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Editor’s Note 
 
Just a quick note for this issue – I’m running late for this reason and that 
(children, travelling, birthdays, and the rest), but we’re here now and that’s the 
main thing. 
 
I’m excited to introduce our new feature at Bonnie’s Crew – with this issue we 
are happy to announce we’re now accepting audio files.  
 
Our first audio is Raine Geoghegan’s lovely Romani lullaby ‘Safe in Our Vardo 
Tonight’, which is linked on our website, under the text version found in this 
issue, and right here on SoundCloud.  
 
Happy reading (and listening!). 

 
Kate Garrett 
 
Sheffield, UK 
June 2019 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

https://soundcloud.com/bonnieandcrew/safe-in-our-vardo-tonight-by-raine-geoghegan/
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Last Spring 

 
this face was different. Green fire 
in corals’ arms. No amount of golden 
drinks grew red blossoms on my cheeks.  
And as if in fate’s cue, I dreamt a garment  
slit to the neck of a shell-white dress –  
exposed meadows. It is hard to interpret  
reality in the absence of sleep. I have been 
counting blooms in the tone of summer’s: 
taut taunt turn of the tongue, precise  
and error free my declamations. Last  
spring you arrived hefting trees  
on your shoulders. You declared they  
needed to be cut. I built a ring of fire 
from their barks, and made the season 
change to a guiltless summer. 
 

Sheikha A. 
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Gardening is an honor system 
 
Broccoli goes with tomatoes, 
tomatoes like onions, 
strawberries remind me of you 
 
You on my hip, your tiny hand extended. 
 
A few dollars placed in a jar.  
 
May.  You were barely two.   
          You who had come into this world ginger- 
          topped, screaming face crimson. 
 
The fruit picked, then bitten, the cap handed back,  
a small hand reaching -- an exchange of red.  

Again. Again. 
 
Strawberry all over your face and body,   

calyx discarded in a box at my feet   
your father then driving, grinning. 

 
Your hips are now widening, your face pimpling    
 
First Father’s ashes dangling from your neck 
Second Father kneeling beside you in the garden 
 
Adjusting the wild strawberries climbing unexpectedly into the garden, 

you dig barehanded in the dirt,  
and make room for new seedlings 
 

Deirdre Fagan 
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Washing Day 
 
Perhaps she’s wearing blue, with flowers – tiny, printed,  
forget-me-nots, on her apron, the ties crossed at the back,  
and knotted under her bosom. Her hair is in a shiny roll, 
off her face, her lips bright pink, her sleeves pushed up 
from hand washing woollens in the sink. I see her  
with a baby on her hip, woken from its nap by the doorbell.  
 
It could be a boy with a telegram that wakes the child, 
or a neighbour with a message from the post office; nosy, 
pushing past, into the hall, her eyes roaming over the clutter, 
taking in the damp washing, the steaming pan of potatoes 
and the baby, jiggling, lulled to sobbing. Maybe 
it’s just the postman, with nothing more sinister than bills. 
 
It can’t be the postman though, too late in the day. 
A telegram then, the boy, embarrassed, needing a signature, 
knowing the news  he’s giving this woman will change  
her life forever. The baby; shushed to silence now,  
widens her eyes at the stranger. The potatoes boil over,  
the hand-knits drip onto the lino under the mangle. 
 
If it were summer, a child’s voice calls from the field, 
past the yard and over the lane that’s strung  
with washing lines – their sheets flapping. The child’s pig-tails 
bob above the tall grass and the dandelion clocks, disturbed 
by her running, float after her. A little girl, pulled home 
by the sound of her mother’s scream. 
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It could be the silence that calls the child from her game.  
The baby, her head on her mother’s chest 
is quiet at last, sensing the shift in the day’s mood, the woman 
too shocked at the words on the paper to cry. The silence  
in a house that is never silent, the pool below  
the wet washing grows and the potatoes boil dry. 
 

Gill Lambert 
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Esquisse 

 
No, I'm not alone. 
A child unborn tugs at my sleeve. 
Four spirits carry the weight of my hair. 
 
Blackbird, Elk, Wolf, and Swan.  
Their look comes from nowhere 
and has no end.  My eyes  
 
are closed but I'm not sleeping. 
I measure your absence in dust fall. 
Every mote on my lid tells its story, 
 
and we listen to each till the heartbeat  
ends. Days go on forever and  
these Finnish nights are even longer. 
 
We lie on the table beside the window 
awaiting your look and your hand. 
 

Scott Elder 
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In the garage 
 
I am crowded out by the past 
my shoes slip on photographs  
they are gradually being ruined 
by dust on the floor 

 
I find the number I wore at Cirencester     
Athletics meeting aged sixteen 

 
I need to make more room for me 
yet I want to hold onto everything 
cramming my arms with my selves 
 

Mary Percy-Burns 
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Forty 

  

Healing from 39’s witching hour, the clothes loads  
piled up, she climbs through the laundry room dust.    
  
Her sons matured quickly from last Christmas until 
Independence Day, delivering each meal to her bed,  
alms for their arthritic matriarch, all brought in love.  
 
For she’s adored by her boys and blessed to own her  
own bed. So she’s willing to languish there, findable 
forever when needed, since everyone needs a mother.   
 
Family sawed off her branch, bled out from the stump.   
But Momma-in-law folds the clean clothes with God’s  
hands, as Dad prays peace over all these broken things. 
 
Today, a word drips rain, sprouting seedling from seed.  
It roots down new beliefs, unfolding her new flags free.   
 

Catherine Zickgraf 
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Summer Mother 

 
the air is thick as mozzarella 
as stringy 
 
the jays are all watched out 
are fractious in the larch 
 
nettle mash is my tongue 
i etch the stone in my throat 
with its poison 
 
i am not lazy, no I am not 
there are sweat seams between  
me and my sandles and inevitably   
the settling folds of my body 
 
the fox 
i haven’t seen her for so long 
i feel hurt  
 
there are leaves at her door 
 
it is like my own rind 
thickening daily  
in this unquenched heat 
  
the fox and i 
blocked in with our cubs 
 
we sleep in the day 
because we must 
 

Susannah Violette 
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Bonnie Rowan 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Geraldine Clarkson 
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Alchemy 
 
Your burning love was inside me,  
and in the street, in the dusk,  
a carriage passed. 
 
* 
 
You were in your city clothes now, still with your elegance,  
your hair – in its rich beauty,  
but on your back this time I saw wings –  
real ones, not angelic, with feathers. 
We were in the womb of Athens,  
I was being born from my head. 
 
* 
 
The moon was making summer  
on the snow. 
I had hidden wings.  
 
* 
 
On a Wednesday,  
I entered your heart,  
never to leave it again. 
 
* 
 
From the bridge over the road, gray clouds  
were taking off.  
I am this song.  
 

Margarita Serafimova 
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Sandcastles 
 
You scoop up the wet clumps and drop with a splat  
Into the bucket, slapping the top flat. 
Last time, the soft grains ran through our fingers. 
Nothing could we make of it. But today 
We have our chance. You had some calling 
Pulling us here, determined to return 
Before we left, to build upon that thought. 
Nanna and Granddad are waiting. The wind up, 
Your woolly hat pulled down tight, you giggle, 
Oblivious to the surrounding storm. 
Turned out, half-patterned, one corner slant-topped, 
You repair and remould. The lump takes form 
Realising inside out your vision. 
 
You alter, revealing the shape within. 
Look how you go now. Will it still be here 
Tomorrow? For a short while longer, my love, 
But now you’ve made one you can always make more. 
 
In the distance, I can just about see 
My parents, waving from the promenade. 
 

Peter Burrows 
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Sugar Love 
 
sugar on floor 
you drew a heart 
sweetness shared 
 

Paula Nicolson 
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We will adopt your baby 

 
I walk past this sign every day, held up by a man  
a head and shoulders taller than I am.  
He, and others, line the pavement – although here  
it’s called a sidewalk –  
and they stare at me with accusation, 
making every step I take heavier than a newborn. 
 
I pass the family planning clinic  
and thank a god that isn’t theirs 
that I don’t need to enter the door  
they guard, 
the door they’ll never need themselves, 
and I think how easy it is to be against  
what you can’t imagine.   
 

Beth O’Brien 
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Separation Anxiety 
 
The day she realises  
her children are growing up  
is the day she resolves never  
to scrub away that stain  
at the top of the stairs,  
or wipe muddy handprints  
from the balustrade.  
 
Her home will become  
a testament to a physical truth  
long gone, accretions will stretch out  
across the years. 
 
Fondly she will stroke  
yuck stuck to radiators, whisper  
to tiny felt-tip scribbles on the wall,  
reach out and touch 
unconditional love. 
 

Maxine Rose Munro 
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Home 
 
A calmness and serenity follows 
her like shadows, 
drenching her soles 
with a feeling of home. 
Her essence, more profound than 
emotions or memories, 
is innate and essential  
like air. 
 
She is love 
 
Yesterday and Forever. 
 

Kit Casey 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



♥ 23 ♥ 

 

Little Boy Blue 
 
We built castles with towers that kissed the sky 
using brightly colored blocks held together with magic. 
Then, like the giant who chased Jack down the beanstalk, 
you would knock them all down and 
laugh as a wave of blue and red and yellow 
washed over our bare feet. 
We would zoom around winding race tracks 
in our tiny Porsches and Lamborghinis— 
your voice rising and falling as you called out 
the position of the cars speeding around corners 
and fighting for first place. 
We would ride through tunnels and over bridges 
on a train with a smiling face, 
and you were the engineer that took us to faraway lands 
where we constructed forts from sheets and blankets 
and invited in all your cotton stuffed friends. 
We would chase each other around the house— 
growling like scary monsters and  
slipping and sliding in our socks, 
squealing with laughter when we fell on our bottoms. 
We would play hide-n-seek 
and I would pretend not to see the big lump 
underneath the fuzzy blanket 
or the little toes sticking out from behind a curtain. 
All those days seeking adventure 
in colorful world of imagination 
where I was queen and you were prince. 
All those days, like an old nursery rhyme, 
seem so far behind us now— 
their memory forever filling and breaking my heart. 
 

Lisa Lerma Weber 
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Grandmothers 

 
Nanchang has a surplus of old ladies — 
grandmothers, most of them, who dance with fans 
in city squares (for calisthenics) 
and dye their hair pink. Grandmothers, who take 
classes in traditional Chinese  
calligraphy, or duck-walk down the street, 
training borrowed toddlers in the nuances 
of navigating pavements. Grandmothers 
plop down beside me in the park, asking 
questions. I know which questions, even if 
they're asking in Mandarin. I’ve heard them 
frequently enough: How long have you been  
in China? Have you found a boyfriend yet? 
Do your parents know what you are doing? 
You are very tall, very beautiful.  
Your hair is a nice colour and, and also 
your skin. Yes, you definitely have 
a boyfriend, but he can't be Chinese. 
You’d stand too high over him. They will, 
inevitably, ask if I've eaten.  
They will, inevitably, decide 
that, even if I have, I don't eat enough. 
They will press food into my hands. 
I will accept it. If they speak English, 
they will say that I am someone's daughter. 
They will say that, someday, their own daughters 
might go wandering, and if she does, 
they hope that there are grandmothers waiting 
to organise their love-lives and keep them fed.  
 

Bethany W Pope 
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Lucky 

 

You negotiate with thunderstorms. 

 

The start of Florida’s rainy season coincides with your vacation. It isn’t ducking 

in and out of doorways, so much as avoiding the downpours through the perfect 

timing of your exits from shops and dives into the car. We were lucky then, 

weren’t we? Your father exclaims each time, revelling in your good fortune as if it 

were a skill you had all honed, evading the rain despite the weatherman’s best 

efforts to misinform you of its movements. You were lucky. 

 

Back home, there is no negotiating with thunderstorms. 

 

There is luck in the form of coincidence, but there is no real power. 

Thunderstorms are much the same as diagnoses – you can catch them at the 

right time, at the let-up, at the early stages, but this is only blind luck; it is only 

fumbling around in the dark. There is luck but there is no being lucky, despite all 

attempts to frame it that way.  

 

They caught it early, people say. 

At least you don’t need chemo, they say. 

You are lucky, they say, like you should be grateful. 

Oh yeah? You don’t say, but should. What about your luck? Where is your cancer? 

 

Because you have already harvested as much gratitude from this waterlogged 

field as you possibly could, without needing someone (who is standing perfectly 

dry in the farmhouse) pointing out to you as you wade through the mud in your 

wellies, where you should dig next. You beckon for them to come out and help 

you but they simply wave from the window. Point to the lightning striking a 

neighbouring field, shout over to you that at least that isn’t the storm you’re in, 

and aren’t you grateful that someone else has it worse? Think about how lucky 

you are, they say, their warm breath clouding up the windowpane. You bend 



♥ 26 ♥ 

 

towards the earth with your hoe, cold rain smattering across your face, eyes 

straining for those glimmering jewels of gratitude hidden deep in the soil. 

 

You wish for the simplicity of Florida, of storms that were warm and 

intermittent. You think of the beach and try to grasp onto the image of white-hot 

sand with slippery, rainwashed fingers. Meanwhile, they stand and watch, rub 

their woollen arms, sip their tea. Shiver as the sash windows allow a draft to 

slink through. Pad across the room to the log fire. 

 

Sam Rose 
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Tachycardia 
 
One doctor gave me a dozen diagnoses.  
I couldn't pronounce "tachycardia" 
with an extra "r," but it made so much sense 
When I thought back to a high school assignment 
and the persistent 
"Wrong, wrong, wrong." 
Nobody's heartbeat would be that strong.  
 
A normal heart beats 60, 70, 80 times a minute.  
If you stop and listen,  
Count the beats,  
It's proof that you're still functioning.  
It's proof that you're alive.  
 
Somewhere along the way,  
God must've known I'd need extra reminders.  
 

Juliette Sebock 
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An Attempt in Vein 
 
I’ve wondered why they call it "drawing blood" 
Why not just “taking blood”? 
Perhaps because like drawing, it too is an art 
And just like any artistic endeavor, it requires 
  
Patience 
Practice 
Precision  
  
You must stay within the lines 
Of the vasculature 
Make contact at just the right angle 
Whether it’s pencil on paper  
Or needle on dermis 
  
Like a vibrant palette 
Each color is represented  
Blue tube; coagulation labs 
Lavender tube; hematology labs 
Yellow tube; lipid profile  
 
Drawing blood  
A vessel for expression.  
 

Fredrick Martyn 
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Us too – among the lost hearts 
 
 

 
 
 

 
S.A. Leavesley 
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Liav's Dreamscape #2 

 
Coachie ‘n me walked and talked all the way to the Tower of Love bus station. 
We rode upstairs in the sun on the Big Blue Bubble double-decker coach.  
It had a rainbow restaurant run by two red and green plaid Jersey cows. 
They and us baked milk cookies then ate some then I brought the rest home to 
Mommy. 
Back there my big brother Simon will open her baby-safe Tylenol bottle for 
Gramps. 
 

Gerard Sarnat 
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Hard Heart 
 
A heart made lateritious,  
used in many ways,  
forming walls of such,  
forming foundations of being.  
 
I keep you out, 
protecting my softness.  
 
I keep you out,  
hiding insecurities. 
 
This vital organ used as a rock  
to beat away love;  
stone hearted and foolish,  
shaped by the world. 
 

Rickey Rivers Jr 
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Snowflake 
  
isn’t ironic 
(with apologies to the writer 
of that most Gen X of anthems) 
this notion – 
of using 
snowflake 
as an insult, a put-down 
when really 
it conveys so well 
how intricately, exquisitely 
unique 
we all are 
and though we only have a brief time 
before we melt back 
into the greater pool 
all water remembers us 
our beauty 
our brevity 
accumulating inexorably 
into infinity 
which, 
for any Millennials out there 
isn’t just a cold dark place 
in the Marvel Universe 
 

Julia Clark 
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The Frog Attraction 
 
Drawn by the sound of 
“Gwoak Gwoak”, 
I depart the trail 
for the hidden woods, 
a small reedy pond, 
and come upon a frog in lily-pad squat 
with moist green skin, 
protruding eyes aimed in my direction. 
 
Its hind legs twitch, 
mouth widens, 
That is the sum of its awareness. 
My gleanings begin 
with a glassy-greenish pool of water 
glimmering in afternoon light, 
a tiny creature with a deep, sonorous croak. 
who has drawn me, like a sleepwalker 
to the source of the sounds it makes. 
 
But I have much more to bring  
to this modest confrontation. 
The creature is part-myth, 
part-figurine, part-womb and fertility 
symbol, part-fairytale-creature, 
anything emblematic  
or ensconced in the tradition 
which leads me to another feeling- 
this says more about me  
than it does this forest denizen. 
I intrude. I invent. I overlay. I anthropomorphize. 
It is merely a frog, in its place, in its time. 
 

John Grey 
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Undivided Sky 
 
Wars, rumours of wars  
on the radio 
in my newsfeed 
on the street 
we fret without end 
And my heart is sick of it all 
 
I leave the streets 
under the saltire-blue sky 
and go to the rising hills beyond 
bracken, heather 
soft underfoot 
And the world seems a little less brittle 
 
I lay back  
cradled by the cool earth 
covered by that same dome of sky 
and it is a wonder to me  
under this one sky  
There is no true divide 
 

Vicky Allen 
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Case Number 179,001 
 

The walk felt like years, each step getting slower 
every time my foot reaches the floor. Looking 

hopefully over my shoulder, begging for 
someone, anyone, to come running down to tell 
me that he had backed down from this intense 
battle. That the cries of war had been silenced. 

 
Stepping into the room of silence with capes as 
dark as his soul and white wigs as light as my 

innocence. With shaky hands grasping the card in 
my left and holy book in my right. Stuttering, 

stumbling, slowly reading the jumbled words that 
fell upon that damaged piece of laminate that 

meant I was truthful. 
 

I sat, perched on the edge of a chair, there for a 
purpose, not comfort. To look from judge, to 

barrister, to jury and back again. The moment the 
opposition opened their mouths it felt like a 

thundering cavalry heading towards me, with me 
armed with only a single rose held over my heart. 

 
To be made a liar, to be made a fool. 

 
Eli Dagger 
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Don’t Let them  

 
Don't let them steal your heart. 
Your passion can shine through their darkest insults. 
 
Don't let them take your spirit. 
 
You are the progress of evolution and of God. 
You are meant to be here. 
 
Don't let them steal your shine. 
The sun shines on your because you are a part of this world. 
 
Don't let them demean you. 
You are your ancestors hope and your generations future 
 
Don't let them tell you that you aren't good enough; 
 
You are the phoenix of your dreams, and ashes, like darkness,  
slip away with time 
 

Adam Levon Brown 
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God Is A Woman  
 
Our Father 

The man on the phone is angry. / “Pastor- I didn’t appreciate your 
prayer. /  How can you say that God is both our Father AND our Mother? / God is 
a man!”  
 
Who art in heaven  
 I was five when it happened/ I cried, “Can’t you see he’s hurting me?” / 
They say God sees all things 
 
Hallowed be thy name  
 What is sacred in this world, if not our children?  
 
Thy Kingdom Come, 
 In seminary, they give me the word, “Theodicy.” / I read extensively / 
but the books of men have no answers for me   
 
Thy Will be Done 
 Is this your will? This brokenness?  
 
On Earth  
 I hide in the womb of the dark chapel / and find comfort/ in the eyes of 
Mary / Mother of God 
 
As it is in heaven  
 You came down from heaven/ a poem made flesh/ the most perfect 
Word / but I’m too angry / I can’t talk to you right now/ Let me speak to / your 
mother. 
 
Give us this day our daily bread  

I grow fat on sadness. / If I clothe this body in pounds of flesh / perhaps 
one day the men won’t look at me/ like I’m something to be eaten  
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Forgive us our debts  
Your mother understands/ She was once a woman too/ After countless 

acts of communion / I learn to forgive myself  
 
As we forgive our debtors  

But do you forgive him, O God? / Christ cried upon the cross, “Father, 
forgive them, for they know now what they do.” / But they knew.  
 
And lead us not into temptation  

If you can’t not be tempted by my body/ gouge out your eye / If you feel 
the urge to grab me/ cut off your hand  
 
But deliver us from evil  

Mary’s eyes saw her own son tortured / and murdered 
 
For Thine is the Kingdom  

What greater evil is there / than what we do to each other? 
 
And the Power  

What greater power is there/ than a woman’s love?  
 
And the Glory  

We cannot compress the glory of God into a metaphor  
 
Forever 

The majesty of creation cannot be confined by gender  
 
And ever  

Nevertheless, I smile / before hanging up the phone/ I can’t help myself 
/ “My friend,” I say, “Don’t you know that God is a woman?”  
 
Amen.  
 

Rebecca Torres-Holland 
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Wildflower Meadow 
 
 

 
 
 

Susan Castillo Street 
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Mama Nevel 
 
Mama Nevel only drank Diet Coke and water, 
offered me some whenever I stepped into her office 
and then told me to grab a book to take home. 
She slathered hand sanitizer on her keyboard 
and doused herself in it  
after shaking hands or grading papers.  
I am surprised she never caught fire  
during her smoke breaks that I covered  
with stories of going to the bathroom. 
She covered trailer walls with clever bumper stickers 
and always had kind words to say 
in her emphysema voice. She walked 
with a limp and a cane, but gave information to us straight, 
never faltered with bull shit, calling it just that. 
She went home to her cat, Kafka, and read.  
We were her children, she said,  
we were her future. I hope 
I have as many children as her. 
I hope to be as loved. 
 

Ashley Elizabeth 
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On Father’s 69th Birthday 

     In his hospital room 
 
Everyone has a father  — 
but only some fathers  
sow the seed 
for their sons 
to break into song. 
 
Historians chronicle 
the cave-in of civilizations. 
I can see your decline — 
see it with precision and pain. 
 
Father, you want to hold 
the space you held. 
But, is it my fault,  
that your hands 
now need me? 
 

Sanjeev Sethi 
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Windfall 
 
I watch the shallow rise 
and fall of your chest 
as you sip thimblefuls 
of air. Listen to the clock 
move on the day, the tea trolley 
come and go. I tidy your bottles, 
touch your face. Tidy them again. 
I pour water, wind your watch. 
Open the blind; a windfall 
of sunlight drops around your bed. 
I gather it up. 
 

Stephen Bone 
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a stroll along Albert Dock  
 
i’m 36 
and already i think 
about 
what i might be leaving behind 
 
then my caramel ice-cream 
puts it all 
      to the back 
of my mind 
 

Paul Robert Mullen 
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Safe in Our Vardo Tonight, a lullaby 
 
I’ll gather you into my arms. 
Keep you safe from harm. 
We’ll sit by the yog and I’ll rock you ‘til sov. 
Safe in our vardo tonight. 
 
     Safe in our vardo tonight. 
     Inside the candles alight. 
     For here we’ll lie, my little chie. 
     Safe in our vardo tonight. 
 
I’ll gather you into my arms. 
Keep you safe from harm. 
We’ll wait for daddy, my sweet chavi. 
Safe in our vardo tonight. 
 
     Safe in our vardo tonight. 
     Inside the candles alight. 
     For here, we’ll lie, my little chie. 
     Safe in our vardo tonight. 
     (repeat) 
 

Raine Geoghegan 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Listen to the audio of ‘Safe in our Vardo Tonight’ performed by Raine Geoghegan on 
SoundCloud 
Yog:  fire.  Sov:  sleep.  Vardo:  wagon.  Chie/ Chavi: child. 

https://soundcloud.com/bonnieandcrew/safe-in-our-vardo-tonight-by-raine-geoghegan/
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Us too – lost hearts, swarming 
 

 
 
 

S.A. Leavesley 
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Biographical Notes 
 
Susan Castillo Street is an international woman of mystery. She has published three 
collections of poems – The Candlewoman’s Trade (2003), Abiding Chemistry (2015), 
The Gun-Runner’s Daughter (2018) and a pamphlet, Constellations (2016), as well as 
poems in in many leading journals and anthologies. She is owned by three cats. 
 
Sheikha A. is from Pakistan and United Arab Emirates. Her work appears in a variety 
of literary venues, both print and online, including several anthologies by different 
presses. Recent publications are Pedestal Magazine, Visual Verse, Scarlet Leaf 
Review, Freezine, Literary Heist and elsewhere. More about her can be found 
at sheikha82.wordpress.com 
 
Deirdre Fagan is a widow, wife, and mother of two who has published poetry, 
fiction, and nonfiction.  Most recently, her work has appeared in Autumn Sky 
Daily, Dime Show Review, New Verse News, Nine Muses, The Opiate, and Rat’s Ass 
Review.  Her poem, "Outside In," was nominated for Best of the Net 2018 by Nine 
Muses.  Fagan is also the author to Critical Companion to Robert Frost and has 
published a number of critical essays on poetry, memoir, and teaching pedagogy. She 
teaches literature and writing at Ferris State University where she is also the 
Coordinator of Creative Writing.  Meet her at deirdrefagan.com 
 
Gill Lambert is a poet and teacher from Yorkshire. She won the Ilkley Literature 
Festival open mic competition in 2016 and her pamphlet Uninvited Guests was 
published last year by Indigo Dreams. Her first full length collection, Tadaima, was 
published by Yaffle Press in April 2019. 
 
Scott Elder‘s work has appeared in several magazines and journals. His poems have 
been placed or commended in the Troubadour International Poetry Prize 2016, the 
Guernsey International Poetry Prize 2018, the Bristol Poetry Prize 2018, the Poetry 
on the Lake Prize 2018, Buzzwords Poetry Competition 2018, and shortlisted in the 
Fish Poetry Prize 2017 and the Plough Prize 2017.  Publications: Breaking 
Away (Poetry Salzburg, 2015), Part of the Dark (Dempsey & Windle, 2017). 
 
Mary Percy-Burns was born Mary Smith and wanted to be different. She has been 
writing poetry for nearly six decades, read English at UEA at 26 and completed an 
MA in Writing the Visual in retirement at Norwich Art School. Her writing is 
confessional and pastoral. She worked as a Teacher/Lecturer in areas as diverse as 

http://sheikha82.wordpress.com/
http://deirdrefagan.com/
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Sport for the Disabled, Counselling and English Literature and also as an Art 
Therapist. Her daughter is the poet Anna Percy (and she is her biggest fan) who often 
has to email in her submissions as she continues to find computers baffling.  
 
Catherine Zickgraf’s main jobs are to hang out with her family and write poetry. 
Her work has appeared in the Journal of the American Medical Association, 
Pank, Victorian Violet Press and The Grief Diaries. Her recent chapbook, Soul Full of 
Eye, is published through Aldrich Press. Read and watch her 
at caththegreat.blogspot.com 
 
Nature is the blood of Susannah Violette’s work. Animals both within us and 
outside of us fascinate her and her poems become liminal spaces where the edges of 
these worlds blur. She was recommended in the Westival International Poetry Prize, 
shortlisted for the Frogmore poetry prize and has appeared in various publications 
worldwide. 
 
Geraldine Clarkson is a UK poet whose work has appeared in UK and international 
journals. She has three poetry chapbooks: Declare (Shearsman Books, 2016),  Dora 
Incites the Sea-Scribbler to Lament (smith | doorstop, 2016) and No. 25(Shearsman 
Books, 2018). 
 
Margarita Serafimova was shortlisted for the Montreal International Poetry Prize 
2017, Summer Literary Seminars Poetry Contest 2018 and the University Centre 
Grimsby International Literary Prize 2018; long-listed for the Erbacce Press Poetry 
Prize 2018 and the Red Wheelbarrow 2018 Prize, and nominated for Best of the Net 
2018. She has three collections in Bulgarian. Her work appears in Agenda 
Poetry, London Grip, Waxwing,Trafika Europe, European Literature Network, A-
Minor, Poetry South, Great Weather for Media, Orbis, Nixes Mate, StepAway, Ink, 
Sweat and Tears, HeadStuff, Minor Literatures, Writing Disorder, Birds We Piled 
Loosely, Orbis, Chronogram, Noble/ Gas, Origins, The Journal, miller’s pond, Obra/ 
Artifact, Blue Mountain Review, Califragile, TAYO, Opiate, Pure Slush, Harbinger 
Asylum, Punch, Tuck, Ginosko, etc. 
Visit: https://www.facebook.com/MargaritaISerafimova/ 
 

Peter Burrows is a librarian in the North West of England. His poems have appeared 
most recently in The Interpreter’s House, The Cannon’s Mouth, South, Marble 
Poetry, and Coast to Coast to Coast.  @Peter_Burrows74 
 

http://caththegreat.blogspot.com/
https://www.facebook.com/MargaritaISerafimova/
https://twitter.com/Peter_Burrows74
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Paula Nicolson lives near Lockerbie with her family and the ashes of her dead cat. 
She enjoys writing children’s poetry and stories, and hopes they will fire the 
imagination of children and make teenagers put down their phones. 
 
Beth O’Brien is a third year English Literature student at the University of 
Birmingham. She has had work published with Foxglove Journal, Nine Muses 
Poetry, Dear Reader Poetry, BellaOnline Literary Review, Eunoia, Pulp Poets Press, 
and Peculiars Press. She runs the website Mad Hatter Reviews and reviews for 
Riggwelter Press, and has written articles for sheswanderful.com and the Graduate 
Recruitment Bureau blog. 
 

Maxine Rose Munro is a Shetlander adrift on the outskirts of Glasgow. After 
spending the first eighteen years of her life on the islands without even a small break 
for the holidays, the culture shock on eventually seeing the wider world rocked her 
to her core and is still rocking some decades later. Her work has been widely 
published, including in Northwords Now; Pushing Out the Boat; and Picaroon. She 
has also published poetry in Shetland Scots and these can be found in The New 
Shetlander; Poetry Scotland; and Three Drops from a Cauldron. Find her here 
www.maxinerosemunro.com 
 
Kit Casey is an English poet, living in Cognac, south west France. Writing from 
personal experiences, her poems are both gritty and uplifitng.Her latest collection, 
“Together We Are Home” is an insight into her world of Love, Passion, Heartache and 
Empowerment. https://en.gravatar.com/scribblingwreck 
 
Lisa Lerma Weber always has her heart pinned to her sleeve. Her work has been 
published in Marias at Sampaguitas, Mookychick, Nightingale & Sparrow, and others, 
with work forthcoming in Royal Rose. Follow her on Twitter @LisaLermaWeber 
 
Bethany W Pope has won many literary awards and published several novels and 
collections of poetry. Nicholas Lezard, writing for The Guardian, 
described Bethany’s latest book as 'poetry as salvation'.....'This harrowing collection 
drawn from a youth spent in an orphanage delights in language as a place of private 
escape.' She currently lives and works in China. 
 
Sam Rose is a writer and editor from Northamptonshire, England. She is the editor 
of Peeking Cat Poetry Magazine and The Creative Truth. Her work has appeared in 
Scarlet Leaf Review, Rat’s Ass Review, The Bitchin’ Kitsch, Haiku Journal, In Between 
Hangovers, and others. Sam is a cancer survivor and primarily uses her experiences 
with this to write poetry and memoir. In her spare time, she enjoys listening to music 

http://sheswanderful.com/
http://www.maxinerosemunro.com/
https://en.gravatar.com/scribblingwreck
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and eating too much chocolate. Find her on her 
website: https://www.writersam.co.uk/ and on Twitter: @writersamr 
 
Juliette Sebock is the author of Mistakes Were Made and has work forthcoming in a 
wide variety of publications.  She is the founding editor of Nightingale & Sparrow and 
runs a lifestyle blog, For the Sake of Good Taste.  When she isn't writing (and 
sometimes when she is), she can be found with a cup of coffee and her cat, 
Fitz.  Juliette can be reached on her website or across social media.  
 
Fredrick Martyn is a medical student, writer and poet, originally from Toronto, 
Canada. He writes for the medical satire website GomerBlogand his poetry has 
appeared in Pulp Poets Press and Soft Cartel among other places.  
 
S.A. Leavesley, also published as Sarah James, is an award-winning poet, fiction 
writer, journalist and photographer, and occasional artist. Her latest books include 
the novella Always Another Twist, How to Grow Matches (Against The Grain Poetry 
Press) and plenty-fish (Nine Arches Press). Website: www.sarah-james.co.uk. 
 
Gerard Sarnat is a physician who’s built and staffed homeless clinics as well as a 
Stanford professor and healthcare CEO. He won the Poetry in the Arts First Place 
Award plus the Dorfman Prize, and has been nominated for Pushcarts plus Best of 
the Net Awards. Gerry is published in academic-related journals including Stanford, 
Oberlin, Brown, Columbia, Virginia Commonwealth, Harvard, Johns Hopkins, 
Wesleyan and the University of Edinburgh. Gerry’s writing has also appeared widely 
including recently in such outlets as A New Ulster, Gargoyle, Main Street Rag, New 
Delta Review, MiPOesias, Margie, Blue Mountain Review, Danse Macabre, Canary 
Eco, Military Experience and the Arts, Cliterature, Brooklyn Review, San Francisco 
Magazine, The Los Angeles Review and The New York Times. His piece KADDISH 
FOR THE COUNTRY was selected for pamphlet distribution nationwide 
on Inauguration Day 2016. Amber Of Memory was chosen for the 50th Harvard 
reunion Dylan symposium. He’s also authored the collections Homeless Chronicles 
(2010), Disputes (2012), 17s (2014), and Melting the Ice King (2016). Gerry’s been 
married since 1969, with three kids plus four grandkids (and more on the way). 
gerardsarnat.com 
 
Rickey Rivers Jr was born and raised in Alabama. He is a writer and cancer survivor. 
His stories and poems have appeared in various publications and are forthcoming in 
Picaroon Poetry, Dodging the Rain, Pink Plastic House, Neon Mariposa (among other 
publications). Twitter.com/storiesyoumight 
/ https://storiesyoumightlike.wordpress.com/ 

https://www.writersam.co.uk/
http://www.sarah-james.co.uk/
http://gerardsarnat.com/
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Julia Clark is based in Edinburgh, where she has lived, on and off, for most of her 
life. Throughout her life she has always scribbled fragments of poems on the backs of 
shopping lists and in an endless series of notebooks going back to her teens. After 
getting a haiku published in the Financial Times several years ago, she was inspired 
to start writing poetry again – this time for real! She has enjoyed various courses and 
retreats, including at Moniack Mhor and on Iona, to help her find her way. As a result, 
she has met some wonderful people and been introduced to many more layers of the 
poetry ecosystem than she ever knew existed. Julia is now just starting to send out 
her own work and hopes to keep learning and writing. 
 
John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident. Recently published in the Homestead 
Review, Harpur Palate and Columbia Review with work upcoming in the Roanoke 
Review, the Hawaii Review and North Dakota Quarterly. 
 
Vicky Allen lives on the south east coast of Scotland, which often inspires her 
poetry, particularly the land and seascapes and Scotland’s rich heritage of story and 
folklore. New anthology “Reaching For Mercy” (Proost 2018) features several pieces 
of her work and she was involved in the poet-led launch of the anthology at last 
year’s Greenbelt Festival in England. She performed her spoken-word show 
“Wonder-Lines” for the 2018 Edinburgh Book Fringe and regularly participates in 
local open mic events. She has work published online and in print with Mslexia and 
Vox Poetica amongst others. 
 
Eli Dagger is 21 years old and specialises in dark poetry about true life experiences. 
She uses imagery to try and portray her emotions to the audience as deeply as 
possible. 
 
Adam Levon Brown is an internationally published poet and author in 14 countries. 
He has had his work translated in Spanish, Albanian, Arabic, and Afrikaans. Boasting 
over 300 published pieces, you can find his writing at such publications as 
Burningword Literary Journal, Firefly Magazine, Zany Zygote Review, Epigraph, 
Angel City Review, and Ariel Chart.  
 
Rebecca Torres-Holland (B.S. English Ed. & M.Div.) is a visually impaired Filipina 
writer who lives in Pennsylvania. She is a staff writer at CAPTIVATING, a magazine 
that works to empower people with disabilities. Her first chapbook, Through My 
Good Eye: A Memoir in Verse, was published in December of 2018.  Most recently, her 
work has appeared in The Drabble, Bold Blind Beauty, and Women Writers & Women’s 
Books.   
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Ashley Elizabeth is a 20-something year old poet from Baltimore who draws 
inspiration from her city, her people, her space, and her body. She has been featured 
in online journals such as Rose Water, Passages North, Memoir Mixtapes, and For the 
Sonorous among others. Ashley is also Assistant Editor at Sundress Publications. She 
habitually posts on Twitter and Instagram @ae_thepoet   
 

Sanjeev Sethi is the author of three books of poetry. His most recent 
collection is This Summer and That Summer (Bloomsbury, 2015). He is published in 
more than 25 countries. Recent credits: Talking Writing, Episcopal Café, Futures 
Trading, Academy of the Heart and Mind, Poets’ Espresso Review, Datura Literary 
Journal, Amethyst Review, Laldy Literary Journal, Spillwords, and elsewhere. He lives 
in Mumbai, India.  

 

Stephen Bone's work has appeared in magazines and anthologies. 
His latest pamphlet, Plainsong was published by Indigo Dreams in 2018. 
 
Paul Robert Mullen is a poet, musician and sociable loner from Liverpool, U.K. He 
has three published poetry collections: curse this blue raincoat (2017), testimony 
(2018), and 35 (2018).  He also enjoys paperbacks with broken spines, and all things 
minimalist. Twitter: @mushyprm35 
 
Raine Geoghegan, MA, lives in West Sussex. She has been published both online and 
in print with Romany Routes Journal; Fair Acre Press; Words for the Wild; Ink 
Pantry; Fly on the Wall and others. Her poems have been featured in a documentary 
film, Stories from the Hop Yards. Her first pamphlet, Apple Water: Povel Panni was 
published by Hedgehog Poetry Press in November 2018. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

http://www.amazon.in/This-Summer-that-Sanjeev-Sethi/dp/9385436708/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1453726223&sr=1-1&keywords=this+summer+and+that+summer
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Previous Publication Credits 
 
‘Last Spring’ by Sheikha A. was first published at Poppy Road Review. 
 
‘Esquisse’ by Scott Elder was first published in Quiddity. 
 
‘Sandcastles’ by Peter Burrows was first published in South. 
 
‘On Father’s 69th Birthday’ by Sanjeev Sethi was first published in Drunk Monkeys. 
 
‘Windfall’ by Stephen Bone was first published in Shotglass and the author’s 
collection In the Cinema (Playdead Press, 2014). 
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