 
Already woodworm bore into Aunt Laura’s 
 
pine sideboard and your love of Dad’s Army, 
pigeons desecrate the bed through holes in the roof, 
mice make nests out of the half-baked manuscript. 
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In a Doo-Wop Night  
Chris Hemingway 
 
Caught in a mirror, 
Johnny stalks the pool table 
in shortening circles. 
Light catches candles 
in the chapel window. 
Somewhere there is satin. 
 
Kohl smudges on screenprint pillows. 
Terri’s face pressed against the window. 
Miles apart, held in splitscreen. 
It’s raining, both sides of the town. 
 
Bass, tenor, syncopated, 
she straightens the sleeves. 
Though he still sings 
“What Kind of Fool am I?” 
I guess she always knew. 
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Milk  
Annest Gwilym 
 
This weather reminds me of you: 
wind and rain whistle down 
the alleyway, tear leaves from trees, 
cement salt onto windows, 
send tin cans scudding down streets 
with a jarring metallic scrape. 
 
Nights of deserted windblown 
encounters in dreary seaside towns: 
posters torn, lights blinking, litter flying 
in drizzled air, empty but for a hint 
of fish and chips, seaweed, beer 
and Wish You Were Here. 
 
I remember a boy with skin like milk, 
the taste of freshly baked bread, 
chestnut hair falling into his eyes, 
charm of a John Lennon smile; 
dark eyes on white made this place 
an Arcadia of cheek and jaw. 
 
I was the shy new girl he chose, 
16 and green, dazzled by headlights. 
We skipped school for the sand dunes, 
the river, the back of his father’s van; 
the pine tree’s bark a tattoo on my spine. 
 
Then the eyes always looking 
for other beauty, greater loveliness. 
I left you but I didn’t forget you, 
my boy with skin like milk; 
you were the yardstick others 
never measured up to. 
 
And now I hear of your early death, 
a light goes out, the colours fade, 
the milk sours. 
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The stranger  
Helen Evans 
 
I’m on the rocky shore at Kaikoura, 
the furthest I’ve ever been from home, 
when I notice the seagulls mobbing him 
above the wide bay where he’s dived 
to bring back whatever he’s found. 
 
He’s just finished cutting away 
the guts from the edible flesh, 
and is rinsing a Paua shell clean. 
It’s bigger than my cupped hands 
and shaped like a coracle. 
 
He tilts it until the sun 
catches the iridescence inside: 
purple and green and blue, 
the sheen and the gleam 
and the dazzle of it, 
 
and I’m already thinking of keeping 
my few small treasures in it 
when he hands it to me with a half-smile 
and tells me it’s a present, 
knowing, he says, I’ll pass the kindness on. 
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banks of the Humber; unlocked land  
Paul Burns 
 
I passed a sawmill looking for the river 
and found a brackish inlet choked with boats 
a spinney of masts brushing the clouds 
 
My eyes swam in the squalls 
staring at the muddy waves, as a wild sky 
worked its passage over me 
 
I imagined breathing silt 
flailing in the deep opacity; easy here 
to be dragged out of the world 
 
downstream, skeletal cranes 
hunched over empty docks 
the Humber’s cities murmured 
 
as trucks crossed the long bridge, 
ants over a bone. The river opened 
to drowned church bells tolling in the current 
 
and my feet sucked into the mud, welling streams 
from what had been firm ground. 
 
 
Previously published on I am not a silent poet 
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Taking Her Out  
Sally Douglas 
 
I’d drive her out each Sunday, and we’d park 
and watch the frigates sail. I’d buy her tea – 
she’d add a nip ‘for warmth’. Sometimes we’d talk. 
 
But often we just sat. We sat for years. 
Long years of grey October skies. Destroyers 
came and went. Tankers hulked on the horizon. 
Radios tinkled from the beach. Children played, 
and children drowned. She sat there with a rug 
tucked round her knees. The sea was flat, the sea 
 
was always flat; the sky a gun-grey arc. 
The Café closed. Her eyes grew fish-opaque. 
I never knew what we were looking for. 
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Rainbows  
Stuart A Paterson 
 
Here, rainbows are cheap, 
coming in peely-wally pairs or knock-off 
trios watercoloured hurriedly 
onto skin-thin greasy sheets 
of air. They’re not the thick & dazzling 
particles that strut their spumes 
of jewel on Skye or down by Lleyn, 
laddered auroras seeming to climb 
beyond the eye & into space 
in that brief gasp of time suspended 
overhead. Here, they linger drained 
of depth & shade, pale arcs of ghost 
drifting on the coat-tails of migratory 
sun & scraped off soles of native rain. 
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Bad Luck Bird  
Jane Burn 
 
One for sorrow. 
 
One little piebald augur of doom, 
loafing the road, a shiftless portent. 
It knows what it’s doing – bracing its ribby toes like jacks, 
stilting on tinder-stick legs, cocking a snooky beak right at me. 
 
Sorrow for you lady – 
touch your face, touch your hair. 
You cannot deter this sadness 
with saluting. One of us. One 
 
in your rear view mirror, one 
scratting along your morning pavement. One 
dropping gutter-moss on your clear, plastic porch roof. Thunk. 
 
Look at me. 
Two for joy – 
 
winking their marmalade harbinger 
eyes over jam-sponge carcass – wiping sticky rabbit fur 
from greedy beaks, licking round their smiles 
with devil’s blood tongues. Joy indeed, 
on this carrion feast, you monsters. 
 
Joy? 
Yes! We are happy, gorged on maggot meat 
and mated for life – we know what we are. 
 
Why this happiness in pairs? I have had my woe 
from being doubled up and I have sat alone, 
feeling that bit closer to the stars. 
 
Pinto oracles of roadside fate – eaters of eggs, 
stealers of chicks, robbers of nest-homes. 
 
All the doffing in the world will not spare your fortune. 
Three for a girl – 
 
you already wasted your shibboleth on me. 
 
Four for a boy! 
Don’t you dare turn your sight to my son – 
I tell him nothing of you. Your anathema 
will end here. 
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Five for silver, six for gold – 
 
robbed from the very eyes of the dead 
should you wish to collect it, I bet. 
 
Seven for our secrets? 
 
I already know that you are night and day, 
a thief who will peck out the eyes of a sheep. 
I know the meaning of your solitary forms, 
know that if I see you on your own, 
then you have lost your loves. 
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Lights Out in the Stroke Ward  
Grant Tarbard 
 
The ward’s silence is a canvas stretched to hours. 
The wireless plays the sweepstakes of tossing and turning, 
a rumpus, a whorehouse of little explosions, 
muscles stiff through a brisk day spent ambulating 
with an NHS crutch and a collapse. 
We all walk a bewitching tightrope 
of pain and bottled relief, prisoners of our bodies. 
Some are stripped down to their shadow, 
machines breathe for them, fed through a tube, 
stiff in their animation. We souls who clambered 
into life boats mark each others’ spaces 
with piled newspapers left open at the crossword puzzle, 
tea cups that visitors have left with lip stick smears around the brim, 
furrowed packs of jelly babies and black liquorice 
spilled like the guts of a great ship 
on the sea of our overhead tables. 
The night nurses shine pocket torches about the ward, 
unmindful of our eyes, a rapid sweep to check 
that none of us have shuffled off into the night. 
Cartilage clouts the too short beds, bones crack on taut white sheets 
of the gestalt ward, other than the sum of our collected breaths, 
spending the change of mortality, gold in the river. 
I hear the treetops scrape the roof, like children whispering. 
A broadcast churns the room, the old man’s fart recorded 
as a gnostic gospel. 
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Butchart Gardens, Vancouver  
Neil Fulwood 
 
A Japanese lady offers us tea. 
Her accent soothes. Wisdom 
enclouds her like perfume. 
 
“You are a businessman,” she says, 
nodding towards my father. 
And they speak of business: 
 
the building up of things, 
investment and effort and self- 
abnegation. “And you – 
 
you are not a businessman.” 
This without looking my way, 
a regrettable expectoration 
 
between soft precise syllables 
as if she’s seen the poet in me 
and wonders if he knows already 
 
or whether she ought to warn him. 
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The Alchemist  
Susan Castillo Street 
 
Uncle Gerald used to make wine 
from mayhaw berries gathered 
in Louisiana woods. He went among the trees 
to escape Aunt Lola’s nagging tones. 
 
He would decant his brew, 
range it in battalions of pop bottles 
propped against the window. 
It was bilious pink, the shade of Doris Day’s lipstick. 
 
He gave me a case. I stashed it in the cellar. 
At night, the bottles would explode, one by one, 
bayou fusillade. Finally I decided 
things had gone far enough, 
 
poured the last one down the drain. 
The sink was stippled with rust-coloured stains 
but when the mayhaw wine hit them, 
they smoked, went fizzzzz, melted straight into air. 
 
Poor Lola died quite suddenly 
one evening after dinner 
Nobody was surprised. 
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Sometimes It’s a Quiet Poem  
Meg Cox 
 
like the sweep 
of the willow in the wind 
beyond the hedge 
 
or the movement 
of the tail of my dog 
when I smile 
 
it could be 
a petal falling from the jug 
of yellow tulips 
 
or the snow 
on the window after dark 
rain on a pond 
 
the ember 
that falls in the log burner 
behind the glass 
 
it might be 
the last sight of him at the corner 
when he didn’t look back 
 
or a cloud covering the sun. 
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A Walk Before the Snow  
Gus Peterson 
 
For a while you follow 
the yellow line, 
 
zipping up the frayed coat 
of this neighbourhood 
 
for one more storm. 
In the pines beside a vacant house, 
 
a tire pirouettes in its noose. 
From the playground, 
 
swings pumped by legs of wind 
rasp their delight. 
 
This is what the world does 
when we withdraw. 
 
Your loneliness is a woman 
on the dance floor content 
 
to wrap herself in her arms 
and sway to the music. 
 
Overhead the crow, unable 
to contain itself, laughs. 
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The Probate Registry  
Greg Freeman 
 
Your last wishes see me frisked 
at reception, as if I were heading 
somewhere new. Sidling from 
my pockets through the scanner, 
embarrassing residue. 
Waiting room of Dickens characters 
look up, eye me suspiciously, 
wonder if I’m jumping the queue. 
 
When all this paperwork is done, 
will I feel something then? 
Remember pottering along the shore; 
fishermen’s shacks in the old town? 
A town that now seems grey, far away, 
the place that lured me for so long. 
Your last, happy months in the care home; 
worries, responsibilities, gone. 
 
Views open up on churchyard’s 
twisting road; snowdrops 
never seen before. Geese by the pond, 
collie watchful at church door. 
Umbrellas and grey, weeping sky. 
Placing your ashes, I muddy my knees. 
Reunited, the new plaque says. 
Long winter, but not the end of days. 
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Chanel No 5  
Marilyn Hammick 
 
Months after Auntie Jean died, 
Uncle Tom comes to stay, 
a few days, a change of scene. 
 
I listen to the list of what he does now 
– daily paper, breakfast, lunch, dinner, 
until bedtime with the World Service. 
 
In the morning, I watch him shuffle 
to my bedroom door, he pauses 
as if he is on the promenade 
 
and is taking in the air 
scent of woman, he whispers 
although I only use soap and water. 
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The Monterey Strat  
Brett Evans 
 
Made up and flaunting my body, 
some would say I was asking for it. 
The much plainer one he’d been with 
all night; caressed her, kissed her, stroked, 
fingered and licked her. Those hands 
knew what they were doing; 
who wouldn’t want a bit of that? 
All night he wowed and wooed, 
and it was the Summer of Love for Christ’s sake. 
Shy, yet mischievous, how I thought him 
from the wings. To be in his arms, 
my curves tucked into his. The bastard 
played a cheap tune on me; even that foreplay 
was mocked by the violence to follow. He had me 
up against the amp, laid me out, burned me. 
Those long, strong fingers around my neck, 
he smashed me to the stage; our music distorted. 
The witnesses did nothing despite their shock. 
It was obvious he’d do it to another. 
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The White House  
Daniel Bennett 
 
You take elegance where you can 
in this town. An ash tree 
rubbed out by winter, a blue fence 
like paper soaked through 
with India ink. And the white house 
beyond, a legacy from the thirties. 
It’s there again, this evening: 
witnessing our chance encounter, 
outside the house we shared. 
That familiarity we still have 
as we talk of family and the news 
which has collected. The odd calm 
which drives us now: the way 
pain dissipates and leaves behind 
what exactly? Minor aches 
at the shoulders, the knees. 
A lick of white at the hairline 
where dye grows out. The heart 
closes off, crinkles stiffly 
as it tries to unfold. Who 
are these people, now? I remember 
when we first moved here 
and someone from the white house 
knocked at our door: a small man 
old and plaintive, out to defeat 
loneliness with his welcome. 
It felt like a relationship 
I should expect to endure: 
chance encounters at the store, 
a friend in emergencies, a sense 
of belonging and quiet certainty. 
I could easily believe in those things. 
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The Catch  
Richard Biddle 
 
Our aluminium row-boat full 
of beer and ambitions, 
we jump in, open a bottle and scull 
toward the shallows. 
 
Slugging back, longed-for swallows 
we banter; 
me an apprentice and him, 
the master. 
 
Dumb men, reeling each other in 
with words. 
 
Taking regular glugs, our voices 
drunkenly mingle 
as we watch for signs of struggle. 
 
Woozily floating in the sliding tide 
that laps at our lives, 
we piss our boozy bliss 
over the side. 
 
Our dropped net is hope and the 
popped tops of our brews, fizzing time. 
 
We check the haul. 
Hand over hand he pulls in as I row 
slow oars, wet and steady. 
 
Silver crescents of fish come twisting up. 
Dizzy with agony, they gulp 
dry-drowning gasps at us. 
 
One by one he untangles their caught bodies 
and coshes them with an empty. 
 
In the calm pleasure of this moonlit swell and 
clanking lager-brown, glass-rolling symphony, 
their scales, hard as fingernails, glint like lenses. 
 
Safely landed, the smell of it lingering on our fingers 
and clothes, we drive an empty road home; 
 
victims of the lure. 
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Answering to my Married Name 
Sue Kindon 
 
When they summon me as Mrs X 
in some magazineless waiting room 
with wooden benches, I half expect to smell 
her peppermint-tobacco breath behind me; 
when I turn, I see her flicking ash 
as she anticipates my next dropped aitch. 
 
She stoops to pick it up and gives it back, 
plucking a stray hair from my cardigan. 
She flounces into the consulting room 
ahead of me and lies down on the couch. 
I cower in the chair and gird myself 
to speak of women’s troubles as discretely 
as I can. The doctor booms his verdict. 
The older Mrs X lights up and smirks. 
 
She walks me to the chemist’s, fag in mouth, 
lecturing me on the ouch of sex. 
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Bo’man Burgess  
Scott Edward Anderson 
 
“Nathan Burgess: He likes work,” reads the caption. 
At the age of ten, he signed on as a cabin-boy 
aboard the bark Sunbeam, a whaler 
bound for Newfoundland; then the Greyhound, 
several square-riggers, tramp steamers and the Navy. 
“I made three trips around the Horn,” 
he told a reporter from the Sun Chronicle. 
Short-order cook, street-car conductor, 
woodchopper, insurance man: 
“Work and I were always good friends.” 
 
As a “bo’man” on the Greyhound, 
he had to keep the ropes straight 
after the harpoon was thrown. 
If the whale dove, he had to cut the lines, 
or the whaleboat would go under. 
“Whaling was a tough life: 24–hour work 
and you slept in bunks loaded with grease. 
But if anyone else could do it, so could I— 
lots of times, I got the worst of it.” 
 
On our Sunday visits, my mother’s grandfather, 
Nathan Lewis Burgess, always told stories 
and displayed his tattoos. “Whale meat 
had a gamey taste, like deer meat,” he liked to say. 
Between the knuckles of his fingers 
were tiny blue ink rings, a kind of crypto–calligraphy. 
 
One day, I got up the courage to ask 
what those tattoos were. 
He made sure his wife wasn’t looking, 
and laced his hands together so the fingers intertwined. 
Now I could see that each finger bore a solitary letter. 
Apart, the letters meant nothing, 
but when so displayed — profanity! 
We laughed out loud. “Papa! Don’t show that to the boy!” 
Grandma Burgess yelled from the parlor, 
where she sat at the pump organ, playing hymns 
and Stephen Foster tunes all through our visits. 
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deep cut  
Bethany Rivers 
 
you show me the deep cut 
on your left forefinger 
a transparent plaster 
hangs from it 
 
and like a telepath 
with empathic powers 
I feel the pain 
rise through my body 
 
I have to sit down 
the world is shaky 
suddenly my knees don’t work 
and my temperature is rising 
 
the swirled pattern 
of the Chinese rug 
in front of the hearth 
zig-zags under my feet 
 
the leather armchair 
holds my trembles 
the window blurs 
and the sun is too bright 
 
I heard what your cut said 
all the messages you ignored 
over three decades 
and I want to save you 
 
but I can’t 
and you don’t recognise 
that even though you were alone 
he was the one holding the knife 
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Cathedral  
Louise Robertson 
 
Like a cathedral: 
inside your mouth. The apex gives 
it away, as high and rigid as a spine. 
The arch of your foot; I catch your foot 
in my hand like a fish. Your ribs, 
cuddling as they do the lungs. When 
you breathe out words, it’s bellows 
to the fireplace. The big walk-in fireplace. 
Your skin does a great service 
to the naves and fonts of your body. 
Who doesn’t love 
the architecture and the vestments? 
So many altars. Gospel. Song. Pulpit. 
I should believe. Body. Voice. Mind. Mouth. 
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The Strid  
Deborah Harvey 
 
No one survives The Strid 
but here she is, spat out on the bank 
battered, lungs burning 
 
The white noise of water was solace once 
away from the racket of other lives, 
just her, the trees and the ribboning brook 
seemingly narrow enough to leap from one side 
 
to the other 
She wasn’t from these parts, didn’t know that 
upstream the river was more than fifty feet wide, 
had turned on its edge to slide through rock 
hollowing back underneath it, 
cutting a bottomless rift 
 
She could read tea leaves, clouds, stars 
but she couldn’t unravel these fast, implacable 
currents of nothing 
 
When she dabbled her toes they dragged her in 
and what had been silence was fight to the death, 
the struggling up to snag a breath 
the sucking down 
 
Even now on the brink she hears it call 
waiting to haul her back into its 
crocodilian dance 
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The Gameboard at Midday  
Miles Varana 
 
As dawn breaks, long shadows fall 
over downtown blocks, covering everything. 
Businessmen and businesswomen, bums, 
flea markets, tow trucks, koi ponds, everything. 
 
It is a huge game of checkers, played by trembling 
hands in a nearby park, everything zigzagging, everyone 
jumping over one another in a mad rush 
to survive the next hour, row to row, all 
uncrowned but not forgotten in the swirling din. 
 
This is a game they have played before; the rules kept safe 
in the lilting monologue of the subway conductor, 
in the line cook’s sage advice, in the baritone 
of the bespectacled zealot who told us, 
“No matter how hard you try, you can never make Him hate you.” 
 
As the sun climbs higher, its beams break the silhouetted plane 
of downtown, opening holes in logic, cutting power lines 
into strips of ribbon. And you can see, more clearly now, 
the trembling hands, the diagonal boulevards, 
the thousands who are running, dancing, crying, 
just waiting to make a king. 

Clear Poetry Anthology 2016 48 



Yesterday’s Dirt  
Heather M Browne 
 
Momma said don’t look back, 
just drive straight and fast down that dirt road, 
black walnuts stretching their arms over, shielding, 
hiding me, looking like some highfalutin ballet dancer or giving me a hug. 
 
I pitched you your crappy cracker jack ring, 
cut up all your smiles into little fine chunks, that glittery smile, 
left you all your love letters, all those pretty, pretty words promised 
that you’d never forget. 
 
I dumped that whole load right there in your dying grass, 
you forget to tend to things that are yours, 
‘specially those things that once were live. 
I watched hundreds of little bitty pieces of you, 
 
fly, didn’t know you’d already gone, 
so I am too. Looking out through yesterday’s dirt, 
June bugs and flies smashed on that windshield cracked, 
laying there side by side just like you and me two days ago in your rope bed 
 
with your fist print right there smack 
before my eyes, broken glasses and vows 
driving down that road trying not to look 
back through so much of yesterday’s dirt 
 
and everything cracked 
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Headway  
Gram Joel Davies 
 
My powers stopped working 
at the river. 
Some of us had crossed 
 
to the big stump but the current 
beat my headway. 
My powers never were for swimming. 
 
I drifted to the weir 
and did not bother the adults: 
 
magic is to make things safe 
without speaking. 
A man stripped and dived. 
 
I was hoisted on a towel 
up a nettled bank. My skin 
burned twice. 
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Field  
Rachael Smart 
 
The cows fed on the top green 
when the sun switched sides. 
I couldn’t get over the size of them. Black as walls 
velour drapes swung loose at their neck. 
After, my father said we’d bought it on ourselves 
what with kicking a red ball 
and mother’s yawping, plus they don’t take kindly 
to hairy dogs. He threw us over the stile that day 
then jumped himself. I dream of the plush bump 
of their noses at the chalet window 
how their eyes bulged 
when they came for him. 
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45 in the shade & rising  
Reuben Woolley 
 
when 

time 
is fever.hear them 
 

howling 
through the clay 
 

are pale 
in currents.see 
the land flow 
 

wave 
breaks dark 
& even the graves 
 
are hiding.sing me 
an open 
gate 
in all this ash.i’m given 
today 

no bread 
& no green pasture.listen 

to them talk 
 
can’t leave what they never had.& i 

haven’t forgotten 
enough 

 
not yet 

 
it’s a strange day we live in 
& this 

is my soft voice 
 

oh yes 
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Days Like This  
Sheila Jacob 
 
We sat together 
at the old drop-leaf table 
pulled out and laid 
with white linen cloth, 
square cork place- mats, 
green plastic cruets 
and silver mustard pot. 
 
I ate my bubble & squeak 
pretending not to care, 
watched Mum and Dad 
exchange knowing looks. 
 
There’d be more days like this. 
 
Not speaking until spoken to, 
not spoken to until the father 
I loved relented, accepted 
my promise to be a good girl. 
 
Was I a bad girl? 
 
Obstreperous Dad proclaimed, 
hung the name around my neck. 
 
I carried it to bed, 
slept with it on my pillow 
while the need to stifle and deny 
shadowed me upstairs 
then tangled 
beneath my eiderdown. 
 
Dad died a few years later. 
 
Almost fifteen, I’d learned 
to stitch and mend; 
 
tacked and hemmed my grief 
inside the smart new suit 
I wore at his funeral. 
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Back from school, 4.30pm  
Julian Dobson 
 
New school, last day of term. He hauls its weight 
home in a duffel bag, daydreams clear its spikes 
shortcutting through the grey park. The tinselled town 
is selling hard. He doodles in its margins. 
 
Same redbrick cul-de-sac, same parked cars, 
bedsit lightbulbs, sodium streetlamps where 
Salvation Army bands blast lonely hymns. 
The laurel by the gatepost holds his arm. 
 
No lights. Outside her room he breathes, eases the door. 
Cheering messages line the wall, old prayer books, 
her bed for wrestling cancers neat, 
and vacant. Handbags sagging from their hooks. 
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Taking Account  
Rachael Clyne 
 
The first day, forty bin-bags filled 
with serviettes, sugar-sachets, plastic spoons, 
pinched from Asda. That was just the kitchen. 
 
Bedroom drawers, stuffed 
with brand new towels, gloves, cardigans 
bargains, he insisted, had them ages. 
 
Sixty pairs of shoes, fifty ties 
two double-wardrobes of suits 
he altered to fit himself. 
 
Ten spare pairs of spectacles 
twelve extra hearing aids 
a carrier bag of tiny batteries. 
 
On the thirtieth day – a final sweep. 
Above the wardrobe shelf, the secret shelf, 
for his credit cards, was empty. 
 
Then – another shelf, above the other shelf, 
I used a grabber to sweep it; fourteen sets 
of dentures tumbled round my head. 
 
That day, a black sea of eighty bin-bags 
on the service balcony. I thought of men 
in Africa, wearing his eyes, ears and teeth. 
 
Of my Mother, all that remained: 
a vanity case, a hairbrush, a few nighties. 
He sold her platinum rings for vitamins. 
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Grave for a Family Cat  
Jinny Fisher 
 
She still remembers where he lies, feels the jolt 
of her spade as it hacked the frozen earth 
by the wild blackberries. 
 
She lowered the cardboard box, extemporised 
a sketchy ritual, rallied her kids enough 
to say goodbye. 
 
She stamped down a stone to keep his bones 
from breaking through, but now it heaves 
for want of words, of flowers. 
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Black and White Afternoon  
Mark J Mitchell 
 
The chess pieces are put away. 
You venture outside. A cool day 
opens. Light plays on the sidewalk 
like a flute. The afternoon wind 
picks up and lost bags swirl like sins 
you forgot. Begin to walk 
 
like you did as a child—you saw 
each shaft of sun, heard each bird’s caw 
from wires while you hauled new toys. 
Rook to d-4. Your walk’s broken 
by serious play. You note one 
move you missed. This joke annoys 
 
you. Now that the game’s lost you see 
the false threat. Change course at that tree. 
Go home. The c file’s a trap. 
No. Stop here. Take this bench. Breathe. Rest. 
Watch the world. Don’t stare at her breasts. 
Sunlight’s a guest in your lap. 
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Crossing the Water  
Miki Byrne 
 
The name he left behind 
held the green flow of the Liffey. 
Tight Gaelic syllables 
with Guinness-breathed gab, 
O’Connell street shops, 
the sting and salt tang 
of the harbour. 
It lilted with a harps’ plucked melody, 
the rush of Dublin streets, 
weed-bearded jetties and the chill 
of cold stone on bare feet , 
as he shivered dockside, 
dived for pennies 
to raise smiles on tourists. 
The name he carried travelled 
across the water, was shaped 
like whittled wood to fit a new life. 
Anglicised, it smoothed edges, 
eased the friction of sliding into a uniform, 
joining the lemming-rush fight 
for his new country. 
It guided him towards post-war jobs, 
marriage, fatherhood. 
The name he gifted to his wife, 
passed to three children who dispersed, 
grew his line, entrenched it deep 
as a transplanted tree, 
diffused him into further 
blood-tied generations. 
This name was kept, even through marriage, 
by the daughter who would not abandon it, 
spelled it a thousand times 
to unfamiliar ears. 
That name lives on, strong, rooted, 
enduring. 
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Left Behind  
S.A. Leavesley 
 
His last present to her – a jar of octopus in oil 
‘handmade in Devon’ – still guards its kitchen shelf. 
 
Mum’s prized champagne flutes collect dust 
and a dead spider that’s shrunken to an artefact. 
 
In a silver photo frame, her grand-daughter’s 
dancing: a white pirouette paused behind glass. 
 
A cherub, unpreserved by any glaze, flakes feathers 
of dry clay, while the chipped Lladró lady stares down 
 
from the highest shelf, as we sit round the table 
passing banter and sharing jokes. As at his wake, 
 
we scatter crumbs and sip the last dregs of red wine, 
knowing the empty bottle will hold a fine candle. 
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February  
Gill Lambert 
 
Something sticky’s on the mouse-pad 
and an ex is on ‘chat’. 
The icon that tells me when the battery is low 
isn’t working. So I won’t know, until the screen fades – 
probably just as I pluck up the courage to type hello. 
 
The cat’s clawing at the wall 
and he won’t stop until I throw a book at him, 
or a pen, and then I’ll forget I’ve thrown it 
till I need it again. So I let him scratch – 
and he does, with a cat-smile; and tail high 
and stretching, he lies down – on the keyboard. 
 
The rain is starting again. I’m imprisoned 
by a month that somebody should ban. 
Too cynical to think about roses, 
never mind expect them. I wonder 
whether he’d have got me roses. Perhaps 
I should ask before the battery dies. 
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Jackdaws  
Paul Mortimer 
 
Harsh chatter cuts through the baking 
air seething across our roof tiles. 
They are arrogant, ice-eyed, chopping up 
a blackbird’s melody that’s been flooding 
the river’s beat. Theirs is not birdsong, 
just nature’s practical edge. 
Functional. A rooting in the ordinary. 
Like that faint rocking of traffic. 
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Alexander Bluegrass  
Marc Woodward 
 
I paid a jerkined biker 
for a pint of local beer, 
and occupied a plastic seat, 
with the open door quite near. 
A cowpoke girl called Lisa, 
an Alexander teacher, 
showed me her technique 
– tipped my head right back 
and straightened up my feet- 
as her friend Teri, 
sitting watching me, 
smiled and passed 
small tips – 
said I must 
take some 
  time 
and 
  feel 
   the 
   line 
   desce 
  nding 
down 
from 
head 
 to 
hips… 
 
All around the banjos rang 
fret and drum, wood and wire, 
as outside the bikers 
threw more softwood 
pallets on the fire. 
Twin fiddles scraped 
an old Kentucky tune 
while mandolins and gittars 
joined the banjos in the room. 
Later I swerved out to crash 
the boot of a hatchback car 
as the final fiddles 
slurred down to 
slumber 
softly 
under 
neath 
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the fire’s 
floating 
stars. 
 
Next day no fill of standing straight 
could ease my cramped up spine 
so I did bacon and strong coffee, 
and forgot to think about “my line”. 
 
A guy called Thor, 
I’d never 
met before, 
sat with me 
and sang softly: 
country songs of 
whisky paramours, 
boxcars, 
cheap bars, 
coal mines, 
good times. 
I picked upon 
my old red 
Gibson 
(she’s 93 this year) 
as we journeyed 
to sobriety 
and played away 
the beer. 
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West Side Story  
Stella Wulf 
 
Spool back the years 
light up the face of a spellbound girl 
as she freezes the star-crossed lovers 
 
in the frame of her fanciful mind. 
Cue the music 
but soft 
as a prayer on the parting of lips 
turn it up to the endless day 
send it soaring over the envious moon 
etch her heart with the score. 
Somewhere 
someday 
she’ll write her own moving script 
step out of a bit-part role in a one act play 
and shiver the stars to tears. 
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Baton  
Jacquie Wyatt 
 
You didn’t want to go, 
whole, into the ground 
because you thought most people, 
like you, with your silly life, 
meant little in the running 
of the human race, 
just passed the baton on. 
Not enough earth 
for each of us to become 
boxed compost heaps. 
 
You didn’t fancy cremation, 
your grit flung in favourite places, 
us stung by the loss of you, 
slapped back by the wind, 
spitting mouthfuls of shock. 
 
You joked that we should shove you 
in a black bin-liner, 
now you’d shrunk you would fit 
in with the rubbish – 
leave you out on the kerb. 
You didn’t want us fussing, 
said you didn’t want me sad, 
about you dying. 
 
You might have guessed, 
I’d keep you with me, 
here, in this poem. 
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Clean  
Alison Brackenbury 
 
Dorothy Eliza Barnes, (Dot), my grandmother 
 
Even their daughters could not know 
quite how they did it. They had learnt 
to brush, beat, polish, for the rich 
who picked at toast, yawned at each stitch. 
Dot’s own rooms smelled of Coal Tar soap, 
cool as sea, brown as petals, burnt. 
 
She stored black notebooks in her drawer 
with ‘recipes’ her mother tried. 
For feverish children, scoured by food, 
rhubarb and ‘laudmum’ were thought good: 
a purge. They needed water more, 
salts, to revive. They may have died. 
 
Their small ghosts crowded in her mind. 
The enemy would not retire. 
Floors, kitchen table, sinks were scrubbed 
lay acid-pale, unpolished, tough. 
(I dab bleach.) Death drubbed, she would find 
mud whisper, soot fly from her fire. 
 
My father saw her climb a chair. 
Arms, dark as chimney, sluiced each beam. 
She never glimpsed my calm dust. Still, 
come Christmas, snows of polish fill 
her deep black spoons for spices, flour. 
Find rags. Rub tarnish. Hold her gleam. 

Clear Poetry Anthology 2016 66 



Fused  
Melanie Branton 
 
I exchange polite formalities 
with a man I’ve just met 
and I notice he’s standing a little taller 
and he’s started smoothing down his hair. 
 
Our eyes meet 
and it seems to me his pupils widen, 
ink drops spreading through blotting paper. 
 
I make discreet enquiries 
and it turns out he’s got a girlfriend 
(Of course he does. They always do.), 
 
but I still want to thank him for 
those few suspended seconds 
of possibility 
 
for the way I began to warm up 
like a badly wired toaster 
that had accidentally been plugged in, 
giving off a fierce, but unstable heat 
that could burn your house down, 
but will probably just 
cut out. 
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Debt  
Phil Wood 
 
Above the promise of this farm 
the gods clench fists, pummel clouds 
until crops are knuckled by rain; 
there’s thunder and lightning, 
– gods thrive on melodrama. 
 
After the gun smoke sky 
a flash of magpie in flight over 
the hurrying sorrow of debt. 
Not for me, granddad whispers, 
the room rutted with hope. 
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Inti  
Simon Williams 
 
was the Inca name for the Sun, which astronomers now 
give to interplanetary dust, as collected by the Stardust 
probe from the Wild 2 (VILT-two) comet. 
 
More universal than stars, planets, 
rocks in the Oort cloud, is dust. 
The black specks in this Aerogel – 
 
the traces, like meteors 
in a Perseid shower – hang on the 
wild comet’s tail through its ellipses; 
no corners to settle into, beyond Jupiter. 
 
Inti is the exotics: magnesium, aluminium, 
minerals not formed in the absolute of space, 
only near a star, via the heat of its hydrogen. 
 
I sweep the kitchen floor – skin flakes, 
leaf skeletons, the grit abraded from tors. 
Perhaps, by the chance that orbits stars, 
inti is driven through the bristles of this broom. 
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I can recommend divorce  
Kathy Gee 
 
I absobloodylutely love my single life. 
I’ve started eyeing architects in corduroys, 
those men who wear red beaten chinos, 
men with beards and no commitment. 
 
No one gives a damn if I eat meat 
or finish off a box of biscuits. 
I can choose the colour of my walls 
and hang my paintings in the bathroom 
far too close together. 
 
Friends said ‘you’ll have time to do 
those things you always wanted to’. 
I’m fairly sure I always have. So now 
I seek out small adventures on my own, 
and sometimes, only sometimes 
I can absobloodylutely understand 
the purpose of a husband. 
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The Lost and Found  
Joanne Key 
 
They wander for hours through aisles of lost property. 
Here life is hard, nothing has a place or patience, 
 
yet everyone is busy practising the art of waiting, 
collecting the slow drip of days. We leave windows open 
 
for all the yesterdays, knot photographs into rope. 
We encourage the sun to rise over the beds and hope 
 
that a stick of light will strike against a memory. 
We are all frightened by what we no longer know, 
 
bury ourselves in work, sorting hints of histories 
and bags of clothes, looking for clues of a beginning 
 
to cling to. One man empties a case, extracts 
the contents with the care of a surgeon. All his stories 
 
start with a stranger’s pain, a loss, something stolen. 
He pulls out scarves and hats that he says are not his. 
 
He stretches a wallet wide as a scream, a mouth 
that can’t get its words out. The woman loves 
 
open-ended things and so a rolled newspaper 
becomes a telescope where she can watch the birds 
 
flutter and migrate across the plain of wallpaper. 
She finds comfort in the silence of objects – 
 
a cracked cup is happy enough to be just that. 
Ear to the Get Well cards, there are voices stuffed 
 
into envelopes, demanding to be sent out 
in the next post, back to their true owners. 
 
Here we learn how quickly happiness can turn 
into loss, how easy it is for people to leave 
 
something behind and then find themselves 
too far away to turn back. 
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Erosion  
Kitty Coles 
 
I thought that it was safe here; didn't I? 
Maybe; before the day I found a rabbit 
bobbing - wide-eyed and stiff, 
 
fingered by sea anemones, their wet mouths 
gaping, covetous for kisses - 
cradled in a rockpool on the shore. 
 
We built homes here, 
the gardens rank with allium, 
the shrubs contorted, reaching to the earth. 
 
Gulls troubled us; their appetites, 
their muck, their screeches 
at the windows begging entry. 
 
The water lifted stone and threw it back, 
milling it fine; the air was grained with it. 
The water left us glass and dirtless shells 
 
and once a funeral wreath, 
bleeding its purples. 
Now cliffs return to dust and houses 
 
slant. Walls rubble up and fences 
travel seawards. The neighbours pack 
their bags and start their engines and I 
 
look out across the green tide's conquest 
and hear it suck, withdraw 
and suck again.  
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Therianthrope  
Sharon Larkin-Jones 
 
I never knew what I would be getting. 
Every time you showed up in a fresh outfit 
as if experimenting with a new wardrobe. 
Each combo came with a different persona, 
a whole tribe of them. 
 
The success in the city in pin-stripes, 
preppy loafer in argyle sweater, 
hipster in lumberjack shirt, 
shapeless shorts – and sandals, 
for heaven’s sake. 
 
And then, the rocker in black leather, 
God help me. 
Yes, I liked that look best 
but found it hard not to snigger 
when you creaked at sleeve and knee. 
 
It wasn’t until you’d shown me everything 
that the filters across my lens proved a distortion. 
All versions had been blurry reflections, 
two dimensional, temporary, untrue. 
Naked, you were magnificent. 
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Mother’s Day  
Jessica Mookherjee 
 
Delivered like unwanted children, 
I didn’t put them in water, I kept 
them in ornate packaging, on my table. 
Only half-heartedly looked for their real mother. 
 
Their scent leaked into my everyday, 
alive like new baby smell. 
I phoned Inter-flora, told them there was somewhere 
an aching breast, wrongly ticked box, not at this address. 
 
I didn’t touch them until one week after Mother’s Day, 
Wondering if the son, the daughter, the mother 
would fetch them away and 
just as they began pushing out everything, she came. 
 
Heartbroken, relieved, not forgotten. She muttered 
polite complaints on my doorstep, told me 
her son in the States spent seventy five pounds on them 
and left, clutching my wilted flowers to her chest. 
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Road Works  
Michael Bartholomew-Biggs 
 
They’re digging up the street again. 
You might not think the smell of tar 
could creep into that locked-up boxroom 
where I stack old memories 
 
but 
 
from a tattered duffel bag 
it’s fetched the essence of those summers 
when they came to renovate 
the avenue I played beside – 
black-polish it with bitumen 
like liquorice or treacle toffee. 
Then they’d spread and roll out flakes 
of grey-pink flint, as highlighting 
along the road ahead that led 
to growing-up (by way of school bus 
and another autumn term). 
 
Now 
 
we celebrate our tenth September 
with a well-made, aromatic, 
still untrodden year to come 
that curves away past fading trees. 

Clear Poetry Anthology 2016 75 



The Spy 
Adele Fraser 
 
Cheerfully fat and frumpy, I sit alone, 
tucked away at a corner table, 
 
Tesco carrier plonked on the floor beside me, 
George jacket chucked on the back of my seat. 
 
Although I am conspicuous, my presence 
is nevertheless unobtrusive; somehow I escape notice 
 
and they speak around me freely. 
It’s not that they don’t see me, so much as 
that they think I don’t see them and can neither hear 
nor understand their conversations. 
 
Discussing their secrets in front of me 
seems no different to airing them 
 
in the company of the chairs, the tables, 
the abstract pictures and the menus. 
 
In their worldview, real people 
(people who matter, people who think) 
 
always wear labels and exhibit 
material evidence of recent gym attendance. 
 
As I do not match that description, 
they do not suspect that I listen 
 
or that my imagination 
could polish their stories, 
 
until they shine, until you could almost 
see your face in them. 
 
And if ever they happen to see themselves in a poem, 
they’ll attribute it to chance resemblance, 
 
mere coincidence, as they turn to each other 
and say ‘I’d swear that was us, but 
 
I distinctly remember that the cafe was empty, 
when we spoke of this that day.’ 
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8th Grade Dance Hallelujah  
Torrin Greathouse 
 
Maybe 
love is a dance floor, where only 
left feet are allowed, 
where everybody is laughing, and no one is laughing at you. 
Where 10,000 lovers toe-tap to the melody of 
each others’ heartbeats, off key with the song, 
like the hallelujah of an 8th grade dance revival and 
everyone still looks terrible, 
but this time 
no one cares. 
 
Maybe 
love is the best cheap wine we can afford 
on a Friday night when rent is due soon 
and it’s started to feel like we’re stilt walking 
on butterfly knives. 
Baby let’s get just drunk enough to lose our balance. 
I can be your left foot if you’ll be my right, ‘cause sometimes loving 
is not understanding the gravity of a situation, 
but knowing you couldn’t shoulder it alone. 
 
Or maybe, 
love is the ocean reaching for the moon, 
each quiet particle stretching, stretching palms 
upward like dinner plate Frisbees, 
waiting for the fall 
waiting for the fall, 
then shattering down on themselves, 
into endless violet fractals like a delivery truck crashing 
into a factory that for some reason only manufactures 
blue glass. 
They know they’re never gonna reach it 
but they don’t stop trying. 
 
Or love is the last spark 
of a lightning bug whose entire world has become encased in glass, 
who has given up flying because there is nowhere left to go. 
The last full body shockwave of light bled out 
into the cold horizon 
of a mason jar so a child can see tonight. 
 
Or love is a heart full of chips I brushed off my shoulder, 
and I feel bad for filling it up with them, but 
they didn’t have anywhere else to go. 
Then you came in like an open door 
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and a slingshot, 
like we’re gonna shoot down the whole world on a Saturday night, 
like maybe love 
is running out of ammunition. 
 
But I think that maybe 
love is like a performance art exhibit I saw once 
where people tied their lover’s feet to a tiny 
wooden block with one rickety wheel beneath it 
then helped them to stand 
when they couldn’t stand on their own. 
 
Everybody kept falling down. 
I saw love 
in the eyes of the people 
who kept standing up 
until they got it right. 
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Laundry  
Amy Schreibman Walter 
 
There was a time when I travelled 
in the dark, sheer across 21st street – 
pyjamas, padded slippers, quarters jangling 
under my winter coat, as though a homeless person, 
or a crazy, only to wash my sheets. 
 
There was a time when I delivered my laundry 
to a large Laundromatic drum, sat on a plastic chair 
waiting for the cycle to finish, squeaky brown seat 
upon bright orange linoleum. I wrote letters to you 
on formica countertops as people were sorting their 
whites from their darks. 
 
There was a time when the operatics of soap suds 
dying against a plastic porthole 
distracted me from reading Great American Novels. 
On Sundays I talked about the rain with the Chinese lady, 
the one who had an endless supply of change in her jar. 
New York was a hard place to live. 
 
This is not New York. Today 
our dirty linens have no duffel bag to contain them. 
I carry them down carpeted stairs in bare feet. 
The arms of our sweaters reach to each other, 
your socks spin inside my socks. 
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Two Week Wait  
Wendy Pratt 
 
Love turned the dial up 
and watched us burn in its gas 
light. Love caught us like frogspawn 
and cupped us in the light of a duck 
egg blue day. Love breathed and whistled 
and lifted our faces and touched 
us gently as truth must do, and ran us 
through like soap suds on washing day. 
Like clean sheets on the line we were lifted, 
the breeze let us breathe. Love was needles 
and charts and scans, love was clinic visits 
and operations, love riddled us with drugs, 
love shook us with hope, love gave us you, 
love lost us both, love lost us all. 
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The Weight  
Tom Montag 
 
All night the stars, 
a road in the distance, 
some wind. 
 
Things fly away 
from us at astonishing 
speed, as 
 
if gravity is greater 
out at the edge 
than here 
 
in the center of this 
universe, as if what 
we want 
 
was always meant 
to be lost to us. 
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First Poem I Wrote For You  
C J Miles 
 
When poets go extinct, will the birds follow? Every love poem is a fossil meant to be 
unearthed centuries later, from the cracked ribs of a skeleton, dusted and studied, stuck 
behind a sheath of glass. Thank God this is not a stupid love poem but instead just some 
words dedicated to the days that keep struggling to find their meaning. I have been thinking 
about you for so long my thoughts have piled skyscraper tall. I hope they never meet a 
plane. I hope you never get out of bed without looking both ways. I hope you are thinking 
about me while you pour your coffee, while you brush your teeth, while you condition your 
hair for a full two minutes. You are waiting for me to quit cancer and I am waiting to find 
something that isn’t a side effect of love. Neither of us will quit first. Still, I hope we never 
stop waiting. I hope we never stop wrinkling. I hope we reach for the prune juice at the 
same time. And I say and I say and I say, I hope the birds follow the cancer after it kills me. 
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Father to Son  
John Foggin 
 
There were fathers, I believed, 
who played football with their sons, 
or took them fishing, taught them 
complicated games with loops of string, 
or the names of birds, 
or how to draw a horse. 
 
Mine went down into his cellar 
with its one red bulb. How he shut 
the cellar door, said: don’t open it. 
Not for anything. Just don’t. 
 
Down there with his trays 
of fixatives, his papers, tweezers, 
his enlarger, clothes pegs, 
strung lines of contact sheets 
and images appearing 
like buds unfolding, like skies clearing. 
 
Never a picture of his wife. Or me. 
Hilltop trees, streets of milltowns, 
streams. Things. I inherit this. 
This is what I do. 
 
Unpopulated landscapes. Burned trees. 
Still lives. Birds. Bones. Never 
a living child. Sometimes 
photographs of strangers 
caught between before 
or after. 
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Daughters of Thor  
Karen Jane Cannon 
 
At the first rumble we would scramble to the window, 
eyes bright lightning strikes, 
 
ears curved conch shells, echoing 
the distant tide. 
 
The air charged with static, 
from the low rumbles in our parent’s room 
 
and we would count the claps of thunder – 
One thousand, two thousand, three thousand, 
 
as the storm blew overhead. 
We watched for the flash of electricity 
 
that would split the sky so wide— 
once we climbed up a jagged fork of light 
 
and crawled inside. We stared down 
at the channel churning below, marbled as tombstone, 
 
saw the look of horror on the faces of sailors 
trying to turn into the wind. 
 
And watched the coastguard slip from his bed, 
his life neatly rolled up on the shore. 
 
We didn’t feel the sharp edges of sky tearing 
our skin— the three of us, 
 
worthy daughters of Thor. We just listened 
behind closed doors. 
 
In the morning our mother would sweep debris, 
sew the world back together again. 
 
She tried to fix the sky split too, 
with a plastic first aid kit, rolls of lint. 
 
But on a bright day 
you can still see the scars. 
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A Different Life  
Ion Corcos 
 
Grey suit, sweet bread in a plastic bag, 
he stops to look at a studio full of marble. 
 
Thin white hair, like a gnarled branch 
trained to cover lattice with flowers; 
 
the scent of fish in the salted air; music 
old as my father when he left his home. 
 
My father would have felt at home here, 
at home in this Greek mountain village; 
 
the closeness, the gossip, the nearness to sea. 
When his father died, my father found 
 
his own Alexandria, but it was occupied. 
Greece was his home, but he never returned. 
 
He never walked these narrow streets, 
and I will never walk them with him; 
 
my father in a suit, sweet bread in his hand, 
and beside him, his flowered wife. 
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Ode to a Departure Lounge  
Ken Evans 
 
The all-over body rub of Sky News 
wrapped round with ads, to fly 
Emirates or Air France; the soft plea 
of decorous women in flat hats, 
pale faces and white scarves, 
medieval queens from art galleries. 
In-flight delectables tendered 
to 38C, 61F, the well-to-do seats 
of velveteen and antimacassar. 
 
A childish optimism of bright brands 
entices, as I walk to the dream 
of an aeroplane. Unguents, liquids, 
to fill the pores and scatter the brain, 
a double-act of Molton Brown and Bombay 
Sapphire, the Testers and Tasters 
of duty-free, an arrowed path to a glass heaven. 
 
Bedded and gowned, bring me here to die 
in the public flux, under steel-girder plangencies 
of Abba and Vivaldi, a womb-comfort 
of flight-announcements, breaking news 
like surf in an oriental watercolour, caught 
at a cusp of revelation; red banners, 24/7, 
follow the widescreen, pendants in a victory joust. 
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Sinew  
Dawn Leas 
 
If I knew you would sprint across the tracks, 
jump the crumbling stone wall, 
run through the Victorian’s weed-punctuated yard, 
climb the rusted fire escape, 
push up my bedroom window, 
its aging panes rattled by freight-train rumble, 
just enough to slide in your runner’s body, 
and tuck me under you by light of the midnight moon, 
then I wouldn’t have had to cry 
so many years over my fall from grace. 
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Breakfast in the West 
Mark Greene 
 
Sunday morning, drinking tea as we sat 
on the sofa watching the latest footage from Aleppo: 
a hospital hit by a barrel bomb; a child, with skin 
turned obsidian, rescued from the rubble. You asked 
 
if there was a reason for the hospital being destroyed. 
I struggled to answer. I tried to explain, as the bacon 
began to spit in the pan, that sometimes 
rockets and bombs don’t always land where they should. 
 
What did we know of the world? 
 
At the table we listened to Classic FM – a symphony 
by Shostakovich – whilst eating bacon on toast 
with brown sauce. And after we finished 
we returned to the sofa and the TV remote. 
 
But the news from Aleppo was over, replaced by the weather 
and the promise of sun. You then gave a smile, 
which seemed to fly through the day like a bird, 
and said we wouldn’t have to take our coats to the park. 
 
What did we know of the world? 
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Life-Saving  
Holly Magill 
 
He leans, his back to the pumps; 
a casual elbow belying his care 
to not blot into others’ spillages. 
 
Watches her head bob, 
a life buoy in the pub-tide; 
if he could reach out 
to clasp it. 
 
For now, he holds timidity 
under the waves of his next pint, 
sluices his tongue to talk 
like another man’s, 
 
someone normal, approachable; 
waits for it to be her round. 
 
She’ll stand, head still bobbing, 
squirm the crush to the bar, 
effortless breaststroke – 
under his arm and he’s lifesaving 
her friends’ double vodka-cokes. 
 
Hopes she’ll see him, washed 
cleaner than he ever could be, 
float him to safety. 
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Passing  
Mary Norton Gilonne 
 
This is where the living wait. 
A city’s distant cubes and soarings, 
our old local on a cobbled quay, 
your boat and a little sun belying absences. 
We’re ashed from the morning scattering, 
emptied of sea. Talk circles your leaving 
like a buoy and we long for certainty of land, 
our beer flat and warm as tilled brown fields. 
How to explain that hush of listening glass, 
a rush of greening light, as if somewhere 
the very water of you turns to leaves. 
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In My House-Mother’s Office  
Bethany W Pope 
 
Once a month I’d lie flat on my stomach 
(cigarette ashes and polyester 
carpet fibers blackening my hip bones) 
and write thank-you notes to the church members 
who donated my allowance. She said, 
‘They sent you fifteen dollars this month. Tell 
them you spent half on a CD and gave 
the rest as your tithe to our on-campus 
church.’ The carton near her hand was empty. 
She plucked another from the pile and shook 
free a pack of unfiltered Marlboros, 
lighting one from the hot butt in her fat, 
red hand. ‘Sweet talk them. You’re good at big words. 
Maybe next month they’ll send more. The taxes 
are so high on these things I need every cent.’ 
I lied pretty well to those church women. 
It was easy. All I had to do was 
pretend that I had enough energy 
to want more than escape. Besides, having grown 
up in churches, I knew what kind of story 
my audience preferred; grateful, and sweet. 
On TV, the fickle Wheel of Fortune turned. 
It was a pleasure to mask my life in words. 
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To a Younger Self  
John Mackie 
 
so you wish, so you say, 
to bend your life to the goad 
the restless itch of the word 
to follow the wisp 
of a will …… well, 
 
change your name, address, 
bank and passwords frequently 
switch utilities and credit cards 
learn foreign languages 
live abroad whenever you can 
 
use sheaths of noms des plumes 
each with a different aesthetic 
nipping from autographic 
to allographic and back 
all the while 
 
you’ll have to put up with blood-type 
shoe-size fingerprints and DNA 
but coating yourself in PVA 
will help you cover 
some of your tracks 
 
don’t talk with Roger Scruton 
or look in Harry Fainlight’s eyes 
for longer than it takes to know 
that both are too convinced 
to be convincing 
 
don’t sit on the steps of the Albert Memorial 
hoping for Wholly Communion 
travel on storms 
cluster with wildebeest 
run from the roaring boys 
 
follow it go with it 
let it blow you away, 
up all the red dirt tracks 
down all the lead sea lanes; 
nobody here will miss you 
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This poem is too neat  
Jonathan Taylor 
 
The end of this poem will be too neat, too pat. 
It will do that circular thing of coming back 
to an image or memory at the start, of connecting 
something very early with something sad 
years later. 
 

The start of the poem will describe 
my very first memory of leaving the outdoor 
Art Deco lido in Trentham Gardens 
which was full of dozens of mummies’ bare legs 
and was apparently closed when I was four. 
I recall all of us shivering in towels in the car 
and asking my father what pneumonia was 
because he’d told us he’d get it if we didn’t 
leave right away. He explained what it was 
and many years later he did get it and died. 
 
I told you the end of this poem would be too neat, 
too pat, as if a poem can lock you into a pattern 
and there’s no getting out of it. 
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Uh uh uh Trumpeteers: a found poem  
Geoff Hattersley 
 
Looking around at all of you 
you rockin’ rollers and holy rollers 
 
you with the hands that rock the cradle 
you all make the world go round 
 
and now our cause is one 
he is not a politician – can I get a ‘Hallelujah!’ 
 
the main thing the main thing he knows 
the main thing he knows the main thing 
 
and he knows how to lead the charge 
so troops hang in there help is on the way 
 
better than anyone isn’t he known 
for being able to command fire 
 
he builds things big things things that touch the sky 
power through strength – O.K. ? 
 
well and then funny haha not funny but now 
all these years they don’t want that to end 
 
they’ve been wearing a this 
political correctness kind of like a suicide vest 
 
what they’re doing is wailing well Trump 
and his uh uh uh Trumpeters 
 
they’re not conservative enough 
well then we’re talking about our very existence 
 
so no we’re not going to chill in fact 
it’s time to drill baby drill down. 
 

 
Source: Sarah Palin’s speech endorsing Donald Trump, 
Republican primary, Iowa, January 19, 2016. 
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The first person I ever hated 
Stephen Daniels 
 
was nine and had serrated breath 
her vice like wit held me captured 
 
O! The tearing of personality 
she inflicted with each prod 
 
left me chasing her charm 
around the playground like a dog 
 
there were times when she 
would sew my social status 
 
into the skins of my enemies 
continually provoking a chase 
 
I caught her one day 
and my hands felt her shoulders 
 
after years of pursuit 
my position was now fixed 
 
in retaliation for all the ridicule 
and embarrassment she now dismissed 
 
we scowled at each other 
then shared our first kiss 
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The Dockers’ Clock  
Michael Brown 
 
castellated parapet 
time stopped, ragwort 
 
at all hours, padlocked 
tidal fog, estuary 
 
granite block, Irish Sea 
harbinger, caveat 
 
watch and ward, sentinel 
for all time, dockers’ clock 
 
leaking roof, dandelion 
corbel, tobacco ship 
 
what came along, landing stage 
grain and hide, dying trade 
 
six faced, derelict 
staircase, pigeon-shit 
 
carbon black, living wage 
Scouse wit, heritage 
 
cotton war, warning bell 
for all days, dockers’ clock 
 
a day’s work, a day’s pay 
as always, dockers’ clock 
 
for all days, dockers’ clock 
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The wisdom of a four-year-old  
Sarah L Dixon 
 
I want this kerb for my pet. 
I am going to kill the weather with a knife. 
I don’t want to talk about marshmallows. 
I am running out of cuddly toys to grow out of me. 
I want to play hotchog. 
But first, I want to pretend to be a Transformer. 
I had a bath the tomorrow that was before today. 
You smell like camouflage. 
Camouflage smells like superheroes. 
Superheroes smell like blue paint. 
It is quite difficult to drive a cloud. 
Is your heart in a cage so if doesn’t fly away? 
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Outing  
Hilary Hares 
 
Stone-faced in the small, square Ford that smells 
of oil and damp, my father’s bucking through the gears 
 
without the aid of synchromesh. His cactus arm sticks out 
to show we’re turning right, his sleeve soaked through with rain. 
 
Under the tartan blanket in the back I make a world where I 
can be The Lady of Shalott, the windscreen-wipers slowing 
 
as we climb each hill, my mother granting favours – 
single squares of Fruit-and-Nut. 

Clear Poetry Anthology 2016 98 



17th May 2015  
Kevin Reid 
 
We share our visit 
with red carnations 
and white roses. 
 
Dad fills pots with water, 
cuts stems, talking, 
always talking. 
 
Manna and me arrange, 
Dylan waits 
to lay his wreathed heart. 
 
Photographs to share 
with absent family. 
Today is your birthday, 
 
the first here, 
the turf still healing. 
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Tea Candles  
Jennie Farley 
 
There was this woman – let’s call her 
Maud – who went about helping herself 
to things in shops. She was the kind 
of person should keep a cat, eyes the blue 
of a child speechless with joy at a birthday party. 
She wore a flowered frock with lots of smocking. 
She left her large shopping trolley in the hall. 
 
Her front room was a tottering tower 
of glorious booty, jewelled slippers, 
velvet gowns, fur capes, things 
she’d never wear. 
There was a drawer full of tea candles, 
a small table laid with lace doilies, 
fairy cakes, sherry in tiny glasses 
to welcome visitors who never came; 
 
and no one would ever see inside 
the airing cupboard on the landing, 
each shelf heaped with bootees, 
knitted baby bonnets, plastic 
rattles in pink and blue. 
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At the keyhole of the master bedroom  
Helen Freeman 
 
Your top a t-shirt two sizes too big, 
mango-stained, with the hem unravelling 
into an ample skirt and pockets 
most likely full of bees and glossy starlings. 
From this angle, from the secrecy, 
with Liquorice Allsorts (here, take one!) 
you are a queen, dispensing 
perfume, knighthoods, world peace. 
 
I watch you prop your royal sceptre 
in a bucket of Dettol bubbles and lean over 
to pick a lipstick from my mother’s drawer. 
You scrunch up your face like a rabbit, 
your cracked lips and fingers smudge with mulberry. 
From this angle, from the secrecy, 
with aniseed breath (go on, have another!) 
I can only imagine the scent of Chanel 
on your walnut skin. 
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Nestling  
Mark Totterdell 
 
Among the grass of our safe childhood garden, 
we found a tiny monster, which had fallen, 
ugly as sin, from somewhere in the skies. 
We gaped at its impossible, pink foulness, 
a shocking, insupportable near-foetus, 
with dull blue bruises where it wanted eyes, 
 
and as we stared in unbelieving wonder, 
it forced our eyes to open ever wider, 
and climbed into our minds, where it took hold. 
Thus were we dispossessed of our snug haven, 
thrown to the wicked world, our nest unwoven, 
our new horizons vast and grim and cold. 
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Catching Up  
Chris Hardy 
 
He chases a sparrow 
that flies away 
when he gets near 
 
then lands and 
as he catches up 
flies off again. 
 
I want to tell him, 
but cannot work out how 
or why, 
 
that life is a sparrow 
which flies away 
when you get close, 
 
and if you ever do 
wrap your hands around 
its frail, winged body 
 
the frightened heart 
beating beneath your fingers 
will make you 
let it go. 
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Morning on Skye  
Janet Philo 
 
You said I must get up and 
share this day with you… 
But what if I had not? 
All I would have seen, was grey. 
 
Days had been wrapped in grey, 
alpaca soft and dripping, but not today, 
today’s firm skin is stretched and full 
of colour; turquoise, red and royal blue 
 
reflections of small boats, anchored 
in moss green. A green edge to 
the liquid pink of sunrise pouring 
across a flat and polished sea. 
 
Domestic strife of seabirds 
shreds the silence. A hungry otter 
threads quiet savagery through water 
and, like a cardboard cut-out, 
 
matt black, picture book still, 
a cormorant’s neck is bent 
to his breast, beak buried 
in softness. His neck forms a circle; 
 
a lens through which I see 
as far as my world’s end. 
You said I must get up 
and share this day with you 
 
But what if I had not? 
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Spilled Childhood  
Melisa Malvin-Middleton 
 
of chocolate milk 
Fruit Loops sprawl the linoleum. 
 
Fallen blips of primary color 
bloat with heaving sweetness. 
 
Willie Wonka river 
swells into Quik cascade 
 
meeting 
ceramic daggers. 
 
The crash and scream 
make the boy shudder. 
 
A macabre routine: 
I’m sorry. 
 
No visible blood 
this time 
 
unlike the punch 
that stains the marble counter. 
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